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  Blurb


Hitting the gap is easy compared to falling in love with your best friend. 
For a smart girl, Bailey Reynolds has terrible taste in men. How else can she explain why she agreed to move halfway across the country with her fiancé? Her now ex-fiancé. The lying, cheating, jerk. Now she’s not only in a new city, but homeless, and needing her childhood best friend to come to her rescue. Good thing she stopped believing in fairytales a long time ago because they sure don’t happen for curvy girls like her.
Fun-loving, Hawks third baseman Ramon (Gonzo) Gonzalez enjoys his single life. Who wouldn’t? He’s got no commitments and his pick of women. But he’d do anything for the people he cares about, including giving up his spare bedroom. When he insisted Bailey move in with him, he’d thought sharing his space might take some getting used to. What he didn’t expect was the late-night conversations and seeing her sleep-rumpled face over coffee to make him re-evaluate everything he thought he felt about their relationship. Now he’s lusting after his childhood friend. And that was never part of his plan.
Getting girls has always been easy. Finding one he wanted to keep? Not so much, until now. But Bailey’s fears and insecurities run deep. And it’ll take all his skills to convince her a life with him is so much better than any fairytale ever could be.
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  Chapter 1


Nope, not a chance. There was no way anyone he cared about was living in this dump, especially not a woman. Maybe that made him sexist, but at this moment he didn’t care. 
Gonzo eyed the run-down apartment complex with the overflowing dumpster, the peeling paint, and big pieces of broken concrete on the path. The place looked like it should have a condemned sign slapped to the wall instead of for rent. 
What had Bailey been thinking, wanting to move here? This was possibly the worst neighborhood in the city. Even if money was tight, there were safer places to live.
He glanced down the street, looking for her vehicle.
Where the hell was she? She’d told him to meet her here at 1:00 to help her unload the moving truck. It was 1:30 and there was still no sign of her. But then, did he really expect anything different? His childhood best friend was notoriously late. Heck, it was such a well-known fact that his parents had let it slide when he’d missed curfew on more than one occasion because they knew he was out with her.
Finally, he heard the distinct rumble of a U-Haul truck that was a few too many moves past a repair. He couldn’t see much of the driver, but from the size, he guessed it was a woman. When the truck got closer, he spotted Bailey’s smiling face and red hair behind the wheel. Only Bailey would look happy pulling up in front of a shit hole like this.
She double parked the truck in front of the building and hopped out of the cab. Her feet barely hit the cement before she launched herself in his direction. Her movement didn’t stop until she crashed into him. The forward momentum nearly knocked him on his ass, and he took several steps backward to keep them upright as Bailey’s arms wrapped around his neck. Lush female curves filled his hands. It had been a couple years since he’d seen Bailey in person, but he sure as hell didn’t remember her hugs feeling like that. 
Whoa. Whatever curves she had were irrelevant. This was Bailey.
“Hey, Bay.” He chuckled as he pulled her in tight for a hug. The familiar smell of citrus and something that was distinctly his childhood friend filled his senses. It was good to have her here. Until this moment, he hadn’t realized just how much he’d missed her.
When Bailey had said she was moving to San Diego for a job, he hadn’t known what to expect. He wasn’t a fan of her boyfriend at all, but when she’d called last week to ask for his help with the move, she said they’d broken up and she was coming alone. Now that he didn’t have to worry about her dick boyfriend, he was really looking forward to spending time with his childhood best friend.
Bailey glanced at the building and wrinkled her nose. “Hmm.”
“You can’t be serious about living here,” he said.
She chewed her bottom lip, and a wave of nostalgia filled him. How many times had he seen her make that exact same face growing up?
“It looks a little different from the online picture.” Her brows knitted together. “This is Sunnyvale Apartments, right?”
Gonzo eyed the graffitied sign with the word ‘Sun’ peeking through the paint. “That’s what it says.”
Bailey pulled her phone out of her pocket and swiped it open. Her lips pursed tightly, and she looked back at the building, then down at her phone and back at the building again. The lines of confusion on her face grew.
“You okay?” he asked.
She thrust her phone toward him. “Is this even the same building? I mean, even brand new, this place wouldn’t have looked anything like that?”
He eyed the picture on the screen. “What the fuck? Is this seriously the ad?” The building in the ad looked modern, with clean lines and beautiful landscaping. The one in front of them looked like 1970 threw up. He could already picture the snot green shag he was gonna see inside the apartments. “There’s no fucking way you’re living here,” he told her.
“Maybe it’s better inside than out.” Bailey chewed her bottom lip as she eyed the building. Even for an optimist like her, the comment was a stretch.
“It couldn’t possibly be worse.”
Bailey studied the building and sighed. “Let’s go find the manager and look.”
“The only thing we’re finding the manager for is to tell him you aren’t moving in here.”
Bailey bristled. “Don’t even start with that macho bullshit, Gonzo. I didn’t let you boss me around as a kid, and I’m sure not letting you do it now.” She squared her shoulders, and he bit back a groan. Damn it. He should have known better. If there was one thing destined to make Bailey dig her feet in, it was telling her she couldn’t do something. The woman took independence to new heights.
“Alright, let’s go look.” He swept out his arm to gesture she go first. He needed to have her back to make sure he could protect her if anything happened. As they stepped across the broken path toward the building, he scanned their surroundings, ready for anything.
“Hopefully we don’t get shanked,” Bailey mumbled.
“No shit.” The hairs on his neck stood up and he looked behind him. A group of young men leaned against a car, watching them. He rolled his shoulders to loosen his neck in case he needed to get into it with these guys. 
Bailey stopped and scanned the area. She turned toward the men and called, “Do you know where I can find the super?”
What the hell was she doing drawing more attention to herself?
One guy pushed off the car and sauntered toward them. His New York ball cap tilted sideways on his head. The guy couldn’t even cheer for a good team. New York. Come on. As the guy scanned Bailey appreciatively, Gonzo stepped in front of her to block the other man’s view. 
“You moving in?” the guy asked Bailey.
Bailey nodded. “Trying to.”
Just as Gonzo said, “No.”
“Super’s in 101. If you need anything once you’re moved in gorgeous, you come find me.”  
“Thanks,” Bailey said.
The guy licked his lips, and his gaze trailed slowly down her body. The leer was so disgusting Gonzo needed a shower and it wasn’t even directed at him. 
“She won’t,” Gonzo growled. 
The guy eyed Gonzo, then nodded to his friends, and the other four guys started walking toward them. “You look like you got somethin’ to say.” The guy stepped toward Gonzo.
Fuck. He flexed his hands. The last thing he wanted was to get into it with these assholes. He liked his odds one-on-one. Hell, even two-or-three-on-one. But five-on-one? Those weren’t great odds. Factor that at least one of these guys probably had a piece and he was fucked.
“Holy shit, you’re Ramon Gonzalez,” one of the newcomers said.
“Yeah.”
The guy lifted his sweatshirt to show off the Hawks T-shirt he was wearing underneath. Thankfully, the other men stopped posturing and Gonzo breathed a sigh of relief. Looked like he might get out of here unscathed yet. 
“What the fuck are you doing in this neighborhood?” the guy asked.
“Just need to talk to the super for a minute.”
The guy tilted his head as he assessed him, looked at his boys, then back at Gonzo. “She your girl?”
“Yeah.” He felt Bailey tense behind him. What was he supposed to say? If the guys were fans, Bailey was as a hell of a lot safer if they thought she belonged to him.
The newcomer eyed Bailey speculatively and nodded his head. “If she moves in, we’ll keep an eye on her.”
“Thanks,” Gonzo mumbled. There was no way Bailey was moving in here. When he felt her fingers wrap into the waistband of his jeans as she pressed closer to him, he was pretty sure they were on the same page.
“So how’s the team looking this year?” the guy asked.
“Pretty good.” 
A scrawny guy walked around the side of the building and pulled up short when he saw them. The Hawks fan glanced over, then said, “That’s the super.”
“Cool thanks,” Gonzo said. He reached around and grabbed Bailey’s hand and pulled her to his side so he could protect her if needed. Once they got a few steps from the group, he whispered, “Bay, seriously, you didn’t move to some Podunk town where you sit and have lemonade on the porch with the neighbors. People here have guns.”
“I know,” she whispered back. “That’s why I was being nice. If anyone was going to get us in trouble, it was you.”
Unfortunately, she probably wasn’t wrong about that assessment. “You can’t seriously be thinking of moving in here.” He pointed to a hole in the wall by the staircase. “That’s a fucking bullet hole, Bailey.”
Her eyes widened and she cringed. “Really?”
“Yes, really. Now, can we please get out of here?”
“I can’t. I put down a deposit to hold the place.”
Gonzo pinched the bridge of his nose. “Guess we’re talking to the super.” He cupped her elbow and propelled her toward the super.
“You Bailey Reynolds?” the man asked.
“Yes.”
“You’re late.” He glared at her.
Gonzo rolled his eyes. Nice customer service. Clearly, the manager matched the shithole exterior.
The super turned on his heel. “Follow me.”
Gonzo and Bailey fell in line behind him. Bailey’s head swiveled from one side to the other as they walked. If she was thinking anything close to what he was thinking, they should run, not walk, to the nearest exit.
They stopped in front of apartment 213. The super pushed the door open and coughed slightly as he stepped into the room. Gonzo hadn’t even taken a step and he could already see the disgusting carpet. He hadn’t been far off in his guess. It was more of a mustard puke color rather than snot, but equally disgusting.
Following Bailey into the room, he pulled up short when the smell punched him in the face. Bailey’s head snapped back a second before she retched, then slapped her hand over her mouth. “Oh my god, what is that?” She plugged her nose. “It smells like death. But not like good death.”
“Good death?” he asked. What the fuck was good death?
Bailey’s mouth gaped like a fish as she tried to suck air into her lungs. It was like the stench sucked out the oxygen from the room, making it hard to breathe. Fuck, the smell was so bad he could taste it. What was that?
Bailey flapped her hand in front of her face. “God, it’s like decomposing smelly feet doused in parmesan cheese and cat piss.” 
That was a pretty accurate description.
She tilted her head back, then retched again. “Nope, I can’t.” She covered her mouth and bolted for the front door.
Gonzo walked to the door, turned, and blocked the super from leaving. “We’re gonna need that deposit back.”
The man narrowed his eyes and sneered. “No, she agreed to live here. If she wants to back out, that’s her choice, but she’s not getting the deposit back.”
Gonzo stepped into the other man’s space and took a great deal of pleasure in watching him back away. “We both know that ad you placed was a load of shit. That’s false advertising and there’s not a court in the world that would honor that bullshit.” He let his derision for the little weasel show on his face. “And when my lawyer gets done with you, this place will look like a luxury condo compared to what you’ll be able to afford if you don’t give her back her money.”
“You can’t sue me.”
“Watch me.” Gonzo stared at the little man. He crossed his arms over his chest and continued to block the other man from leaving the apartment. Finally, the guy sighed.
“Fine, follow me to my office and I’ll transfer her the money back.”
Gonzo grunted in acknowledgement and stepped out of the room. He sucked in a breath of air but couldn’t smell anything except the apartment. Great, that stench now lived in his nose. Like when you puked on yourself and that’s all you could smell. He turned to Bailey. “He’s gonna give you your deposit back.”
The super pushed past them and stormed down the hallway. Bailey eyed the apartment and chewed nervously on her bottom lip. “I don’t have a lot of options, Gonz. I gotta live somewhere.”
“Well, it sure as fuck isn’t going to be here. Let’s get your deposit and we’ll figure it out.”






  
  Chapter 2



Bailey sat at the outdoor picnic table and stared at the U-Haul parked in the mostly empty lot. Gonzo’s SUV was the only other vehicle around. 
Getting out of her lease had been the right move. There was no way she could live in that crappy apartment, but now where was she supposed to live? Ugh, it’s a good thing she didn’t have a knife and her ex nearby, or she would not be responsible for her actions. Fucking Brad.
She clenched her jaw and took a deep breath to keep the tears at bay. This was not how her life was supposed to be. She had a plan, and until recently, she’d been on track. Now it felt like her life was a flashing neon sign of missteps and mistakes. How could she have been so stupid? Resting her elbows on the splintered wood table, she dropped her head down and dug her fingertips into her tense scalp.
She felt someone approach and looked up as Gonzo set a tray with burgers and fries on the table.
“Eat, you’ll feel better.” Gonzo pushed the tray toward her then grabbed a burger off the tray for himself.
Bailey opened the foil wrapper and stared at the greasy burger in her hand. She could practically hear Brad’s voice condemning her for even looking at the burger let alone thinking about eating it. She swallowed past the lump in her throat. When was the last time she’d allowed herself to eat fast food? Her stomach rolled and she set the burger down on the tray. 
“What’s the matter? Did I fuck up your order?” Gonzo asked.
She eyed the foil wrapper. “What? No, of course not, it’s fine.”
“Then what’s going on?”
“Nothing.” There was no way she was about to admit to Gonzo that the idea of eating the greasy burger made her feel sick. He wouldn’t understand. She looked up to find her friend watching her closely. 
Gonzo’s eyes narrowed. “Please tell me you haven’t become a vegetarian or something.”
“No, no, nothing like that. I’m just not very hungry.” She pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. “What am I supposed to do, Gonz? I’ve got nowhere to go.”
“Move in with me.”
Bailey’s head snapped back. “What?”
“Just move in with me,” he said, then picked up his burger and took a large bite. 
How could he throw something like that out so casually and then just stuff his face? He couldn’t be serious. “Yeah, right,” she mumbled.
He wiped the edge of his mouth with his napkin, then took a sip of his drink. “Why not?”
“Oh, I don’t know. Because I can’t,” she scoffed.
“Why? You need a place to live. I’ve got a spare bedroom. It’s not like you have a ton of options at the moment, Bay.”
“Yeah, but, come on, we’ve barely seen each other in the past ten years. I can’t just move in with you.”
“Bailey don’t be stupid. I’ve known you since I was five years old. The shit that matters doesn’t change.”
If only that were true. The girl he knew would never have allowed a man to treat her like she let Brad. She barely recognized herself. “People change, Gonz.”
“Ok, how’ve you changed?”
“I don’t know, I just have.” The man sitting across from her barely resembled the boy she remembered. Sure, he’d always been confident, maybe even a little cocky, but now everything about him screamed he could back it up. Whereas all her confidence had disappeared the moment she’d found out her ex-boyfriend had cheated on her with her best friend. Her petite, perfect size zero best friend. The one she’d stupidly convinced her fiancé to hire as his assistant. God, she’d been so stupid. No, the Bailey he knew was gone.
“Did you become a serial killer?” Gonzo asked as he took another bite of his burger.
“Of course not,” she scoffed.
“You develop one of those weird home shopping network addictions and that entire U-Haul is filled with porcelain dolls?” He tilted his head toward the U-Haul.
“No, smart-ass.” She rolled her eyes. “But people change, Gonzo.”
“Jesus, Bailey. You clogged my toilet in high school.”
“Ugh.” She gasped. “Rude. You don’t need to bring that up.”
He laughed. “Bay, seriously, I gave you my favorite sweats when you got your period at school. I’ve held your freaking hair while you puked. You’ve snotted all over me when you cried over some loser.”
“Hey, I don’t think you can talk about my bodily functions, dude. I touched your ‘special sock’.” She shuddered. She could still picture the mortified look on Gonzo’s face when she’d picked up the offending sock off the side of the bed so she could sit down. Why boys used socks to masturbate she’d never understand.
“Exactly,” Gonzo agreed. “Kids are fucking gross and we remained friends through all of that. I’m pretty sure we can handle living together now.”
“Gonzo, come on. I follow you on social media. I know how active your social life is. There’s no way you want me cramping your style.”
“Bay, I have four bedrooms. You being in one of them is not going to cramp shit. You can be my wingman and get rid of anyone who clings on and doesn’t want to leave.”
“You’re disgusting.”
“Yep, but you love me anyway.” He tossed a fry in his mouth and winked when he caught it. 
“Mmm, sometimes I wonder why,” she muttered.
“I’m being serious, Bay. It’s not a problem at all for you to move in. During the season, I’m barely home, so you’d practically have the place to yourself. You can stay as long as you like. Learn San Diego, get the lay of the land, figure out where you want to live. Wait till you find something you actually like so you don’t have to move a bunch of times.”
It would be nice to actually look at a place in person before she committed to moving there. Maybe she’d even be able to find something closer to the university, so she could walk to work and she could hold off on buying a car. 
She chewed on her bottom lip and looked at Gonzo. “You sure you wouldn’t mind?”
“Nah, not at all.” He took a sip of his drink. “Why don’t we go check out my place? If you like it, we go find a storage unit and put your stuff into that so you can return the U-Haul. If you hate it, we start calling around to see if we can find you someplace to move. Either way, you need someplace to stay tonight, and my place is free.” He threw his garbage onto the tray.
“Free’s good.” 
“Figures.” Gonzo snorted. “See. You haven’t changed that much after all.”
Twenty minutes later, Bailey walked into the apartment and scanned the open layout. Good lord. She knew Gonzo made a lot of money, but this was ridiculous. She wandered over to the row of floor-to-ceiling windows that covered the entire living room and looked out. The ocean spanned out for miles in front of her. The unobstructed view made it feel like her own private sanctuary. “Wow. That view sure beats looking at old man Peter’s lawn full of cars.”
“No shit.” Gonzo snorted. “Does he still have those?”
“Of course he does. Not much has changed in the old neighborhood.” 
Bailey glanced back at the ocean view. “Seriously, Gonz, this view is amazing!” 
Gonzo walked up beside her and nudged her with his hip. “It’s not bad, huh?”
“Yeah, you could say that.”
“You remember when we were kids and dreamed about seeing the ocean someday?” he asked.
“Yeah.” She smiled at the memory of the two of them sitting in the tree fort in her backyard, talking all big about what they were going to be when they grew up. She was going to be an astronaut and fly to the moon and Gonzo was going to be a professional baseball player. Over the years she’d changed her mind a million times, but Gonzo’s dream had never wavered. Looking at this apartment with the view of the ocean and the TV that took up an entire wall, it was like he’d gone down the dream list and checked off every box. Whereas her list had been lost years ago. As happy as she was for her childhood friend, she couldn’t deny there was a little part of her that was jealous. She’d busted her ass doing everything she was supposed to do and where had it gotten her? Alone in a new town, without a car, without a home. Honestly, it was kind of humiliating.
She glanced around the apartment. Even if she hadn’t broken up with Brad, she’d never have been able to afford to live in a place like this. And in her current situation, her budget ran more toward the apartment she’d just turned down. As nice as it would be to have a free place to live to give her a chance to save up some money, she couldn’t take advantage of Gonzo. He’d always been the kind of guy to bend over backwards for everyone else, even when he didn’t want to. Offering her a place to crash was just another one of those times. 
“So you wanna see your room?” 
She eyed the gaming system in the entertainment stand. This place screamed bachelor. Rich bachelor, but bachelor. “I appreciate the offer, but I can’t stay here.”
“Why?”
“Come on, Gonz, you’re off the hook. We both know you made that offer just to be nice, and I’m not going to hold you to it.” 
“I wouldn’t have offered if I wasn’t cool with you staying. Come on, Bay, there’s no fucking way I’m going to let you move into some shithole just so you don’t feel guilty about crashing in my place. I’ve got lots of space. I’m barely here, anyway.”
She’d seen the way girls threw themselves at Gonzo growing up. She could only imagine it was worse now that he was a professional ballplayer. And Gonzo had never been one to shy away from attention. “Yeah, but I don’t want to cramp your style when you are home.”
“How are you gonna cramp my style?” 
Heat ran up her face. She could practically feel how red her face was. Damn Irish genes. “I don’t know. Girls?”
“You’d have your own room, Bay.” He looked at her and grinned as she shifted uncomfortably under the scrutiny.
“I promise to control myself when it comes to sex.”
She snorted. “Right, so you’re just not going to have sex?”
Gonzo’s eyes widened in horror. “Jesus, no. Of course I’m going to have sex. I just promise not to do it some place that will make you uncomfortable.”
“Geez, thanks.” She rolled her eyes. “Seriously, you don’t think having me sleeping in the next bedroom is gonna cramp things when you bring some random woman home? Most girls wouldn’t like it.”
“Not really worried about whether or not they like it, honestly.”
“Oh, my god. Please tell me you have not become that guy.”
“What guy?”
“A player who doesn’t give a rat’s ass about the girl’s feelings.”
“Bay, I don’t want to offend your sensibilities here, but the women I bring home aren’t like you.”
“Obviously,” she muttered.
“They know the score. They’re here for one reason and one reason only. Because we both want to have sex. That’s it. Once we’re done, we’re done. There’s no reading the paper over breakfast or shit like that.” He ran his hand through his dark brown hair. “They aren’t here in the morning, Bay. It’s not something to even worry about. As soon as we’re done, they leave.”
Was that seriously how his sex life was? No emotion, like a contact sport, just a fun way to end the evening. That seemed pretty empty. “Don’t you ever date?” she asked.
“I don’t have time for that during the season.” Gonzo wandered over to the fridge and pulled out two bottles of beer. He held one up in the air and she nodded in acceptance. “And it feels like too much work the rest of the time.” He handed her a cold bottle of beer. 
“Don’t you get lonely?” she asked.
“Come on, let me show you the spare bedroom.”
Apparently, he wanted to avoid that conversation. Bailey followed him through the lavish apartment. “Did you decorate this place?”
“I picked out the TV. Does that count?”
“Not really, no.” She ran her hand over some kind of sculpture. The metal felt almost alive beneath her touch. She had no idea what it was supposed to be, but it was beautiful nonetheless. “Did your mom or your sisters’ help?” 
“Does this look like my mom’s style?” 
Bailey paused in front of a large painting that filled the wall facing the foyer. “No, not really. But then it doesn’t really look like yours either.”
“Eh, it’s an investment piece, or so I’m told. The colors are cool.”
He continued down the hall then turned right at the first doorway. Bailey followed him into the room. She sucked in a breath when she saw the ocean view. “Oh my god, this is your spare bedroom?”
“Want to stay now?”
“Little bit, yeah.” Tearing her eyes off the view, she scanned the room. A queen-sized bed covered in pillows took up one wall of the room. She ran her hand over the plush, deep purple comforter. How did they make a blanket feel like that? She’d never felt anything so soft in her life. A beautiful abstract stormy seascape hung on the wall over the bed. The slash of purple in the skyline perfectly matched the comforter. She touched the bedside table. “I love these. They look like driftwood.”
“That’s the idea.”
“If this is your spare bedroom, I gotta see yours.”
Gonzo walked out of the room and she rushed after him. Bailey sucked in a breath when she saw the view from his bedroom. A huge king-sized bed took up one wall, facing the expansive ocean view. “Wow.” 
Gonzo rested his hip against a large dresser, one foot crossed over the other as he watched her. 
“Wow, you really have everything you ever dreamed of, don’t you?”
A look crossed so quickly over his face she almost missed it. “What?” she asked.
“No one has it all, Bay.”
She looked around the bedroom, her gaze landed on a picture of Gonzo with his family on what looked like a Hawaiian vacation. She picked up the picture and smiled. “Looks like you’re pretty damn close.” 
He walked over and glanced down at the photo. “Mom always dreamed of going to Hawaii. She said when she moved to the states that was the place everyone said you had to see.”
“You took your whole family, nieces and nephews and everyone?”
“Yeah. There was no money for our family to do something for my parent’s twenty-fifth, but I managed to do it for their fortieth.”
She smiled down at the photo. “I’m sure it was everything they could have ever dreamed of.”
Gonzo snorted out a laugh. “Not even close.”
“What happened?”
“My niece had seen this restaurant on social media. I don’t know some celebrity, or something had been there, so she insisted we all go.” Gonzo cringed. “We all got food poisoning.”
“Oh my god, no.”
“Yep, then a few days later, my mom got stung by a jellyfish.” He shook his head. “The whole vacation was just one clusterfuck after another.”
“Well, you got a good family photo out of it at least,” Bailey said.
“Thank god we took that the first night because we sure as hell didn’t look like that when we went home.”
“Still, it’s very sweet that you took your whole family on vacation.”
“Yeah maybe. Raul and I got into it as usual about how I was showing off by being a big spender, taking his family on a trip he couldn’t afford.”
“Guess some things never change, huh?” Bailey said. Gonzo’s brother had always been jealous of his younger brother. 
“Didn’t stop him from accepting the trip, though.” Resigned annoyance tinged Gonzo’s voice.
“He’s always wanted whatever you had.”
“Including you,” Gonzo said.
“Yes, well, once he found out you weren’t interested in me, he quickly realized he wasn’t either.” Bailey cringed. “Ah well, his reasoning was messed up, but at least he saved me from graduating high school without ever being kissed.”
Gonzo turned. “Hang on. Are you telling me my brother was your first kiss?”
“Afraid so. First and only kiss in high school. How’d you not know that?”
“How’s that even possible? I remember you going into the closet with what’s his name, Jeff … um … Clark, in eighth grade.”
“Mmm, yeah, he was afraid you’d punch him if he copped a feel.”
“Yeah, and I would have. Big difference between a little kiss in the closet and grabbing your boob.”
Bailey snorted out a laugh. “And you wonder why no one wanted to kiss me. Even now, more than a decade later, you still sound annoyed about it.”
“I just think you deserve more respect than that.”
“Well, I appreciate that, but in high school I have to admit I wished someone, anyone, liked me enough to risk pissing you off.” She sighed. “Probably why I let your brother kiss me, even though I knew it would cause issues between you two because I stupidly thought someone finally liked me.” She set the picture back down on the shelf. “Ah well, it was a long time ago.” And yet somehow the humiliation of how that time in her life felt was still alive and well. 
Brushing off the wave of embarrassed nostalgia, Bailey walked over to the window and looked out. Gonzo stepped up beside her and bumped her with his hip. “So what do you say? Want to be my roomie?”
Her gaze lingered on the waves crashing against the shore. How amazing would it be to wake up to that every day? She’d never dreamed of living anywhere so luxurious. Would it be wrong to stay and enjoy it just for a little while? Things with Brad had ended so crappy, she hadn’t thought they could get much worse until she’d seen that apartment. What if that was all she could find? Or afford? She glanced at her childhood friend. What would she do without him? “Yeah, I want to be your roomie.”






  
  Chapter 3



“Last one.” Gonzo dropped the box on the bedroom floor and glanced around the spare bedroom. Boxes of Bailey’s belongings lay strategically near the closet and the bookcase. He counted seven boxes, well eight if he included the one he’d placed on the bathroom counter. That’s it? She’d agreed to stay here for the next couple months at least, and she only needed eight boxes? His sister needed more than that for a weekend visit.
“Do you have a knife or something I can use to cut the tape?” Bailey asked.
“Yeah, one sec.” He left the bedroom, grabbed a pair of scissors from the cutting block on the kitchen counter, and made his way back to the room. He stopped at the nearest box and deftly sliced open the seam. “You opening them all?”
“May as well. There’s not that many.”
He walked up to the next box, sliced it open and continued around the room until all the boxes were open. Now what? Did he help her unpack? Was that an invasion of her privacy? Was he a dick if he didn’t help? Shit.
“Thanks. I appreciate all your help today.”
“No problem.” It wasn’t in his nature to stand and do nothing, so he crouched down and flipped the lid of the box closest to him. “Is this all books?” That seemed safe enough to unpack.
Bailey grimaced. “Maybe.”
He chuckled. “You only wanted a handful of things out of storage, and one of them was a box of books?”
“Two boxes of books,” she replied. Her cheeks flushed the cutest pink color, making her freckles more pronounced, as she glanced over at him.
She had nothing to be embarrassed about. He just couldn’t imagine needing one box of books, let alone two. “Wow, we definitely have different priorities.” He pushed the box over to the bookcase. “You want any of this stuff left on here or get rid of it all?” he asked, pointing to the knickknacks and book stacks his decorator had artfully displayed on the shelves.
“Umm, maybe see how much space my books take up and you can leave whatever fits.”
“Alright.” Flipping open the lid, he pushed the flaps down so he could start emptying the box. He picked up a textbook and eyed the title. Introduction to Sociology. Made sense since she was a sociology professor. 
He scooped up a handful of books and placed them on the bottom shelf next to the textbook. His gaze snared on the next book in the box. Algorithms of Oppression. Geez, nothing like a little light reading. 
Growing up, Bailey had always been the brain and he’d been the jock. She’d helped him with school and he’d kept her from being a social pariah. As odd as it was, their friendship had just worked. 
He was well aware of the fact that he’d gotten more out of their friendship than she had. If it hadn’t been for her, he wouldn’t have graduated high school and he sure as hell wouldn’t have made it through university. Without Bailey, he never would have figured out he had dyslexia. And that diagnosis had made all the difference for him. Suddenly, he wasn’t just some dumb jock. But as he eyed her reading material, he sure felt like one. 
As he finished loading the books from the first box onto the shelves, he could hear Bailey in the walk-in closet hanging her clothing up on the rack. He pulled the second box of books toward himself and flipped it open. A book with a half-naked dude displayed on the cover rested on the top of the box. Interesting. He reached in and pulled out a stack of books and flipped through them. They all had half-naked men on the cover. 
Hmm, not so academic, now. He picked up the book on the top of the pile and flipped to a dogeared page. The word clit jumped out at him, and his eyes widened. What the hell was this? He continued to read. Ho-ly shit.
“Busted,” he yelled. “Bailey Reynolds, you’re a perv.” He practically hooted as he looked down at the book in his hands.
Bailey poked her head out of the walk-in closet. “What?”
He couldn’t keep the glee out of his voice. “The first box was all textbooks and academic shit. But this one” — he pointed at the second box he’d pulled up beside him — “this is your lady porn.”
“I don’t have lady porn,” she mumbled.
“Oh, no?” He raised his eyebrow then cleared his throat and read. “Flattening his tongue, he made one long, slow swipe of her pussy. He swirled his tongue around her clit then sucked the hard nub into his mouth, and she bucked off the bed.”
Bailey’s eyes boggled. “Why are you reading my books?”
“Should I not be?”
She covered her mouth and giggled. “No, it’s fine. I have nothing to be ashamed of.”
“Except you like porn.”
Bailey rolled her eyes. “It’s not porn, it’s spicy romance.”
“I’ll say it’s spicy,” he mumbled. Jesus, the thing described how the guy went down on her, in detail. The passage had been way hotter than anything he’d ever read before. “One girl’s spicy is another guy’s porn, I’m just saying.”
She placed her hands on her hips and glared at him. “Are you seriously being all judgy about my choice of reading material?”
“Me? No. Fuck. Read away.” Who knew his little Bailey liked to read dirty books? In high school she’d blushed practically every time he took his shirt off and now she was reading this kind of thing. “It just surprised me, that’s all.”
“Mmm-hmm,” she mumbled. She turned on her heel and headed back to the closet. “You can borrow it if you want,” she called over her shoulder. 
He eyed the book. Even though he’d learned a bunch of tricks to make reading easier, he still didn’t really love to read. Having to make the effort for something that came so easily to everyone else still made him feel stupid. “Any chance they have an audiobook, because I could definitely get behind that.”
Bailey popped her head out of the closet and glanced at the book in his hand. “That one doesn’t, no. But that one does.” She pointed to the pile of books sitting beside his leg. 
“I’ll keep it in mind.”
She ducked back into the closet, and he pulled out the next handful of books. As he held the books, he looked back into the box. His gaze landed on a long wooden box. He was just lifting the lid of the wooden box when Bailey whipped out of the closet like the room was on fire. “Don’t open that,” she yelled.
Too late, he’d already lifted the lid. And there was no way he couldn’t look. Jesus. Bailey had a box of sex toys. His head snapped up as Bailey dove across the room. Her palm crashed against the lid before she ripped it out of his hands and held it against her chest. 
Bailey closed her eyes. Her normally freckly white skin turned as red as her hair. “Please tell me you didn’t see what was inside the box.” 
“What? You mean your little erotic toy box? Nope, didn’t see a thing.”
She shoved the box in the bedside table and stood with her back to him. 
“That’s where I’d keep it, too,” he added helpfully.
“Oh my god, shut up,” she groaned.
“What? I saw your books. Of course, you need a little wank while you’re reading,” he teased.
She flopped onto the mattress and covered her face with her hands.
Shit. He pushed himself off the floor. Was she really upset he’d found her sex toys?
Her shoulders started to shake, then Bailey made the most unladylike snort he’d ever heard. She slapped her hand over her mouth and continued to giggle. 
With a laugh, he dropped onto the mattress beside her and slung his arm over her shoulder. “Bailey, Bailey, Bailey,” he chanted.
She glanced over at him, tears streaming down her face because she was laughing so hard.
He squeezed her shoulder, pulling her body against his side as he did. “I’ve never been more proud of you.”
Bailey threw her head back and barked out a laugh. “You are the only person I know who’d be proud of me for having sex toys.” 
He grinned back at her. “With the shit you gave me in high school about wanking, how could I not be thrilled that you finally admit to doing it?”
“I didn’t use to do it.” She laughed.
“You didn’t sell that story back then and now that I’ve seen all this, you sure as shit aren’t selling it now.” He eyed the bedside table. “So you gonna let me properly look in the box?” he asked and wiggled his eyebrows up and down.
“Nope.” Bailey giggled, then dropped her head against his shoulder. “God, Gonzo, I’ve missed you so much.”
He pressed a kiss against the top of her head. “I’ve missed you too, Bay.” He took a deep breath. This felt nice. Too nice. It was Bailey. He cleared his throat. “What about now?”
Bailey shoved into his shoulder with hers as she sat up. “No. A girl’s got to keep some secrets.”
“Yeah, that ship has sailed,” he snickered.
Her tooth dug into her bottom lip as she glanced over at him. “You really don’t think it’s weird I have a box of sex stuff?”
“I think it’s fucking outstanding.” That was kind of the problem. He wasn’t supposed to think about Bailey and sex at the same time. He’d worked hard to keep them separate in his mind. Now he couldn’t.
“Really?” She seemed so unsure when she looked back at him.
“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”
She worked her tooth into her bottom lip so hard he was worried she was going to break the skin. “Bay?” he pressed.
“Brad just thought it was wrong to have toys when I had him. It pissed him off when he found out I had them.”
Gonzo snorted. “What a dick.” He looked over at Bailey. It pulled at him how she suddenly looked so unsure of herself. “I’m just gonna throw it out there that any guy who’s confident about what he brings to the bedroom doesn’t need to be jealous of a toy.”
“Mmm, maybe,” she mumbled.
“Not maybe. I’d love it if a girl I was fucking wanted to bring in some toys.”
“Really?”
“Fuck yeah.”
Bailey licked her lips and suddenly he was painfully aware of how close they were sitting and how close that box of toys was to him. He cleared his throat, then pushed off the mattress. “I’m getting hungry. You want to order pizza?”
She watched him for a second. “Umm, yeah sure.”
“Cool.” His head bobbed up and down like a freakin’ bobble head. He clenched his jaw and forced his head to stay still. “What kind do you want?”
“I’m good with anything but ham.”
“Still don’t like it, huh?”
“No, it’s a weird texture.” She scrunched up her face. “Blech.”
“Got it, no ham.” Needing some space, he walked toward the door.
“Thanks for all your help with everything.”
He rapped his knuckles against the doorframe twice. “No problem.” Once in the hallway, he paused. What the hell was that? Bailey was his friend. She needed a place to stay. He didn’t know why she’d broken up with Brad, but it was clear she was feeling vulnerable, and he wasn’t going to be some dickhead who took advantage of that. It would be fine. He’d always managed to keep it in his pants with Bailey before. This wasn’t any different. His dick twitched as he thought about using the toys on Bailey. Except it was. Fuck.






  
  Chapter 4


Gonzo eyed the empty pizza box in the middle of the kitchen island. Why did he always eat so much? He leaned back on the couch and rested his arms on his stomach. Man, he loved pizza, but he was going to pay for today’s shitty diet. Looked like there was an extra-long run in his future tomorrow. Damn, it always seemed like such a good idea in the moment. He eyed Bailey as she set her plate down on the coffee table and sat back in the opposite chair. “Did you ever learn to cook?” he asked.
“Of course I can cook. Well, sort of, it’s not like I can whip up duck confit or anything, but I can get by.”
“It’s not that hard. You just have to make sure you cure it long enough in the spices and then roast it slowly,” he absently replied.
“Oh my god, do you seriously know how to make it?” Bailey gaped at him like he’d just admitted to being a flat earther or something.
“What? I like to cook, you know that,” he mumbled.
“Well yeah, but there’s like I make cookies when I can’t sleep and there’s people who make duck confit.” She blew a raspberry. “I can’t even wrap my head around you being all Julia Child.”
He rolled his eyes. “I’m not all Julia Child, I just find cooking relaxing.” 
“Does that mean you’re gonna cook for
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