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      Hailey

      I’ve never been good at taking what I want …

      I have a long history of making life choices solely on what my rich extended family expects of me. I am trying to change, though. I’m ready for a fresh start, a new career, and a love life that involves fewer trust funds and pedigrees. I want someone real. Someone not afraid to get his hands dirty. Someone maybe even a little bad.

      And my surly, grumpy neighbor? He has bad boy written all over him. Which makes me want to be all over him.

      Lennox

      I’ve never been good at doing the right thing …

      I’m not a good man. I’ve been a sniper my entire adult life. My moral compass lost its true north  a long time ago. I’m surprised to find myself attracted to my new neighbor. She’s gorgeous and sexy and has curves for days. I’m too old for her, too jaded, and I have too much blood on my hands. But for the first time in my life, I wonder if I could change.

      When a mistaken identity puts her in danger, I’ll move heaven and earth to keep her safe. Even if it means showing her who I really am. 
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      Hailey

      

      I’m being a creeper, but I can’t help myself. Watching my hot neighbor do his Tai Chi in his backyard is like the highlight of my day. It’s early morning here in southern California and already the sun is out. I’m bent over staring at him through one of the knot holes in our joint fence.

      Listen, I told y’all I was being a creeper. It wasn’t a lie or an exaggeration. You’d understand if you saw him. He’s tall and broad with the kind of body that’s used as a machine. Have I mentioned that he does Tai Chi shirtless?

      Because, holy chest muscles, Batman! Shirtless Tai Chi is my new favorite thing since moving to Culver City, California. It’s even better than Coolhaus ice cream sandwiches, from the little ice cream shop just down the road. And that’s saying something.

      He’s got tattoos covering nearly all of his torso, some climb up his neck, decorating his throat.

      His slow methodic movements turn him away from me so I’m presented with his back. I’m pretty sure I sigh because his back is amazing. I think it’s my favorite part. Except his face, which I haven’t seen super clearly, but I can just tell that he’s handsome, not classically so, but he’s got character behind his beard and scowl.

      I’m pretty sure some of his tatts are military of some sort, but again it’s hard to tell when I can only see him through a fence hole. He turns again to face me, his eyes closed. Those low slung white pants he wears when he does his workouts do little to hide the size of his massive thighs.

      I should stop being such a weirdo and just go over and introduce myself. It’s a neighborly thing to do. I stand upright and force myself to walk away from the fence.

      Initially I started gawking at my hot, bearded neighbor for purely research reasons. I’m in L.A. to get a degree in screenwriting. My older sister, Molly, keeps reminding me that I don’t actually need a degree to write, but I figured it might help me network. Because everyone knows that when it comes to Hollywood, it’s not what you know, but who you know.

      I’m taking the semester off because truthfully, I hate it here. Also—and this is the part I haven’t mentioned to Molly—I’m having second thoughts about film school.

      Normally, I tell Molly everything. She’s not just my sister, she’s my best friend. Yeah, I sound like a dork, right? But our parents died when I was young. Which means Molly and I were raised by our eccentric older relatives. When I say eccentric, what I mean is rich and weird. Old-oil-money, museums-with-our-family-name-on-them, it’s-impossible-to-make-real-friends rich and weird.

      So, yeah, for most of my life, it’s been Molly and I against the world. Which is great. Except Molly has always known who she is and what she wants. She’s the kind of lovable hot mess that everyone …. Well, just loves. Case in point, Molly just met her soulmate in the middle of the Ozark Mountains after she hit a giant, bearded billionaire with her car. Yeah, you read that right.

      And I’m me.

      A little too pushy. A little too dorky. A little too chubby. A little too unfocused.

      Molly blew through college with great grades and settled into a career she loves writing fun articles online. As for me, I’m on my seventh major and still have no clue what I want to do long term. I’ve studied everything from Medieval Japanese poetry to oceanography. Last year, when I decided to focus on screenwriting, I thought for sure I’d found my “thing.” I blew through my first semester of classes gleefully. And then—just like always—my interest started to wander.

      So I haven’t told her yet. Not because she’ll be disappointed. It’s the opposite, she seems to have an inexhaustive amount of patience for me and my inability to figure out what I want to be when I grow up. Spoiler alert, I am grown up and still have no clue where I belong.

      While there’s a lot to love about my little corner of LA—see the aforementioned hot neighbor, shirtless Tai Chi, and yummy ice cream—I’m used to wide-open spaces and the big blue skies over my hometown in west Texas.

      Los Angeles is smoggy and so crowded and everyone is so fake and only cares about what you look like or what you can give them.

      Even though I grew up in the world of weird and rich old money, nothing prepared me for the cut-throat scene that is L.A.

      My full figure is too full for the people out here who mostly want stick-thin blonds with big boobs that defy gravity and a gap between their thighs you could drive a compact car through.  I have a slight gap between my two front teeth, but that’s about it. My thighs like each other too much for a gap.

      The sad truth is I just don’t fit in California, despite my love of shirtless Tai Chi and ice cream sandwiches. And while I can indulge in ice cream anytime I want, is creeping on my neighbor and eating ice cream really enough to keep me here?

      I hear a meow and it sounds like it’s in my neighbor’s yard. I sneak back over to the fence and peek again.

      The bearded giant has squatted down and is petting a black and white kitty who meows happily and rubs back and forth on the man’s legs. Hot, tatted and he likes cats? Seriously, I’ve got to meet this man because I’d kinda like him to pet me.

      I force myself to go inside my little bungalow and sit down to text my sister.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        ME: I need an excuse to meet my hot neighbor.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: You can back into him with your car.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        MOLLY: <crying laughing emoji>

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: Hilarious. You might have met the love of your life like that, but I’m not looking for love. Just want to play with him.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: <eye roll emoji>

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: So just give me an idea. Some kind of reason I need to go next door. And it can’t be to borrow a cup of sugar because that’s lame.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: Do you know what he does for a living?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: I think he’s some kind of exterminator. I overheard a brief snippet of a phone conversation once and that’s what it sounded like.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: Oh, well, then that’s easy. Go tell him you saw a rat or some other kind of terrifying creature. He can come be a macho man and save you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: It’s not a terrible idea.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: Your ringing endorsement does wonders for my self-esteem.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: How’s your love life?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: <emoji with heart eyes>

      

      

      

      
        
          
        MOLLY: <gif with animated hearts>

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: Ok, enough, I think I just threw up in my mouth.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        MOLLY: Be safe, please.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: I have condoms in my nightstand drawer.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        ME: NOT what I meant.

      

      

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            chapter two

          

        

      

    

    
      Lennox

      
      I’ve just gotten out of the shower after my workout when the doorbell rings. I tuck my glock into the back of my jeans and pull my T-shirt down to cover it as I walk to the door. Then I glance out the peephole. It’s my curvy, sexy little neighbor.

      Fuck.

      This is the last thing I need.

      In my line of work, I don’t interact with people very often. Not people like her anyway. Not pretty women with this kind of scrubbed-clean, freckled beauty. This woman looks like she should have a bevy of woodland creatures following her around doing chores for her.

      She looks so damn innocent. Too innocent for the likes of me.

      But yeah, that doesn’t mean I haven’t noticed her in the months since she moved in next door. Because she’s still fucking hot, with the kind of curves that make me think about how good it would feel to hold onto those soft curves while I plow into her.

      Because that’s the kind of asshole I am. The kind who sees a sweet, gorgeous woman and immediately wants to fuck her ten ways to Tuesday.

      I watch her through the peephole, waiting for her to turn and walk away.

      She doesn’t. Instead, she rings the damn bell a second time.

      I open the door and scowl at her. “Yeah?”

      She blinks in obvious surprise. Probably because I opened the door fast enough that it’s obvious I was standing right there.

      It takes her a moment to recover, but then she flashes me a big, full mouth smile that damn near takes my breath away.

      “Hi, I live next door.” She thumbs over her shoulder to point to her house. “Um, I’m Hailey.”

      I just stare at her, trying my damndest to keep my eyes from dropping to her chest, where a truly fantastic pair of tits is gently outlined by her tee shirt.

      “Right, so anyways, I was hoping you could help me out because I’ve got a little problem.” She clasps her hands in a prayer-like motion. “Pretty please. I can pay you in beer and pizza.”

      My mind immediately goes to the filthy ways she could pay me which just proves that I am a bastard and not worth this woman’s time.

      “Or cookies,” she continues in a voice that does crazy things to my pulse. It’s a little huskier that I expected, with just a hint of accent that makes me think of Cybill Shepherd in The Last Picture Show—a little bit of west Texas, a whole lot of unattainable rich girl. “I make pretty decent snickerdoodle cookies. I decided I wanted to master that recipe because it’s such a fun word to say and everyone can make a chocolate chip. But a snickerdoodle. Snickerdoodle.”

      She gives me another toothy grin and this time I notice she’s got a tiny gap between her two
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