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Content Warnings


Please note this book is written in Canadian English, which has aspects of spelling from both American and UK English. 
This is book 3 of a 3 book series. For the best reading experience, begin with The Unicorn Confessions.
I have tried to address potential triggers here without spoiling the story, however if you have concerns about any of the items listed and wish to know more, please reach out to me via email at info@cherylterra.com
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Themes + Plot Points: cheating (not by the main characters and not presented in a positive light), toxic relationships, job loss, discussions of genetic diseases, serious illness of a family member, death of a family member, funeral preparations. Brief subplots including newborn baby difficulties and adoption discussions, toxic parenting, and child abandonment. Body image and fat positivity are main themes of this book. There are brief mentions of fatphobic situations or comments, but that is not a primary focus of the series and is not internalized by the main character. 
SA + Consent: Blackmail occurs with implied threats about leaking explicit photos and videos that were taken without consent.
Coming Out: There are scenes that discuss the trauma around this and inclusion of negative reactions from family or friends.
Spice Variety: Characters in this book enjoy casual hook-ups, "breeding," using the endearment Daddy, and public hook-ups. Pairings include MFF, MF, FF, and MMF. These scenes are explicit. 
Other: There are moderate mentions of alcohol use, anxiety, pressure to have children, homophobia, biphobia, transphobia, and misogyny. 







Prologue


Chuck was ruining the Monday morning meeting. 
On any other day, I would have been enjoying the chaos of Loni stomping around the boardroom, the sound of her stilettos like knives clacking against the floor as splotches of red tinted her porcelain white cheeks. I would have nodded along to her ranting while coming up with the next thing I could say to annoy Dinah. And Chuck and I would have made faces at each other and exchanged exasperated glances.
But not that day.
“It’s sabotage, plain and simple,” Loni spat, picking up the brochure she’d brought in and slamming it on the table for the fifth or sixth time. “It’s sabotage and classless and… and… plagiarism. I want a lawyer on retainer immediately. Paige Martelle is plagiarizing us and I simply will not stand for it.”
Dinah fiddled with a crispy-looking strand of her white-blonde hair. “It’s… it’s not, though. I mean, it’s bad form to copy us, but we can’t copyright or trademark a gala concept. And we didn’t invent the concept of a date auction.”
Loni turned to her, eyes flashing. “Is it you?”
Dinah frowned. “Is it me what?” 
“You’re the saboteur,” Loni said. “The traitor. The Roman horse.”
“I’m not!” Dinah said, horrified. “I would never. And I think you mean the Trojan horse.”
Loni gave her a disgusted look. “Educate yourself, Dinah. I’m speaking of mythology. Not condoms.” 
“No, I mean—” Dinah cut herself off, taking a deep breath and letting it out. “I’m just saying we can’t sue Paige Martelle for plagiarism. It… it just wouldn’t apply here.”
“So you’re saying I have to just bend over and take it, Dinah?” Loni folded her arms across her chest. “Sounds like something a saboteur would say.”
“I’m not a saboteur!”
“You are advising me to let Paige Martelle culturally appropriate our date-auction idea—”
“That’s not what cultural appropriation is!”
“—in an attempt to make ArtCycle look better than CARE and expect me to believe you’re not the saboteur?”
And on and on it went.
Had it been a normal Monday, I would have loved it. I would have enjoyed the absolute bedlam of Loni’s accusations, especially when Dinah was making them drag on like that. And the petty, vengeful part of me would’ve loved watching Dinah’s face turn redder and redder as she tried to convince Loni she was not, in fact, doublecrossing us by working for ArtCycle, like that was something people would do for recycling-oriented charities. 
But Chuck was staring at me so hard I couldn’t even enjoy it.
And when I said staring, I mean staring. I wasn’t sure he blinked even once during that entire meeting; every time I glanced over, he had that intense gaze focused on me and I’d glance back and look determinedly at Loni in an effort to avoid the wrath barely concealed in his dark brown eyes.
It wasn’t my fault. Well, it was, but it was my fault in a funny way, so that should’ve made it better. But my intent had been to tell Chuck everything as soon as I saw him.
He just had immediately walked into the boardroom that morning, dropped his things on the table, and started yammering.
“You’ll never guess—” I started.
“Uh-uh,” he said. “No way.”
“What?”
“Every Monday, you come in here with an insane story from the weekend and I’m so flabbergasted by the disarray that is your life that I forget to tell you about the insanity that was my weekend. So shh. I have to tell you the most insane thing.” 
“Uh… okay.”
He sat in his chair and crossed one leg over the other, pausing for dramatic effect as he gave me a significant look. “Charles wants me to meet his family.”
I waited, but that seemed to be it. “Oh.”
Chuck looked offended. “Don’t look so shocked.”
“Sorry,” I said. “I just… when you said it was the most insane thing, I thought you were going to be like, ‘We were in the middle of sex and Charles put it in the wrong hole’ or something.”
“Why would that be insane?” he asked, bewildered.
“No one likes surprise anal.” I sipped my coffee. “And I’d also be very confused about there being a wrong hole when I know for a fact you only have one.” 
He rolled his eyes. “No, Tessa Eileen Lane, my boyfriend did not put it in the wrong hole. He didn’t put it in any hole last night, actually, because I was so shocked at the suggestion of going to his parents’ for a barbecue in a couple of weeks.”
“Because you suddenly went vegan or…?”
“Oh my God,” he huffed. “You’re the worst.”
“Generally, yes,” I said. “But in this case, I think you’re being a bit—”
“Don’t you dare say I’m being overdramatic,” he said dramatically.
Shrugging, I grabbed my phone and tapped on the screen. “Okay. You’re being a bit histrionic. Theatrical. Sensationalized, if you will.”
“Did you just Google synonyms for overdramatic?” 
“I didn’t not do that.”
“You are such an asshole.” 
“Again, generally, yes,” I said. “But you’re being over… the top.”
“I am not.” He leaned back in the chair and worry creased his forehead. “I’ve only done this a few times before and it’s always gone horribly.”
“What do you mean?”
He held up a hand, counting on his fingers. “Kayla. My first girlfriend. We were in high school and she brought me to her family’s Easter dinner. Her uncles sat me on one side of the table and all sat in a row on the other side like I was being interrogated.”
“You’re joking.”
He shook his head. “One of them had a flashlight. And none of them seemed to realize how fucked up all that was when I was the only non-white person in the room.”
I grimaced. “Well, yeah. That’s… bad.”
“Mm-hmm. And then I didn’t let anyone introduce me to their family again until I was dating Alexis, and we both know how that turned out.”
“I mean, I know how the relationship turned out, but—”
“Not the point.” He glared at me. “And the only other one that came even close was when I slept with that redhead who ended up being that rock star Theo Barker’s personal assistant and introduced us because they were ‘practically brothers.’”
“That doesn’t count.”
“Exactly. I’m not ready for this.”
“I mean, that’s fair. But it has to happen sometime.”
“Of course.” He sipped his coffee and I felt a little bad because he did look miserable. “That doesn’t mean I’m not going to put on a brave face for Charles and kick and scream to you the entire time.”
“So you’re going to be… overdramatic.”
Chuck’s mouth twitched into a smile. “Maybe a smidge. But I’m just nervous about what might happen.”
“I wish I could tell you,” I said.
“Well, why don’t you get your crystal ball out, you witch?” 
“I checked it this morning,” I said. “The spirits said you’re a dick.”
He laughed, shaking his head before sipping his coffee, which I took to mean he was done.
“Alright,” I said. “So you’re not going to believe—”
“Ah, ah, ah,” he said, holding up a hand. “Nope.”
“What?”
“I want my baby update.”
I tilted my head back, rolling my eyes. “You don’t even know this child.”
“I will,” he said. “On Saturday when we throw her baby shower. I’m looking forward to finally meeting Kira, too.” He held out his hand. “Update and baby photos now, please.”
Resigned, I passed him my phone, which he snatched out of my hand and brought up the album of baby photos I had saved just for him. “They’re doing okay as far as I know. I didn’t talk to Kira much this weekend. I was in Burnsley for the bridal shower. But I think she’s a little overwhelmed.”
Chuck looked up from the phone, genuine sympathy on his face. “Is she okay?”
I nodded. “It’s just been a roller coaster. She went from planning to be a mom to being told she wasn’t going to be a mom to being called up out of nowhere and asking if she still wanted to proceed with the adoption because the birthmother changed her mind. It’s a lot. But she and Jackson both adore Velma. She’s already the most spoiled little thing in the world.”
“I still can’t believe they went with Velma,” Chuck said. 
“It makes her happy and I’m not saying a fucking word about it otherwise,” I said. “She’s loved the name since we were kids.”
“It’s very Scooby-Doo.”
“That’s where she got it from. Velma was her hero.” 
“Hmmph,” Chuck said, then finally passed my phone back to me. “Alright, Tessa Rose Lane. Now you can tell me how your weekend was.”
And yes. I absolutely could have said I’d tell him after the meeting. That so much had happened, there wouldn’t be anywhere near enough time to get into it before Loni got here.
But where was the fun in that?
“Well, I fucked Finn last night,” I said.
And while Chuck could be one of the most overdramatic people I knew, the way he nearly spit out his coffee and turned to me so fast that he almost fell out of his chair was completely genuine.
“You what?!” he asked.
And then, with timing so perfect that I couldn’t have planned it, Dinah walked into the room, followed by a ranting Loni.
So that was why Chuck was sitting at the boardroom table, staring at me like a creepy, rage-filled doll. And that was also why when Loni finally finished her tirade about there being a snitch in CARE’s ranks that was telling Paige Martelle all our public trade secrets, he didn’t stay to calm Dinah down like he usually did. Instead, he grabbed my arm and physically pulled me down the hallway, even as I protested that I was right behind.
“Finn?!” he shouted when we got back to our office and he’d slammed the door behind us. “Finn the ghost?!”
“Well, sort of,” I said.
“You fucked him?!”
“That’s not even the most interesting part of the story, actually,” I said.
“You better start telling me the fucking story, Tessa Bernadette Lane. I can’t believe you kept this from me!”
I shrugged as I settled into my desk chair. “You were telling me about Charles and being all scared about his parents and stuff.”
“This is text-me-immediately worthy stuff. Why did you not text me?!”
“Because I was busy fucking him,” I said. “Remember that thing I just said?”
“You texted me when you fucked Zain. Which was also yesterday.”
“Yeah, after I left.”
“Yes, but—wait.” Chuck blinked at me. “Are you saying that you didn’t leave?”
For some reason, I couldn’t look at him. “Not exactly. But like, it was also late after we fucked, so…”
“What about Julie?” he asked.
I bit my lip, staring hard at my hands, then shook my head.
His voice got lower. “Does she know you and Finn…?”
“Well, no, but—”
“Tessa,” he said, so much disappointment in his voice I almost cringed.
“It wasn’t like that,” I said. “You know I’d never do something like that. Well, not without a good reason. But this whole thing is… it’s kinda fucked up.”
He folded his arms. “Tell me what happened right now.”
And God, wasn’t that the fucking question.




Part One

Confession: Things aren’t always the way they seem.
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One


It took me a while to recognize the man on his knees as Finn. 
His longish blonde hair was messy, stuck to his head in some places and sticking out in others. Shock-widened blue eyes were staring at me, wet with tears that were barely holding on behind his lashes. On his chin was a layer of hair I’d never seen him with before.
But it was Finn. It was definitely Finn fucking Goodman.
Unfortunately for me, Finn grimed down as good as he cleaned up. The chiselled line of his jaw was even more defined with that almost-a-beard on his chin. There was a mark of dirt on his shirt, though that might have been from Alfie’s paws, since the small dog was still clutched tightly in his arms. Either way, Finn looked like the kind of guy who worked in a dive bar kitchen as a greasy line cook that dealt weed out of the back entrance, but would give you the dirtiest, nastiest, most shamefully unforgettable sex of your life. 
And that man was kneeling in front of me.
For a moment, at least.
“Oh my God! Tessa!” he exclaimed, and then he was on his feet, a huge grin on his face as he threw his arms around me. I stood there, stunned as the dogs jumped at his legs because they were as excited by his excitement as he was, but eventually hugged him back with the arm that wasn’t clutching the leash.
“Um… hi,” I said.
“Hi!” he said as he parted from me, genuine happiness in his eyes that a second ago had been sad, deep pools of blue. “It’s so good to see you! It’s been ages. How are—”
And then he stopped.
The wide smile on his face faded and the happiness in his eyes dimmed into worry. 
“Oh,” he said. “I’m sorry.”
“What?” I asked, because what else was I supposed to say?
“You probably don’t want to see me.”
Which was true, as much as I hated to admit it to someone who just greeted me like my very existence thrilled him. But that hug, warm and welcoming as it was, had opened a world of pain I hadn’t known was still there.
Because there wasn’t supposed to be anything there.
It had never been serious. I hadn’t mattered to him and Julie. They had cut me out and that was fine. They could feel that way and I could feel my way and it should have been clear, even to Finn, that I had no desire to see either of them ever again.
But I couldn’t bring myself to say that to the unkempt man standing in front of me with dogs sniffing at the cuff of his grey sweatpants.
“It’s fine,” I said. “I guess I’m surprised that you… do. Want to see me.” 
He smiled, though it wasn’t his usual bright, heart-melting smile. “I get it. Totally. I just wish I could’ve said, like, thank you? I guess?” He shrugged, glancing down, which was also weird because Finn was very much an eye-contact guy. “I was lucky you were into it as long as you were and it’s still one of the most fun things I’ve ever done. But like, also, I can’t say I don’t… you know. Miss you.” 
He looked up again, holding up his hands as though I’d been about to snap at him.
“But I totally respect that you didn’t want to talk to us anymore. I just got excited to see you and forgot and—”
“Wait,” I said, frowning. “What?”
“What?”
“I didn’t stop talking to you,” I said. “You and Julie stopped talking to me.” 
He stared at me, blinking once, then twice, then a slow realization dawned on his face. I watched it travel through his body, shoulders sagging and his head tilting back.
“Damnit, Julie,” he breathed. “She told you we didn’t want to see you anymore?”
I laughed. I had to. What the fuck else was I supposed to do? “I wish.”
He frowned. “What?”
“You can’t be serious, Finn,” I said. “You guys ditched me at my work gala and then blocked me without saying anything. You ghosted me.”
“No,” he said. “No, that’s not… I had no idea. I’m sorry, Tess.”
There was a lump of anger in my throat. I wasn’t entirely sure what I was angry at, whether it was from what they did to me or the fact that Julie apparently lied to Finn about it, but I swallowed it back all the same.
“Well, that’s what happened,” I said. “You and her can talk about it if you want. I hope it doesn’t cause any problems for you.”
“Oh, it won’t,” he said.
Somehow, the confidence in his voice stung. I forced another smile. “Good. I’m glad you have the kind of relationship that can overcome something like that.”
“What relationship?” he asked.
I thought he was being facetious because of course I did. Because that was… like, what? What the fuck? But there was genuine confusion in Finn’s eyes.
“You and Julie,” I said slowly. “Your girlfriend?”
“Ohhh,” he said, drawing the word out. “Yeah, no. She broke up with me a couple of weeks ago.” 
And fuck.
That hurt to hear.
I mean, it wasn’t my business if any of the couples I had fucked didn’t last. It wasn’t my problem. They knew what they were getting into and it was on them if they couldn’t handle it.
But the thing was, I would never know otherwise.
Because I was supposed to see couples one time and one time only.
“I’m sorry,” I said.
Finn smiled. “It’s okay. Actually, seeing you has been super helpful ‘cause it all kind of makes sense now, you know?” 
“What does?”
“Well, she said she was starting to get that zombie thing,” he said. “Like that rule you made about having to tell everyone if you got feelings so no one turned into a zombie? And she said when she told you, you said you couldn’t see us anymore.”
That fucking…
“She didn’t tell me that,” I said. “I asked, but she said she didn’t have feelings. That’s why you broke up?” 
“Oh, no,” he said. “That was because she realized she’s a lesbian.”
Well, I hadn’t seen that one coming. “Oh.”
“Yeah. Which is fair because women are super hot, right?” he said, grinning. “But yeah, she just had something, like, click for her. And I didn’t want her to stay with me if she wasn’t into it. That wouldn’t be fair and I want everyone to be happy.” 
“You, um, seem to be having a bit of a tough time, though,” I said as diplomatically as I could.
“No, no. Not at all. Jules didn’t choose for that to happen, you know? It’s just who she is. We parted on good terms and we’re still friends, sorta. It’s good. It’s all good.”
I didn’t say anything. That statement wasn’t done. He’d said it like it was done, but something told me it wasn’t. Sure enough, a few seconds later, his jaw twitched and he laughed, though it was more forced than usual.
“I just, uh, kinda wish… well. It’s not important.”
“Yes, it is,” I said. “Tell me.”
The smile faded and he looked away from me again, his throat flexing as he swallowed. “Well, I just kinda wish we could’ve stayed in our apartment a little longer, you know? Instead of breaking the lease? But like, it made sense. It was a one-bedroom and it was awkward with two of us there and she had a friend who was willing to let her move in. So it just… made sense.” He forced another smile. “It’s not her fault I’m stupid.”
“You’re not stupid, Finn.”
“Well, I used to be,” he said. “More than I am now. But like, when I first moved out, no one told me rent was the amount you paid every month, you know?”
Oh my God. “Of course. Right.”
“Yeah,” he continued. “So I just, like, made my landlord a little mad, which I felt really bad about, but then I was like no I’m gonna for sure pay rent every month, except then I didn’t know that when you write a check, you had to have all the money in your bank account, so…”
Oh my God.
“Where are you living right now?” I asked.
“In my car,” he said, and it came out cheerfully. “Just for a while.”
I had no idea what to say. When I didn’t speak, he looked back at me.
“It’s all good, Tess,” he said. “Really.”
“Does Julie know?” I asked.
He shook his head. “She would feel bad and it’s not that big a deal. It’s been an adventure. Like, it’ll be a cool story one day, you know?”
Again, he said it like he was done talking, and again, I waited because I knew he wasn’t finished. And again, he eventually forced another laugh.
“It’s not without its issues, obviously. Like I kind of have to rush after work because the doggie daycare closes and I have to go get Alfie. And he has to go every day ‘cause I can’t just leave him in the car, of course. It’s too hot and what if someone took him, you know? But it’s fine.” He smiled again. “If I drop him off right when they open, I usually have time to go to the gym so I can shower before work and if I don’t shave, I can get to work a little early so I can leave a little early. Though I can’t go on the weekends, of course. ‘Cause the daycare is closed. I keep wanting to try another daycare that might be open Saturdays at least, but Alf can be a handful and a lot of them have waiting lists and stuff. But it’s okay. It’s totally okay.”
I told myself not to get involved.
It wasn’t my problem. This was not my circus. Finn was not my monkey. He was more like a golden retriever, anyway. Or an otter, like he’d said when we first met. Or one of those quokkas who have no natural predators so they trust everyone and would go extinct if they lost their home and got put into the wrong ecosystem because they’re just too nice for their own good and—
“Finn, come home with me.”
His lips parted. “What?”
I sighed. “Come stay at my place. Just until you find a place to live. It’s easier to house hunt when you’re not living out of your car.”
He stared at me, confusion on his face, but beneath it was a wary sort of fear that made my heart feel weird. Like it was kind of aching or something.
“That’s gotta be against one of your rules,” he said.
“Probably,” I agreed. “But you and Julie aren’t together anymore, so maybe the rules are different.” 
He smiled, but a moment later, shook his head. “I can’t, Tess. I appreciate it, but I don’t want to be—I don’t want to make things, like, hard for you.”
Even though he’d cut himself off, I knew what he’d stopped himself from saying, and that made the weird heart ache even worse.
“You’re not a burden, Finn,” I said, and when he blinked rapidly a few times, I knew I was right. “Come to my place. At least for tonight. You can crash on the couch. Shower. Shave. Get a decent sleep before work tomorrow. I mean, not to be an asshole, but you’d be doing everyone a favour. You kinda look like you’d be sticky if I touched you and it’s completely unfair that the world can’t see your gorgeous face beneath that beard.” 
He laughed, the sound dry but sad, but didn’t say anything. At his feet, Alfie whimpered and Millie nosed him. I reached out and touched Finn’s arm, which was not actually sticky.
“The dogs are having so much fun,” I said. “You can let them hang out while you clean up. And then Alfie can get a good night’s sleep outside the car, too.”
I think he almost said no again, but Alfie picked that moment to nuzzle Millie and Finn was one hundred percent the type of person who would do anything for their dog.




Two


Usually when I got back from walking Millie, I brought her straight back upstairs to Dottie’s. Dottie would acknowledge our return from her bedroom, where she was curled up with her totally-not-porn novels, by hollering something like she was going to call the cops on the hooligan breaking into her house. Millie would excitedly rush through the house and hop into Dottie’s bed, where Dottie would accuse her of being a rabid beast. I would tell Dottie she was a senile old bat, then say goodnight and lock the door behind me before going down to the garden suite. 
But that night, I didn’t.
That night, Finn parked his car in my spot on the driveway and I figured it made more sense to get him settled at my place first. So with the dogs circling our feet, I let him in and showed him where the towels were and told him to make himself at home while I brought Millie upstairs. 
And that was where I met the crypt keeper.
“Jesus Christ!” I gasped as Dottie’s door swung open before I even touched the knob, then almost recoiled as a shadowed figure wearing a ratty burgundy bathrobe and dark grey silk bonnet emerged. “Dottie?”
“Who else would it be, you moron?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” I said. “I didn’t realize you went to bed looking like a zombie that got turned after a failed cremation.” 
She cackled, slapping her thigh. “No offense taken. I know it must be hard when you’re uglier than the ass end of a moose with hemorrhoids.” 
I laughed because that was fucking hilarious. “What are you doing out of bed, old lady?” 
I thought she’d respond with another jab, but Dottie just folded her arms. 
“What?” I asked.
“Don’t what me,” she said. “I would like the tea now, please.”
“Oh, damn. I didn’t realize your mental faculties had gotten so bad that you can’t even boil the kettle for yourself,” I said. “Do I need to hire you a caretaker?” 
“Do I need to remind you there’s an overnight-guest clause in your lease?”
I scoffed. “You would use the terms of our lease against me?”
“To get that good gossip? Hell yes I would.” She leaned against the door frame. “Who’d you just drive up with? Because it looked like a tall Norwegian Viking and if he’s not yours, I want you to put in a good word for the SENILF upstairs.”
“The SENILF?” I repeated. 
“It’s like a MILF but it’s your Sexy Elderly Neighbour,” she replied.
“It sounds like it’s a single line away from senile, you old bat,” I said.
“Maybe he’s into that.”
“Maybe. I’ll ask for you.”
She raised her eyebrows. “So? Who is he?”
“He’s a—” I hesitated, trying to think of how to explain who Finn was. “—a friend. Who needs a couch to crash on.”
She looked skeptical. “That’s it?” I nodded and she snorted. “Well, that’s boring. I have a couch he can use if that’s all that’s happening.” 
“It’s kind of complicated.”
“What’s so complicated about a tall hunky blonde finally taking you to poundtown?” 
I wrinkled my nose at her. “Don’t say poundtown. And what do you mean, finally? I get laid.” 
“You never bring anyone back here.”
“Yeah, because I don’t want to offend your delicate eardrums with my escapades.” 
“Maybe my eardrums could use some offensive escapades,” she said. “I keep trying to get those audiobooks from the library but they’re too complicated for me to figure out.”
“Perv,” I said.
“Thanks, hoe,” she replied. “But you are okay, dear?”
The sudden solemness on her face surprised me. “Yeah. Why wouldn’t I be?”
“You showed up with a scruffy Viking in the middle of the night. I’m gonna be a tad worried.”
I was oddly touched. Emotionally, not physically, which would have gotten a very different reaction from me. “Well, thanks, but I promise it’s okay. I do know him. He’s a friend who’s going through a rough patch right now.”
“Hmm. That is uncharacteristically nice of you,” she said. “But let me know if you and your friend need anything.”
“We won’t. Have a good night and don’t die in your sleep, please.”
When I went downstairs, the shower was running. Alfie had nestled himself onto my couch, but his ears perked up as I walked in. Sighing, I joined him, scratching his ears as he snuggled up on my legs and trying to process what the hell just happened
I mean, I knew what happened, at least in a literal sense. Finn said Alfie had jumped out of the car and ran off, and he’d been in such a panic that he hadn’t grabbed his leash as he chased after him. 
But we hadn’t talked much more about Julie or what had happened. Not that there was much else to say. I knew Finn well enough to believe he not only didn’t know about what Julie had done, but that he also didn’t hold anything against her. I believed he was happy for her, that he wanted her to be true to herself, that he was sad it hadn’t worked for them but excited to see her flourish. 
I couldn’t say I would’ve felt the same, but Finn was a far better person than I was. Although I felt like choosing to live in his car so she felt more comfortable was a step too far, even for the best of people.
Part of me hated he did that for her. Another part wondered how Julie could let him. But as angry as I was at her for ghosting me—and not just that, but for lying to Finn about it—I knew she had no idea. 
At her core, Julie was a sweet person. She wouldn’t have let Finn suffer, and from what little Finn had said about it, there really had been a lot of pain on her part when it came to their breakup. And I could understand that. Realizing you couldn’t be attracted to someone like Finn? Gorgeous, loving, and who didn’t have a mean or hateful bone in his body? 
The guilt of ending things must have eaten at her.
I frowned as I kept petting Alfie. I wasn’t sure why I had any sympathy for her. Hard time or not, she didn’t have to handle things the way she did. But then, I’d always had an inconvenient soft spot for Julie.
When the bathroom door opened, I jumped. I’d been so deep in thought I hadn’t heard the shower turn off, but it must have, since Finn walked into the room a moment later.
And fuck.
Fuck.
Finn’s dirty line cook aesthetic was gone. And even though it hadn’t been that long since I’d last seen him, somehow even my memories hadn’t done justice to how fucking hot he was. His hair was still wet, though it had the tousled shininess of just-washed cleanliness. And he’d shaved away the scruffy not-quite-a-beard, so his skin was smooth and the cut of his jaw was as chiselled as ever. 
And then there was his body.
Not just the niceness of it, which I knew intimately. But the way he was holding himself. His forehead wasn’t crinkled with stress and his shoulders were less tense. Even his lips were playing up into a hint of the smile I knew so well.
Oh, and he was also wearing one of my bath towels wrapped around his waist and nothing else. 
“Damn, he looks cozy,” Finn said, looking at Alfie fondly. 
I looked down at the little brown dog, whose head was resting on my thigh as he let out the cutest snores, snoozing away without a care in the world. “I think he was tired after his escapades with Millie.”
Finn chuckled. “Probably. Um, but I was wondering…”
“What’s wrong?”
“Nothing.” He shrugged, a bashful look on his face. “I just wondered if you had a washing machine I could borrow. I’m, uh, running a little short on clothes that don’t smell like my car.” 
Fuck, I hoped that didn’t mean he was going to be wrapped in that little towel for the next hour or so while he did laundry. 
Or maybe I did hope that.
“Of course, yeah,” I said. “In the utility room. It’s the door on the right.”
“Got it,” he said, then immediately turned around and opened the door on his left.
“No, the other right!” I said, startling Alfie awake, but it was too late.
“Holy crap!” Finn said, distracted from his clothes washing mission. “This is so cool! What is this?” 
I winced as Alfie stood, using my legs as a platform to launch himself off the couch as he reacted to Finn’s voice. Sighing, I followed him to the hall, where Finn was standing as he clutched the towel around his waist.
“It’s my art studio,” I said.
Finn’s eyes were practically circles. “Wow. I knew you were an artist, but I didn’t know you were, like, an artist-artist.” He stepped into the room without asking, looking around at the various half-finished paintings I had sitting around the room. “These are amazing.”
It was sweet of him, even if I didn’t agree. “They’re okay.” 
He studied the painting on my easel, which was an unfinished field of wildflowers for one of Kira’s interior design clients she’d signed a contract with before realizing she was about to have a baby. 
“Can you draw me?” he asked.
“Like one of my French girls?” I asked.
He tilted his head. “What’s that mean?”
“Nothing,” I said. “I just…”
I should have said no. I should have told him that I didn’t draw on command just because someone asked me to. I mean, I did, but it was usually because someone gave me money when they were asking me to.
But Finn looked so excited and he was smiling and I just… 
“Yeah,” I said. “Okay. I’ll do a quick drawing of you while you wash your clothes.” 
I got a sketchbook and a pencil while he loaded the washing machine with his clothes, then asked him to sit on the couch with Alfie while I settled at the small kitchen table that only sat four if I pulled it away from the wall. Not that it mattered, since I never had company anymore, but once upon a time, Kira and Jackson used to come over to hang out regularly. 
For a while, the only sound was my pencil dragging along the paper as I focused on creating the lines of Finn’s face and body. He sat still, occasionally brushing his fingers along Alfie’s back or scratching his head.
But it was quiet.
Too quiet. 
I wasn’t used to Finn being silent. I was used to him asking me where I’d put a third ear if I had one or how many cookies I thought I could steal from a fancy party without anyone noticing.
I shouldn’t have cared. He was going through some stuff and I was letting him stay on my couch because it was the right thing to do. It wasn’t up to me to make him feel better, not when I was already far too involved in this. Doing anything more would make it complicated.
And yet…
“What’s your favourite form of potato?”
I didn’t look at him as I asked, but from the corner of my eye, I saw Finn tilt his head.
“What?” he asked.
“Your favourite form of potato,” I repeated. “Like I want to say fries, but I’m a total slut for scalloped, you know?”
He chuckled. “Okay. Yeah. Um… I think I’d say pancakes.”
That got me to look up. “What?”
“Potato pancakes,” he said. “My mom used to make them all the time when I was a kid. She’d make homemade applesauce to serve with them but I liked it better with sour cream. So I’d alway eat one with applesauce, one with sour cream, one with applesauce…”
“I didn’t know you could pancake potatoes,” I said. “Although I guess it would be like a hashbrown?”
“Yeah. You can pancake anything if you try hard enough.”
“Yeah? Can you pancake bacon?”
He made a pfft noise. “Easy. You just pour pancake batter over bacon.” 
“Fair. What about, like, broccoli?”
He thought for a moment. “I mean, you could, but that would be better as a waffle.”
“Waffles are better in general, though.”
“Yeah, but that wasn’t the question.”
“True.” I added some shading on his nose. “Okay, it’s your turn.”
“My turn for what?”
“Ask me something.”
“Um… what kind of ice cream do you wish existed?”
It wasn’t a great question as far as Finn questions went, but it was better than not talking. But after inventing a flavour of ice cream so sweet that Chuck may not have even eaten it, featuring peanut butter, waffles, and—controversially, perhaps—both strawberry and maple syrup, I couldn’t think of another weird question to ask.
So instead, I just made it awkward.
“You grew up in Richmond, right?” I asked.
“I did,” he replied.
“Didn’t you say once that your family is still there?”
He didn’t reply right away. When I glanced up to see why, his face turned pink.
“Yeah,” he said. “They are.”
So clearly something was going on there, too. I told myself not to ask, then immediately ignored myself because apparently I was a nosy bitch.
“Why couldn’t you stay with them instead of in your car?”
He looked like he didn’t want to answer and I was about to tell him it was okay to not tell me, but he finally sighed. 
“My dad is—well, my stepdad, but he’s… he’s my dad, you know? He’s sick right now.”
He wasn’t looking at me when he said it, instead scratching Alfie’s ears as that uncharacteristic crease appeared on his forehead.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “Is he going to be okay?”
“Yeah, of course,” he said. “I think.” He glanced up, trying to smile. “He has cancer. But he’s gonna beat it.”
“Of course he is.”
“He needs surgery and they don’t know when it’s going to be,” he continued. “So it’s just a lot right now. My sister—well, my stepsister, like his daughter, but we grew up together obviously—she’s living there right now. Like, to help them. But they moved into a townhouse a few years ago since my sisters and I had all moved out and there’s not enough rooms and I just didn’t want to stress him and my mom out more.”
My heart did that aching thing again. “They don’t know you’re staying in your car?”
“They don’t know Julie and I broke up, either,” he said. “Mom went on stress leave from the hospital because of all this so it’s not like she sees Julie there anymore.” He looked up at me, his eyes guarded. “I am going to tell them. When I find a new place to live. Just so they don’t have to worry.”
He seemed to think I was going to lecture him about keeping things from his family. Probably because he didn’t know that would make me a giant hypocrite.




Three


I rued the day that I thought dog snores were cute, which was the same day that I discovered that dog snores were not, in fact, cute. 
They were worse than sleeping next to someone who was snoring. When that happened, you could just kick the person until they rolled over, as Brad could have attested to many times throughout our marriage.
But you can’t kick a dog.
That’s just wrong.
So instead, you had to put up with Alfie while he was snoring loud enough to shake your bedroom window. Which wasn’t even that much of an exaggeration because he was sleeping on a pile of clothes next to the window and every so often the curtain shifted, sending a streak of golden light across the room. 
And yes, that could have been because there was a fan blowing in the room, but I was holding Alfie responsible for it anyway. Just like I was holding him responsible for the fact that I couldn’t sleep. It had absolutely nothing to do with the fact that Finn was lying next to me.
In my bed.
In the dark.
It had taken an embarrassingly long amount of time for me to realize the flaw in my plan to have Finn sleep on the couch. It wasn’t while I was drawing him sitting on said couch. It wasn’t when he got up to switch his clothes to the dryer and I had to scold my body for reacting to the sight of an entirely-naked-except-for-a-towel Finn. It wasn’t when I showed him the drawing and he’d declared it the best thing he’d ever seen, which was sweet even if it was wrong.
No, it wasn’t until I’d dug out the spare blankets and a pillow from my closet and handed them to Finn that I remembered he was stupidly tall.
“You’re not going to fit, are you?” I asked.
He shrugged. “It’s fine. My legs bend.”
“It’s barely more room than in your car.”
“Yeah, but it’s a lot softer.” He smiled. “And a lot less scary than sleeping outside. Like, your neighbourhood is nice, but it’s still kinda creepy out there, you know? So this is more than fine, Tess. Really.”
Don’t do it, I told myself. He said it’s fine, don’t do it, don’t say it, don’t you dare—
“Just come share my bed with me,” I blurted.
His eyes widened in surprise. “I… really? Are you sure?”
Not at all, my inner voice screamed. Tell him you changed your mind, say you—
“Of course I am,” I said. “It’s not like it’s anything we haven’t done before.” 
He glanced back down at the couch, biting his lip, and since I’d already committed myself to saying stupid shit, I kept going.
“It’ll be more comfortable, Finn. And I won’t be able to sleep knowing you’re squished up on the couch.”
Which may or may not have been true. I wouldn’t know. Because Alfie had insisted on accompanying us to the bedroom, which I said was fine, and Alfie was snoring like a pug with a head cold, which was less fine. But at least he was on the ground. I only had a queen-size bed. And seeing as I was delightfully chunky and Finn was broad-shouldered, I was doing my best not to brush against him so I didn’t wake him up as we lay there.
Though as it turned out, I didn’t need to worry about that.
“Are you still awake?” Finn whispered after I’d been staring at the ceiling for God knows how long.
“Yeah,” I said. “Are you?”
“I think so,” he said. “I guess I could be dreaming, but I’m pretty sure I’m not.”
“Want me to pinch you to find out?”
He chuckled. “Nah, I’m good. Is Alfie keeping you up?”
“I mean, he does snore really loud for such a little guy.”
Finn shifted on the bed, turning to the side. “I can take him out. We can sleep on the couch.”
“That wasn’t me kicking you out, Finn. It’s okay.” 
“Oh. Okay.”
There was a weird sort of inflection in his voice and I frowned. “Did you want to go sleep on the couch?”
“No, no,” he said quickly. “I’m good. I just didn’t want to keep you up.”
“It’s fine. He’ll quiet down eventually, right?”
“Probably, yeah.”
An awkward sort of silence fell. I glanced at Finn out of the corner of my eye. “Is everything okay?”
“Yeah, of course. I’m great.” 
Just like earlier, his voice made it sound like that was the end of the statement, but something about it wasn’t convincing. I waited and, just like before, he let out an awkward chuckle a few moments later.
“Although,” he said. “Would it be weird if I took another shower?”
I almost laughed at the randomness of the question, but that would have bothered Finn, so I just pressed my lips together for a moment.
“Not weird at all,” I said. “But you’re sure everything’s okay?”
“Totally.”
“So you just… feel like showering again?”
“Something like that.”
He was an awful liar. 
“You can tell me what’s wrong, Finn,” I said. “I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”
“Nothing’s wrong, really, it’s—” He sighed and I could almost hear him blushing. “Okay. I’ve been, uh, showering at the gym, right? And it’s not very… private.”
Oh. 
Oh.
“And then earlier tonight I was kinda overwhelmed so I was maybe crying in the shower a little.”
My realization was interrupted by another aching feeling in my chest. “You were upset?”
“No, just overwhelmed.” He rolled onto his back again, the blankets tugging slightly as he relaxed on the pillow. “I’m not used to letting people do things for me and it’s been a rough couple weeks and it bothers me that you were hurt because of Julie and me. And like, I always feel better after crying. I guess I’m not supposed to tell people that.”
“Fuck anyone who says you shouldn’t,” I said. “I feel better after crying too. Crying in the shower is normal. And eco-friendly. You definitely save on Kleenex.”
He let out a soft laugh. “Okay. So yeah, I was kinda focused on that earlier, so I didn’t feel like… um… you know?”
I’d known what he was trying to say for a while, so I finally took pity on him. “Are you saying you’re horny, Finn?”
“I mean, it’s kinda hard to, like, do anything when you’re in the car and your dog is right there,” he said, soft embarrassment in his voice. “So, uh… I guess so?” 
I didn’t bother trying to talk myself out of it that time. It wasn’t like I’d succeeded at it any of the other times that night.
“Okay, fine,” I said, sighing with fake resignation as I rolled on my side to face him. “I’ll give you a blowjob.”
His neck snapped to face me. At the same time, Alfie let out a particularly loud snore and the curtain moved, the shaft of streetlight just bright enough for me to see Finn’s eyes wide with surprise.
“What?” he asked.
“A blowjob,” I repeated. “Like when someone puts another person’s dick in their mouth? I’m pretty sure you’ve had one before. Unless I’m really misremembering things.” 
“No, I have,” he said, completely missing the joke. “I just, I mean, I—”
“If it’s too weird after everything, it’s fine,” I said, trying not to smile. “You can go take another shower. I won’t be offended.” 
“No, it’s not that,” he said, and I almost felt bad about how distressed he sounded. “You’re just already doing way too much for me. Like, you literally took me off the street, Tess. I don’t want you to think you have to do that too. You didn’t have to do any of this.”
It was almost unreal how nice and thoughtful Finn was. And also how hard it was for him to accept help, apparently. I’d always known he was a people pleaser, but I was quickly realizing he was a people pleaser to a fault. To a point where he was hurting himself so he didn’t risk upsetting anyone else.
Which sounded familiar, but I wasn’t in the mood for self reflection. 
“Are you saying you don’t want a blowjob, Finn?” I asked. 
“Not if you feel like you have to.”
“What if I want to?”
The curtain shifted again and I saw him frown. “What?”
“What if I really, really want to suck your dick? Would you want to then?” 
“I mean, yeah,” he said. “But only if it’s beca—mmph.” 
The rest of his sentence fell off his lips and onto mine as I used a kiss to cut him off.
“Finn,” I whispered. “Shut up and let me put your cock in my mouth.”
He groaned quietly, but there was a familiar spark of excitement in it. “Yes, ma’am.”
Before he could do something stupid like roll towards me when I wanted him to stay on his back, I shook the blankets away and got to my knees. Leaning in, I placed a hand on his chest, kissing him again and absorbing the soft sigh he let out as I did.
Once his clothes had dried, Finn had dressed in his grey sweatpants again. Just the grey sweatpants, I was discovering, because even in the mostly dark room, I could see the outline of his cock pressed into the fabric. His chest was bare, skin warm beneath my fingertips as I reacquainted myself with the landscape of his muscles. As I did, I slipped my tongue in Finn’s mouth, eliciting another one of those sighs and a noise of appreciation as I flicked it against his.
Then, once I was ready, I pulled away and focused on what I said I wanted.
Which was his cock.
In my mouth.
Because I’d been telling the truth. I really wanted his dick. I would have preferred it in my pussy, but that wasn’t an option given that I didn’t keep condoms in the house. Which seemed stupid, but Dottie’s comment about me never bringing anyone here was true. And whenever I met with couples, I made them buy the condoms, because why should I pay for them when I was the one doing them a favour?
And then there was Zain, which… well.
Zain was a special circumstance, and one I didn’t want to think about when I had Finn in my bed.
So oral would have to do, which was not all that bad a consolation prize. Not when I tugged Finn’s sweats down and he sighed in relief, and not when I trailed a finger up his thigh to his groin and made him squirm delightfully beneath me. I smiled as he whined softly. I’d almost forgotten how vocal he was in bed and how much I’d loved it.
He wasn’t a talker like Zain was. The words Zain could come up with practically caressed me themselves. He could make my breath catch and panties go damp just from growling things in my ear. Finn, on the other hand, liked to moan and groan and whimper, punctuated with the occasional utterance of “Oh my God” or “Oh fuck” or “Yes, ma’am” or “Please.”
And that got me going in a completely different yet entirely similar way.
Because I loved making him come undone. I loved the breathless noise he made when I wrapped my fingers around his cock, the smooth skin searing hot. 
I loved the way his stomach hollowed when I leaned in, looking up at the hint of light shining off his eyes as my breath brushed the head of his cock.
I loved the moment of teasing anticipation, the tension and excitement as my mouth hovered just above him, close enough that I could almost taste the saltiness already. I loved feeling his cock twitch needily once, then again, then almost a third time before I took him into my mouth.
“Fuckkk,” he groaned, a sound of relief underscored by a need for more. I sucked on his tip gently before letting it fall from my mouth for a moment.
“You okay?” I asked.
“Uh-huh,” he said. “I’m great. My dick really likes your mouth.” 
“Well, good thing my mouth likes your dick.” 
Before he could respond, I took him in my mouth again, sliding my lips down inch by inch until I had the most I could take without him stuffed in the back of my throat. Wrapping my fingers around the base, I stroked his shaft a few times, then took a breath and bobbed my head forward in an attempt to take more.
It wasn’t going to be a long blowjob. I’d known that from the moment I positioned myself between his legs and he’d drawn in a sharp breath before I even touched him. And then there was the tension of his muscles as I put his cock in my mouth, the clench of his fist on the bedsheets that told me he was fighting to control himself. 
But that was okay. I didn’t need long to make it incredible.
He panted as I ran my tongue along the underside of his shaft, dragging it against the sensitive spot on his crown. Then I sucked again, gently at first, increasing the pressure until he was gasping. After licking him up and down so his cock was slick, I wrapped both hands around him and stroked firmly while circling my tongue around the tip.
“Fuck, Tess,” he whimpered. “You’re gonna make me embarrass myself.”
I lifted my head, though I didn’t stop moving my hands. “Embarrass yourself how?”
He laughed. “Coming way too fast.”
“Pretty sure I’ve seen you hold out for ages before,” I said. “And also that I can make you come a few times in a night if I really want to. You have nothing to prove to me, Finn.” 
I didn’t mean it as anything more than what I said. It was just reassurance that I wasn’t going to judge him for coming too fast. But Finn paused, his eyes on mine and his head tilting to the side as he took those words in.
“I don’t,” he said, almost more to himself than to me.
“You don’t,” I repeated. “I know you’re a sex god who can make me forget my own name. One quick blowjob isn’t going to change that.”
He smiled, but didn’t say anything else. He just leaned against the pillow as I returned his cock to my mouth. Another soft sigh fell from his mouth, the sound relaxed as he reached down to stroke my hair.
And that.
That was what I wanted.
I couldn’t say why. I didn’t know why I was so eager for him to relax, to be calmed, to make it clear to him he was in a place where he was safe and unjudged. It shouldn’t have mattered to me. Not when I hadn’t seen him in weeks and, up until a few hours earlier, had been upset that he’d walked out of my life without so much as a word, even though I now knew that wasn’t what happened.
But God, something about him. Something about him and that day and I just… I needed to be that person for him.
Which didn’t make sense at all, so I stopped thinking about it and focused on swallowing as much of him as I could.
It wasn’t long until I had the taste of his pre-cum in my mouth, and not much longer after that when he murmured a warning he was about to come. His hand tightened on my hair, not quite pulling it, but more like he was tensing before the first spurt of cum spilled into my mouth. I kept sucking and working his cock until I was sure I had every last drop. Only then did I pull back, swallowing as I sat back on my knees and looked up at him.
His eyes were closed and his head rested heavily on the pillow. But before I could crawl back over his leg and return to my spot on the bed, his eyes opened and for the first time that night, he looked like Finn. Fully like Finn, like the happy, optimistic, and bubbly airhead who could make anyone his friend. He sat up, lunging forward and battering my mouth with heated kisses.
“Is it bad for me to say I missed that?” he asked between kisses. “Like, I missed you more, but I really, really missed the way you do that.”
The words made a warm wave roll over my body and a soft noise escaped my lips, just loud enough that Finn heard it. I felt him smile against my mouth, then he nipped my bottom lip.
“My turn now,” he murmured.
And yeah, I could’ve mirrored his actions. I could’ve insisted it was fine. I could’ve even told him I’d had my pussy eaten earlier that day, actually, by my brother’s best friend before I left Kelowna.
Maybe I should have told him that last part.
But I really, really missed the way Finn ate pussy.
So I let him lift my top over my head and urge me onto my back. I let him slide my pyjama pants down and nuzzle my fabric-covered mound before he stripped my panties off, too, then put a large hand on each of my thighs to hold me wide open for him. I wound my fingers through his squeaky-clean hair as he dove in, spoiling my clit with his tongue, lapping eagerly at my folds and indulging in me as much as I was indulging in him.
And after I came, trying to stifle my cries as I held his head against my core until I was quivering and panting for breath, I let him draw me into his arms, both of us still naked as we curled into each other and tucked the blankets around us.
“Tess?” he murmured as I faded towards sleep.
“Hmm?”
“If you got cloned, would you have sex with your clone?”
“Yeah. But only a couple of times. I feel like one of us would get bored because we would both know all my moves.”
“Mmm. Good point.”
“Would you?”
“I’d have sex with whatever version of you would have me.”
I laughed. “Yeah, but would you have sex with your clone?”
“I think we’d both be down to try it.”
I laughed sleepily, then we fell silent again.
“Tess,” he said again a few minutes later.
“Yeah?”
He cuddled in closer and buried his nose in my hair. “Thanks for letting me and Alfie stay over.”




Four


“He is a damn fine man,” Dottie muttered as she sipped her lemonade. 
“He’s pretty alright,” I said.
She snorted into her glass. “Pretty alright? What kind of tail are you pulling that he is just ‘pretty alright’?”
I shrugged noncommittally, sipping my own lemonade as my eyes followed Finn’s shirtless form crossing the lawn with the pushmower. 
“I didn’t think you’d need to watch this version of the show,” Dottie continued when I didn’t say anything. “Aren’t you getting your own private one?”
“Jealous?” I asked. 
“A little,” she said. “Have you seen that man?”
“Yep.”
“Mmm,” she said. “So he’s your…?”
“Friend.”
“You’re full of shit, skittle tits.”
“How am I full of shit?” I asked, then frowned. “And skittle tits?!”
She shrugged, her eyes still fixed to Finn. “I’m just sayin’, those noises you were making last night sounded a little more than just ‘friendly’ to me.”
“You were listening to me get laid, you rusty old nipple?”
“The whole neighbourhood listened to you get laid, Screamy McGee.”
“I wasn’t screaming,” I scoffed.
“Millie thought you were being murdered.”
Millie’s ears perked up at the mention of her name, which allowed Alfie to get the upper hand in the wrestling match they were having at our feet. And by upper hand, I meant more like upper-entire-body, since he managed to mount her again. Sighing, I put my lemonade down and reached down to separate them.
“Little Guy, you gotta do that kind of thing in private,” I said.
“Not like you and Finn set a great example for him,” Dottie muttered.
I nudged Alfie away from Millie. “I’ll keep it down next time, Pervy O’Toole.” 
“Next time?” she said lightly.
“Next time my friend and I decide to have a friendly little hookup that means nothing except that two friends need to get laid.”
She let out a derisive sigh. “Crazy bitch.”
“What?!”
She turned to me, disbelief on her face. “You got a man who looks like him, getting you to make noises like that last night, mowing my lawn, offering to cook you dinner, and you’re calling him a friend?”
“I’d say that’s friendly behaviour,” I said.
She shook her head. “Let me tell you, if I was ten years younger…”
“I’m sure Finn would be fine with you the age you are now.”
“Of course he would.” She sipped her lemonade. “But if I was ten years younger, I’d be able to overpower you and lock you in the closet so I could get my turn with him.”
I had to laugh, shaking my head before drinking more of my lemonade. Both of us fell silent, eyes glued to the sun-kissed glow of Finn’s skin reflecting gold in the evening sun.
He stopped near the end of the yard, which wasn’t all that far from where Dottie and I were sitting on the porch. That was both fortunate and unfortunate. It was fortunate because I could drink in the sight of him as he used the long-discarded t-shirt to wipe his hands and face, my eyes trailing down his bare chest and stomach to the v-lines disappearing into the boxer-briefs peeking out above the waistband of his shorts.
And it was unfortunate because it meant the yard wasn’t very big and Finn was done mowing it.
But even the unfortunate was sort of fortunate, since Finn caught sight of me and Dottie looking at him and a bright smile spread across his face, completing the picture of perfection as he ran a hand through his shaggy blonde hair. 
And also because it meant Finn was about to make dinner, because of course the man was a kitchen god along with being a sex god and a yardwork god, apparently.
“Well, that should do you for a few days, Ms. Price,” he called across the yard after putting the lawnmower back in the garage and pulling his shirt on. 
“Just call me Dottie, sweet thing,” she said.
He smiled bashfully. “Sorry, Dottie. Force of habit. My mom always told me to be respectful to people I just met.”
“Well, your mom was right,” Dottie said. “But since your little guy Alfie and my sweet Millie are so friendly now, I think we’re friends too, aren’t we?”
I tried not to laugh as she held out a glass of lemonade and he took it gratefully.
“Yeah, of course,” he said. 
“Perfect. And since Tessa here told me just now how friendly you are—”
“And that’s enough of that,” I said, setting my empty glass down on the table.
Dottie cackled as she rose from the bench and began clearing the lemonade. “Either way, you did a great job on the lawn, Finn.”
“Thanks,” Finn said. “But it was nothing. I’m happy to help. Especially to thank you for watching Alfie all day.”
“He should be tuckered out with all the humping he had going on,” she said.
Finn grimaced. “Yeah, sorry. He’s a little… you know. The vet said he’d grow out of it, but it hasn’t happened yet.”
“Nah, sweet thing,” Dottie said. “It’s fine. Millie wasn’t complaining. She looked like she could maybe use a cigarette after they were done the third or fourth round, but she wasn’t complaining.” She took Finn’s empty glass from him. “Now, if you want to leave him here again tomorrow, I’m more than happy to let him tucker himself out again. But you know, I have some lightbulbs that are a little high and with my old knee, getting on the stepladder is a tad iffy. So if you wouldn’t mind giving me a hand with that when you pick him up…”
“Uh, yeah,” Finn said. “Of course. If I’m back tomorrow, I’d be happy to.”
And there it was.
Proof that Chuck was wrong.
I mean, I’d known he was wrong that morning after I’d finished telling him about running into Finn the previous night. But Chuck had been insistent that Finn staying with me had to mean something.
“How in the hell do you end up in these situations, Tessa Breanna Lane?”
“Pure talent, I guess.”
“Or a complete lack of survival instincts.”
“Excuse you,” I said. “I am surviving just fine. It’s thriving I have a problem with.”
“You took home a man who was living on the streets.”
“I knew him before he was living on the streets. And he wasn’t—that’s oversimplifying things way too much.” 
“Oh my God, Tessa,” he said. “He was living in his car and you took him home and made him your boytoy. That means something.”
“Oh my God, Chuck,” I mocked. “It’s not that serious. He needed help and someone to talk to. And it’s Finn. He’s like if a ray of sunshine and a golden retriever had a baby.”
“Your point?”
“I’m more like—”
“Oh my God,” Chuck interrupted. “Don’t you dare say you’re like the sound of darkness or something like that, you walking cliché.” 
“I was going to say I was more like a mix of a raccoon and a rainy day.”
He frowned. “What does that even mean?”
I shrugged, sipping my coffee. “You’re the one reading way more into this than you need to.”
Which was absolutely true.
If it wasn’t for the fact that Finn had slept so soundly that he’d woken up late and started worrying about getting Alfie to daycare on time, I doubt he would have come back that night without a hell of a lot more convincing. Instead, I’d told him we could ask Dottie if she’d watch Alfie for him.
And of course, Dottie took one look at Finn and would’ve probably agreed to subject herself to risky experimental medical tests to have his babies for him, so she said yes. But when Finn had dropped me off at work—because of course he insisted on driving me to work that morning—he’d seemed uncertain.
“I’ll see you tonight,” I said before getting out of his car.
“Yeah, of course,” he said, an easy smile on his face. “I gotta come get my dog.”
I paused with the door partially open. “You’re not staying again?”
Something flickered on his face. I didn’t think it was hesitancy at the idea of staying with me again, but the vulnerability of accepting help in general. 
“I would love to,” he said. “But you need to let me do something for you.”
“Finn—”
“Please?” he asked, his voice firm. “Let me make you dinner?”
And I mean, I wasn’t going to say no to that. Not when I was pretty sure I’d had sexy dreams about the brown butter gnocchi he
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