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            Sophie Harrison

          

        

      

    

    
      “Yes, Beckett, I’m fine,” I say to my brother, my phone on speaker as I unpack a box. “The apartment building is great, I love it. Everything is moved in and I’ll work on unpacking boxes over the next week.”

      “Sorry I couldn’t be there to help,” Beckett says. “Ivy says hi.”

      I smile at the thought of my brother’s girlfriend. The girl had been through hell and back, but she was a fighter and they were amazing together. “Tell her hi. Listen, I need to go. I’ve got a lot to do before work starts on Monday.”

      “Be careful and be smart,” Beckett advises. “Make sure you look up Zane when you get to the hospital.”

      I roll my eyes. “Yes, sir.” I giggle at my brother’s huff on the other end of the phone.

      “He’s one of my closest friends and it’s fate you ended up at the same hospital. He’ll do you right and make sure you’re looked out for since I can’t be there.” Beckett is a great guy and is always so protective of me, but I’m thrilled to finally be out of Rose Grove Ridge.

      Small town living seems to fit Beckett and Ivy perfectly, but I’ve been longing to move to the city for the longest time. Finally, after four years of studying, graduating with my degree in nursing, and working at a small-town hospital for a year, I’ve landed a job in the emergency room in Northdale.

      I hate moving two hours away from Beckett and Ivy, they’re the only family I have, but I’m so excited to be out on my own. I mean, I’ve been living on my own for a couple years, but being in Northdale makes everything seem more real.

      “I promise I’ll try to find Zane,” I tell my brother. Not that I know what the guy looks like anymore. The last time I saw him, I was a teenager. Being twenty-four to my brother’s thirty-five means we didn’t really have the same friends and he’s always been more of a father to me than a brother—hence the super protective stance and wanting me to buddy up with his friend.

      “I’d just feel a lot more comfortable if you know someone there. Zane has been in Northdale for several years and at that hospital for at least three. He’ll be a good one to help you get acclimated.”

      “Yeah, you’re right. I’m sure we’ll cross paths fairly quickly since he works in the ER. I’ll be sure to introduce myself and let him know I’m your sister.”

      “He knows you’re coming and promised he’d help you settle in. Ivy and I will get up there to visit as soon as we can.” Beckett clears his throat. “Proud of you, Soph.”

      “Thanks. Love you.”

      We say our goodbyes and I flop down onto the cute little second-hand sofa I found at a thrift shop. I glance around the room and can’t help the grin that fills my face. My own apartment, in the city, and I’m starting a job as an ER nurse at one of the biggest hospitals in the area.

      Sure, I’m alone and already a tiny bit homesick, but that’s mainly because I miss my brother and Ivy.

      Once I’m settled in and make some friends, I’m sure I’ll be fine.

      Monday, I’ll find Zane. At least I’ll have one friendly face at the hospital.

      I decide I’m going to explore the apartment building and go out to grab some lunch. I know one of the keys I was given is for my mailbox and I want to see what the laundry room set up is like. Plus, it’s important to figure out the layout around my new place so I’ll know where to get the best groceries, food, and coffee before early morning shifts.
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, you new here?” The deep, smooth voice from behind me makes me jump.

      I turn from attempting to open my mailbox, my hand clutching my chest. “Oh my God, you scared the shit out of me.”

      The dark haired, dark eyed man stands at about six foot compared to my five foot seven with a devilish smile under his five o’clock shadow. “Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you. You stuck?” He indicates my key still hanging out of the mailbox.

      I blow a strand of hair from my face with a huff. “Yeah, my key went in, but I can’t get it out.”

      “You gotta have the magic touch.” He steps forward, jiggles the key, and pulls it out without a single ounce of resistance.

      “Thanks.” I take the key from him and try again. “At first, I thought I was in the wrong mailroom, the box labels don’t match the apartment numbers.” I give a little squee of triumphant as I successfully open my box.

      “Yeah, it’s a security thing. I guess about ten years ago, a creeper got in and watched a woman open her mailbox, figured out which apartment she was in, and attacked her.” His brows furrow together. “That was long before I was living here, but they’ve installed a shit-ton of security since then. It’s a really safe place now. Didn’t mean to freak you out.”

      “No, it’s all good. I feel safe here.” I close the mailbox and pocket my key. “Thanks for your help.” I head toward the door with the intent to find the laundry room. There’s a hookup in my apartment for a small stacked unit, but until I can save up money and find a good deal, I’ll be using the community facilities.

      “Hey, there’s a party tonight. The apartment complex has a party a couple times a year. Main floor lounge, tonight at seven. It’s mostly just people who live here, but a few invite their significant others. You timed it just right, it’s a good way to meet neighbors.”

      I chew my bottom lip. “Do we need to bring anything? I’m not set up for baking or cooking just yet.” The idea of a party sparks my interest; maybe tonight is my chance to break free.

      I didn’t really come out of my shy phase until well after high school. By that time, I was so focused on my degree—plus, one of the difficult things about a small town is the lack of prospective suitors; if you find your soul mate there, you’re set, but if you don’t find the one, the pickins are slim to none.

      So, I’m in Northdale—not the largest city around, but big by my standards—and ready to spread my wings and fly. I’ve got the new place, the new job, and the potential to make some new friends. All I need is the chance to shed the shy virgin label and I’ll be set.

      I’ve worked through the shyness thanks to nursing school and working in a hospital, but my virginity has clung to me like stink on a pig. I’m ready to say goodbye to it and live a little. Not having Beckett around to watch my every move should allow me a bit more freedom and I can’t wait.

      Not that I plan to hookup with some random stranger at the apartment party on my first night here, but I’m not completely against the idea. Deciding right then and there I won’t throw myself at the first hot guy who looked my way, but I also won’t shy away from a potential fun time, I smile at my mailbox savior.

      “Just bring a bag of chips or something easy like ice or a six-pack.”

      “Thanks, sounds fun. I’ll be there.”

      “Great, see you there. Oh, hey,” he calls out as I leave, “what’s your name?”

      For whatever reason—and it’s not because I don’t trust this man, because I feel completely at ease with him—I throw out my middle name instead of my first. “Oh, um, it’s Leigh. What about you?”

      He clears his throat. “It’s Jon. Jonathon, but Jon works.”

      “Nice to meet you, Jon. I’ll see you tonight.” I give a little wave and walk away, attempting not to do a happy dance and pump my fist. A party invite from a hot guy on my first day in the city. It’s like my fantasies are all coming true.
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        * * *

      

      By seven that evening, I’ve found the laundry room, discovered some amazing little grocers and shops, fallen in love with a nearby café and coffee shop, and purchased a cheesecake sampler for the party.

      I’m dressed in my cutest short skirt, a darling shirt, and a pair of amazing sandals. I’m not model thin, but I exercise as often as possible and do my best to stay healthy. My dark brown hair has just enough auburn in it to look fabulous in the setting sun and I’ve lined my brown eyes in a smoky look. I smear on a pretty pink gloss and shove my door key in my pocket.

      Keeping my virginity was never the plan. I’m not one of those girls who thinks my purity is sacred or anything like that. I just had better things to do with my time and no one ever really caught my eye enough to mess with a relationship.

      But I want that. I want what Beckett and Ivy have found. I want to be loved and cherished. I want my own happily ever after.

      Until then, though, I just wanna get hot and sweaty with a gorgeous guy. I wanna be the reason he gets hard, I wanna be the image he jacks off to in the shower. I don’t need my first time to be sweet and gentle, I just wanna get off with something other than my own fingers.

      And maybe tonight is the night.

      I grab the cheesecake and make my way down to the main floor lounge.

      Several people are milling about, drinks and plates in hand, chatting and laughing.

      I place my offering on the table and glance around.

      Jon catches my eye immediately. He waves and calls out, “Leigh!”

      For a moment, my chest fills with disappointment that he’s speaking to someone else, but then I remember I gave him my middle name. I’m still not quite sure why I blurted that out instead of just telling him my first name, but it’s not that big of a deal. At most, I’ll see the guy around the complex from time-to-time.

      What if he’s the object of tonight’s potential hookup?

      I grin and wave at Jon. Oh well, he can grunt Leigh in my ear as he fucks me just as easily as Sophie.

      And if it goes farther than one night?

      I give myself an internal shrug. Easy fix. I tell him I sometimes go by my middle name, I actually prefer Sophie with people I know, and that’s the end of it.

      “Glad you made it. Want a drink?”

      “Yeah, thanks.”

      Jon grabs a can from the cooler of ice and studies the label. “Cider okay?”

      “Great, I’m not a huge fan of beer.” I pop open the cold can and take a sip. It’s good, but I can tell immediately it’s strong. Good, maybe enough to loosen me up.

      “The music is good, wanna dance?” Jon nods his head toward where a group of people are dancing.

      “Sounds fun.”

      “Wait, did you eat anything before you came down here?” Jon frowns.

      “No, figured I’d eat here.” I take another drink, already feeling the buzz going to my head.

      “Let’s grab some food. I’d rather spend the night getting to know you than holding your hair back while you puke.” Jon gently grabs my elbow and steers me toward the food.

      I giggle. “Are you saying I can’t hold my liquor?”

      Jon chuckles. “I’m saying that particular cider is like twelve percent alcohol by volume and not safe on an empty stomach. I prefer the pretty girls I flirt with to be sober.” He leans close and brushes a kiss against my cheek before whispering, “I’m all about consent and drunk girls aren’t my thing.”

      He shoves his bottle of beer in his back pocket and picks up two plates. His words and the way he’s taken charge of the situation, filling my plate and insisting I don’t get sloppy drunk, is a total turn-on. Warmth washes through me and a slow throbbing begins between my legs.

      “You want ranch for these wings?” Jon asks.

      “Yes, please.” I eye the plate of food, glad he’s loaded it up with foods to help absorb the alcohol. Suddenly, the thought of loosening up with a drink isn’t nearly as appealing as getting up close and personal with Jon.

      We spend the next thirty minutes eating, drinking, and laughing. We talk about ridiculous things, but pretty much steer clear of anything too personal. I like that we click even without knowing every single boring factoid about each other.

      Jon keeps a protective hand at the small of my back as he leads me around and introduces me to people. While folks in Rose Grove Ridge know pretty much anything and everything about each other—good and bad—these new acquaintances don’t seem to mind just a name and a quick hello. No one asks which apartment I’m in, no one asks where I’m from. They’re friendly enough, but not all up in my business and I kinda love it.

      “Most everyone here is pretty nice,” Jon says.

      “I love it.” My cheeks heat and I bite my lip. “I’m from a pretty small town where everyone knows everyone. I like the anonymity here.” I finish my cider, glad that the earlier insta-buzz has settled a bit with the addition of food. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m looking forward to meeting people and having friends, but it’s nice to just kinda exist without every single person asking nosey questions.”

      “I get it.” Jon tosses our empty drinks in the trashcan. “You wanna re-visit that dancing or let me take you up to the rooftop?” He runs a hand over his face. “I swear, that’s not a cheap pickup line.”

      I take a step forward. “I’m not against cheap pickup lines if they’re coming from the right guy.”

      Jon pulls me closer, his hand splaying my lower back. “In that case, let me show you the rooftop—maybe I’ll have you seeing stars literally and figuratively.”

      I snort and throw my head back laughing. “That was bad. But lead on.”

      Twenty minutes later, I’ve thrown caution to the wind and snuggled under Jon’s arm as he points out the different big city buildings from different vantage points around the top of our building. Every single touch, every warm breath against my cheek sends shivers through me and causes the warm throbbing in my core to increase.

      “At the risk of sounding like a complete cliché,” Jon starts, “I swear I’ve never really done this type of thing. Okay, more like I haven’t done this type of thing in a long time.”

      I step closer, my hands resting against his broad chest, loving the way his nipples harden under my touch. “What type of thing?” I bite my lip and stare up at him.

      He’s so damn gorgeous and I’ve already fallen under his spell like a mouse preyed upon by a snake. Maybe he’s not even hinting at what I’m hoping he’s hinting at. But if he is, I’m not going to question it. He’s hot as sin, totally above-board—hell, he made sure I wasn’t drunk—and checks all the right boxes for the right guy to hookup with so I can finally lose the virgin label.

      “This,” he murmurs, tipping my chin as he dips his head and captures my mouth in a searing hot kiss. His lips are warm and demanding, his tongue encouraging my mouth to open and let him in.

      I gasp as our slick tongues dance together and his hands travel down my back to grip my ass. I want to strip myself naked and rub against him like a cat, but I reel it in. Instead, I whimper when his cock presses against my throbbing core, and drop my head back, giving him access to my neck.

      “You never kiss girls you just met on the rooftop after feeding them chicken wings and ranch?” My words are breathy as I tease him.

      “I’ve kissed plenty of girls, taken my fair share to bed, too. Just haven’t done the whole hookup thing in quite a while.” Jon nibbles and licks my neck and I fight the urge to wrap my legs around his waist and get myself off.

      “I’m okay with it if you are.” There’s no reason to put a halt to things by telling him I’m a virgin. It’s not like I’ve never had anything phallic in my body, it’s just never been attached to a living, breathing man.

      Eeww, that sounds gross. I’ve not been fucking dead men. I just mean I’ve used dildos and whatnot. He’s not going to pop my cherry or make me bleed—I’m a nurse, I know enough about anatomy to feel confident in that.

      Some guys are all about fucking virgins, some guys get weirded out by it. As long as we’re both consenting adults and agree on protection, I don’t see a single reason Jon needs to know I’m a virgin.

      Sure, we live in the same building so we’ll likely see each other from time-to-time, but it’s not like we’re roommates. While I may be interested in falling in love sometime soon, I doubt he is. Plus, even if we were to go out on a date here and there, I’ll be busy with work—and I’m sure he has a job, these apartments aren’t cheap—so keeping things casual will be easy and for the best.

      “You wanna go somewhere a bit more private?” Jon asks softly against my ear.

      I bite my lip. His bedroom or mine seems a bit more involved than a hookup, but I’m not sure where else to suggest.

      “I’ve got a spot,” he says as if reading my mind.

      I cock a brow. “You’ve got a spot, but I’m supposed to believe you don’t do the whole hookup thing often? Mmhm…”

      Jon laughs and takes my hand, leading me toward the stairs. “Yeah, that sounded bad. I just meant there’s a place I can assure us privacy. I’ve never actually used it for sexual activities of any type.”

      We take the stairs down one flight and Jon leads the way to an apartment on the top floor.

      “Is this the penthouse?” I ask, wondering if I’m being completely ridiculous. “Do you live in the penthouse?”

      Jon laughs and unlocks the door. “Not even close.” He closes the door behind us and flips on a small lamp. “This is like the floor model, the owners have never rented it out as the penthouse.”

      I glance around. “I recognize this. I didn’t come take a tour in person, but they sent pictures of what to expect in my apartment. I have to say, I appreciate the fact the pictures did the apartment total justice.” Beckett had been worried they’d show really nice pictures, but the actual apartment would be crap.

      “Yeah, the owners of this building are good people. For real. No bait and switch type stuff here.”

      I narrow my eyes. “Why do you have a key?” A thought crosses my mind. “Oh my God, are you the owner?”

      He chuckles. “Again, no. But they left the key with me this weekend in case anyone wants to see the floor model because they’ve gone out of town to meet their new twin grandbabies.”

      “Awww,” I coo. “That’s sweet.”

      “Like I said, good people.” He tosses the key on the entryway table.

      I glance down the hall toward the bedroom. “As fun as taking this to the bed might be, I’m not sure I want to deal with cleaning up the mess.”

      Jon smiles and pulls me close, his lips hovering over mine. “How about we make use of the sofa?”

      My lips long for his, dying to taste him again. “What do you have in mind?”

      His hand trails from my back to my hip and then his fingers are edging under my skirt hem, the back of his knuckles brushing over my throbbing, wet pussy. “Thought maybe I’d get you off,” he pauses, licks my lips, and groans before whispering hotly next to my ear, “wanna taste you and feel you come on my tongue.”

      I shiver and tighten my arms around his neck.

      “Then you can straddle me and ride my cock if you’re into it,” Jon says, gently taking my bottom lip between his teeth and sucking.

      “Totally into it,” I mumble before devouring his mouth and letting his tongue fuck between my lips.

      Jon pulls a condom from his pocket. “I’m not sure if it’s better to say I always carry one or I threw one in with hopes of getting lucky tonight.”

      I laugh and let him pull me toward the sofa. “Let’s just be glad you have one. Less mess.” As if I’d know. I mean, I’ve seen porn and I know the basics of sex. Anything acting as a barrier to bodily fluids should make things less messy.

      Jon holds up a hand. “Hang on.” He rushes to the hall closet. “Bingo!” He brings back a large bath towel. “I’ll wash it and return it tomorrow, they’ll never know.”

      “Better than leaving DNA on their show couch.”

      He pushes me down on the cushions and drops between my legs. “You okay with getting naked?”

      “Definitely.” I sit up slightly and let him pull my shirt over my head, then lift my hips so he can yank my skirt down my legs.

      “Take your bra off,” Jon demands as he rips his shirt off and tosses it to the side.

      With my eyes never leaving his, I reach between my full breasts and unclasp the closure. The way his nostrils flare when I spill from the material spurs me on and I let the bra fall to the side before cupping my breasts in my hands.

      “That’s fucking gorgeous,” Jon growls, placing his hands on the outside of mine, his thumbs caressing over my nipples. He leans in and captures one hard peak between his lips, tonguing it gently as I whimper under his touch.

      I like to play with my own nipples, but I’ve never had anyone else’s hands or mouth on them—the warm, wet heat sends a rush of desire pulsing in my core.

      Jon presses me to lean back, his lips and teeth teasing first one nipple and then the other as I moan and run a hand through his dark hair. With one hand cupping my breast, he caresses the other down my stomach and brushes his fingers gently over the trimmed thatch of dark, wet curls.

      “I’m not gonna keep asking, but if anything gets to be too much, you stop me,” he whispers gruffly in my ear. “Can I touch you?”

      I nod, groaning a yes, and gasp as his thick, warm fingers spread me open, his thumb flicking over my throbbing clit.

      “Love how wet you are,” Jon murmurs before capturing my mouth, his thumb and forefinger pinching my nipple as his other hand teases my folds. He works his way from my mouth to my neck, stopping to worship my breasts, before pressing kisses down my abdomen. When he reaches my mound, Jon shoves a pillow under my ass, keeping the towel in place, and pushes gently at my knees.

      My legs fall open, exposing my wet folds to him and he licks his lips. He starts with one finger, slipping it slowly into my body. I moan, loving the contact, but wanting so much more.

      Jon adds a second finger and dips his head to tongue my clit. My hips jerk as I seek out more, chasing the orgasm I know is just around the corner.

      “You’re so damn wet and tight.” His words tease over my engorged lips. “Wanna taste you when you come and then slide my cock in this tight, pink pussy.”

      “Fuck, Jon,” I whimper. “I’m close.”
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            Zane Kepler

          

        

      

    

    
      Fuck, this girl.

      I think I’m in love and all I know is her first name.

      Hell, I didn’t even give her the name I go by, but now I’m feasting on her wet pussy like it’s my last damn meal.

      This may be a huge mistake.

      I’m fucking thirty-five years old.

      I don’t do hookups anymore.

      I’ve got a good job, a job I love.

      I don’t need the hassle of random sex.

      What I need is someone who wants to settle down.

      Someone to come home to at night.

      Someone to love, cherish, and protect.

      What I’ve got is a gorgeous, funny girl, new to the city, and likely not even twenty-five, spread out before me letting me tongue fuck her into oblivion.

      I need to be inside her, need to feel her tight pussy clench around my cock.

      To hell with good decisions, I’ll deal with consequences and regrets tomorrow.

      “Come for me,” I demand, working my fingers in her tight channel as I swirl my tongue slowly around her clit. Reaching up to pinch one perfectly pink nipple, I take in her long legs spread open for me, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders, and her perfect hips rocking to meet my fingers and tongue. “Wanna taste you. Come on my tongue.”

      With a hand gripping my hair, Leigh cries out, her body shuddering under me as an orgasm washes through her.

      Before she can come down from her high and regret hooking up with a complete stranger, I slip my fingers from her core and suck them between my lips. With fire in her eyes, she reaches for my hand, laves her tongue over my fingers, and pulls me close for a soul-searing kiss.

      I either need this pretty girl to suck me off or ride my cock—I’m about to blow my load and I need to be buried in her one way or another.

      “You good for more?” I ask, stroking my leaking shaft and eyeing the condom on the couch cushion.

      She bites her lip and nods.

      “What do you want?” If she wants to suck me, I’m fine with that. Some people don’t like penetration after they come.

      Leigh reaches for the condom and maneuvers our bodies on the couch so I’m spread out over the towel, rock-hard cock dripping on my stomach as she tears open the tiny packet. She grips my length and rolls the latex down with a shaky hand.

      Is she nervous or just worn out?

      I grab her wrist and pull her to straddle me, my arms wrapped around her back as I haul her in close. Her perfect full tits press into my chest, but all I care about is capturing her chin and brushing a soft kiss over her lips. “You good?”

      She nods, her brown eyes dilated, looking as innocent as an angel.

      “Then ride me,” I growl against her lips, my cock twitching as she whimpers.

      Leigh shifts into position, gripping my shaft and directing it to her slick pussy. Knowing I’ll want to slam into her if I take over, I rest my hands on her hips and grit my teeth as she lowers herself inch-by-inch down my cock, soft, whimpery sex sounds escaping her with every movement.

      When she bottoms out, she pauses and rests her hands against my chest as my dick throbs and threatens to detonate in her tight heat.

      “Fucking hell, baby girl, you’re so damn tight.” My hands grip her hips and I watch her face for signs of discomfort as I thrust and roll my hips gently. “You good?”

      “You’re really big,” she gasps, “but it’s good.”  One hand cups her tit and teases a nipple while her other hand fingers her clit as she rocks her hips and stares down at me. “I wanna feel you come in me,” she whispers, pink tinting her cheeks.

      Grunting, I take her hands and place them on the back of the couch. “Hold on, gonna fuck you hard and fast.” I grip her hips and thrust up, strong and fast. Catching a nipple between my teeth, I lick and tease, loving the breathy moans Leigh makes. “Touch yourself, wanna feel you come with me.”

      She moves her right hand to her pussy and fingers her clit as her molten heat clings to my throbbing shaft. Her sexy little whimpers grow erratic. Thank fuck, because I’m about to blow.

      “That’s it, ride my cock and come for me. Gonna fill you up so good,” I croon, my fingers definitely leaving marks on her hips as I fuck her hard. With my balls drawn tight and a tingle at the base of my spine, I slam into her one last time and unload hot and thick into the condom as her tight walls milk every last drop from my throbbing cock.

      She collapses onto my chest, both of us breathing hard, pleasant aftershocks jolting through us as we savor the high.

      I wait for the regret to set in, but nothing happens.

      The only thing rushing through my head is how I can possibly fenagle a date with this girl when I’ve just fucked her silly.

      “That was amazing,” Leigh says, sighing against my ear. “But I start a new job tomorrow and I really need to make sure I get a decent night’s sleep.” She winces as she shifts her hips and lets my spent cock flop against my thigh.

      I caress my thumbs over her hipbones, longing to pull her close for slow, sensual kisses and wrap her in my arms for a nap.

      What the hell am I thinking?

      She’s made it clear this was just sex.

      She needs to leave.

      Don’t make it awkward.

      When the fuck did I become the guy making it awkward?

      Ten years ago, I would have already been thinking about tomorrow night’s girl.

      But now?

      Here I was wanting to cuddle and chat—get to know her—instead of just sending her on her way with a slap to her gorgeous ass and a see ya later.

      “Yeah, I’ve got work tomorrow, too.”

      We stand from the couch and I gather the towel.

      “Can I use the bathroom real quick?” she asks.

      “Sure, no problem.” When she’s gone, I toss the condom and use the towel to clean myself up the best I can. A shower is in my very near future, that’s for sure.

      By the time she’s back, looking somehow a perfect combo of freshly fucked and gorgeous, I’ve pulled on my clothes, folded the towel, and grabbed the key. “Ready?”

      We walk out the door and toward the elevator.

      “I can just take the stairs,” Leigh says, glancing around.

      “They’re on the other side of the floor, weird layout up here. Elevator is easier.” I punch the button and hear the car rumble as it makes its way to the very top.

      When the elevator chimes and slides open, I gesture for her to enter and follow her. “What floor?”

      “Third, please.” She straightens her skirt nervously.

      Fuck.

      Leigh notices the look on my face and her pretty pink lips, still swollen from my kisses, drops open. “No fucking way. You’re on the third floor?”

      I nod, doing my best to hide my smirk.

      “Of course, you are,” she mutters.

      When the elevator comes to a stop at floor three, I wait for her to exit and then step out of the car.

      She turns right.

      I turn right.

      At the next corner, I mumble a silent prayer she’ll take a left so we aren’t down the exact same hallway.

      Of course, she takes a right.

      Fuck.

      It’s not like I didn’t realize there were two apartments open on my floor, but I didn’t even think about the chance she’d be in one of them.

      She throws a nervous glance over her shoulder.

      I hold up my hands and laugh. “I swear, I’m not following you. I think we’re…”

      She pauses outside of her door and her eyes go wide when I stop at the one directly across the hall. “Neighbors?” Her voice has just a tinge of hysteria to it. “How the absolute fuck do I move to a new apartment and fall into massive awkwardness in less than twenty-four hours?” She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath.

      “No awkwardness, promise. One and done or possible repeat, whatever works for you.” Fuck that. I need this girl under me as I get more of her sweet, tight heat. “But no awkwardness. We’re adults, right?”

      She reaches into her pocket and retrieves her key with a wan smile. “Yeah, you’re right. Um, thanks for a fun evening.”

      “You, too. Best of luck at the new job.” I give a slight wave and wait for her to open her door. I don’t unlock my own door until I hear her slide both locks into place. Then I head into my apartment, start a load of laundry, take a quick shower, and grab my phone before heading back out.

      I need to sleep. The early shift will be killer, but my head is spinning and I can’t stop thinking about Leigh.

      It’s not so late that I think Beckett will be in bed, so I click his name on my phone and make my way down the stairs for a walk. Maybe unloading on him will clear my head and help me wind down.

      “Zane, what’s up?” my best friend answers with a smile on his words.

      “Man, I met a girl and I can’t get her out of my head.” I’m on the sidewalk now, no particular destination in mind, just roaming as I talk.

      “As long as you don’t forget you’re supposed to look for Sophie at the hospital, you can meet all the girls you want.”

      “Sophie?” My mind slams to a halt.

      “My little sister? Totally inexperienced, new to the city? You promised to look out for her? She said she’d look you up when she got to the hospital.” Beckett has always been super protective of his little sister. I’ve only seen pictures of the girl as a pre-teen
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