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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

Hello there, lovely reader. You’re looking amazing today!

Before you start reading Don’t Underestimate Me, this is a friendly reminder that Just Don’t is a serial. Which means the books that make it up are connected, so this installment starts off where book one left off. If you haven’t read Don’t Call Me Kid yet, I suggest you start there. Otherwise, carry on and enjoy this second part of Van and Parker’s story. 


CHAPTER ONE

PARKER, THE MAN I’d been in love with for the past decade, was a big fat liar! “See you around, kid.”  He’d told me after our first kiss. But I hadn’t seen him since. 

I’d been stupid enough to give him space. After pining for so long, what were a few more days of waiting, right? Only it hadn’t been mere days. I hadn’t seen Parker in two months and my withdrawal symptoms were at an all-time high. What would have happened if I’d spent more time with him before this? If we’d done more than kiss? I’d have probably gone insane. 

I’d watched him with my brother through their tumultuous relationship and subsequent failed marriage. I’d constantly worried about him after their divorce, trapped in my hopeless love for him. And then, when I’d finally started to believe Parker wouldn’t take Taylor back and I had a chance, when I got to kiss him for the first time, my next move had been to keep well away.  What kind of idiot does that? Me, that’s who. And now I regretted it with every fiber of my being. 

Parker’s infrequent calls had the same effect as nicotine patches, short lived and not entirely satisfying. My jealousy didn’t make things any better. I knew for a fact Taylor called him all the time and I worried over it. It had only been a kiss, Parker could always backpedal. He’d been with Taylor for so long. Why not give it another try?

Drew snapped his fingers in front of my eyes. He bumped my nose while doing it and that hadn’t felt like an accident. Some best friend he was!

“Hey, are you even listening to me?”

I shook myself and tried to refocus on our conversation. “Sorry, got distracted for a second.”

Drew groaned and looked up at the coffee shop’s ceiling. “Dear God, I hope Parker returns soon. You’re driving me crazy.”

I gave him a sheepish smile and mouthed a heartfelt apology. He rolled his eyes but didn’t scold me any further. 

“Any news on when he’s coming back?”

I shook my head. “Won’t know until next week when they take his aunt to the doctors.” 

Two weeks after the kiss incident, Parker’s aunt had fallen and broken her femur. She’d had surgery and was slowly recovering, but she needed someone to take care of her. She had two kids of her own, but the son had a newborn baby and a demanding job, and the daughter was an army wife and stationed abroad. Parker and his dad had come up with this brilliant solution where Parker could take care of her and work remotely. 

I sneered at the memory of our phone conversation where Parker had explained everything. I’d shown support at the time, but my selfish streak had taken over since. 

“You should have closed the deal before he left.”

I glared and considered physically hurting Drew. 

“What?” He raised both eyebrows and smirked. “You had like… weeks before he left.”

I groaned and cradled my hair. “I know. I thought he needed time to process things.”

Drew patted my shoulder. “You’ve gotten too used to lusting after him from afar. You need to be more proactive, or your chance will slip through your fingers.”

I knew as much. My brother wasn’t wasting any time, was he? But he and Parker had history. All I’d been to the man I loved for the past decade was his husband’s little brother. He still insisted on calling me kid for fuck’s sake. 

“I’ve never felt so insecure in my entire life.”

Drew sighed and forced me to look at him. “There was never any need to feel insecure or vulnerable before now. You’ve never really opened up to anyone.”

“I couldn’t. Fine,” I said, yanking my chin free. “I didn’t want to. I know it sounds strange, but I fell in love with Parker the moment I laid eyes on him. I never really wanted anyone else.”

“Yet you dated people.”

I frowned and nodded. Drew had been one of those people and we’d seen each other for a couple of months before a family event made it obvious I was in love with someone else. “Everyone told me I should get over it, so I tried my best. I never set out to deceive anyone.”

Drew smiled, his eyes soft, which only made me feel worse. “You never deceived or played me, Van. You’ve been quite honest. I’m glad we met though, I got my best friend that way.”

I checked the time and swore. “Why is it this late?”

“Do you want me to explain the passing of time to you?”

I scoffed at Drew as I put my jacket on. “No, genius, but you could come to dinner with me.”

Drew tilted his head and hummed. “I’ve already been there to distract your family twice this month. Sorry, I’d like a quiet evening.”

“Traitor.”

He laughed and patted my back. “Yes, but a traitor who’s about to enjoy another delicious mocha. Say hi to your brother for me.”

“Why?”

Drew looked away and shrugged. “I don’t judge you, how about you cut the questions and do as you’re told in return?”

It took a lot of effort, but I managed to say nothing, other than a strained goodbye. Of course, I’d noticed it over the past few years, how Drew had gotten progressively more starry-eyed around my brother. I couldn’t tell what he saw in Taylor. Not when he’d witnessed his behavior with Parker, the cheating, and, well, Taylor being his sulky, vengeful, and shallow self. Not my business, I reminded myself. Unless, God forbid, they started dating. Then I’d have to make sure my stupid brother didn’t hurt my best friend, which would take a few blood sacrifices to all the devils to achieve.

Drew’s budding feelings put me in a tough spot. Taylor’s insistence on trying to get Parker set me on edge but I didn’t want to inflict him on Drew just to distract him. 

Parker, I can’t wait for you to get back. This long waiting game was killing me. Guilt hit me just as my previous thought came about. Parker’s aunt had gone through a serious health issue. I couldn’t be that selfish, I couldn’t start behaving like Taylor. 

I drove to my parents’ place, trying to relax on the way there. The traffic wasn’t horrible, and I managed to get to a calm state before arriving. It wouldn’t last long, but it would help. 

“There you are,” Mom said as I stepped through the door. “You’re late.”

I checked the time while hugging her. “No, I’m not.” 

“Not for dinner. But you’re late for a proper chat with your mother.”

I chuckled and kissed her cheek. “Okay, I’ll make sure to arrive early for the next dinner.”

“That’s my baby boy.”

I sighed when she turned her back to me. My delayed arrivals had been by design. I’d always had a hard time hiding things from her and kissing Parker qualified as a huge secret. She was still rooting for Taylor’s reconciliation with his husband, I didn’t think she’d take my news well. 

“Hey, little brother. Mom was lonely without you.” Bitter as always, Taylor crossed his arms over his chest and pouted.

I’d always wanted to be closer to my brother. For the entirety of my childhood and teens, I’d even tried to achieve that. I’d given up in college, because he’d rejected all my attempts. Now that we were both adults, I couldn’t help feeling a little sad every time I saw him. I knew there was no hope for us. Yet deep down, I was the same naive child wishing his older brother would accept him. 


CHAPTER TWO

I RETURNED HOME, queasy and with a pounding headache. Some of it from all the food, most of it from the uncomfortable conversation with my family. They’d asked questions I couldn’t answer, like what was on my mind or what I’d been up to. I’d used work and Drew as much as I could, but Mom picked up on my hiding something. She’d even cornered me in the kitchen to try to get it out of me. Somehow, I’d resisted the temptation to pour my soul out. 

The feel of being in my own apartment soothed me and the painkiller I took made the headache disappear. I crashed on the couch and stared at the remote control. I could find something to watch on Netflix. Or I could do what I really wanted. 

I checked the time, decided it wasn’t that late, and dialed Parker’s number.

“Hey, kid,” he said in a groggy voice. 

“Sorry. Did I wake you?”

I heard some faint rustling. “Nope. I was just resting my eyes.”

I pressed the phone closer to my ear. “I really am sorry. I should have just texted.”

“No, I’m glad you called. I kind of missed hearing your voice.”

It had been a while since we’d managed to have a conversation that wasn’t through text messages. I still hadn’t expected him to miss me. Or to say it out loud.

“I’ve missed you too.”

Silence and a little static came through the line. It didn’t bother me, not when I could hear his breathing if I listened hard enough. 

“If I’d known this would take so long, I would have come to see you before leaving.”

I sighed and rubbed my eyes. “It’s fine, we’ll have time to see each other when you’re back.”

“If everything goes according to plan, I’ll be there by the end of the week.”

I grinned and lay down on the couch, stretching and letting out a satisfied moan. “I can’t fucking wait.”

“I’d ask you exactly what you had in mind for our reunion, but my aunt has very thin walls.”

I shivered at the sound of his sultry voice. I’d heard that tone before, but only in my wildest dreams had he’d used it on me. “Just hurry up and get here. I promise to show you every little thing I thought of doing to you while you were gone.”

Parker cursed and we both chuckled like conspiring teenagers. “You’d better. Good night, kid.”

“I thought we agreed you wouldn’t call me that.”

He huffed. “I don’t remember ever doing that. I’ll talk to you soon.”

I hung up and dropped the phone on my chest. I closed my eyes and pictured Parker as I’d seen him last. His body warm and hard against me, the sparkle of desire in his eyes. I moaned and turned face down. I wouldn’t jerk off to that image tonight. I’d hold off, wait for him to get here. And then I’d enact as many of the fantasies I’d collected over the past ten years as I could. Or he’d caress my cheek and I’d come in my pants like an overly excited kid. That was a strong possibility. 

***

Parker should have been boarding right about now. I sighed and tried to focus on my work. It would still be a long while until he arrived. Besides, he hadn’t wanted me to go pick him up. I wasn’t too bitter about it. It made sense his dad would want to do that. 

I found it hard to remember other people missed Parker too. I stared at the piling work emails and groaned. How exactly did I focus now that I knew he’d be in the same city as me in a few short hours?

My doorbell rang, and I slumped my shoulders, relieved I could procrastinate a while longer. I walked to the door with a spring in my step. It didn’t matter who it was, as long as I could take a break from pretending to work. 

“Hey, little brother.”

I’d been wrong, it did matter. I considered slamming the door in Taylor’s face. Staring at my computer sounded a lot better than dealing with him. Before I managed to decide either way, Taylor walked right past me and made his way to the kitchen. He dropped a pile of food containers, then strolled to the living room and sat on the couch, right on my favorite spot. He didn’t know I had a favorite spot, we weren’t that close, but Taylor had this special gift: always sensing how to annoy me the most. 

“What do you want?”

Taylor rolled his eyes. “How welcoming you are! You skipped family dinner. Mom sent me over with food.”

“And to check up on me.” I crossed my arms over my chest and refused to sit. 

Taylor extended his arm along the couch and crossed his legs. “That’s what happens when you dodge her calls.”

“I’ve been busy. Work is crazy right now.” That wasn’t the biggest lie I’d told recently. We were less than two months away from Christmas, most companies got busy at this time of year, it made sense my clients would be more demanding. 

Taylor inspected me head to toe, then grinned. “You’re lying, Van. I know how you look when you’re swamped with work. You’re too groomed and don’t have dark enough circles under your eyes.”
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