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Prologue
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He’s a jerk. I hate him. I never want to see him again. 

Unfortunately, that’s not possible. Because we live together. 

Yup, that’s right – Stratton Müller, German native and perennial campus playboy, is one of my housemates for the year. 

I never thought that we’d have anything in common...

So what if we banded together against the other housemates that night? That doesn’t mean anything at all. 

After this year, we’ll just go back to hating each other. Right? 

There’s no way I could ever fall in love with someone so arrogant and promiscuous. 

So why can’t I stop thinking about him? 






Sure, he’s gorgeous. And he’s amazing at soccer, and he speaks three languages. But that doesn’t even slightly make up for what a jerk he can be. He sleeps with a new girl practically every day, and expects women to drop at his feet. Plus, watching him carry on with his friends is a nightmare. It’s like all they can do is think of new ways to embarrass and horrify the female sex. I always swore that I’d never fall for that, but Stratton turned to be pretty different once we actually lived together...
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Chapter One
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Leda

I wiped the sweat from my brow as I hauled the last one of my boxes out of my beat-up Subaru wagon. Even though it was the beginning of September, it still felt like the middle of July. It always amazed me how much different the climate in Virginia felt from home, upstate New York. Staggering on the incline of the driveway, I put my hand over my forehead and looked up at the big house with wooden siding and a sloped, chalet-style roof. 

The asphalt felt squishy below my feet and I frowned when I saw that it was melting in patches and sticking to my shoes. 

“Auspicious start to the year,” I grumbled under my breath as I grabbed my purse and the smallest box from the pile. There weren’t any other cars in the driveway and I wondered how many of my roommates were home. I lived with 4 other guys, and they were pretty cool roommates because they all kept to themselves. My parents had been horrified to learn that their little girl was going to live with beastly men, but it had been the best decision I’d made since coming here for graduate school. Male roommates didn’t borrow (steal) your clothes, or get pissed with you if you skipped weekly brunch. Besides, my best friend Megan lived a couple of blocks away. If I ever needed girl time, I’d go hang out with her. 

“Hello?” I called out as I entered, peeking around the foyer at the massive shoe pile by the front door. There was no answer, but I heard something squeaking in the kitchen. “Hello?” I repeated, dropping the box and my purse on the ground. The box landed with a crashing sound and I winced. 

Turning the corner, I saw a tall, shirtless guy kicking around a soccer ball in the kitchen. He had an amazing body, and I felt my mouth go dry as I shamelessly checked him out. He was deeply tanned, with light brown hair that was tousled and messy. I felt my stomach plunge as he turned around. Shit, I thought. Stratton.  

“Hallo!” He greeted me with a slight German accent. “You are Leda?” 

I nodded. “Right,” I said. “Hi, Stratton.” It took every ounce of my willpower to look away from his body and enunciate correctly. “How was your summer?” 

Stratton grinned boyishly, his blue eyes twinkling. “Fantastic,” he said, nodding enthusiastically. “It was the World Cup.” 

“I know,” I replied, rolling my eyes. “We heard about it here, too.” 

He cocked his head to the side. “I didn’t think you cared about such nonsense, Leda,” he said, raising his eyebrow at me. “Sports are for idiots, right?” 

I felt a slow blush creep up my face and cover my cheeks. “I never said that,” I protested. 

“Yeah, sure,” Stratton teased. He kicked the soccer ball straight up in the air with his toes and bounced it off his knees, alternating his right and left leg. There was a beat in the conversation and for a moment it seemed like he’d forgotten that he was talking to me. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other and sighed loudly. 

“Who are you staying with?” I asked. Stratton didn’t hear me. He kept tapping the ball up into the air with the slightest touch of his knee and the occasional headbutt. 

“Hm?” Stratton turned to me, the ball captured safely in his hands. “What was that?”

I frowned. “I asked who you were staying with,” I repeated. “Which one of my housemates?” 

Stratton grinned. “Oh, Leda,” he said, clucking with his tongue. “I live here!” 

My stomach dropped. “What?” I cried out, squinting at him. “Are you sure?” 

“Of course,” he said nonchalantly. “What, you think I’d be naked in your kitchen otherwise?” 

I blushed hotly as the image of Stratton naked flashed through my mind. “Forget it,” I mumbled. “I have to go grab my stuff.” 

“Bye, Leda!” Stratton called, thumping the soccer ball against the ceiling. 

I didn’t answer; I was too furious. How could he have moved in? The landlord didn’t even say anything to me about it! Ducking into my room, I pulled my phone out of my purse and dialed Megan. She answered before it even rang once. 

“Hey,” she said by way of greeting. “Are you back? Want sushi?” 

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “But yes, I’m back.” 

Megan laughed. “And you sound so happy to be here, too!” 

I rolled my eyes and used my free hand to hold my mass of dark brown hair off my sticky neck. “Stratton moved in,” I said quietly, facing the wall so he wouldn’t hear me through the closed door. “I just got here and he was shirtless in the kitchen, kicking a soccer ball around.”

“Ohmygod,” Megan said in a rush. “Stratton Müller?” 

“How many other Strattons do we know?” I asked in irritation. “Of course it’s Stratton Müller.” 

“He’s so hot,” Megan gushed. “I wonder if he’ll hang out shirtless all the time?” 

“I don’t care,” I said in exasperation. “I hope he doesn’t. I hope he moves out right now.”

“Hey, what’s so bad?” Megan asked. “He can’t be that annoying.” 

“It’s not that he’s annoying,” I replied. “It’s that he’s such a slut. I hate the idea of girls coming over here all the time. It would be so distracting!” 

“I get that,” Megan said. “But really, that’s why you’re so mad?” 

I sighed. It was obvious she’d forgotten what happened at the beginning of last year. “It’s just annoying,” I said. “And I don’t want to deal with it. I liked my old housemates.” 

“Yeah, because they were boring as eff,” Megan retorted. “You looked like a social butterfly next to those dudes.” 

There was a muffled crash in the hallway and I heard Stratton’s charming accent call out, “Sorry!” 

I shuddered. “I changed my mind about sushi,” I said darkly. “I’ll meet you in thirty.” 

“Deal,” Megan replied before hanging up. 

I decided to abandon unpacking and just go have a fun night with my best friend. I hadn’t seen her all summer, and I knew that we had a lot to catch up on. I checked my reflection in the glass hanging on the wall; it was both disappointing and relieving to see my slightly crooked oval-shaped face with wide gray eyes and pale skin. My mass of dark hair was working its way out of the sloppy bun that I’d carelessly fixed this morning, and I stuck my tongue out at my reflection for emphasis. 

Oh, well. It’s not like Megan cares what I look like. But Stratton does, I immediately thought, blushing. Why couldn’t I have picked a cuter outfit for today?

The house was curiously quiet as I grabbed my purse and slunk down the hallway. The kitchen was empty and I heard music pulsing faintly from the basement. When I got in my car, I felt a huge sense of relief wash over me. I realized that although I hadn’t been home for more than half an hour, I’d spent the whole time thinking about Stratton. That had felt like a very, very long half hour. 

The familiar scenery filled me with a sense of nostalgia as I drove through the sleepy outskirts of Charlottesville. Megan lived in her own apartment (lucky brat) on the other side of town, but it still only took me about fifteen minutes to get there. “Our” sushi place was a little café near her apartment complex. We’d been going there weekly since we first started as grad students the year before. The staff knew us by name, and it was kind of a retreat. Megan and I had made a pact never to take anyone else there. 

As usual, Sushi Maki was completely empty. The waitress nodded at me and gave me a friendly smile, and she gestured for me to take the usual spot in the back booth. A few minutes later, Megan walked in. 

“Girl!” Megan yelped, running over to me and wrapping her arms around me. She smelled like her usual blend of Prada Candy and cigarettes. Her fragrance was as soothing to me as that of my own room, and I was so happy to be around my best friend again. 

“I know,” I said into a mouthful of her blonde hair. We sat down and stared at each other. 

“So,” Megan began, taking a sip of water. “What’s the deal with Stratton?” 

“I have no idea,” I admitted. “I just got home and he was there. He said that he’d moved in, and I guess he replaced Ray.” 

“Who was Ray?” Megan furrowed her brow. 

“He was
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