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        DINAH

      

      

      The bass thumped against the wall, shaking me from my concentration as I tried to write. As if on cue, my phone vibrated against my desk, lighting up with ‘Mom’ across the screen. I silenced it, dodging yet another call from my mother wherein she tried to persuade me to go out on a date with another ‘nice Italian boy from the old neighborhood.’ See also: balding, divorced dads. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but I was only thirty, and she kept trying to set me up with guys closer to my dad’s age.

      My family meant well, but they didn’t understand what it was like to be a widow at my age. Or how traumatized I was from the dangerous miscarriage that almost killed me. Not that I’d ever told them that last part. There was only one person in my life who knew about that, and he kept my secret close to the vest.

      I put my headphones on and tried to drown out the sounds of my neighbors having another party. I was always invited to their shindigs, but tonight, I had to get some writing done. I stared at the blank screen, trying to figure out how to dig myself out of this plot hole. Working a full-time job in marketing sucked when all I wanted to do was write my novels.

      I cranked up the volume on my music and drummed my fingers on my desk as if it would will the words out of me. When I heard the thumping bass through the wall again, I knew tonight wasn’t my night. Not that I was going to blame the hockey players next door. This was on me.

      I lived in a swanky condo next door to two pasty white hockey players for the Philadelphia Bulldogs. TJ was a lovable douche but friendly enough. His roommate, Noah, though, was a tall hottie with long hair who said ‘eh’ a lot and had slowly become my best friend.

      When my husband Jason died suddenly in a car crash two years ago, Noah sent flowers and came to the funeral. He held my hand and let me soak his shoulder in tears. All the while fielding hockey questions from my dad and three older brothers. My family were loud-mouth Italians from South Philly, so it hadn’t been all that shocking that they razzed my hockey player friend at my husband’s funeral. Just wildly inappropriate.

      My phone buzzed on the desk again, and I tried not to smile at a text from Noah. Speak of the devil.

      
        
          
            
              
        NOAH: Is the music too loud?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        ME: Kinda. I’m on deadline.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        NOAH: Sorry. I’ll ask them to turn it down.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: It’s fine.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NOAH: Come over!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: What part of deadline did you not understand?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        NOAH: Please?

      

      

      

      

      

      A smile curled up onto my lips. Noah was such a sweetheart, so of course he cared enough to ask if the music was too loud. That was Noah. He always put others before himself. Deep down, that was the reason my attraction to him had grown lately. I’d never act on it because I couldn’t bear the thought of jeopardizing our friendship. Not like the younger man ever saw me as more than a friend, anyway.

      With my concentration shattered, I closed my laptop. It was better to look at this tomorrow with fresh eyes. Then I could work at fixing that plot hole, but not tonight.

      I slid out of my office chair and walked into my living room. Slumping onto my couch, I hit play on my phone and drowned myself in the sounds of My Morning Jacket. Guilt wrapped around me, remembering they had been Jason’s favorite band. I should still mourn him instead of thinking about our neighbor.

      My phone went off again, and now TJ was hitting me up to come party with the dudebros.

      
        
          
            
              
        TJ: Girl, come over!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: On deadline!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TJ: Come over anyway. Noah would be happy to see you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: He’s SO not into me. I’m too old for either of you fuckers.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TJ: hahaha. Yeah . . . okay . . .

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: What does that mean?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TJ: Come over!

      

      

      

      

      

      TJ was insufferable. I loved that guy, but I also hated him because he saw right through me and sussed out that I had the hots for his roommate. He was an instigator on the ice and also in my non-existent love life. Last year, we went out drinking when Noah was busy dating his last girlfriend. Going shot-for-shot with TJ proved to be a bad idea because I had let it slip I thought Noah was hot. Since then, TJ hadn’t been able to let that little detail go.

      I met my husband in college and never imagined being with anyone else. That didn’t mean I wanted to be alone forever, but I also didn’t think fucking my next-door neighbor, no matter how hot he was, was a good idea. Not that I hadn’t thought about it multiple times. But that would have changed everything. And I wasn’t sure I could handle that on top of Noah saving my life.

      A couple of weeks after Jason’s death, Noah found me passed out in the stairwell. Immediately, he jumped into action and took me to the hospital. Then he held me while I cried after the doctors told me the scarring when they did the D&C meant it would be harder to bring another pregnancy to term. I never thought I wanted kids before, but learning that it was unlikely for me gutted me for months.

      No one else knew what happened, and naturally, everyone assumed the dark depression I went into afterward was my grief over my husband. Noah became my secret keeper. My gentle giant who stroked my hair and told me everything was going to be okay. Even when I felt pretty fucking far from okay.

      He was the kind of friend who held my hand while I cried myself to sleep in that hospital bed. The kind who missed a practice and got benched for a couple of games because he cared more about his friend than playing a hockey game. Even if it could have cost him his career.

      Which was why nothing could ever happen between us. He meant far too much to me to risk what we had by sleeping together. Even if he was really freaking hot with that long dark hair and towering height. Thank God he didn’t have a beard. That would have been the triple threat that forced me to give in to temptation.

      Nope. Noah Kennedy had to stay safely in the friend zone. Where we both belonged.

      I was trying to decide if I wanted to go next door when my phone buzzed again. This time it was my oldest brother, Frankie.

      
        
          
            
              
        FRANKIE: Can you please tell Ma you’re okay?

      

      

      

      

      

      I groaned. God, my family was up my ass lately.

      
        
          
            
              
        ME: I’m FINE! Just tired of her trying to set me up with old men.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        FRANKIE: Sorry, Dee-Dee.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        FRANKIE: I’d tell her to back off, but you know how she is.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: I thought it would get BETTER when she and Dad moved to Florida.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        FRANKIE: You’re cute!

      

      

      

      

      

      I groaned again. I loved my family, but they were nosy as fuck. And blunt as shit. Two whole days after Jason was in the ground, my mom started asking if I was seeing anyone. Like, lady, let me mourn a bit. Of course, it was because my mom was expecting grandchildren. She already had one from Frankie and his wife, and honestly, my meathead brother Tony probably had some running around he didn’t know about. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I couldn’t have kids. I wasn’t ready to pour a pound of salt into that wound.

      I dropped my phone back onto the couch. Now, I was extra frustrated and really needed a drink. I urged my body off the couch. Maybe the shitty beer TJ drank would mellow me out.

      I walked out my door, locking it behind me, and then knocked on TJ and Noah’s door.

      TJ opened the door and gave me that lopsided grin of his. “You came!”

      He bent down to my five-foot-two frame and laid a sloppy drunk kiss on my cheek, making me laugh. A lovable douche, indeed. His pale face was red from all the beer, and his short-cropped dark hair was hidden by his backward baseball cap.

      “Not in two years,” I joked.

      TJ broke out into his hyena laugh, and I was concerned he was going to fall on the floor and start rolling around on it. “Seriously?”

      “Seriously,” I deadpanned.

      “What about that guy last month you met at one of our games?”

      The last Bulldogs game I went to, I ended up chatting up the guy next to me. He was nice enough, and I wanted to get back on the dating horse this year. It was the wrong horse. Like, so bad I had to tell him to stop before we even had sex. I came over here after he left, laid on the floor in the living room, and asked Noah to put me out of my misery.

      I put my hands over my face in mortification. “Please don’t remind me.”

      TJ handed me a beer. “Come on, girl. We need to find you a man soon.”

      I scoffed at him but took the beer.

      “I know one perfect for you,” he said with a teasing glint in his eye.

      My gaze slid over to Noah, sitting on their couch with a beer in hand. “T, he’s not into me. Plus, the age difference would be weird.”

      “We’re not that young. What’s eight years? It’s nothing.”

      I gave him a slow shake of my head and headed for the kitchen, where I saw some of the other players. TJ needed to get it out of his head that Noah and I would be perfect together. That was never, ever happening.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO
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        NOAH

      

      

      I stared at my phone wondering if Dinah was going to text me back, but she was on deadline for her next book, so I knew she wouldn’t. She wouldn’t let me read this one yet, even though I told her I liked the first one. She had been surprised a dumb jock like me wanted to read a cute romance story. Like men didn’t want to have a happy ending too or some other bullshit. I ran a hand through my shaggy hair and took a long sip of my beer.

      TJ slumped on the couch beside me. He glanced at my phone in my hand and rolled his eyes. “Dude, are you still pining?”

      I played dumb and took another huge gulp of my beer. “What?”

      TJ raised an eyebrow at me. “Come on, D has no idea you’re into her. You gotta tell her.”

      I shook my head.

      My subtle ways of telling Dinah I was interested hadn’t worked. It was apparent she’d only ever see me as a good friend. Not someone she’d wrap her arms or legs around, if I were honest about my fantasies.

      TJ cocked a grin. “If she comes over, you have to finally make a move. You’re both single. It’s time, bro!”

      I chewed my bottom lip.

      TJ nudged me when he heard a knock on the door. He jumped up and answered it before I could argue with him further.

      He greeted Dinah with a wet, sloppy kiss on the cheek. A stab of jealousy struck through my heart at the sight of it. She laughed at him, walked to the kitchen island in our open-concept condo, and struck up a conversation with our teammate, Benny. Which was hilarious because at six-foot-four and five-foot-two respectively, Benny and Dinah looked like the opposite ends of the height extremes in the room.

      I chugged more of my beer and amped myself up. This was it. I had to make a move on her. If not, she would never know, and I’d regret it for the rest of my life.

      Probably.

      Dinah sat on our kitchen counter, drink in hand and laughing hard at whatever TJ had said.

      My other teammate, Hallsy, and his girlfriend, Mia, were in the kitchen with them. Hallsy had his hair in locs again, mixing in the Bulldogs’ signature red color into some of them to match our home jerseys. It looked cool as hell. Mia gave an amused shake of her blonde head. Benny was no longer hanging in the kitchen, which I was grateful for. Dinah always mentioned how nice his beard looked against his brown skin, and it made my jealousy rage.

      I hated feeling that way about my friend because if Benny wasn’t in a relationship, he would have been a good option for Dinah. He was the kind of guy women could seriously fall in love with. They found it adorable how much he loved his abuelos and his nephews. And he was one of the few players who didn’t do one-night stands. Like ever. Benny knew how I felt about Dinah, and he would never do that to me. It made me feel like even more of a dick for being jealous of him.

      Dinah’s smile reached her eyes when she saw me walk in. I took in her appearance, trying not to ogle her too hard. Her dark brown hair was pulled up into a messy bun, and she wore black leggings and an old-school Halvard Holmstrom jersey.

      Uh oh. She must have had writer’s block if she finally came over tonight. She should have looked sloppy, but instead, she looked comfortable, at home, and gorgeous as hell. I shouldn’t have been into it, but I was.

      I finished my beer and took another out of the fridge, getting a second one for her. She laughed when I handed it to her, and I bent over to hug her in greeting.

      “Hey,” I whispered into her ear, trying to be all calm and cool. When really I was a ball of nerves.

      She wrapped her small arms around my back as I hunched over to meet her compact frame. “Hey.”

      I pulled away, and TJ gave me a prodding look. It wasn’t like I was going to ask her out with everyone standing around watching. Mia cocked her head, studying me and Dinah carefully.

      “What’s so funny?” I asked, trying to cut the awkward tension from the room.

      TJ’s eyes sparkled. “I asked D for relationship advice.”

      A smile tugged at my lips. When we became friends, I had complained that girls were so complicated, but she explained it was pretty simple. I thought about her answer a lot.

      “Yeah? What’s that?” I asked, nervously pushing my long hair behind my ear.

      I turned to Dinah, and she chugged her new beer to keep from repeating it.

      “Come on, tell him!” TJ egged her on.

      She gave him the finger but sighed. “It’s simple. Don’t cheat. Eat pussy.”

      Mia laughed a little too loudly and eyed Hallsy. “You know she’s not wrong.”

      His big shoulders shook while holding in his laugh.

      I laughed too, but it was that nervous laughter when I didn’t want people to notice I was blushing so hard. Hearing that word out of her lips made my cock thicken against my leg and imagine what it would be like to have my face between her thighs, giving her what she wanted.

      You weren’t supposed to think about your best friend that way.

      I shifted in my jeans and leaned up against the fridge, hoping no one noticed. TJ gave me the eye and nodded at Dinah. He was being annoyingly pushy tonight.

      “That’s it,” Dinah said. “It’s not that hard. Just give her what she wants.”

      “That can’t be it,” TJ scoffed.

      “Then don’t ask for my advice. You know I’m right. Eat pussy. Don’t cheat. I’m gonna get it embroidered on a pillow so you remember.”

      TJ roared with laughter. He pointed at her. “Come on, you up for beer pong? Riley wants a rematch.”

      She shook her head. “Nah. You know I’m bad at it.”

      TJ grinned at her. “That’s why I wanted you to play on Riley’s team.”

      “It’s not like he isn’t going to team up with Benny. Man, their bromance is ridiculous.”

      Hallsy had his arm around Mia, but he nodded to TJ. “We’ll play.”

      Hallsy and TJ nodded at each other, and Mia smiled at me and gave me a thumbs up. Oh no. They were all making an excuse to go back into the other room and leave me alone with Dinah. That set my nerves on fire.

      I internally groaned. Was I so obvious to everyone? Everyone except the person who mattered.

      When we were alone, I moved closer to Dinah, but she was staring into space. I called this her ‘story plotting’ face. Her talent to pull characters and stories from out of her imagination astounded me. Riley had a friend back home in St. Paul who was also a writer, and he asked her how she came up with it. She shrugged and said, ‘It’s a gift.’ It was the same for the woman in front of me who was spacing out and not paying attention to the heated gaze I threw at her.

      “Hey,” I nudged her with my shoulder. “You finish it yet?”

      She pulled away from whatever dream-like state she had been in and gazed up at me with a twinkle in her green eyes. “Yeah…but I don’t think it’s ready yet. I have a plot hole.”

      I put a hand on her leg and squeezed her knee. She let out a ticklish giggle. God, her laugh was like music to my ears. “Can I read it?”

      “Noah, it’s a kissing book.”

      I laughed. “So? I read your first book and liked it.”

      She gave me a quizzical look. “Really? You did?”

      I definitely told her this already, but maybe she didn’t believe me the first time.

      “It was good. You really know how to write a love story.” It wasn’t a lie.

      She put her hands over her face, her pale complexion tinting pink behind her hands.

      I turned, standing in front of her, and squeezed my way in between her thighs. My hand roamed up her thigh and rested on her waist. I waited for her to react to my touch, but her hands still covered her face.

      I wanted to scoop her up in my arms and take her to my bedroom. To kiss those perfect lips and then watch as her head tipped back in ecstasy while she moaned my name. I wanted her to want me, but I’d never do anything more without her consent.

      I reached my free hand up and pulled one hand away from her face. Her pretty cheeks were still tinted pink. She stared up into my face, and for a moment, we were frozen in time.

      Those emerald orbs bore into my very soul. I had to take my chance when I had the opening.

      I brushed a stray piece of her hair behind her ear. “Dinah…”

      She swallowed hard. “Uh-huh?”

      My breath felt shaky. “Can I⁠—”

      She jerked away suddenly and sat up straight. “Oh my God!”

      I flinched back like she set me on fire. Had I misread a signal?

      She pushed me away and hopped down from the counter. “Sorry. I just figured out how to fix my plot hole.”

      “But you just got here,” I said and wanted to kick myself for the self-pitying whine in my voice. Was I that pathetic?

      She frowned. “Sorry—I’m chained to the muse. Gimme an hour and I’ll be back. If not, come get me. Okay?”

      I hunched down to hug her, and then she ran off, taking my confidence with her.

      I drained the rest of my beer and leaned back against the kitchen counter in defeat. I wanted her to see me as an object of her desire, but she was always going to see me as just a friend. As her young friend she gave advice to but would never want anything more from.

      Footsteps forced my head up and TJ stood in the kitchen with a frown on his face. “Dude, did you blow it?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know yet.”

      The heat in her eyes during that split-second hadn’t gone unnoticed. But it disappeared thanks to her cockblock of a muse. I didn’t imagine the way my body tingled as I touched her face. Like we were surrounded by electricity. Nor had I imagined the hunger in her eyes. I was sure of it.

      TJ groaned. “You’re hopeless. I love you, man, but you either ask her out or move on. I know something happened between you two already.”

      Oh. No. Absolutely not. I thought I’d nipped that rumor in the bud already.

      I vigorously shook my head at his implication. “That’s not what happened.”

      A couple of weeks after Jason died, I came home from the bar early and found Dinah passed out in the stairwell. I ended up taking her to the hospital and missed practice the next day. Because making sure my friend was okay was more important than playing a hockey game. I got benched because of it, but I never told anyone what happened. Not even Coach.

      I’ve never known the loss of a partner or a child, but I knew how my heart wrenched in my chest when I saw the pain and anguish etched across her face that night. And then it nearly snapped in half while she cried in my arms in that hospital bed. My nosy teammates didn’t need to know about the worst night of her life.

      Riley and Benny walked into the kitchen with grins on their faces, and Riley gave me his cocky grin. “You’re still not hitting it with the cute neighbor?”

      TJ laughed and pulled out a bottle of vodka and poured us shots.

      I glared at Riley. I didn’t like him talking about Dinah like that. Like she was some conquest and not a person with thoughts and feelings of her own.

      “It wasn’t like that,” I said through gritted teeth, balling my hands into fists.

      Benny’s grin faltered when he saw my expression. His dark brown eyes bored into me with a question, but I wasn’t biting.

      “Then what happened? Why did you miss that practice?” TJ asked, not dropping the subject of our conversation.

      “Did she tell you?” I asked.

      He handed me a shot glass, and the four of us knocked back a drink together. “She said you helped her with something.”

      I gave all three of them a warning look. “It’s not my secret to tell.”

      “That’s fair,” Benny agreed.

      “Alright, boys, drop it,” Riley said. But then he raised an eyebrow at me in a challenge. “So now… you won’t care if I ask her out?”

      I nearly choked on air. “What?”

      TJ pointed at me. “If you don’t make a move on her soon, Riley’s gonna ask her out.”

      I poured myself another shot and clinked glasses with Benny, who gave me a small smile of pity. Benny knew all about unrequited love. He was practically in love with TJ’s sister. Too bad she hated his guts.
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        DINAH

      

      

      Noah had been about to kiss me. My cute, shy neighbor had been trying to put the moves on me. Maybe he was drunk. He was kind of cuddly when he was.

      There have been a couple times after nights of drinking when he ended up with his arm around me, clutching me to his side. I had never minded or protested because it felt good to be held by Noah. But tonight was different.

      When I sat on his kitchen counter and looked up into his ocean-blue eyes, I saw heat in them. The air had frozen around us, and his touch set my body ablaze. And just when I thought he was going to lean in and kiss me…my muse showed up, banging pots and pans in my brain and telling me how to fix my plot hole. If I didn’t obey, I’d lose the thought forever.

      But the crestfallen rejection on Noah’s face crushed me. I’d have to make it up to him later. Right now, I needed to write these thoughts down before I lost them for good. Because my muse was not only a cockblock, but a spiteful-ass bitch.

      I sped out of the hockey players’ condo and ran next door. I muttered the words that came to me as I hurriedly unlocked my front door. In my haste, I didn’t lock it behind me and rushed into my office.

      At my desk, I opened my laptop, and my fingers flew across the keys. The words pouring out of me in a rush. Everything was clicking together. I’d read it over again after I was sober before I sent it over to my editor.

      Satisfied, I closed my laptop before I picked apart my words any further. I needed to celebrate. Even the small wins in this industry deserved that.

      I sprinted into my kitchen and grabbed a beer from my fridge. Oh. hell yes—I still had some MacGregor Brothers Brewing Company beer left over. That was the good stuff. They might not be based in the city, but they were still a PA beer, and I loved that. I grabbed a Drakesville Lager and popped the top off.

      I took a swig of the beer and shut the fridge door. The photo from my wedding stared back at me, and guilt clenched around my heart.

      Should I even entertain the idea of kissing Noah? Of moving on? I had been so happy in that photo, but I hadn’t expected it to all come crashing down a few years later.

      “Fuck. What am I doing, Jay?” I asked out loud.

      I took another swig of my beer and pressed a finger against the image of my now-dead husband. “You’d want me to be happy, right? Even if it was without you?”

      I asked myself that every day since his death, but like always, Jason’s ghost didn’t answer me. Not like I had any friends to ask. I couldn’t ask Noah for advice about himself.

      If it wasn’t for my nosy-ass family, I’d have shut off myself from everyone. I’d lost so many friendships after Jason’s death. I had always been close with the boys next door, but after everything, my bond with Noah became unshakable. He was the one person who didn’t give up on me when everyone else did.

      Did I really want to risk all that by kissing him? Noah could have the pick of any woman he wanted. I couldn’t see why he’d be interested in me.

      I paced my kitchen and drained my beer, letting my thoughts roll around inside my scattered brain. As I was opening another beer, there was a knock on my front door.

      I glanced at the clock. It was already midnight, and sleeping on these thoughts was a good idea. But I wanted to look into Noah’s eyes again to see if that heat I saw next door was still there. Or if I had merely imagined it.

      “Come in!” I yelled out.

      I pulled out another beer for Noah and strolled into my living room.

      Noah opened my front door, his large frame nearly hitting the top of the doorway. He pointedly locked my front door and glared at me. “You should lock your door.”

      I shrugged and settled on my couch. “I knew it was you.”

      Not that he was wrong, but our building had a doorman, so if someone wanted to break in, they really had to work for it.

      Noah sank onto the couch beside me, and I handed him the beer. He cracked it open and took a sip. “You know I worry.”

      “Oh, honey, I’m a big girl.”

      I stretched my legs out, and he let me rest them across his lap. Before, I never would have given that action a second thought. We had always been comfortable with each other, but his eyes burned into my very soul. Where had that come from? Had I really never noticed it before?

      I cleared my throat. “You never told me about your date with Ashley.”

      He groaned and took a huge chug of his beer.

      I laughed. “Oh, honey.”

      He ran a hand through his hair and gave me a grimace.

      “Was it that bad?”

      “I felt like she saw dollar signs in my eyes when she looked at me.”

      “Aw, Noah. I’m sorry.”

      It wasn’t a secret that Noah made decent money playing hockey. Hell, I only lived in this fancy condo because Jason had a trust fund from his grandmother that we found out about when she died. If the condo wasn’t paid for already, I wouldn’t live here. Some people lived to chase the fame and fortune that came with pro athletes. Noah was a sensitive guy, and it got to him that a lot of women he went out with didn’t see him for who he was. The ones who did ended up not being able to handle having a boyfriend who was on the road for most of the year.

      “It’s fine. Better to find out now,” he said.

      “Still. I know that sucks.”

      He shot me that winning smile, telling me it was okay. His eyes twinkled, making my heart pound in my chest. And making me think about our almost kiss.

      Tiny fires had licked across my body as he pressed his bigger frame in between my thighs. I had pretended not to notice his hand dancing up my leg. That was half the reason I kept my hand over my face, afraid he’d see the blush across it for what it was. It wasn’t embarrassment that I wrote love stories and he liked them but a sign of my inappropriate lust for the younger man. My thoughts turned to mush as I imagined his hand wandering to the junction of my thighs. As if my fantasies could ever come to life.

      His deep voice tore me away from my naughty thoughts. “Why are you blushing?”

      “Huh? I’m not blushing! It’s the beer…and the…and all the shots I took with TJ,” I lied straight through my teeth.

      He gave me a suspicious look. “Are you okay?”

      “Fine.” I heard cheering from next door. “Did you want to go back over?”

      He shook his head. “Nah. Sometimes, TJ and the boys are too much. Unless you want to?”

      I sighed in relief because I was exhausted. Figuring out my book had taken a weight off my shoulders, but the fatigue had taken over.

      “No. I’m good right here,” I said.

      Noah filled me in on their latest road stretch, even though I watched every game possible. He was so hard on himself and wanted to make Philly proud. That made this Philly girl’s heart sing. Noah had proven himself since day one when he put the black and red jersey on during his draft day. Then he took to the ice and surprised everyone by making the team at eighteen. That never happened in hockey unless you were a superstar, which he was, even if he was too humble to say so.

      “When can I read the new book?” he asked.

      I groaned. “It’s too early. I still need to read through it to make sure my changes make sense.”

      “Come on,” he whined and gave me that pouty puppy dog face. He was too damn cute. Sometimes, I think he knew it, too. “Let me read it.”

      “After I do another once over.”

      Whatever I thought happened next door must have been my imagination because now we had eased back into our normal relationship. Just Noah and Dinah, two friends low-key hanging out on a Friday night.

      “You look tired,” he said.

      “I am. Should you head to bed?”

      “Are you kicking me out?”

      “No. But you have a game tomorrow.”

      “Yeah, but it’s later. Will you come?”

      I cocked an eyebrow at him. “You want me to come?”

      “I always want you to come.”

      I barked out a laugh, and his pale face turned beet red.

      He put a hand over his face and couldn’t contain his laughter. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      I watched him squirm in embarrassment. Why did he have to be so cute when he was embarrassed? “Noah, I’m sorry, but you know what it sounded like.”

      I leaned back against the couch and rolled my shoulders. My body was in knots from being hunched over my computer.

      Noah must have noticed my discomfort because he pushed my legs off his lap. “C’mere. Let me help you with that.”

      “I’m fine.”

      He didn’t take no for an answer.

      “C’mere.”

      His voice was husky and when we locked eyes, I swore I saw that heat in them again. It must have been the lighting in my living room.

      Noah spun me around so my back faced him. His hands rubbed over my tense shoulders, digging into the knots I could never get. He worked his hands up my body until he was kneading the back of my neck.

      He bent his head to my ear. “You’re really tense.”

      A shiver ran down my spine at his breath in my ear. Those hands on me were gentle yet firm, rubbing all the tension out of me.

      “What’s going on?” he asked. “What’s making you this tense?”

      I leaned into him, trying not to think of where else his hands could roam. A moan escaped my lips when he applied more pressure.

      “I’m so tired,” I admitted. “I hate my stupid day job, and working on this book on top of it makes me want to tear my hair out. And cry.”

      His hands continued to get the knots out of my back. How did he know how to do this? “Let me help get rid of the stress.”

      His breath was warm on my skin, and my heartbeat was like a techno song. Was he… No, he couldn’t be suggesting what I thought. Noah was a nice guy who wanted to help his friend. He’d never have an ulterior motive.

      I hitched in a breath when he ever so gently placed a kiss on my neck. “Is that okay?”

      HOLY FUCKING SHIT.

      That…

      No…

      No way!

      Was that okay? Of course, that was okay. But…

      My mind was on a rollercoaster right at the top of the incline, trying to fathom what was happening.

      “Y-y-yes…” I stammered out.

      Seriously, if that was his move, it was a damn good one. He was tentative yet kind. His hands continued to work me over while his lips pressed feather-light kisses across the skin where my neck and shoulder met. I was afraid if I closed my eyes, I was going

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/taketheshot_text_black.jpg
DANICA FLYNN





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Full Page Image
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Playlist
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        WHAT’S NEXT
      


      		
        Get The Exclusive Bonus Epilogue
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Follow Danica
      


      		
        Also by Danica Flynn
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Follow Danica


      		Also by Danica Flynn


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/philedelphiabulldgs_logospread_final_logo_bw.jpg





OEBPS/images/sticks.jpg






OEBPS/images/taketheshot_ebook.jpg
= 4

BULLDOGS]

DANICA FLYNN





OEBPS/images/shutterstock_485388583-flipped.jpg





