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      Vanilla buttercream frosting was the best invention ever made. At least to Dani.

      She licked some frosting from her fingers as she stood back and admired her work. They looked good. Damn good, and even better, they tasted delicious. She should know since she had tried one of each.

      It was a miracle she hadn't put on fifty pounds.

      Being a baker was not the way to stay slim. But, it was the one thing she’d wanted to do her whole life.

      Ever since she was five and had gotten an Easy Bake Oven for Christmas.

      For months she’d made brownies in that thing until she’d begged her mom to let her try making real ones. At first, she was only allowed to use a box mix, but she made everything. Cookies, cupcakes, brownies, muffins. Anything that came boxed. Then, when she was twelve, she got cookbooks from the library where she found all kinds of recipes. Her mom, who loved her, but more, had a wicked sweet tooth, gladly kept her in baking supplies.

      By the time she was fifteen, she was baking all the pies and treats for every family holiday or get together. Her friends even begged for her cakes on their birthdays, which she gladly did.

      Baking made her happy.

      She never got upset or angry or annoyed while baking. Instead, she got lost in the joy of what she was creating.

      But, according to her dad, who wasn’t nearly as supportive of her baking as her mom, she needed a fall back plan. And, because she’d been full of self doubt and fear, she’d agreed and gone to community college for two years where she received an associates in accounting. Only, working in accounting left little time to bake, so instead, she’d taken a job as a receptionist at an accounting firm.

      Regular hours gave her more time for what she loved.

      Baking.

      And, thanks to her friend, Sabrina, she’d gotten the opportunity of a lifetime.

      Months ago, Sabrina had contacted her, mentioning that her boss was looking for a baker at his restaurant. He had just opened Dockside in the small, lakeside town of Cedarville. Sabrina had been hired as the head bartender and swore to her that this place was legit.

      They weren’t the best of friends, but they’d met the year before when Dani had gone into the bar she had worked at. That, in itself, was a huge deal. She didn’t go to bars, or even a lot of places where there were guys. But she’d been a mess, crying in her beer about how she hated her job and just wanted to bake. Sabrina had been nice—as nice as her quiet, yet gruff, personality allowed—and she and Dani became unlikely friends.

      When she’d gotten the call about the job at Dockside, she’d almost fainted. She’d tried for months to find a place where she could sell her baked goods. But, everyone either made them on site, or already had a bakery they used.

      Wes, though, he’d loved her stuff. And day in and day out, he sold out of her cupcakes and pies. It blew her away that people were loving her treats. And the extra money didn’t hurt either.

      She had big plans of someday opening her own bakery, and to do that, she needed money. Lots and lots of money.

      Which was why she was twenty-three years old and living in her parent’s basement.

      Not the best option for a social life, but considering she didn’t have a social life, it worked. Not to mention, her mom had a state of the art kitchen with dual ovens, which was ideal for her to bake in.

      After she’d iced all the cupcakes, she packaged them into boxes for transport. On a regular day, she baked the pies and cupcakes in the evening and then delivered them early in the morning before work. It wasn’t ideal since she lived and worked in Woodridge, but if making the forty minute round-trip drive got her the dream of her own bakery, she could handle it.

      But today, she’d taken the day off, so instead of an early morning delivery, she was heading in at eleven. She hadn’t seen Wes in weeks, since his brother’s impromptu wedding when he’d picked up the cake she’d made.

      And thanks to Wes, she had another wedding cake to make for his friends, Logan and Melanie. They were getting married in a week, on the Saturday of Labor Day weekend. They’d been planning for months, and when Melanie had tasted one of her cupcakes, she’d tracked Dani down at her job, begging her to make their wedding cake.

      Dani wanted to do it, but it didn’t hurt to have Melanie and Logan double her asking price.

      She needed more customers like them.

      Packing the boxes into her old, beat up, yet reliable, Toyota, she headed out of Woodridge toward Cedarville. The more time she spent there, the more she loved it. When she’d been in high school, the two towns had been rivals, so she rarely went into Cedarville. Both the towns sat on Dragonfly Lake, but where Woodridge was a big town with much more to do, Cedarville was a lake town through and through. Everything revolved around the lake and the fun you could have on it.

      It was a perfect town for her future bakery.

      Which would probably never happen.

      Sighing, she pulled into the already half-full parking lot of Dockside. She’d only been there three or four times during business hours, but each time, it had been packed. According to Sabrina, business was booming.

      Opening the back side driver’s door, she lifted two boxes into her arms, kicked the door closed with her foot and walked to the front of the restaurant. Thankfully, the front door was open so she could walk inside and not try to deal with opening a door.

      “I was wondering where you were?” She heard Sabrina’s voice as she got closer to the bar. When she set down the boxes, she saw her friend.

      “I have the day off so I told Wes I would be in later today.” About a month into her early morning deliveries, Wes had given her a key saying that he trusted her enough to let herself in and set up the desserts. She was sure he was just sick of getting up early to come let her in when he had a new wife who he’d rather stay in bed with.

      “He’s off today, but I’m guessing he told Patrick, who in turn did not tell me.”

      Laughing, she opened the boxes to set up the display case. She’d heard of Patrick many times, but since she never came in when he was working, they’d never met. He was another one of Sabrina’s friends who she’d helped get a job there.

      “If I had known it was going to be an issue, I would have told you myself.”

      “No issue, I just like to be in the know.”

      That was an understatement. Sabrina did not like being left out if there was information she felt she needed to know. It was possibly her worst quality.

      “I’ll be back,” she said after she finished empting the two boxes. She picked up two more boxes from her car and carried them back inside. Sabrina was busy helping someone, so she continued setting up the display case. When they were all finished, she went back to her car to grab the four pies she had baked. There was a cherry, an apple, a peach, and her personal favorite, caramel turtle crunch. Because the pies needed to be refrigerated, they had to go back in the kitchen. Pushing open the door with her butt, she swung around and set them on the counter that she knew, from previous drop offs, was right behind her. When she looked up, her eyes landed on the backside of, who she assumed, was Patrick.

      “I’ll be out of your way in a second. I just have to put the pies away.”

      He stopped moving, looking over his shoulder. His eyes squinted as he tilted his head. “Danielle?”

      Her name from his mouth startled her. No one had called her Danielle in years. Not since high school. Looking up, she met his gaze and instantly recognized him. “Pat?” Tall, dark hair and eyes, she would always remember, stared back at her.

      A smile covered his face as he turned fully to face her. “It’s Patrick now.”

      She choked out a laugh. “And I go by Dani.”

      “I think I remember hearing that somewhere.”

      Dani couldn’t believe that, standing in front of her, was none other than her best friend from high school’s brother. Her very hot brother. Her brother, who Dani had spent many nights as a thirteen year old, dreaming about.

      Pat, or Patrick, as he now went by, was already in college when she’d met him. But, as a girl of thirteen, there was nothing hotter than a college man.

      “I can’t believe I didn’t put two and two together.”

      She furrowed her brows. “Huh?”

      “The cupcakes. I’ve eaten so many of those over the years that I should have known they were yours.”

      Embarrassed, she shrugged. She didn't know what to say to him. It had always been that way.

      She’d been a shy kid and even more shy as a teenager. And, it wasn’t just with him. It was with all boys, and pretty much, all people. Although, she was getting better as she got older. Like with Sabrina, she had no problem being herself with her.

      But this, having her teenage crush in front of her, yeah, she was reverting back to that thirteen year old girl who couldn’t manage to get words out.

      “Have you talked to Ang lately?”

      She shook her head. “Not in a couple of years.” She and Angela had been the best of friends throughout middle and high school. But Ang had gone to California for college and then stayed out there after she’d finished. They hadn’t spoken since she’d graduated.

      “She’s pretty busy. I barely hear from her myself.”

      Nodding, she bit her lip and ran her foot across the floor in front of her. She had to get a hold of herself and relax. He was just a guy. She could talk to him.

      “I’m thrilled she likes it out there.” There she’d spoken without sounding like an idiot. But what was she supposed to do with her hands? It felt ridiculous to just have them at her sides.

      Why was talking to guys so hard for her?

      He turned and looked at what he was making, using a giant spoon to stir something. “Are you living in Cedarville?”

      She cleared her throat. “Um, no I live in Woodridge.”

      “That makes sense why I never see you out.” He turned back toward her. “You should come in sometime for a meal. Wes is a genius with some of his food, and if I do say so myself, I’m not half bad.”

      “I usually bake at night.” There she went, sounding like an idiot again. He would need more than that, Dani. “I work a full-time job Monday through Friday so the only time I have to bake is nights and weekends.”

      Still with his smile, he held her gaze. “What about now? Wes told me to expect you late morning because you took the day off. You should stay and eat.”

      “I guess.” Her blood pressure was rising, and even though she wanted to, she wasn’t sure she could.

      “Dani, there is no pressure. I just thought you might want to stay and have a meal.”

      She steadied her breathing, hoping he hadn’t noticed how erratic it had gotten. This was stupid. He was her friend’s brother. She could talk to him.

      “A meal would be great,” she said, and even to her own ears, she sounded calm.

      There was that smile again. “Fantastic! What do you want? You can have anything.”

      “Do you have a specialty?” She’d heard great things about Wes’s jambalaya, but something inside her wanted to eat something that Patrick came up with.

      “I do. I make a wicked veggie burger that people say tastes like a real burger, and I also make the best crab cakes around.”

      “I’ll do the veggie burger.” She looked behind her to the counter where her pies were. “ I just need to put these away.”

      “Yeah, go ahead and then go sit at the bar. I’ll bring the food out to you.”

      Nodding, she got busy storing her pies in the extra large fridge. When she finished, she slid out the door and back into the restaurant before Patrick could notice her. Finally she could breathe again.

      Finding a seat at the bar, she waited for Sabrina to walk over to her.

      “You’re eating?” She sounded surprised and she had every right to. She’d never stayed to eat.

      “Patrick talked me into it.”

      “Was he back there gushing all over you? I swear that man eats more of your cupcakes than we sell.”

      That shocked her. “Um, we actually know each other.”

      “No way! How?”

      “I was best friends with his sister throughout middle school and high school.”

      “Small world.”

      “Yeah, small world.” She ordered a soda and sipped it once Sabrina brought it to her.

      The way she’d acted with Patrick was why she didn’t go out or have a social life. She could function at jobs or school around guys but, when it came to social situations and small talk. she panicked. She had always been that way. In high school and then in college. Angela had asked her once if she’d had some kind of trauma with men because she’d noticed how bad it was.

      But there was nothing like that in her past.

      Her dad was great and all her male family members were good guys. There’d been no other guy who had been close enough to her to hurt her.

      Yes, that meant she was a virgin. In every way imaginable.

      She’d never kissed or held hands. Never even been on a date.

      She was a twenty-three year old freak of nature.

      If she didn’t get herself under control, she would one day be an eighty year old freak of nature.

      She might as well have become a nun. At least then there would be a reason for her lack of experience.

      Sighing, she lifted the straw to her lips, taking another sip of her soda. How had she let it get this bad?

      When something brushed up against her, she jumped, almost knocking the plate out of Patrick’s hand.

      “Whoa,” he said, his fingers touching her shoulder, “it’s just me.”

      Like that made it better.

      “Sorry, I was just in my own thoughts.” While not a total lie, it also wasn’t the whole truth.

      “I added Wes’s amazing homemade fries on the side.”

      Looking at the plate she saw a mouthwatering burger and a plate piled high with fries. “Thanks.”

      “Let me know how you like it.”

      She nodded, turning back to her plate. He walked away, leaving her alone once again.

      Alone. Always alone.

      That was the story of her life.

      “What the hell was that?” Sabrina asked

      “What was what?”

      “The look on your face when Patrick came up beside you. You looked like you saw a ghost.”

      Oh hell. Just her luck that Sabrina had noticed her reaction. “It was nothing, he just scared me.”

      “Bullshit.” She leaned closer over the bar. “Is everything okay?”

      She waved a hand in front of her face. “Really it’s fine. I just don’t do well around men.”

      Sabrina scrunched up her face, moving back a little. “That actually makes a lot of sense. I’ve never seen you with a guy, or even heard you talk about any guys.”

      “It’s always been this way. I freak out and lock up when men are around. I do okay in a work setting or school, mostly, and if the guy is married, it’s easier, but otherwise…” she trailed off shrugging her shoulders.

      “What about dating?”

      “I don’t do that either.”

      “You don’t date. Like ever?”

      She shook her head.

      “I’m not sure what to do with this info. I’m gonna need some time to process. Eat and I’ll be back.”

      Dani did as Sabrina said and as soon as she took a bite of the veggie burger, she was in heaven. It was delicious. Beyond delicious. It was full of flavor and juicy just like a real burger. She couldn’t stop herself from moaning around the bite she’d taken, closing her eyes as she did so.

      “Yeah, you might not want to do that,” she heard Sabrina’s voice forcing her to open her eyes.

      “Do what?”

      “Moan like that in a public place.”

      Slapping her hand over her mouth she mumbled, “You heard that?”

      “I think the whole place heard it.”

      Her body stiffened in fear. This is why she didn’t leave her house other than for work. She had no clue how to function in normal, everyday settings.

      “It’s fine. If anything, every guy in here now wants to do you.”

      She wanted to look around, see if anyone was looking at her, but the fear kept her from doing so. “I have to go.” She pushed back from the bar, stepping off the stool practically running out of the place.

      The whole time she ran, she kept thinking how out of control this was getting.

      Something had to give and soon.
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      Patrick watched Dani run out of the restaurant, a scared look on her face.

      She’d always been a little bit of an odd kid when she’d hung out with his sister. But, that hadn’t stopped him from thinking she was funny, and the baker of the best fucking cupcakes he’d ever tasted. Even as a young teenager, the girl could bake. But now, her talent was incredible.

      How he hadn’t guessed that she was the baker, he did not understand. Now that he knew, it was so obvious. She had a unique taste to her buttercream frosting. A taste he knew because he had eaten so many of her cupcakes every time he’d come home from college.

      He could still remember the first time he’d tasted one of her cupcakes. He’d walked in the door and no one had been home. Sitting on the kitchen counter were a dozen cupcakes. He figured his mom had gotten them for him because it was his first time back home since he’d moved away.

      The first bite was like tasting heaven. It was magnificent, so much so that he’d eaten four before he realized what he’d done. When his mom walked in and saw what he’d done, she’d scolded him, saying that they had been for dessert.

      He asked where she’d gotten them, hoping he could pick up some more, and that’s when he’d found out that his thirteen year old sister’s friend had baked them.

      It had stunned him.

      Then at dinner, he’d met her. She was a shy girl, but when she let her guard down, she was funny. For a young teenager. His own sister was just annoying, but to him, Danielle was different. Not different in a sexual way, hell she was only thirteen, and he was a man who liked girls his own age. She just didn’t seem as teeny boppy as his own sister.

      He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen her, maybe Angela’s graduation party, but even then he didn’t have a reaction to her. Not like the one he’d just had.

      When he’d turned around and saw her, his first thought was how had he gotten so lucky to have a gorgeous woman in the kitchen. Then he recognized her. Long, dark brown hair cascaded halfway down her back now, when in high school, she’d always worn it short. Her body, which had been that of a young girl, all bones and lines, was now full on woman. Curves as far as the eye could see. Boobs, ass, and a waist that was made for a man to hold onto.

      Fuck, he was having very dirty thoughts about someone he probably shouldn’t be. Just as he’d had when he saw her.

      But, all the dirty thoughts evaporated when he’d seen how scared she’d been to talk to him, or even be in his presence. The fear in her eyes was real and the only thing he could think to do was to keep talking hoping she would relax. And she had. At least until he’d brought her food out to her.

      When he’d reached around her to set her plate on the bar, his arm had brushed her shoulder. She stiffened immediately, her face once again showing fear.

      The urge to take her in his arms and promise that everything would be okay was strong.

      Instead, he walked away, in the hopes that she would relax once more and enjoy her lunch. Then he’d peeked out of the kitchen just in time to see her running for the door.

      Why was she so spooked?

      Finishing the last of the orders, he walked out of the kitchen and to the bar where Sabrina was cleaning.

      “What happened to Dani?” He motioned to her plate that still sat at the bar.

      She sighed. “I don’t know. One minute she was moaning around a bite of your veggie burger and the next she was running out the door.”

      “Aren’t you guys friends?”

      “We are, but not the kind of friends who hang out all that often. Honestly, the only time I’ve seen her in public was the first time we met and a couple of times here.” She stopped cleaning glasses and looked up at him. “She said you guys knew each other?”

      “Yeah, she was best friends with my sister for awhile.”

      “I’m not sure what her deal is, but from my perspective, she has some fear issues.”

      “I noticed that too.” He pursed his lips, leaning against the counter. “She was a shy kid but I never saw the fear I saw today.”

      “She’s a nice person, and funny. It’s one of the reasons we became friends. She was crying into her beer where I was working and when we talked, her humor, even though she was sad, came through.”

      Patrick wanted to ask what she’d been crying about but stopped himself. If Dani was afraid of him in person, she definitely wouldn’t be happy with him digging into her past.

      Walking over to the cupcake stand, he pulled one off to take in back with him. When he was alone, he took a bite, closing his eyes to savor the flavors. As always, her cupcakes were the best part of his day.

      Only, up until an hour ago, he’d had no idea it was her.

      Shaking his head, he took another bite, swallowing it down and licking his fingers. God, what she did to buttercream frosting was life altering.

      He wished the only image of her in his head was of her gorgeous curves, but instead, all he could see was the fear across her face when she ran out of the restaurant.

      And that made his heart hurt.

      He cleaned the kitchen from the lunch rush as he continued to think of Dani.

      Dani.

      He liked her shortened name.

      It was a little funny that he’d gone from Pat to Patrick and she’d gone from Danielle to Dani. It’s like they both needed to be someone else.

      He’d hated his name through high school. Pat.

      It was so...old man.

      So, when he’d gotten to college, he’d started going by Patrick. Only his family refused to call him anything but Pat. Which was why Dani knew him that way.

      He wasn’t a cool guy in high school. He was the shy kid who played the clarinet in the marching band and took art classes instead of gym. But in college, he’d found himself. He’d still been shy, but he’d learned that talking to people, taking an interest in them, could get you far in life.

      And he’d found food.

      Food had been his saving grace. Plus, people liked food, and that meant people liked him. He’d taken classes and soon found himself getting a culinary arts degree. Like all college graduates, finding a job hadn’t been easy, especially finding one he’d enjoyed. He’d hopped around for a while before settling in at Buchanan’s in Woodridge. After just three years there, he’d been bored. Then Sabrina called him, informing him about the job at Dockside.

      It was perfect for him. Wes was quite possibly the best boss. He let him make up dishes, try out new foods, and didn’t look over his shoulder all the time like he was incompetent.

      He trusted him.

      That felt good.

      Now he had a job he loved, a new apartment right down the road, and people he could count on.

      Life wasn’t half bad.

      Especially now that there was a beautiful, curvy, shy goddess involved.

      He wondered again what made her so fearful. Was it him? Or was it guys in general? And if it was just guys, why?

      He hated to see her so afraid, especially of him.

      He was just finishing sweeping up the floor when Wes pushed through the door to the kitchen.

      “Damn it’s hot out there today.” He waltzed in wearing his normal work attire of jeans and a t-shirt with Dockside scrolled across the front.

      “I wouldn’t know considering I’ve been here since eight.”

      “That’s what you get for not cleaning up last night.” Wes always cleaned at night so he could arrive right before opening.

      But Patrick, he liked to go home as soon as the place closed, but that meant his getting up early to clean.

      “Yeah, yeah, I might have gotten here earlier, but I was home before eleven. Something you never do.”

      “Just remember, no matter what time I get home, I get to slide into bed beside a beautiful woman who loves me.”

      “Now you’re just bragging.”

      “You bet your ass I am.” Wes laughed and peeled potatoes. “How was the lunch rush?”

      “Steady.”

      “Good. We need summer to keep being busy so it helps us through Fall and Winter.”

      “Are you worried about that? Not being busy in the Winter?”

      “I was, but a couple of nights ago Julia and Carly were talking and they came up with a few great ideas to keep me in business. A trivia night, a local band or musician one night, and maybe even a themed food night. I was also thinking we could have a meatball making class using your recipe. Charge a certain amount and people could come learn to make meatballs, have some bread and wine with them.”

      “Those are all great ideas.” It felt good that Wes wanted to use his recipe. Made him feel needed and useful.

      “I think we will keep a lot of our base, but I also know how cold and shitty winters can be around here. There are days people just don’t want to leave their homes.”

      “Maybe we can add some comfort foods to the menu. Soups, chili’s, things like that?”

      “Good thinking. New foods will bring in more people.”

      “We could also change up the desserts.” Now why did he have to go and mention that. Probably because as hard as he tried, he could not get Dani off his mind.

      “I’m sure Dani would be game to try some new things.” He looked at Patrick. “Did she bring the cupcakes and pies by today?”

      He cleared his throat to make sure he could speak. “Yeah.”

      “I tell ya that girl is a miracle worker when it comes to desserts. I don’t even eat sugar, but when it comes to her stuff, I can’t resist.” He eyed Patrick. “And don’t think I don’t know that you eat several cupcakes a day.”

      Shrugging, he walked around Wes. “They are irresistible.” So is the baker, but he kept that to himself. “I’m outta here. See you around six.”

      It was a split day for him where he cooked in the morning and then worked the floor for a few hours at night. It wasn’t ideal because he’d rather be cooking, but for a couple days a week, in order to get more hours, he had to wait tables.

      It was a good way to hear what people were saying though, and to find out what foods people enjoyed and what didn’t make the cut.

      Waving to Sabrina at the bar, he headed out the door and to his car. When he’d gotten the job in Cedarville, he’d decided to also move there. His own lease in Woodridge had been month-to-month so there’d been no problem picking up and moving. He’d found a small, one bedroom, near Dockside that was perfect for him and didn’t cut into his budget much.

      As he drove, his mind drifted back to Dani. He wondered again what could have caused her to be so skittish around him. He hated to think that somewhere along the way, he’d said or done something to scare her.

      Figuring his sister might know, he decided to call her.

      It rang once before she picked up.

      “It’s not Sunday?”

      He laughed. They generally tried to talk on Sundays because they were both so busy. “I know, but I missed you so much.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “While it is true, guess who I ran into today?”

      “I don’t have time for twenty questions, Pat.”

      Ugh, he hated when she called him Pat. “Danielle or I guess it’s Dani now.”

      “Really?” her voice perked up. “Where?”

      “At Dockside. Get this, you know those cupcakes I’m always raving about? She’s the baker.”

      “Why does that not surprise me? You always did love her cupcakes.”

      They way she said it sounded a little dirty and conjured even dirtier images in his mind.

      “How’s she doing?”

      “Good I guess, but can I ask you something?”

      “Let me guess, she was weird with you?”

      “How’d you know?”

      She sighed into the phone. “Dani is...well let’s just say she doesn’t do well around the opposite sex.”

      That should have surprised him, but after what he saw today, it made sense. “She’s always been this way I take it?”

      “Yeah, she can work through it, but it’s why she never dated and it’s also why we grew apart as friends. I wanted to go to parties or out with friends who were also guys, and she didn’t.”

      He was stuck on her never dating comment. Did that mean she still didn’t date? And if she didn’t date, how did she have sex?

      Fuck. Maybe she didn’t have sex.

      Why that turned him on, he had no idea.

      “You know, Pat, maybe you can help her. Be her friend, help her figure out how to talk to and be around men.”

      He practically choked. “What? Why me?”

      “Because she knows you. Plus, you are like a pussycat. Sweet and caring and easy to be around.”

      He wasn’t sure he liked her description of him. But he liked the thought of being around Dani more.

      He liked that a lot.

      “I’m not sure I’ll ever see her again. She usually delivers the cupcakes early, when I’m not there.”

      “Jesus, Pat, it’s not that hard to engineer a meet up. Just be there when she comes in one morning. Or I don’t know, go by her house.”

      “How can I go by her house, I don’t know where she lives.”

      “She still lives with her parents, which just so happens to be right down the street from our house. I know!” she shouted into his ear. “Have mom invite her to dinner one night when you are there. That would be perfect.”

      Rolling his eyes, he said, “Sure, mom calls her up and just invites her over after not talking to her for years? Great idea, sis.”

      “God you are an idiot. Mom can invite her parents too. They’re still friendly and see each other every now and then. It’s a legitimate scenario.”

      “If you say so.”

      “Do this for me, please? She needs to stop fearing men, and you’re the best guy I know.”

      Softening at her words, he dropped his head back against the seat as he parked his car outside his apartment building. “That’s dirty pool right there.”

      “I have to use all the weapons I have.”

      Smiling, he opened the car door and stepped out. “I’ll call mom and see what she thinks, but I can’t promise anything.”

      “You really are the best!”

      “Yeah, or maybe I’m a sucker.” He hung up the phone laughing as he walked into his building. It wasn’t a bad idea, but he wasn’t sure manipulating her was a good way to be her friend.

      On the other hand, it was an easy way to start their friendship.

      Friendship.

      Yeah sure, that was all he wanted from her.

      Her sexy curves had nothing to do with it.

      Nothing at all.
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