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      FLYNN

      Shit.

      My dick might have looked better at that other angle.

      The harsh glow from the computer screen and the dim lighting in the bedroom cast strange shadows the way it is now. And the last thing I want is for the main attraction to look anything less than absolutely stellar.

      After all, it’s what everyone is here for.

      The main attraction.

      My God-given gift.

      That needs to look perfect.

      I lean forward to reset my laptop back to its original placement. From this position, my cock can really shine in all its glory. The real star of HRD4U’s website. I initiate the video, stroke my hard length, and comments spring to life on the bottom of the screen, drawing a grin across my lips even though no one watching can see it.

      
        
          
            
              
        There we go.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        That’s what I’ve been looking for.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        About time HRD4U.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I feel like we’ve been waiting for hours.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Have you considered my offer to come take care of that for you?

      

      

      

      

      

      “Sorry to keep you waiting, ladies…and gentlemen. I had another commitment before I could get online tonight.”

      A string of hearts and smiley faces appear along the screen—the viewers’ responses to my apology. I really do hate to be late for my performance, but Rachel needed me, and I’m a sucker where Rach is concerned.

      She needs something…I come running, without a second thought, no matter what I’m in the middle of or what I have scheduled. That’s what best friends do. And tonight, she needed her best friend’s shoulder to cry on. It didn’t matter that it was painful to watch her breakdown over another guy who didn’t deserve her anyway; I would never leave her if she needs me—in any way.

      Ever.

      But now, it’s time to forget her dating woes and to make some other people very happy.

      “So, what would you like to see tonight?”

      I casually stroke my dick and slide my palm over the head, sending a zing of pleasure straight to my balls. A flurry of comments appears, and I try to read them and keep up while still focusing on the job at hand—or in hand, as it might be.

      Of course, this would feel a hell of a lot better if a certain woman’s smooth, soft fingers were wrapped around me, if she were the one bringing me the ultimate pleasure. Whispering in my ear. Touching me so intimately. Making me come apart.

      But that’s out of the question.

      Not when we’ve been best friends for so long, and she only sees me like a brother. The good girl from next door can never be anything but that. No matter how much I might wish for it. And fantasize about it.

      She will never see this side of me, never know how agonizing it is to see her every day and know I can’t have her.

      These people who watch are the only ones who will see what happens when I think about being with Rachel. How completely even imagining it overpowers my entire body.

      And one part in particular…

      
        
          
            
              
        We want to see you come.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Don’t tease us, HRD4U.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I want to see more.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I want to see your face. Tilt the camera up.

      

      

      

      

      

      Nope.

      That’s never going to happen.

      In the almost year since I started doing the webcam thing, I haven’t shown my face or used my unaltered voice, and I don’t plan to anytime soon. Likely, never. The anonymity of being HRD4U allows me the freedom to do this and make some extra cash while still being able to show my face at church and Mom’s house.

      It also gives me an outlet for all the pent-up sexual frustration I have from being around Rach every day and not being able to act on my feelings for her. The truth has sat on the tip of my tongue for so long, it’s permanently burned itself there, but each time I’ve been tempted to tell her I want more, I’ve swallowed the words down like a lead weight that sits in my gut and leaches poison to my heart.

      It’s miserable, a constantly, dull ache in the center of my chest that reminds me that even I would never be good enough for her. And I won’t risk our friendship just because I have a crush.

      Fuck.

      Who am I kidding?

      It’s more than a crush.

      I love her.

      And I have since the day I looked out my bedroom window and saw her moving into the house next door almost five years ago. Struggling with the boxes from the back of her car, her hair pulled on top of her head in a messy bun. In cut-off jean shorts and a stained pale blue tank top.

      She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen then.

      Still is.

      It was the kind of instant attraction reserved for fairy tales and romance novels.

      The kind that never happens in real life.

      But it became something so much more.

      Something deeper.

      Something that eats away at my heart and soul every damn day.

      Five years of being the “friend.” Of going on “dates” that aren’t dates. Of listening to her cry and complain about her shitty “boyfriends” when I know I’m the one who understands her and truly loves her.

      All of her.

      And that’s precisely what’s kept me from pursuing her.

      Because she doesn’t want a guy like me—who watches porn, who likes rough, filthy sex, who lets strangers watch him walk around naked, and who jerks off to make money.

      She’d be sickened if she knew.

      My sweet Rachel Fury would never be able to look me in the eye again, let alone want to date me.

      So, it’s this instead of being buried inside the woman I love.

      My hand and an internet full of women—and men—who are willing to pay to watch me stroke myself.

      It’s a fantasy world I’ve created out of necessity.

      Freedom from the financial, personal, and spiritual pressures crushing me every day.

      When I’m like this, I am HRD4U—naked hunk with a magnificent cock. I can’t be Flynn McAllister, mild-mannered stockbroker and financial consultant, and do these things. Flynn would think about what he’s doing too much. Flynn would dwell on it. Flynn would let the Catholic guilt that’s been driven into him since birth eat away at him until he gave himself ulcers.

      Which is why I’m HRD4U and try to push all of Flynn to the background during my shows—except his best friend. I can’t get her out of my head for any amount of time, and certainly not when I’m hard and need inspiration for my shows.

      I stroke my dick harder and faster, twisting my wrist with each upward movement to create the perfect friction along my length. “You beautiful people want to see me come?”

      A stampede of smiley faces, thumbs-ups, high-fives, and hearts hit the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Yes HRD4U!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Give it to us!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        We want to see it!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I wish I was there!

      

      

      

      

      

      I relax back across my bed, close my eyes, and conjure a vision of Rachel leaning over me, her cascade of caramel hair creating a curtain around my face as her lips find mine and she lowers herself onto my dick. Hot and wet. She engulfs my entire length, and her tongue slips into my mouth so I can taste her for the first time.

      Fuck.

      The sweet glide of our sweat-slickened skin against each other. The lash of our tongues tangling. The moans and pants. The whispered “I love yous” breathed out into the room.

      “Fuck! Yes! Ride my cock, baby.” My breath catches as the slow tingle starts at the base of my spine. “Take me hard. Make me come in your sweet cunt.”

      The dirty talk always does it for me…and the viewers. It’s become a staple of my performances as much as it has been in my bedroom since I fucked my high school girlfriend and the words just slipped out.

      Another reason Rach and I can never happen. As soon as I open my mouth, she’ll go running for the hills. It isn’t the kind of stuff you say to a kindergarten teacher while buried inside her…

      The woman of my fantasies rolls her hips, grinding down on me, and mine bow up to meet hers.

      “Fuck, yes. Squeeze me with your pussy. I want to feel you come for me, baby.”

      Dream Rachel clamps down on me, and rides me even harder, seeking her own pleasure as mine finally builds until I can’t contain it any longer.

      My orgasm slams into me—a tsunami of pleasure and pent-up emotion after spending hours with her earlier. Surrounded by her scent. Enticed by her soft, light touches. Tortured by the tight embraces. Seduced by the easy laughs. Angered by the tears over yet another douchebag.

      I shoot my load up across my abs and chest then lie panting for a few moments, trying to blink away the spots dancing across my vision and regain my breath before I look at the computer screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jesus Christ!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        That was hot!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        HRD4U THANK YOU!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Oh my God my ovaries just exploded.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        SO FUCKING HOT!

      

      

      

      
        
          
        What I wouldn’t give to have that big thick cock inside me right now. Are you single? I can be over there in five minutes.

      

      

      

      

      

      I chuckle lightly and lean forward, giving the viewers a show of my cum, spread out and glistening across my skin.

      “I am single, but I don’t get involved with any of my viewers.” Which is why I rarely even bother to read the private messages sent to me through the site. After a quick glance, they all end up in the trash bin. One can only reply no to so many propositions before it becomes a tedious, annoying time suck. They’ll have to settle for me in virtual form. “I’m thinking about making pancakes in the morning. Check back in with me or sign up for alerts for when I go live if you want to watch. Have a good night.”

      Mine is about to end with me passing the fuck out.

      I click off the recording and drop back down onto the mattress with a groan. That floaty, post-orgasmic haze still envelops me, and I linger in it for a few moments because I know it won’t last.

      It never does.

      I should probably feel like a whore for selling my body like this, letting people watch me jerk off, letting them ogle me walk around my house doing things naked with a hard-on.

      But I don’t.

      At least, not when I’m HRD4U. When I’m Flynn, when I log off the site, when the real world encroaches on the persona I’ve created, that’s when things get a lot more complicated for me.

      Which is why I’ll stay like this a few more minutes. Until the evidence of what I just did chills. I’ll remind myself of why what I’m doing is okay.

      It’s a bodily function, something we’ve all done. And for me, it’s a way to make up for the money I lost in the market crash. It’s just a part of life. So is suffering with the knowledge that I’ll never have Rachel as my own.

      They’re realities I have to do and learn to live with. But things could be worse. I could still be struggling to pay my mortgage, and Rach could have moved in to some other house all those years ago instead of twenty feet away from my front door in Redondo Beach.

      Having her so close might be torture, but losing her would be worse.

      Such is my daily agony.

      One I’ll start all over again tomorrow.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      RACHEL

      My phone buzzes on the nightstand, drawing my attention away from the display on my computer screen. The very graphic, very hot display from the very interesting website I just discovered while scouring the internet for some good material…and immediately subscribed to.

      Who could be calling at this hour?

      I reach over, check it, and accept the call because if I don’t she’s liable to run across the street to make sure I didn’t fall down the stairs and break my neck. “Hey, what’s up?”

      Such crappy timing…right when I discovered HRD4U.com and had a mind-blowing orgasm while watching him work himself over.

      Alicia fumbles her phone slightly. “Nothing, what are you doing?”

      My eyes drift over to my screen, and I tug the comforter up and over me. “Nothing.”

      At least, nothing I’m going to admit to.

      What I do in the privacy of my bedroom isn’t any of Alicia’s business, even though she thinks it is and I usually end up telling her about it, anyway.

      That’s the problem with best friends; they tend to know everything about you, whether you want them to or not. There’s only one thing I’ve managed to keep secret from Alicia and Flynn, and it’s not something I plan on revealing—ever.

      Something crashes in the background behind Alicia, and she covers the phone. Muffled yelling—probably at Cade—follows, but she returns with an exasperated sigh. “Are you still wallowing?”

      I scoff and roll my eyes, even though she can’t see me. “I was never wallowing.”

      Lie.

      She snickers, and Cade says something to her in the background, only the lilt of his Australian accent discernable. “Bullshit. At lunch today, you barely ate two bites, and you looked like you hadn’t slept in days. He’s not worth it. That dude was never going to be your happily ever after, and you knew it deep down. It was only two months. It’s not like you were with the guy for two years.”

      “I know.” Two months is nothing in the grand scheme of things, and I shouldn’t be so distressed by the breakup. But logically shouldn’t be doesn’t mean I’m actually not. “It still sucks, though.”

      Alicia offers a sympathetic sound. “Yeah, it does. Breakups always suck. But Cade agrees with me—you need to move on and not think about that d-bag. I assume you’ve been wallowing all day after I tried to cheer you up with nachos and beer?”

      Dammit.

      She knows me too well. And I hate that. But the truth is, I would have wallowed all day had I not called Flynn and asked him to come keep me company.

      “No. Flynn came over when I got home from lunch.”

      Alicia releases a deep, exaggerated sigh, and I can picture her rolling her big blue eyes at me. “Of course, he did.”

      I clench my jaw and push myself up until I’m sitting against the headboard. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “You know exactly what it means. Rachel, you can’t have a best friend who’s a guy and expect the guys you’re dating not to have an issue with it.”

      Ugh.

      I do not want to have this argument with her again. For the one-millionth time. I guess it’s not really an argument, per se, more like a disagreement over the realities of my situation. Alicia means well, and I always appreciate her blunt form of honesty in my life, but I’m sick of justifying it to her—amongst other people. “Flynn and I are just friends.”

      “That may just be what you tell yourself, or it may be true. Either way, Flynn is hot. Like, really fucking hot. And that’s intimidating to any guy you’re dating to know you spend that much time with the guy who lives right next door.”

      “She’s right, Rach. Flynn is really fucking hot!” Cade’s humor reaches me through the line.

      I laugh despite my annoyance. It’s hard to ever be mad at him. “Do you have to talk about stuff like this on the phone with him in the room?”

      Alicia laughs. “No, we could come over and do it there instead in person.”

      “Ha. Ha. Very funny.” Though, it’s a threat they might actually fulfill if it weren’t after ten and Connor and Brandy weren’t asleep.

      Sometimes becoming best friends with your neighbors has drawbacks. Like their ability to literally cross the street to harass you about imagined romances that don’t exist. Or like having them state the obvious.

      I don’t need Alicia to tell me how gorgeous Flynn is. I would have to have been blind not to notice it the second he walked out of his front door and across the grass toward me the day I moved in. But I had just lost Mom and wasn’t in any place to see anyone as anything other than a friend, and it was quickly apparent that Flynn is way too much of a Catholic school mama’s boy to handle me.

      If I told him I watch porn and masturbate almost daily, like to be spanked, and all that other stuff I fantasize about in the bedroom, he’d probably turn beet red and bolt for the confessional booth with a prayer for my soul coming from his lips.

      Not that I don’t appreciate his concern for the eternal well-being of my soul, but that kind of religious commitment isn’t something I ever understood. Not with the way we grew up.

      Dad was always on the road during the season, and he was mean and cold when he was home. Mom wasn’t the type to find solace in organized religion the way Flynn does. His weekly Sunday morning trips to church with his mom only confirm what I’ve always known about Flynn—he’s too much of a gentleman for it to ever work out in the end.

      He may be beautiful, but all I’ll ever do is admire him as a platonic friend and cry on his shoulder when yet another failed relationship breaks my heart. Because one thing Flynn is incredibly good at is taking my mind off the bad stuff in life.

      Things are simple and easy with him.

      That’s the way I want it to stay.

      Alicia may not know about my secret predilections, but I’ve made myself clear that Flynn is a close friend, nothing more. Though it seems she needs another reminder tonight.

      “Nothing is happening between Flynn and me, Alicia. You know that.”

      “Whatever you say, girl. If you’re not gonna go for that, can I set him up with someone?”

      I bite back my first inclination to tell her to shut up.

      He’s not mine to claim.

      I know that, logically.

      Yet, the idea of him with other women still makes me…

      Jealous maybe?

      It’s a feeling I hate and don’t want to even consider. Flynn deserves to be happy, and if I thought Alicia could find that for him, I would agree to a set-up in a heartbeat—at least, that’s what I tell myself. But for some reason, when I think of Alicia’s friends who I’ve met since she and Cade moved in with the kids, no one measures up to what my bestie deserves.

      Because he deserves the world.

      Someone who will appreciate what a caring, giving, kind, and gentle soul he has. And I’ll protect him from any woman getting her claws in him if she’s not right for him. Kind of like he does for me with the men I date.

      He warned me Sam wasn’t good for me, but I didn’t listen. I fell for the charm and quick smile and ignored the warning signs. Things were good between us but never great. I never had that need…that draw to him I’ve always expected to have for the one I’m meant to spend the rest of my life with.

      Maybe I was stupid to think that giving it longer, giving it a chance, would change that. That I would develop those feelings. It never happened, and Flynn saw from day one that it never would. Yet even though Flynn was right, he never brought out the “I told you so.” Instead, he came over with a bag full of sugary theater snacks and hung out to watch a movie.

      I cried a little more than I should have given the lack of connection I actually had with Sam. But then Flynn wrapped his arm around my shoulder, and any bad feelings I had lingering simply disappeared.

      He always manages to make me feel better even in the shittiest of circumstances. And he wouldn’t leave until I assured him I was okay, which I mostly was. But a little sexual release always makes things easier to deal with. Hence, the sexy display I’ve now almost totally missed because of Alicia’s call.

      “Hello? Rach? You still there?”

      “What? Oh, yeah. Sorry. Here.”

      “So, can I set him up with someone?”

      “How did we go from you calling to check on me to you setting up Flynn?”

      She chuckles. “Is that a no?”

      I chew on my bottom lip for a second. “If I can meet the girl first and screen her, then…maybe.” It’s time to stop being selfish with my BFF. There might be someone out there for Flynn who shares his values and won’t scandalize him behind closed doors.

      “Woot! I’ll take that as a win. So, what are you doing now?”

      “I already told you. Nothing.”

      Another lie.

      With my B.O.B. between my legs on the bedspread and the internet browser open to HRD4U, I had been doing anything but nothing prior to her call. “I’m probably going to sleep soon.”

      “Why don’t you come over and have a drink with Cade and me? The kids have been down for hours.”

      “Nah.” It always seems a little strange to be hanging out, drinking with Alicia and Cade now that little Connor is in my kindergarten class. Kind of unprofessional and forbidden, though they’ve never seemed to care.

      “But it’s Saturday, and I spent the whole day with the kids. I need some adult time.”

      “I know what day it is, Alicia. I’m just not up for it tonight. Go have some adult time with Cade. I’m sure he won’t say no to that.”

      “True. He won’t.” The smile is evident in her voice. “Well, don’t wallow for too long. I don’t want to have to use my key to come drag you out of that house. He’s not worth your misery, Rach. You have to stop dating these guys you know are never going to last long.”

      She’s right.

      There are only so many times I can fake it through another boring round of sex with a guy and pretend I’m having a great time and that I came. All these nice guys, the ones Mom and Dad and Bash and Jameson would want me to be with, the guys I should want to be with, are precisely the ones who bore me to death in bed, which is why I’m not going to risk anything with Flynn.

      No, my best friend, the handsome stockbroker from next door, will have to remain only those things, and I’ll spend more time with my B.O.B. and HRD4U. I just wish he didn’t use that damn voice distortion and hide his face.

      The man is an Adonis.

      I need to see more and hear that dirty mouth say those filthy words without the electronic interference…or my good friend talking in my ear.

      “I gotta go, Alicia.”

      “Whatever, enjoy your date with B.O.B.”

      Smartass.

      I drop my phone onto the nightstand and return my attention to the computer screen.

      My wallowing days are over.
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      FLYNN

      Water trickles down my chest and disappears beneath the towel wrapped around my waist. I didn’t bother fully drying off after my shower—being wet is only an added benefit to my subscribers. One of the things that drives them absolutely wild, and I love knowing I’m making their days better.

      I head toward the kitchen with my laptop in my left hand, prepared to fire up a new live as soon as I settle in. The viewers on the HRD4U site love watching me perform menial, everyday tasks like cooking or cleaning…as long as I do them naked with an erection.

      Which isn’t difficult.

      I’ve never had a problem getting it up and keeping it there, not with as often as I think about Rachel.

      Since I’ve continued the Sunday morning pre-church pancake tradition Mom and Dad started when I was a kid, I might as well combine the two and give my subscribers some early morning entertainment. Nothing like cracking eggs and whisking batter with a boner to get them worked up and totally make their day.

      My foot barely crosses from the living room into the kitchen when the front door flies open and slams back against the stopper.

      Crap.

      “Oh, good! You’re up.” Rachel sails in with that caramel hair streaming behind her, a grin on her face, and her attention focused on the two massive coffee mugs balanced precariously in one hand while she slips the key into her pocket with the other. She kicks the door closed behind her with one foot. “I made you a latte. I still don’t understand why you didn’t get the machine that makes the specialty drinks. Seems like such a waste to have one that only makes normal coffee. Blech.”

      So much for making naked pancakes today.

      Maybe giving Rach a key was a bad idea—especially since I apparently can’t even hear her putting it in the lock.

      A little warning would be nice.

      She hasn’t walked in on me doing one of my performances, but if she had come another minute or two later this morning, it would be a hard one to explain.

      Literally.

      The viewers will just have to wait for another show. Rach cock-blocked them without even knowing it. But seeing her instantly puts me in a better mood.

      I grin, watching her struggle to keep the mugs level. “Because you have one. Why would I need to spend the money?”

      Her green eyes dart up and land on me, and she freezes mid-step, coffee held out to me. Her gaze trails up and down my wet body, and I bite back a chuckle. At least it’s good to know she appreciates how hard I work in the gym to keep this body, even if she’ll never get to experience it.

      I set the laptop onto the counter and take one of the mugs from her outstretched hand. “Thank you.” I glance down at myself. Walking around the house almost naked is usually reserved for times I know I’ll be alone…or with my online friends only. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting you so early.”

      Rachel isn’t exactly a morning person. I don’t know how she manages to make it to school by seven every morning to deal with all those kids. Seriously, kindergarten teachers are saints. And when she’s not forced from under the covers at the ass-crack of dawn, she usually sleeps until at least nine on the weekends, so being up and going this early is definitely unusual.

      And the way she’s practically vibrating suggests she’s already had at least one latte.

      What got her up so early?

      She shakes her head and seems to snap out of whatever trance she’s in.

      It’s too bad I caught the flash of attraction there because if I hadn’t, it might make it a little bit easier to accept the fact that I can never have her. I’m old and wise enough to know attraction isn’t enough. And it’s not worth the possible fallout.

      I run my free hand back through my wet hair. “I was just going to make pancakes. Want some?”

      She licks her plump, pink lips and nods slowly, her eyes glazing over slightly. “Yes, I definitely want some.”

      Was that a reference to me or the pancakes?

      My body can’t seem to tell, and something stirs between my legs that will make things very uncomfortable between us if she notices.

      Stop, Flynn.

      She’s talking about the pancakes.

      Don’t read into her comment.

      I narrow my eyes on her as I take a sip of the latte. French Vanilla. My favorite. Of course, she knows that. She knows everything about me. Well…except for what I do online and that I’m a closeted freak in bed.

      Awkward.

      “I’m going to put on some clothes.” It’s the only way to remove myself from temptation and to keep the ever-growing hard-on I have from springing out from the towel to say good morning to her. “If you want to start mixing the batter, you know where everything is.”

      She winks at me and leans up to press a chaste kiss on my cheek. “I sure do.”

      I crane my neck and watch that beautiful ass sway on her walk over to the kitchen.

      Goddammit.

      Yoga pants should be illegal. They’re one giant cocktease—especially on that woman.

      She reaches up to grab a mixing bowl from the top shelf, but her fingers barely brush it. “Ugh, being short sucks. Why did Bash and Jameson get my dad’s height and not me?”

      “I’ll help you with that.” I set the mug onto the kitchen island on my way over and move to stand behind her.

      The bowl that’s just out of her reach is well within mine. My chest presses against her shoulders, and a barely audible whimper slips from her as I reach around her to set the bowl on the counter. “Here you go.”

      I step back, and she turns to face me with her bottom lip pulled between her teeth.

      Sweet holy hell…

      “Thanks, Flynn.”

      “I’m gonna go change now.” I practically race down the hallway to my bedroom while pressing my cock down with one hand.

      Down, boy. Not her. Not ever.

      I tug on a pair of jeans because the gray sweatpants I normally wear around the house will only emphasize my massive dick and what she does to it. With any other girl, I might try to advertise what I’m packing, but with Rach, it just feels dirty.

      Wrong.

      Abhorrent.

      So do all the things I want to do to and with her.

      Maybe a hypnotist could do something to my brain to get me to be able to forget how I feel about her. God knows I’ve tried everything else. Even praying to the big man upstairs for help and guidance, a way to move on. One hasn’t presented itself yet, though. Or if it has, I’ve been too busy looking at Rachel’s ass in her tight spandex pants to notice it.

      I tug a T-shirt on over my head and quickly run the towel over my hair one more time before I wander back out to the kitchen.

      Powdered pancake mix floats through the air like dust and covers my counters. Smudges of the wet, sticky batter mar Rachel’s perfect cheekbones and forehead.

      The laugh that erupts from my chest booms around the room, making her jerk her head up to look at me. “How the hell did you make such a mess in two minutes?”

      She lifts her slim shoulders and lets them fall while whisking the bowl in front of her. “The bag just exploded?”

      “Exploded?” I walk over and find the bag of pancake mix ripped to shreds. “It looks like a chupacabra got this.”

      She tosses her head back with a ringing laugh that echoes in my ears and has my already-straining cock pushing against my zipper even more. “A chupacabra? I like that.” She grins. “You know”—she elbows me playfully in the stomach—“you’re funny when you want to be, McAllister.”

      And I always seem to want to be when I’m with her.

      Mostly because that laugh is always like a jolt to my system. What I imagine a line of cocaine hitting my bloodstream would feel like. A rush of pure joy and adrenaline.

      She’s like a drug to me, only without the negative side effects. Except for the fact that I’m alone because I can’t imagine being with anyone but her…and she’s off-limits.

      And the longer we live next to each other and the closer friends we’ve become, the harder it is to keep going on like everything is normal. When she first arrived, I was still able to date and have a good time with other women. But the more I got to know Rachel, the less enticing other women became until I had stopped actively pursuing anything.

      It’s pathetic.

      It’s wrong.

      It’s unhealthy.

      I’m self-aware enough to know all these things, yet my heart won’t let me open it to anyone else when I see the perfect woman almost every day.

      And I need to break myself of this obsession before I say or do something that crosses a line with her and drives her away. She can’t see how she affects me. That would be like a neon sign screaming Flynn is in love with you! Flynn is in love with you!

      So instead of kissing that enticing smile from her lips, I force myself to grin at her and contemplate how to rescue the bowl before she causes even more of a disaster. “Yeah, I have my moments.”
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        * * *

      

      RACHEL

      He has more than his moments.

      Flynn is hilarious, and he knows it. The self-deprecating humor is classic for him, though. He always leaves me smiling and laughing even when I feel like shit, which is exactly how we became such fast friends.

      I needed that when I moved here, having just lost Mom, and I still do. Someone who can always make me happy even in my darkest times.

      Her death left a gaping hole in my heart that may never heal, one that was ripped open again with Dad’s recent death and dealing with Bash and Jameson’s bullshit through it all. Though, having Flynn around has helped the edges of that hole scar up a little. I’m not sure I would have made it through the last few months without him. So much of what makes Flynn a great person is what his parents instilled in him—respect for others, faith in humanity, and a caring nature that oozes from every pore.

      After my call with Alicia last night—and once I had finished watching HRD4U’s performance and myself—I couldn’t help wondering if the solace he finds in church is something I shouldn’t be so quick to dismiss. Maybe there’s something to it I’ve been ignoring without really experiencing it myself.

      I stir the batter, sending more splashing over the rim. In all the years we’ve been friends, I’ve never actually gone to Mass with him and his mom, only met them for coffee and breakfast a few times after. But it could be time to try something different. “Are you heading to church later?”

      He nods, leans in, and tugs the bowl from me. “You can’t be trusted with this.”

      I drop open my jaw in mock annoyance.

      He flashes me his patented grin, his grayish-blue eyes glinting. The muscles on his bicep flex and pull against the fabric of his T-shirt as he whisks the batter. “Yeah, we’re going to eleven o’clock Mass. Mom had something going on this morning beforehand.”

      “Is it okay if I come with you?”

      The question surprises even me, despite having been thinking about it since last night. I can’t remember the last time I was in a church, let alone willingly. Even for Mom’s and Dad’s funerals, we had simple viewings at the funeral home, nothing religious. But for some reason, it seems like the right place to be this morning. Probably more because of the company than the location.

      He turns his head and examines me for a minute like he doesn’t recognize who he’s looking at. Then slowly, a grin pulls at his lips. “Of course. You know my mom loves you.”

      “And I her.” That gaping hole might never completely go away, but Emily McAllister has sure helped ease some of the pain there as much as Flynn has.

      I can see where Flynn gets it from—his kindness, his good heart, his sense of humor, even his good looks. Niall McAllister was nothing to sneeze at either based on the pictures I’ve seen of him, but Emily is drop-dead gorgeous—striking sandy-blond hair, a shade lighter than Flynn’s and gray-blue eyes, he inherited from her. I wish I’d gotten a chance to meet his dad, but he died when Flynn was young. That’s part of why he simply got it when I told him I had recently lost Mom. He understood the loss, the anguish, the desire to hide away and forget the world. But he didn’t let me. His forcing me to stay active, to go out with him, to do something, even if it was simply watching a movie, really helped me get through the worst. First, when I moved here, and then again, when Dad died.

      Flynn’s a mama’s boy through and through. And that’s a huge compliment.

      He knows how to treat the women in his life, which is one reason I’m so protective of him when Alicia tries to set him up. He’s a real catch. Any woman would be lucky to have him as a boyfriend or husband.

      It’s too bad mama’s boys don’t do it for me. I’ll just have to continue the hunt for a guy with a heart of gold who’s also filthy in the bedroom.

      He watches me from the corner of his eye. “Don’t take this the wrong way, Rach, you’re more than welcome, but why do you want to come to church?”

      It’s a fair question. But I’m not sure the answer is so simple. “After our talk yesterday and then one I had with Alicia last night, I decided I wasn’t going to wallow anymore. There have been too many bad things in my life recently. Things I let throw me off my game and get me off course. I’m ready to get back on a good one.”

      A tiny smile plays at his lips. “And this new course involves finding religion?”

      I bark out a laugh. “Doubtful, but you always seem to really feel centered and calm after Sunday Mass and coffee with your mom. I just think maybe it would be nice to join. Kind of a fresh start.”

      He considers my answer for a moment. “I’m glad you’re not letting that d-bag get to you anymore.”

      “Nope.” I nod toward the stove behind us. “I got the griddle heating.”

      “Great, we should be all set.” He turns away and sets the bowl next to the stove. “I assume you want chocolate chips?”

      “Hell yeah!” My sweet tooth is aching for something.

      He wanders over to the pantry and returns with a bag of chocolate chips while I climb up onto a stool at his island and let my eyes rake over my best friend.

      I really don’t know what I would’ve done if he hadn’t lived next door. It was a horrible time. I was such a mess back then, trying to make it through the day, feeling like I had lost my best friend because Mom was just that. She was the one I ran to when I needed comfort and reassurance. The one who gave me the best advice. Then, she was just…gone. I had Bash and Jameson, but they had their own lives across the country, and my rocky relationship with Dad wasn’t anything to lean on.

      But Flynn saw my distress, the hole in my life, and he filled it.

      I should thank him for that someday.

      He would never expect a thank you. He’s just being Flynn. But I owe him a huge one.

      His long arm stretches up to grab plates from the cabinet next to the stove. Every movement sends the muscles under his thin T-shirt rippling and that beautiful hard ass of his flexing in his jeans.

      Alicia definitely didn’t need to remind me how hot he is. But now that she has, it’s like it’s been intensified by a hundred. Walking in on him wet and almost naked certainly didn’t help.

      Why are the things that would be so wrong for you always the most attractive?

      It’s like raccoons. They are so cute and cuddly looking…until they infect you with rabies. Not that I’m comparing Flynn to rabies but getting involved with someone I know can’t fulfill my needs is almost as bad. Kind of. It would definitely kill our friendship.

      Flynn glances at me over his shoulder. “Did you do anything last night after I left?”

      A hot flush spreads up my neck and across my cheeks. There’s no way he doesn’t notice it, either. Flynn notices everything.

      I vigorously shake my head. “Nope. Nothing.”

      Just watched HRD4U
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