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      Dear Reader,

      This is a steamy female/male romance novel. It has elements that will not be appropriate for all readers, so please proceed with caution. I try to give a comprehensive list of content warnings so everyone can make an informed decision about whether to read this book or not, but it is possible that I have overlooked or forgotten something. If you find an element that should have a content warning, please let me know so I can fix it. My email address is kayla@kaylabrooksauthor.com and I will always want to hear your feedback, especially if it involves making the reader’s (your) experience better.

      

      You can find the full list at https://kaylabrooksauthor.com/content-warnings

      

      I completely understand if any of these elements prevent you from reading this book. Please take care of yourself.

      

      Sincerely,

      Kayla
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      GLORIA

      I stifle a groan as the wheel of my suitcase catches a crack in the pavement and the whole son of a bitch careens out of my control. I look around to see just how many people saw, and sure enough, it takes less than five seconds for me to spot a group of girls at three o’clock, turning away from me with sneaky grins on their faces that tell me not only did they see, but they also judged and laughed. So much for everyone only worrying about themselves.

      My high school guidance counselor’s voice echoes in my mind. “Gloria, you need to stop worrying so much about what other people think of you. No one is ever paying attention to other people because they’re too wrapped up in worrying about themselves.” I suspect Mrs. Harrison didn’t have to move into the dorms by herself, carrying everything she owned in the world’s most embarrassing set of pink floral luggage.

      “I am a strong, confident woman,” I tell myself under my breath. “I am going to kick ass, and make friends, and live a beautiful life far away from all of the backwater hicks I grew up with.”

      Okay, maybe the “backwater hick” thing is a little harsh. But I need this fresh start. I need this new life, and I really need to not do anything embarrassing like have my hand-me-down pink flower suitcase give up on me and spill all of my darkest secrets on the asphalt for all the other freshmen to see.

      I’m drenched in sweat, probably raspberry red, and fully broadcasting my wolf musk in the worst possible way by the time I get across the parking lot and reach the dorm entrance.

      I double-check the name above the stone arch entryway. James MacLennon Hall. Yes. That’s definitely the name on all of my housing information.

      The doors open onto chaos as one tide of people fights their way toward the elevators on the right to get moved in while another tide surges toward me and the exits for their next round of moving. Then, there are the poor schmucks—myself included—scattered just left of the entrance who haven’t even managed to check in and get our keys yet.

      I hop on my tiptoes to check the hanging signs for the name on my move-in packet.

      Lacey. Lacey, the RA, who gives off those too-pretty-to-be-believed vampire vibes with her straight white-blonde hair and even straighter nose. It almost hurts to look at her perfect Danish supermodel body and her piercing ice-blue eyes. She looks flawless in a school tank top, maroon, with the words Berring Bulldogs printed in gold right under her generous cleavage. Because of course she also has amazing boobs. To me, everything about her is screaming, “I’m a vampire.” Not that I would actually ask her outright, of course. I’m a backwater hick, but even I’m not that backwater. I’m burning with curiosity, though. And humiliation. If she is a vampire, she could probably smell me before I even got in the building.

      Just do it, Gloria, I try to reassure myself. This is the first step in your big adventure. Don’t you think it’s time to take it?

      The wind is knocked out of my pep talk sails when someone unceremoniously bumps into me, throwing me against the table where Lacey is looking perfect and calm and beautiful. Except for the wrinkle of her nose as the full force of my overripe scent hits her.

      “Um, hi, sorry, I . . .” I stammer, getting more flustered with every word. Why can’t lightning ever strike you down when you need it to? The first vampire I meet and I’m a sweaty, stinky, stammering mess of a werewolf, while the vampire in question is the epitome of poise and confidence that I always imagined based on what I’ve seen on TV. It just figures.

      “Last name?” she asks, putting on an “if I have to put up with one more freaked-out freshman, I’m going to lose my shit” smile.

      I realize that I have yet to look up from the name of our school on her tank top as I whip my head up and say, “I . . . Severson. Gloria Severson.”

      “Welcome to Berring College.” She hands me a manila envelope with a not-too-fake-seeming smile. “Your keys and any information you could possibly need are in here. We’ll have a floor meeting tonight at eight where we can answer any other questions you might have.” Then, she dismisses me without a word by moving her eyes onto the person behind me.

      I stumble away from her table to the right and join the tide of people heading toward the elevators. My feet feel like they’re made of lead, and no matter how many pep talks I give myself, the snakes in my belly keep twisting around and threatening to make me puke.

      I’m finally here, and all I can think is that I’ve made a huge mistake.
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        * * *

      

      The room is tiny. And dingy. And also glorious and everything I’ve ever dreamed of. There’s an alcove just to the right of the door with a sink and tiny vanity. As you walk into the room past the wall that divides the sink from the rest of the room, there are two closets to the left that take up the entire left wall of the room. The first skinny bed is tucked up next to the partition wall on the right, with the end of the bed facing the closets. A second bed at the end of the room faces the same way, with two large desks on the wall between them. As I look closer, I can see that the desks also have small nightstands between them and each bed. Directly across from the door, on the back wall, is a window with a pretty view of lots of green trees and some other brick building peeking through. I take a moment after wheeling my suitcase inside to close the door and shut out the world so I can actually take a breath. The bustle of move-in day continues outside, but my door muffles it.

      I flop back on one bed with a grateful sigh. Both maroon-clad beds are uncovered and waiting to be claimed, so I guess my roommate isn’t here yet. I’m thankful to have a moment to myself, but I almost wish someone had already claimed one of the beds so I wouldn’t have that decision ahead of me.

      I suppose I can just ask my future roommate if she wants to switch whenever she gets here. I set my things on the bed at the back wall, farthest from the door, then second-guess that decision and move everything to the other bed before panicking and moving everything back to the far bed again.

      I need to get out of my head.

      I need to get out of this room.

      I dig through the giant atrocity of a suitcase to find a towel. Yet another embarrassingly old hand-me-down that I didn’t quite—but kind of actually did—steal from the pack when I left. But it’s not like anyone was going to take me to the mall on move-in day and make sure I had a matching set of towels to go with my comforter.

      With my towel in one hand and keys in the other, I make a quick dash to the shared bathrooms that are conveniently just around the corner from my room. Of all the potential humiliations I might face today, my body odor is one of the few I can actually do anything about.

      I scrub down as well as I can without soap or a washcloth in the tiny shower stall. The summer heat, mixed with the anxiety of starting college and moving away from home, has kicked my sweat and scent production into overdrive. As I scrape what feels like an inch-deep layer of sweat off my scalp, I remind myself of everything I need to accomplish in order to be successful here.

      Get into college: check. Fix up one of the broken-down, never-used pack cars so I can get to college: check. Meet a vampire and become more worldly: maybe? Did Lacey give off actual vamp vibes, or am I just being closed-minded? Maybe it isn’t exactly racist to assume the first pale, beautiful person I meet is a vampire, but I probably shouldn’t make assumptions. If I go around assuming things, someone’s going to figure me out. Someone’s going to find out that I’m the worst kind of know-nothing country hick from one of the last of the unaffiliated packs. Though, I suppose our unaffiliated status has more to do with the fact that the Council isn’t interested in us than anything else. If the pack leader decides to take an interest, I’m sure he could turn my world on its head. Whatever else might happen while I’m in school, the possibility of being found out is what keeps me up at night. Like, waking up drenched in cold sweat at one in the morning from nightmares type of keep me up at night. No, thank you. I would much rather avoid that.
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        * * *

      

      I struggle to dry off enough in the cramped shower stall, but I’m also not willing to risk navigating the busy dorm halls in only a towel just for the possibility of drying off more comfortably in my room.

      Maybe later. If I feel like my self-esteem is getting too high and I need another potential disaster to bring me back down to Earth.

      After everyone is moved in and it’s only the other freshmen in the dorm. For now, I slide my still-somewhat-stinky clothes back onto my still-somewhat-sticky body and head back to my room to start unpacking.

      I guess the bright side of coming to college with almost nothing is that unpacking will be a breeze.

      There we go. Bright side: found.

      My room is occupied when I get back. By the type of delicate, perfect blonde waif that I always wished I could be. My moment of jealousy at her silky, golden waves almost overrides my nervousness at meeting someone new.

      “You must be Bethany. I set my things on that bed, but if you want it, it’s no problem at all to move to the other bed. Let me know if you want me to move.” The words barely come out coherent, piling on top of each other like I’m just speaking one desperately long sentence.

      “Oh.” The pretty girl, who I assume is the roommate Bethany who I literally know by name and not a damn thing else, turns in a slow circle, taking in the room and looking like she’s not sure what to do with it. “No, I don’t think you have to move anything. Unless you want to, that is. Are you Gloria?”

      I reach forward to take her hand, just like I would if I were sealing a pack agreement. She stares at me for a moment, a rabbit who’s just seen a fox, and then she blinks and snaps back to reality. She gives me a brief handshake.

      “Um, yeah.” I take my hand back and surreptitiously wipe it on my pants, wondering if there’s something about me that’s scaring her off. “It’s nice to meet you?”

      “Oh!” Her face lights up like this is the first time she’s spoken to a real, live person in real, live life. “Yes! It’s nice to meet you!”

      I can’t tell if she’s really laying it on thick, just pretending to be clueless, or truly doesn’t know what to do when someone offers to shake her hand.

      I deflate a little bit. “Yes, I’m Gloria, your totally safe, not-at-all-crazy roommate?”

      She gives a slow, wide-eyed nod. “Yeah, I’m Bethany, but, um . . . call me Bee? Okay, I guess I’ll take this bed, then.” She points a finger over to the empty bed. “I’m afraid I still have a lot of things to move up. What about you?”

      “Oh, I . . . don’t have a whole lot of stuff,” I say in my most diplomatic voice. Here’s the moment of truth. Will my roommate buy it, or will I end up outing myself as the loser I am and have my roommate spend the rest of the year ridiculing me?

      She doesn’t leap at the chance to dig into my past, so I let out a relieved breath.

      “I guess I’ll go back down so I can move some more things,” she says, still looking a little lost.

      She may not be overly curious about me, for which I am very grateful, but I am itching with curiosity to figure out what her deal is. “Do you need some help carrying things?” I offer hesitantly.

      She lights up. “Oh my gosh! That would be so amazing!”

      I’m tired. And don’t feel like my shower actually got me clean. And would love to sit back and relax right now. But I was raised to make myself useful, not to sit back and watch someone struggle, so I guess I’d better help her. It might have been nice to have her hesitate a moment before accepting my offer, though. Just saying. I make sure I’ve got my essentials with me—phone, keys, ID—then gesture for her to lead the way.

      Where she leads is a moving van with a very hot, very annoyed-looking dude standing next to it. A very, very hot dude, for sure, but also the type of bored, annoyed, bro-dude wolf shifter that I’ve already had enough experience with in my life. Dark blond hair, bulging muscles, vacant golden-brown eyes, expects the world to serve him and not the other way around. Oh yes. I know this type.

      “Ma’am,” he practically growls, “if you needed the full moving service, you should have paid for the full moving service. I’m supposed to be back at the depot with this van already.”

      Bee gives her lost look again. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize. I promise, I’ll try to be quick.”

      Something about the way her eyes are filling with tears, or maybe the fact that his voice sounds like the high school bully from every movie ever, puts my hackles up.

      “Oh, I’m sorry.” I poke him in the chest, hard enough to make my finger hurt, but I refuse to let him see that weakness. “I had no idea that us expecting you to do your job would be such an inconvenience to you. You’re going to help us move all of this up to our room—without complaining—and it’s going to take as long as it needs to take, and then and only then will you go back to your depot and be done with this job. Now, start grabbing some boxes.”

      Bee shoots me a grateful smile.

      He makes a face like he’s about to argue with me, but I counter it with a wave of my index finger and a raised eyebrow. I’ve never been more grateful for my ability to channel my mother. Say what you will about her, but she knows how to keep people in line. He rolls his eyes and, with an exaggerated salute in my direction, opens the van and starts grabbing boxes. Do I take a moment to stand back and enjoy the way his jeans mold to his ass while he bends over? Yes. Because I’ve earned it after dealing with his bullshit, and this is something he can do for me after being an asshole. Bee catches me looking and gives me a reproachful look. I look back at what might actually be the best ass I’ve seen in my life and shrug. Maybe we just don’t have the same taste in guys.

      In the end, it only takes a few trips with the three of us working together, and if part of me notices that Bee only ever seems to carry one or two small items at a time, well, it’s not like she has my natural wolf strength to help her out. It makes the most sense that I carry the heavier stuff. The moving goes fast enough, but the summer heat means I’m definitely going to need another shower. Preferably twenty minutes ago, but I’ll settle for right now. Except there’s still a giant male shifter in my room when I turn to look for my shower things.

      What the fuck? Why is the moving guy still in my space?
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        * * *

      

      

      JIMMY

      I have been known—on occasion—to make some fairly questionable decisions. Arguably, that’s why I’m here, pretending to be a put-upon moving guy with better things to do than help Bee move into her dorm. Pretending I don’t know Bee at all, for that matter. I guess that was really her decision, so I don’t have to claim all of the choices that led up to this moment.

      The questionable decision I am most definitely, not a chance in hell going to make today is to go panting after the first attractive female I come across. That would defeat the purpose of this whole exercise. But, damn, when this girl got in my face about helping Bee move in? Something inside me sat up and took note. Two pretty big notes, actually. Two pretty big notes that I’m currently trying not to stare directly at. Now, I’m just trying to make sure she doesn’t notice any other parts of me showing my appreciation in a very inappropriate and inconvenient way. I force myself to look up at her face instead, but I’m still in trouble. She’s got dark hair that curls wildly around her face, working hard to escape the hair tie she has pulling it back. Her ink-dark eyes and rose-pink lips look used to smiling, or at least smirking, and that just feels like a challenge for me to make her smile and smirk for me.

      The sensible part of me knows I need to follow my father’s instructions. Lay low. Get the lay of the land. Feel free to sniff as much tail as I can, but don’t get attached. Not that he said that part explicitly, but it was definitely implied. The less sensible part of me is already one hundred percent on board with the idea that I’ve met the only girl whose tail I ever want to sniff again.

      But that is a terrible, nonsense idea. That’s mystical fated mates bullshit, and I know that stuff isn’t real. I don’t even know her name, but all I can think about is how much I already want to make her mine.

      And it’s not because her boobs have the type of size and jiggle that could smother a man in his sleep so he would die happy.

      Well, at least it’s not all because of that. She also has a very grabbable-looking ass. I can imagine those curves denting under my fingers while I hold her still so I can bury myself deep inside of her. Not to mention, I’m desperate to tangle my fingers in that mane of brown curls. Oh, and also the fact that she stood up to me to defend Bee. I’ll feel a lot better about leaving my sister alone if I know someone else has her back.

      I’m already in deep shit, and the semester hasn’t even really started.

      I help Bee get everything moved up, then stand in their overly stuffed dorm room, scrambling for any excuse to stick around, any conversation starter that might get this girl even half as interested in me as I am in her. Hell, I’ll settle for an excuse to get her name at this point.

      “So.” I search the space around me for inspiration. “You’re both freshmen here?”

      Bee waits for her roommate’s back to turn and then makes a shooing motion at me. I get it. I promised to keep an eye on her and not get in her way. I can’t help it that my wolf instincts aren’t letting me leave the room right now, though.

      “Weren’t you complaining that you had places to be?” the sexy, commanding, enigmatic, off-limits roommate asks.

      Inspiration strikes. “Well, now I’m already late getting back. And I lugged all those boxes for you. The polite thing for you to do would be to offer me a drink or something.”

      Bee glares. Bee’s roommate raises both eyebrows like I just peed in the corner or something. We all stand frozen in the awkward moment I created until Sexy Roommate stomps across the room, unzips a gigantic, ugly, flower-printed suitcase, pulls out a mug covered in what appear to be hand-printed flowers and rainbows, fills it with tap water from the tiny vanity near the door, and hands it to me with a scowl.

      “Thank you for helping. Now . . . bottoms up, and get the hell out!”

      I shouldn’t be grinning. I made her mad. I gave her a bad first impression. I’m continuing to impose on her. And yet, here I am, holding a ridiculous mug of funky-tasting tap water, and I cannot wipe the smile off my face.

      “If you need any help again, maybe you can call me.”

      The girls give me matching, wary looks but don’t say anything.

      “Or maybe we’ll have classes together. What’s your major? We could start a study group?”

      “What?” Bee bursts out. “What do you mean about having classes together?”

      I press back against a pile of boxes in case she decides to come after me. Being human, she’s never been trained as a fighter, but I know from experience that she can deliver a swift kick to the balls if provoked enough. I may have overplayed my hand.

      Lowering the mug defensively in front of my groin, I say, “What? You just assume because I drive the moving van that I can’t be a student too? All I said was we might have some classes together.”

      Sexy Roommate—god, I have to learn her real name before I slip up and call her that to her face—slips between Beth and me and grabs the mug, her fingers almost brushing against my fly. Hope springs to life in my pants, and I have to work to tamp it down. “I guess we’ll deal with that scenario if we actually encounter it. For now, you should probably get going so no one thinks we’ve stolen a moving van.”

      Admitting defeat, I shuffle out of the dorm and down the stairs. I don’t even notice the bustle around me as I see my way out of the dorm. I’m practically surrounded by good-looking girls, most of them wearing shorts and tank tops to survive the August swelter, and all I can think of is the one I completely failed to impress upstairs in Bee’s dorm room.

      Me: Come on, B. We’re doing this for me as much as you. Give me a name, at least. Better yet, set up a meet.

      There’s no response for long enough that I’m pretty sure she’s never going to answer. I’m formulating plan B when my phone buzzes.

      Bee: You cannot stick so close to me. Chase after someone else.

      Me: Please please please. I am literally begging you right now. And if you help me out, I promise to back off.

      Bee: I’ll let you know when we go out someplace. That is all I’m willing to do so don’t ask for anything else. Besides, what would your father say about it?

      I know exactly what he would say about it. “Blah blah, life experience. Blah blah, who your real friends are. Blah blah, family duties.” But he’s not the one who met Sexy Roommate today and now can’t seem to think of anything else, so I’m not that interested in what he would say.

      Me: Name?

      Bee: Nope. If you’re going to do this, you have to put the work in. I am not enabling this humongous mistake only to watch you crash and burn and be miserable in the aftermath.

      Me: Bee’s Lickable Roommate. RILF. Roommate I’d Like to Fuck.

      She sends a GIF of someone flipping the bird at me.

      Me: When did you get to be so jaded?

      Bee: Pot? Kettle? You were as jaded as me just a few hours ago. What happened?

      I’m not going to admit it to Bee, but I’m pretty sure I fell in love a few hours ago. And, yes, I realize how ridiculous and improbable and not to mention idiotic that is. But I can’t stop thinking about this girl. I can’t stop remembering her scent and imagining the feel of her hips under my body and wondering what her major is. What else could I be feeling? Maybe all those bullshit fated mates stories I’ve been told have some kind of truth to them. Or maybe this is just lust at first sight, not love, and I’ll lose interest as soon as I learn her name or see her naked.

      Considering the thought that I might possibly see her naked gets me harder than I have any right to be, I’m not going to hold my breath for these feelings to go away.
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        * * *

      

      

      GLORIA

      Some of my hope for Bee has been restored. Once we got all of her stuff moved up and got rid of the weirdly clingy moving guy, she got to work unpacking everything with gusto. I don’t think I could have helped her even if I had wanted to, considering that I had no idea what half the stuff she was pulling out of her boxes and bags was.

      Thank goodness, because I’ve already carried enough of her stuff for her.

      The only thing that seemed to slow her down was her smartphone, which kept going off, causing her to pause from her unpacking whirlwind to punch a response back. After the first few times of this, she told her phone to “Fuck off” before throwing it to the other side of her bed.

      Even without having everything unpacked, her things fill up all of the shelf, dresser, and closet space available, while mine neatly fits in my closet or the little bedside table. We sit on our respective beds and stare awkwardly at each other. My mind races for conversation starters. How do people normally do this? I don’t want to ask anything rude and then have to face a year as roommates with someone who hates me. The only comfort is that Bee looks about as lost as I do.

      Her dinging phone interrupts the awkward silence, and she huffs out an annoyed sigh as she checks her message.

      “Something you need to deal with?” I ask.

      She gives an exaggerated eye roll. “No. Nothing that won’t deal with itself. Hopefully.” She looks up at me with more truth in her eyes than I’ve seen before. “Do you have any siblings?”

      “Ugh! Too many siblings! And all of them are happy to live the shifter dream. And by dream, of course I mean wasting your life working on a farm forever while being used to push out wolf litters at the same rate as the sheep. Not to mention always being poor and never doing anything for yourself—” I clap my hands over my mouth in horror at the stream of too much truth that just poured out of my mouth.

      “Wow . . . are you sure you don’t want to tell me how you really feel? I take it you have other ideas? Have you chosen a major yet?” she asks with a shy but amused look on her face.

      I sigh in relief while being filled simultaneously with jealousy that she was able to think of a safe topic of conversation. “Undeclared right now,” I admit. “I know my parents really want me to do . . . well, let’s just say they have very particular ideas about what kind of degrees are useful.” A girl like Bee, who has a truckload of belongings, probably wouldn’t understand the agriculture vs pre-vet war that has been waging in my family for the past year, ever since I insisted that I wanted to go to college. And my family still doesn’t understand what I’m actually hoping to get out of college.

      A name for myself. A place in the world that isn’t the farm I grew up on. And the easiest way for someone like me to have a chance at that is to find a rich husband to give me a step up in the world.

      “What about you?”

      Bee gives a dreamy sigh. “There are so many things I want to do. I just can’t choose yet.”

      Must be nice, I think. “No reason to choose yet,” I say. “Isn’t freshman year when we’re supposed to go out and find ourselves?”

      “I guess it is.” She gives a definitive nod of her head, then says, “Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m here to do, now that you put it that way.” She smiles at me. “I feel like I’ve never really known who I am or where I belong. But here, no one knows who they are or where they belong, so I guess that means I’ll fit in more than I ever have before, don’t you think?”

      In spite of my jealousy, I find myself charmed by her utter earnestness. We may be from different worlds and have different experiences, but I feel like we might actually get along just fine. I decide to take a risk. “I heard all of the Greek houses put on, like, a huge block party during move-in weekend. Kind of a pre-rush thing? Would you . . .”

      “Yes!” Bee’s eyes light up. “I’ve never done anything like that, and I want every new experience I can get while I’m in school.”

      Alright, taking the risk paid off. Some of my nerves ease up. “I love that idea. Try every new experience while I’m here. Starting with my first frat party.”

      Bee screams. “Oh my god, look at the time! We’re late! We’re going to be late for the orientation meeting!”

      I check the time, and sure enough, our orientation is starting right now. We race across the pavement between the freshmen dorms, only to find the meeting hall completely full of freshmen.

      Shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      GLORIA

      “And we encourage everyone to visit the clinic before you have a health emergency.” Lacey is lecturing the room full of freshmen when we squeeze through the doors. She cuts off to give a cold look that slices right through me. “As I was saying, I realize that many of you have never visited a doctor before. The Campus Health Clinic can help you out with all sorts of issues you might not have thought about. Headaches. Toe fungus. Oh! You! Late girls in the back! I was just saying the Health Clinic might be able to help anyone with any body odor issues you might be having. Just wanted to make sure you heard that part. The clinic can really help, so don’t feel embarrassed, and go see them as soon as you can. You wouldn’t want to force your roommate through that now that you’re living in close quarters.”

      “Sorry!” a short, fit guy with deeply tanned skin, perfectly sculpted, shiny black hair, and the most mischievous white smile I have ever seen shouts next to me. “I swear, I’ve been working on the body odor issue, but I just haven’t found the right cocktail of antiperspirant and body spray to keep it under control.” He shrugs with a what can you do? kind of smile. “You, on the other hand, smell amazing. What is that? Strawberry? No, guava! Maybe we could meet up later and you could show me what makes you smell that good?”

      I can’t help letting out a chuckle, along with most of the people around us.

      Lacey’s eyes narrow in a death glare at him. “Tempting, but pass. Anyway, please make use of the free clinic. It’s for everyone. Don’t make your bad hygiene my problem.”

      The short guy isn’t deterred at all. He salutes with a cheeky grin at Lacey. “Roger that.”

      I give him a small nod of my head to say “thank you” before turning back to the front of the room.

      Each RA has some preplanned spiel to go through. One says to make sure we stop by the bookstore before classes start to make sure we get our textbooks before they run out.

      Another RA has a fun pep talk about meeting new friends through various campus organizations, which will have a fair on the quad tomorrow. I probably should go and get a feel for what’s out there, but I’m feeling too nervous right now to really think about it.

      There’s a human RA who talks about proper condom use, which has shifters—and possibly also some vampires—all around the room rolling their eyes. A condom that actually prevents shifters from getting pregnant has yet to be invented. It might reduce the chances, but it will never really keep you safe. And everyone knows that vampires have their own shit going on in that department. I guess that’s the thing about going to a mixed school like this. They need to address the needs of everyone, not just the shifters or the vampires.

      Bee follows me as I ease through the crowd to get closer to the guy from earlier who saved us from the icy terror that is Lacey the RA so I can thank him.

      “Are you sure you want to stand so close?” he whispers to us with a playful grin. “I’ve heard that my hygiene may be an issue for some people.”

      “I’ll hold my breath if it gets to be too much.”

      He holds his hand out to shake. “I’m Jeff. So, just out of curiosity, do you have some long and sordid history with her, or am I imagining things?”

      “What, you mean you can’t tell that she and Gloria are long-lost twins separated from birth?” Bee says with a grin.

      I give Bee a shocked look before realizing that she is joking and introduce us both. “I’m Gloria, and this is my roommate, Bethany.”

      “But you have to call me Bee. After all that, I insist.” Bee smiles at him.

      Right then, Lacey raises her voice above the RA who’s telling us about all of the different libraries on campus. “Excuse me! I’m sorry if you’re having so much trouble understanding this simple presentation that you need to rub all your brain cells together, but maybe you could wait just a few more minutes?”

      Jeff’s smile widens. “I’ll wait as long as you want me to, rubbing whatever I can together,” he calls out to her with an accompanying wink, then turns to Bee and me and whispers a fervent “God, I think I’m in love.”

      “Do you think he’s”—Bee points to her temple—“you know . . . okay?”

      I can hear Lacey’s teeth grinding from across the room, but at least her glare is directed at him instead of me now.

      It really is just a few more minutes before the RAs release us. All of the information could have been shared along with the move-in packet, of course, and I would have happily avoided being embarrassed by my RA in front of a crowd.

      Jeff turns back to Bee and me as the crowd of freshmen mills around us and starts trickling out. “So, was that just in my head, or does she have something against you?”

      I shrug. “It’s possible she really is offended by my smell.”

      “Hey, don’t worry about it. Coming from a house with four sisters, I can honestly say you do not smell.” Jeff chuckles as he throws his arm over my shoulder. “And man, can my sisters stink up a place!”

      I take a surreptitious sniff at the collar of my shirt. “Would you tell me if I was stinking things up?”

      Jeff removes his arm from my shoulder and turns to me with a solemn expression on his face and only the tiniest twinkle in his eyes as he holds up his pinky finger. “Gloria, I will pinky promise with you right now, if you get too smelly, I will book you an appointment at the student health clinic myself.”

      “And I’ll buy you some of Lacey’s strawberry guava antiperspirant!” Bee giggles and adds her own pinky so we can shake our tangled fingers together.

      “So what are you ladies doing after this?”

      Bee and I share a look.

      “Well,” I say, “I’ve heard there are a lot of parties at the frat houses tonight. I want to go, but I also know I have nothing to wear for a party.”

      Bee cuts in. “Don’t worry about that. You can borrow something from me. You’ll look great!”

      Jeff claps his hands in excitement. “It’s decided, then! Meet me back here at nine, and we’ll go party hunting together. Sadly, I’ll have to miss the makeover, but I have faith in your abilities.
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        * * *

      

      Bee gets to work as soon as we get back to our room, pulling out skirts, tops, and dresses like a tornado passing through.

      “Now, I realize we’re not the same size, but let’s see if there’s anything here that we can work with.” She hands me a red dress made of soft, stretchy fabric. “Try this first.”

      The red dress doesn’t even make it over my bulky shoulders before I’m trapped, flailing my hands above my head like an idiot. Bee helps peel it off me and sets it aside with a frown.

      “Okay. I thought that one might be stretchy enough to work, but obviously, I was wrong.”

      We then go through several skirts that either won’t close properly or don’t even make it past my thighs.

      I flop down on my bed, wearing my underwear and nothing else. “Let’s face it. This is not going to work. I appreciate you trying, though.”

      Bee crosses her arms and stands over me with a scowl. For a tiny human, she’s actually pretty intimidating right now.

      “I’m not giving up yet, so you aren’t allowed to either. It looks like the only thing we can share is my shoes. Thank goodness for small miracles, huh!”

      Then she turns to the drawer with my clothes in it and starts rifling through it.

      “What are you doing?”

      She tosses one of my flannel shirts to me with a “Tie that, don’t button it. Do you have a black bra? Yes, that’s perfect!” while I stare at the shirt in confusion. “I think we need to play to your strengths. You have beautiful hair, great legs, and perfect freakin’ boobs.” Bee sighs as she looks down at her own chest. “I think if we add some jewelry and some high heels . . .” She trails off as she casually takes a pair of scissors, approaches my closet, and picks up a pair of my jeans.

      “Wait! What the fuck are you doing?”

      “Don’t worry. You’ll thank me for this later,” she tells me with a wink.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      GLORIA

      My nerves are back with all of their buddies from a few hours ago as we walk toward Greek Row.

      I can admit that the outfit Bee put me in—a red flannel shirt tied around my boobs like a swimsuit top and faded cutoff jeans that I can feel my ass cheeks hanging out of, pulled together by a pair of Bee’s strappy sandals and some dangly earrings—is an improvement over my regular dusty farm clothes, but I don’t really know what people normally wear to parties like this. First impressions matter, and I am painfully aware that I would turn myself away at the door if I was the one in charge.

      And then there’s Bee, looking elegant and effortless in the red dress that I couldn’t even put on, which of course looks flowy in all the right places and clingy in all the other right places when she’s wearing it. She looks like a sexy siren, while I look . . . well, I at least look sexy. I just look like a sexy farm girl. Okay, I guess my jealousy has also returned in full force. I love that she, in all her innocent sweetness, offered to let me borrow something to wear. I hate that we’ve now confirmed that I’m about three sizes bigger than her if you only count my skeleton before adding all of the meat onto my bones. Farmwork has not made me into a delicate lady. My wolf shifter genes haven’t helped either. Even when I was only living with other wolves, I learned that “swarthy” is the best word to describe my body type. And Bee is both dainty and delicate.

      What was I thinking? Every single plan I’ve made in the past year revolves around me being able to pass myself off as just like all the other freshman girls.

      I roll my shoulders back and check my posture. I may be completely out of ammunition in my arsenal, but I’m going to march into battle and do my best anyway. Maybe it’s a fake-it-’til-you-make-it situation. Maybe the goddesses will take pity on me? I have to keep hope alive somehow.

      “Are you ready?” Bee’s earlier confidence has wilted some.

      I grab onto her hand. “Let’s go. The worst that can happen is they turn us away.”
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        * * *

      

      We meet up with Jeff and are immediately rewarded with a brilliant smile as he gets down on his knees and worships at our feet. “All hail the goddess of makeovers! I am ready to worship at the short shorts altar!”

      Both Bee and I look extremely embarrassed as we each grab hold of one of his arms to haul him to his feet.

      “Oh please, we are nothing compared to a vampire like Lacey. Stop being dumb,” I say as Jeff brushes some grass off his jeans.

      “Hey now! I will hear none of that. All asses are to be revered in my religion!”

      Bee gives him a small smack on the shoulder as I hide a smile. Who knew having a handsome man grovel at your feet, even in jest, makes a person feel pretty good.

      Jeff holds out an arm to each of us and leads us down the quad to a house that is blasting music. As we go inside, I am relieved to find I don’t stick out quite as badly as I feared. I can smell that there are other wolves around me. Not a majority, and not a pack by a long shot, but I’m not the only sturdy-boned girl giving off extra sweat and scent in this place.

      Bee gets enveloped into a gaggle of ultra-feminine girls mere moments after we walk through the door, but no one looks askance at me. No one tries to turn me away or asks if I’m sure I’m in the right place. Jeff says he’ll grab us something to drink, and a minute later, someone places a red plastic cup filled with light brown liquid in my hands.

      “I thought we might see each other again,” an already too-familiar voice says in my ear.

      I turn to face him. “Ah, Thirsty Moving Guy. What are you doing here?”

      “I told you, I’m a student. And the name is Jimmy, not ‘Thirsty Moving Guy.’ Though now that you mention it, I am starting to feel a little thirsty.’” He gives me a sexy grin as he raises his own red cup for a toast. “Enjoy!”

      I sniff at the beer skeptically—just regular, cheap lager, as far as I can tell—and take a cautious sip. “If I get roofied, I’m blaming you, and I will make you pay. Painfully.”

      He holds up his hands. “I would expect nothing less. But I promise it’s just regular beer that I got from the keg over there.” He points to the corner of the room where a shirtless guy is doing a keg stand. “So if I get roofied, I’ll have to tell everyone to look for my last client’s sexy roommate as suspect number one.” He takes another sip from his matching red plastic cup.

      “Excuse me? Did you just call me sexy roommate? You obviously need to have your eyes checked or maybe your whole head,” I say as I try to avoid making eye contact with him, thankful to have a cup to hide my face in.

      “Maybe if you have time later, you can give me a look over. So, since I’ve proven my worth as a bringer of beer, can I get your name now? Or would you prefer I just keep calling you Sexy Roommate until my head exam?”

      I look sidelong at him and sip my drink. I tried to ignore it before, when he was drinking from my embarrassing rainbow mug and complaining about helping Bee move, but he actually is a good-looking guy. Okay, maybe more than just good-looking. I’m a grown-ass woman and can admit it, at least to myself. He’s probably the sexiest guy I’ve ever actually talked to. And he has a wolfy-masculine musk that has me all kinds of turned on right now. And it’s not like I’m going to meet my rich, well-bred future husband tonight anyway. If I did, it’s not like I’d be impressing him in my made-over farm clothes.

      “If I give you my name, you might get ideas that this could be more than it is.”

      “What is this?” He looks serious as he asks, “I thought we were talking about an eye exam.” He says it in an innocent voice while sneaking the quickest look at the top of my plaid shirt. I can’t help feeling like maybe I’m the butt of a joke and I just haven’t figured it out yet.

      “‘This’ is a you get one night to take me somewhere where we can enjoy ourselves, then we go our separate ways and live our separate lives and never see each other again kind of an eye exam.”

      His eyebrows shoot up. He stares at me with his mouth hanging open long enough that I’m about to slink away in shame from the whole proposition. “Okay.” He grabs my hand before I can finish turning away. “I can take you someplace. Let’s go.”

      I throw back the rest of my cup of beer, wishing for something stronger but glad that it’s nothing that will make me sick. I had a bad experience with red wine as a kid, and I’ve never been the same since. I let him pull me away from the party and out the back door of the house, pausing just long enough to set my now empty cup on a table as I walk past.

      “Do you have a car?” he asks once we get enough from the noise to talk.

      “No. Were you expecting me to drive us somewhere?”

      He laughs. “No, I thought I should check in case we needed to take it into account. I’d rather run anyway. If that’s alright with you?”

      It goes against every one of my plans. It’s probably the worst idea in the world. It sounds delicious, and the wolf in me is already sitting up and begging to be let loose.

      “Okay,” I say, trying to sound coy or reluctant or cool. Anything other than what I feel, which is suddenly desperate beyond belief. “I could go for a run. Oh, wait! I should probably tell my roommate that I’m leaving. I don’t want her to worry.”

      He starts to take off his shoes as he says, “It’s fine, I’ll text her.”

      “Wait. How do you have her number?”

      He pauses from undoing his belt and looks back at me.

      “I
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