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Chapter 1
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I can’t believe I let my brother talk me into this. Renting a room from his best friend, Nate, while I attend college nearby seemed like a great idea at the time. Affordable rent, close to campus, and someone to keep an eye on me—what could go wrong? 

Well, for starters, no one told me Nate was smoking hot. With his chiseled jaw, bright green eyes, and the physique of someone who clearly hits the gym regularly, he takes my breath away. He’s twenty years older than my nineteen years, and he’s my brother’s buddy. He’s so off-limits. I need to get my mind out of the gutter.

“You must be Zoe,” Nate greets me with a warm smile as I lug my suitcase up the steps to his craftsman style house. “It’s great to finally meet you. Dylan has told me a lot about you.”

“Likewise,” I reply, hoping I don’t sound as flustered as I feel under his penetrating gaze. “Thanks again for letting me stay here. You’re cheaper than the dorms.”

“I’m happy to help. Let me show you to your room so you can get settled in.”

As I follow him inside, I can’t help but notice how his jeans hug his toned legs and ass. I mentally scold myself. He’s just my landlord, nothing more.  I can’t let my hormones and his good looks derail this arrangement.

It’s Labor Day weekend, and classes start on Tuesday. I didn’t bring much, so I waited for the last minute before moving. With how hot he is, it’s probably better that I wasn’t here earlier and drooling over him for weeks. This is going to be rough. 

The bedroom is cozy and bright, with a view of the backyard. “This is perfect. Thanks, Nate. I really appreciate it.”

“Glad you like it. I’ll let you unpack. I usually make dinner around 7 if you want to join me.”

“Sounds great,” I agree, already anticipating how domestic this could feel, sharing meals...we could snuggle on the couch together...No, I can’t let myself think that way.

Once alone, I flop back on the bed and sigh. Living under the same roof as Nate, getting to know him, spending time together—this has the potential to get very complicated. My body needs to get with the program. We can’t be lusting after my brother’s best friend.

Even as I say that, my hand moves between my legs. and I rub my hand over my cotton shorts, keeping the thin barrier between my hand and my pussy. I can tell I’m already wet, and I allow myself a brief daydream that it’s Nate rubbing my pussy and not me.

Sighing, I pull my hand away. I’ve never had sex, though I plan on changing that within my first semester of college. It’s time to find out what the fuss is all about. I definitely can’t be imagining my first time being with my landlord. 

I have a sinking suspicion that the longer I’m around Nate, the harder it will be to see him as just the guy I’m renting a room from. I’m in trouble already.

***
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Dinner with Nate doesn’t help. He’s sexy when he’s cooking, and he keeps teasing me about vetting any college guy I date. Every time I imagine him stepping in to protect me, I blush. Shit, he probably thinks I’m shy, when in reality, I’m sitting here wondering how I’m even going to look at other guys while I’m living with him.

I make myself scarce once the meal is done, and after a restless night imagining all the dirty things I want Nate to do to me, I stumble into the kitchen desperate for coffee. I’m definitely not a morning person.

I pull up short when I see a shirtless Nate pouring himself a mug of the blessed brew. Holy hell, those back muscles...and when he turns around, that V of his hips disappearing into low-slung pajama pants. My mouth goes dry at the tantalizing sight.

When he realizes I’m frozen in the doorway, a slow smile spreads across his face. “Morning, Sunshine. Coffee?”

I bite my lip instead of licking them and blink, trying to kickstart my brain into forming words. “Uh, yes please. I’m useless without caffeine.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he chuckles, handing me a steaming cup. Our fingers brush, and a tingle races up my arm while he continues to make small talk. “I’m usually up and out early for work, so feel free to help yourself in the mornings.”

“Early bird gets the worm and all that?” I joke lamely, still distracted by his half-naked presence. I wonder what his skin feels like? Is it soft with all those firm muscles underneath? Without realizing it, my hand is caressing my neck as I imagine it’s his skin I’m touching.

I’m practically panting over him while he talks. 

“Something like that. My days can be long. But I always make time for a run to clear my head.”

Ah, that explains the ripped physique and ungodly wake up time. “Ambitious. Don’t know how you do it.” I pull my hand down, hoping he didn’t notice. 

“Years of practice. You’ll get there.” He winks, and I nearly choke on my coffee. Is he flirting with me? No, surely not. People can wink without flirting, right?

We chat a bit about my class schedule and his job while I move around the kitchen making myself breakfast. Every time I bend over to get something out of the fridge, I wiggle my ass a little more than necessary. I’m such a slut, and I bet all I’m doing is turning myself on. I’m just his best friend’s dumb little sister, and he doesn’t think of me as a woman.

When he excuses himself to shower, I picture the water cascading over his chiseled chest, down his abs...I shake my head. No, bad Zoe. Do not go there.

This is going to be the longest semester of my life. How am I supposed to focus on my studies when the star of my fantasies is just down the hall? I’m playing with fire, and I know it.

But as I replay our morning interaction, I can’t help but wonder...what if he feels this connection too? What if I’m not imagining the spark between us? Would it really be so wrong to explore this attraction?

Yes, I scold myself. It would. I can’t afford to lose my cheap housing if things end badly, and Dylan would be pissed. Nate’s not the man for me. 

I just wish my traitorous pussy would listen, but I’m not sure I can resist him the longer I’m around him. Would it really be so wrong if I wanted him to be my first?
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Later in the afternoon, Nate finds me in the kitchen and surprises me. “Hey, Zoe? Some friends are meeting up at a club downtown. Want to join? I’d love for you to meet them.” 

My heart skips a beat at the thought of being out with him in a social setting, like a real couple. No, not a couple, I correct myself sternly. Just roommates. 

I don’t want to sound too excited so I’m low key when I respond. “Sure, that sounds fun. Thanks for inviting me.”

Wait, does he assume I have a fake ID? I do, but he didn’t even ask. There’s no way I’m going to remind him of my age. I don’t want him to think about how I’m so much younger than him.

As I get ready, I agonize over what to wear. I want to look sexy but not like I’m trying too hard. I settle on a sundress that hugs my curves and shows a hint of cleavage, and comfortable slip-on shoes. Casual but cute.

When I emerge from my room, Nate’s eyes widen as he takes me in. “Wow, you look great,” he compliments me, his gaze lingering on my cleavage. I flush under his appreciative stare. 

“Thanks, you too.” 

And he does, in a gray t-shirt that stretches across his broad shoulders and jeans that fit him like a glove.

At the club, Nate introduces me to his friends, a lively bunch who welcome me warmly. As the night goes on, I find myself gravitating closer to Nate’s side. His arm brushes mine, sending sparks through me. Neither of us is drinking, but I’m still giddy around him.

On the dance floor, we move together, our bodies in sync. The heat of his hands on my hips, the intoxicating scent of his cologne—it’s dizzying. I’m lost in the moment, in him.

A couple of times while dancing, my ass presses against him, and I can feel him hard through his jeans. Am I the one doing that? It’s a heady pleasure to think that I might be turning him on, but it’s probably all the other eye candy at the club doing it. Despite knowing there are tons of hot women here, I imagine I’m the only woman he wants, and my entire body vibrates with longing. His eyes mesmerize me, and it’s as if we’re the only people in the world.

The spell is broken when a giggling blonde staggers over and drapes herself over Nate. “Hey handsome, let’s get out of here,” she slurs suggestively.

Nate gently extricates himself from her clutches. “Sorry, not interested,” he says firmly, and then looks at me. “Let’s get out of here.”

I nod my agreement, and as he guides me away from the crowded club, his hand rests on the small of my back. The possessive gesture sends a thrill
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