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Blurb




She’s off-limits, but this pro-baller has never been one to follow rules. 

Kendall Graves has been in love with her brother’s friend for as long as she can remember. Unfortunately, he’s never felt the same about her. She’s always just been his buddy’s annoying little sister. Until now.

When professional baseball player, Pete Saunders, agrees to let Kendall stay with him while she’s in town, it never occurred to him she’d tempt him to break bro-code. Rule number 1- don’t touch your friend/teammate’s sister. Rule number 2- see rule number 1. 

But this Kendall is a whole lot different from the awkward little sister he remembered. This Kendall is sexy, stacked, and so freaking smart. It’s enough to tempt anyone. And what his buddy doesn’t know won’t hurt him.

 Casual he can do. Relationships? Not a chance. True love is just some crap people tell themselves so they don’t have to be alone. He’s not about to blow-up his whole life over something temporary. So why can’t he stop thinking about her?
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Chapter One




Holy cow, this was really happening. Today was the day she was finally going to get Pete Saunders out of her system once and for all. The man had been living in her head rent free for too long.  

Kendall’s hands trembled as she knocked on Pete’s front door. Shifting her carry-on bag up her shoulder while she waited for him to answer, she mentally prepared herself for seeing him again. Taking a deep breath, she exhaled, trying to calm her nerves. Oh boy. 

She couldn’t believe she was staying at Pete’s house, or that he’d agreed. When her brother, Ryan, had suggested she stay with his best friend while she was in town, she’d thought he was crazy. But the more she’d thought about it, the more it seemed like the perfect way to finally get over this stupid adolescent crush. Well, here’s hoping the reality lives up to her vivid imagination. 

The front door opened and her teenage crush stood before her, in the flesh, and even better than she remembered. The air whooshed out of her lungs at the first sight of him in his low-slung, gray sweatpants and threadbare Metallica t-shirt. She thought she’d been prepared. Clearly, she wasn’t. What was it about this man that he always affected her like this? 

Pete stared back at her, not saying anything, and she shifted nervously on her feet. “Hey. Sorry, I’m late. There were some issues with the plane.”

“No problem,” he replied. His green eyes scanned down her body, lingering on her waist, then back up. She licked her lips. Pete had never looked at her like this before. Like she was a woman and not just his friend’s annoying little sister. Damn, it was a heady feeling.

She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around him. “Hi, thanks for letting me stay.”

“Of course.” He stepped back and looked down at her. “It’s good to see you, Peanut.”

And they were back. Whatever that brief look had been, it was gone. Now she was just Ryan’s kid sister, Peanut.

“Can we not call me that? Please.”

Pete’s eyes twinkled as he smirked at her. “What? You don’t like the nickname?” He chucked her on the chin. “It’s cute ’cuz you’re so little.”

“I’m not that small,” she grumbled.

Pete raised his eyebrow. “You’re not very big.”

She placed her hands on her hips and glared at him. “Next to you? No. But I’m 5′4. That’s average, I’ll have you know.”

He chuckled and raised his hands up in defeat. “Sorry, my mistake.”

She stepped past him and walked into the entranceway. Her eyes were drawn to the exposed brick and wood beams. His place was beautiful, so warm and inviting. When she’d first pulled up to the older building, she’d expected some modern converted warehouse with lots of metal and white. But this was anything but that. “Wow,” she murmured.

Pete smiled. “Come on in.”

A calico cat popped out from behind the entranceway bench and wove its way around her legs. “Well, hello there. And who are you?” Kendall said as she bent down to scratch the fur behind the cat’s ears.

“That’s Mooch,” Pete replied.

“Mooch? Seriously?” 

“Yeah, it fits him perfectly. He looks all cute and innocent, but he’s not. He’s crafty.” Pete narrowed his eyes as he looked at the cat in question.

“When did you get a cat? I thought you hated them.”  The boy she remembered had sided with Ryan to convince her parents not to allow her to get a cat when she was 15 because they smelled and were gross. Never in a million years would she have pictured him with one of his own.

“I do, but—” He bent down and scooped up Mooch. “He’s not really mine.”

“Oh no?” She eyed the cat tree in the corner of the room. “He looks like he’s your cat.”

“He’s not. He’s just recovering from an injury and needed a place to crash.” He stroked his hand along the back flank of the cat and she saw the injury to his hind leg.

Kendall bit her cheek to hold in her laugh at his serious tone. “Gotcha, he’s just a temporary roommate, then?” She walked closer to examine the stitches. “How’d he get hurt?” she asked.

“The vet wasn’t sure, but thought maybe he’d been in a fight.”

“The vet?” She smirked, then coughed to hide her amusement. “So, you took the cat that isn’t yours to the vet?”

“Well…” Pete’s ears turned red as he looked down at the ground. “He was hurt.” He rubbed the back of his neck, his bicep flexing with the movement. “I couldn’t just leave him.”

She stroked the cat’s ear and glanced up at Pete. Her heartbeat quickened the way it always did when she was close to her brother’s good friend. He even smelled good. “How did you know he was hurt?”

He shrugged. “He came over to show me?”

Kendall snorted. “What do you mean, he came over to show you?”

Pete glanced at her and scowled. “He’s been hanging around lately and he showed up yesterday morning and he looked pretty rough, so I took him to the vet. They had to put a drain in his leg so it doesn’t get infected, and I couldn’t just put him back on the street when it will need to be taken out in a few days.”

“Of course not. So, you got a cat.”

“No, it’s just temporary.” Pete scowled.

“And the cat tree?” she asked, indicating the elaborate tree in the corner.

“I didn’t want him to get bored,” Pete muttered.

Oh my god, could the man be any sweeter? She patted him on the shoulder. “I hate to break it to you, but I think you’ve got yourself a cat.”

He glanced down at the cat in his arms. “Shit.”

Kendall laughed. “All right, show me around this ridiculous place of yours.” She looked at the high warehouse ceilings in the living room and over to the wooden staircase that led to what looked like additional rooms upstairs. “How did you find this place?” She trailed her hand along the smooth kitchen countertop. The kitchen was a cook’s dream. She traced the lines in the quartz that made it look like marble. It was exactly the counters she would have chosen if she had her own home.

“You don’t like it?” Pete asked.

“What? No, I love it, it’s amazing.”

“Oh, you said ridiculous, so I wasn’t sure.”

She squeezed his arm at the hint of vulnerability she heard in his voice. “I meant ridiculous in a good way.”

Pete grinned, exposing his perfect white teeth. Her heart fluttered in her chest. It was no wonder he had all kinds of product endorsements. The man was gorgeous.

“Your brother thought I was an idiot when I bought this place.”

“Yeah, well, my brother has no vision.” She looked around the open floor plan of the warehouse. “Does this go right out to water?” She dashed towards the large sliding glass doors along the back wall.

“Yeah. I’ve got a dock with my boat right outside. It’s perfect.”

She looked at the wall of glass along the entire side of the space. “What about privacy?” she asked, pointing at the windows.

“One way glass. I can see out, but no one can see in.”

“Oh, that’s genius,” she replied.

Pete waggled his eyebrows. “I’m not just a pretty face.”

“Well, smart enough to buy a cool place when you see one,” she teased.

“No, this was just a huge abandoned old warehouse when I bought it. That’s why your brother thought I was nuts to want to live here. I had it converted into three separate units. I sold the other two, which paid for mine.”

“Seriously?” She looked around the space with fresh eyes. Seeing everything about the place differently now that she knew Pete had a hand in creating the entire place. “I didn’t know you knew how to do this kind of stuff.”

He laughed. “I don’t, but I’m smart enough to hire people who can build it the way I want.”

“But you picked out everything and designed it?” 

His face turned red and he shrugged. “I know what I like, so it’s not that hard to hire people to do it when you have money.”

“Do you have pictures of it from before?” 

“Yeah.” He grabbed her hand. Excitement zipped through her veins at the simple contact. Good lord, she really was like a schoolgirl around him. “Come here,” he said as he tugged her towards a door on the left that led into a huge home gym. He stopped in front of a row of large, framed photographs of an old, rundown and grungy warehouse.

She leaned in closer to look at the pictures. “Is this it?” She trailed her fingers along the photo. It looked nothing like the place now. “Wow, Pete. This is amazing. I don’t know how you looked at that and made this.”

He laughed. “Again, I didn’t make it. I hired people to make it.” He looked around the room. “Well, this is clearly the gym. Feel free to use it while you are here.” He glanced back at her. “You never said how long you were here for.”

“I think I’ll be here a week. I hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah, of course it’s fine. You can stay as long as you need to,” he told her.

They walked back out into the main living area, and Pete gestured to the stairs along the right side of the room. “Bedrooms are upstairs.” He gestured for her to go first.

“Are you helping Ryan with his renos, because he’d be an idiot not to have asked your opinion after seeing this place?” 

“Yeah, I helped him with a few things. We have pretty different taste.”

Kendall snorted. That was putting it mildly. Her big brother was a traditionalist. Ever since he was a little boy and talked about making it to the major leagues, he’d dreamed of having a big house with a gate that he needed to buzz people into and the house had to have a pool. When he’d finally bought his first home, those things had still been on the top of the list. “I have to admit, I thought I was a bit more traditional too, but now that I’ve seen this place, I think you’ve converted me.”

A smile split across Pete’s face. “Yeah?”

“Oh my god, yes. Now show me the bedroom.”

Silence filled the room. She glanced over at him and the air crackled between them. He stared at her, then cleared his throat and the moment was gone. “Right, I’ll show you to your room.”

What had that been about? She’d had a crush on Pete since the first time she’d laid eyes on him when she was twelve years old and it had never gone away. If anything, over the years, her crush had grown. Now, being here in his space. Seeing what he created and getting this inside glimpse of the man he’d become. The crush would never go away. She’d always just assumed she didn’t stand a chance, but if that look was anything to go by, maybe she did.

Conscious of Pete walking up the stairs behind her, she slowed down slightly and added a little extra sway to her hips. She heard him groan behind her.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Nothing. I just noticed the cat’s toy is leaning against the built-in vacuum vent and I don’t want to forget to move it before I turn it on.”

“Gotcha.” She smirked and flipped her brown hair over her shoulder. Seducing Pete Saunders just became her new mission while she was here. If he was interested in her in the least, there was no way she wasn’t making the most of this trip.

At the top of the stairs, Pete brushed past her and walked into a large bedroom. A king-sized bed sat in the center of the room. Large windows looked out over the harbor. “One way glass in here too?” she asked.

“Of course.” He picked up a remote from the bedside table. “You can add some extra tint to the windows as well if you don’t like the sun beaming in. It’s kind of like built-in blinds, but it’s just a window filter.” He set the remote down on the table. “I like being woken up to the morning sun, but I know not everyone does.” He continued to walk deeper into the bedroom. “You have your own bathroom through here,” he said, and led her through the doorway. 

“Wow. This bathroom alone is as big as my bedroom at home.” She eyed up the steam shower with multiple heads and moaned. “Oh, I’m going to enjoy using that.”

Pete cleared his throat. “Right, uh…um…make yourself at home. The towels on the rack are clean.” He glanced at her, then back at the shower. “I’ll um…I’ll let you get settled.”

“Uh-uh, I want to see your room,” she replied.

Pete groaned. “Sure.”

“What’s the groan about?” she asked.

“Nothing. I didn’t groan.”

“Yeah, you did.”

“Jesus, Ken, drop it, please.”

She stepped closer to him, and he stepped back. “Do I make you uncomfortable, Pete?” she asked.

“What? No, of course not.” 

Interesting. Then why did he look like he wanted to flee? She took another step toward him. His eyes darkened as he held her stare. “You sure?” she whispered.

“Be careful, Kendall.”

“Of what?”

“What you’re asking for,” he replied. His nostrils flared as he watched her.

She placed her hand against his muscular chest. “What am I asking for?” She licked her lips as she held his stare.

“Fuck,” he muttered and stepped away from her. “That’s a bad idea, Kendall, and you know it.”

“Why is it a bad idea?”

“Because your brother would kill me,” Pete protested.

“No, he wouldn’t. You guys are friends. He likes you.”

Pete rolled his eyes. “There’s a big difference between liking me as a buddy and liking me enough to let me touch his sister. Ryan doesn’t like anyone that much.”

“Well then, it’s a good thing my brother doesn’t get to decide who I fuck.”

“Jesus,” Pete groaned.

“In case you hadn’t noticed. I’m all grown-up, Pete.”

“Believe me, I noticed,” he grumbled.

“So, what’s the problem?” she asked and stepped toward him again. “We’re obviously attracted to each other. We’re both healthy, single adults. What’s the harm in having a little fun while I’m here?”

“Again, your brother is one of my best friends and he’d kill me if I took advantage of you while you’re staying with me.”

“Oh my god, did you seriously just say that?” Kendall scoffed. “Take advantage of me, because the poor little lady couldn’t possibly know her own mind.” She poked him in the chest. “Believe me, Pete. I know my own mind and if I fuck a guy, it’s because I want to fuck him. Not because I’m so naïve he’s tricked me into it.” 

He caught her hand as she continued to poke his chest. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he growled. “There’s just like a code that you don’t cross. You don’t fuck your friend’s ex, and you sure as hell keep your hands off his sister.”

“But what if the sister wants you to put your hands on her?” She leaned in so their bodies were touching and he sucked in a breath. 

“Still, he’d kill me if he found out.”

“So maybe he doesn’t need to find out,” she whispered as she leaned in closer and shifted her hips. She could feel him getting hard against her stomach. He was definitely not immune to her. “I’m only here for a week, Pete. My brother is out of town. You and I barely ever see each other.” She leaned in and whispered in his ear. “No one would ever have to know.” 

His hand curled around her hip and she bit back a smile. Not wanting to press her luck, she stepped back. “Think about it,” she said and turned and walked out of the bathroom.

His body tensed like a caged animal and he looked around the room. “We should head back downstairs,” he said.

“Sure.”

Pete started to push past her. When his chest brushed against her shoulder, he stopped, muttered something unintelligible, and gestured for her to go first. Kendall bit back a smile. It was like he was scared to touch her. Maybe this would be easier than she thought.








  
  
Chapter Two




Pete reached into the fridge and pulled out a couple of bottles of water. He slid one across the island toward Kendall.  

Shit, even the kitchen wasn’t big enough. Who knew she’d grown up to be so hot? She’d always been attractive, but the woman standing in front of him was a freaking knockout. When had Ryan’s little sister become this sexy woman? This was not good. 

When he’d said yes to letting her stay with him, he’d been thinking of teenaged Kendall, cute but awkward. Not someone he’d be tempted to break bro-code over. But this Kendall was a whole other story. As if they had a mind of their own, his eyes trailed down her body, lingering on the exposed swatch of skin where her shirt pulled up as she leaned against the counter, exposing her smooth flat stomach. 

 He needed to do something to get them outside and away from all the surfaces his mind was busy picturing her spread out on. The island had never looked better to him. He cleared his throat. 

“You still like to hike?” he asked.

“Yeah, love it.”

“Did you bring something you can walk in?”

Kendall rolled her eyes. “Um, come on Pete, of course I brought something I can walk in. I brought all my workout stuff with me. How hard a hike are we talking? Do I need to change or just grab runners?”

“I thought we’d just do Torrey Pines. It’s pretty easy, but has amazing views and will get us out of the house.”

Kendall flashed him an amused smile. “Well, by all means, let’s go get some fresh air. Let me just grab my shoes.” She turned and jogged up the stairs towards the bedroom. 

When she disappeared from view, he realized he’d been watching her the entire time. Crap. He needed to get it together. As sexy as Kendall was, she was Ryan’s sister. He’d asked him to watch over her while she was in town. That sure as hell didn’t include watching her naked. Shit, now he really wanted to see her naked. He dropped his head back and looked up at the ceiling, and took a deep, cleansing breath.

Shaking off the images of Kendall naked, he grabbed a backpack off the hook by the front door and threw their water bottles inside. He dropped onto the bench and slid his feet into sneakers. At the sound of Kendall descending the stairs, he glanced up and sucked in a breath. She’d tied her hair up into a high ponytail, and he could just picture pulling out the elastic and watching her caramel brown hair tumble around her shoulders. Keeping his hands to himself this week was going to be a lot harder than he’d ever imagined.

Kendall walked up to him and wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into another hug. “It’s really great to see you again. Thanks for taking the time to hang out and show me around. I’ve missed hiking and doing all that outdoorsy stuff.”

At the feel of her body against him, his dick instantly joined the party. So not cool. He gave her a stiff hug and stepped back. This was Ryan’s little sister. She’s off limits. He mentally chastised himself. 

Annoyed with his body’s response, he clenched his jaw. What the hell was wrong with him? Grabbing the keys out of the bowl, he pulled open the front door. “All right, let’s go,” he muttered.

He wandered over to his Range Rover and double clicked the key fob to unlock the doors. 

“Nice,” Kendall said as she pulled open the door. “I’ve always really liked these cars.” She ran her hand along the seat and sighed. Pete’s dick twitched at the sound as he watched her stroking the buttery soft leather. 

“Don’t you just want to wrap yourself in this leather?” she asked.

“Uh…um, never really thought about it.” He’d like to wrap something around her all right. God, he was an asshole. Not everything she said needed to be taken sexually. He watched her as she clicked her seatbelt, then stroked the leather again. His fingers clenched around the steering wheel. Tell that to his dick. 

Throwing the car in reverse, he hit the gas and peeled out of the stall. The faster he got to where they were going, the faster he could get out of this confined space with Kendall. 

“Do you mind?” she asked as she touched the knob for the stereo.

“Not at all,” he muttered.

Kendall scrolled through the stations until she found something she liked. She leaned her head back against the seat and faced him, her fingers still trailing along the seat.

“Can you please stop stroking the goddamn seat,” he growled.

Kendall winced and pulled her hands into her lap. “Sorry.”

“Shit, no I’m sorry.” He exhaled audibly. “You just got me a little amped up with the sex talk and then the stroking and—” He paused. “Yeah, uh… not to be a dick, I’m just trying really hard not to think about you like that and it’s a little hard when you keep rubbing the chair and making those little noises.”

“I’m not making noises,” she gasped.  

“Yeah, you are. And it’s driving me fucking crazy, so can you just—”

She clasped her hands tightly together like she’d been chastised at school. God, he was a grown-ass man. He should be able to be alone in a car with a beautiful woman and not be ruled by his hormones. 

“Sorry.” She turned her head and looked at him again. “I’m not going to lie and say I’m sorry you’re attracted to me, but I’m sorry if you are feeling pressured. I would never want to do that to you.”

“I’m not feeling pressured,” he grumbled. 

Kendall’s soft laughter filled the car and some of the tension eased from his body. 

“So, tell me about where we’re going?”

“Torrey Pines, it’s not a hard hike at all, but I think you’ll like it.” He checked over his shoulder, then changed lanes. “The path walks along the bluffs and overlooks the water. With the breeze off the ocean, and the birds, it’s always really nice, peaceful, even when it’s busy, which it shouldn’t be too bad today.”

“Sounds perfect.”

“How are the folks?

“Eh, same ol’ same ol’. They’re happy Ryan was traded to this side of the country so they can see their baby boy more often.”

“Good for them, kind of shitty for you, hey?”

“It won’t make too much of a difference for me, I don’t think, other than in the offseason. We didn’t really see each other very much when he was playing. At least now he’ll play in Atlanta, so I’ll get to see him when you have games in town.”

“Oh yeah, decisions, decisions. Do you cheer for the home team or big brother?”

“My loyalties will be torn for sure, but seeing how Ryan wouldn’t have made it to the Bigs if he hadn’t been whipping balls at my head when we were kids, I should probably cheer for him.”  

“You played catch with him?”

“Sure. I played softball growing up, so we practiced a lot together when we were young.” 

“I didn’t know you played softball.” 

“Yep, DIV1 scholarship and everything.”

“Seriously? You were that good? Why did I not know this about you?”

She shrugged. “DIV1 girls’ softball doesn’t exactly hold a candle to a major league contract.”

“I don’t know. That’s still pretty freaking impressive.”

“Mmm,” she mumbled something that sounded like, “Tell that to my parents.”

“I’ll bet your parents were pretty happy that both you and Ry got free rides to school. They must be really proud of you both.”

“Yeah, mom and dad are ridiculously proud of Ryan. I don’t think they meet anyone who doesn’t quickly find out about their major league son.”

“They must brag about you a lot, too. God, if I’d gone to college, my mom would have been over the moon. I think she would have bragged about that more than she ever brags about my baseball.”

“How’s your mom doing?”

“She’s doing good. She’s looking forward to coming down for a visit in the summer.” 

“That’s nice that she’s coming for a visit,” Kendall replied.

“Yeah, do your folks ever make it to Atlanta?”

“No.”

“Never?”

“Nope, they’ve never been.”

“Seriously? I thought they went to Florida last year for Ryan’s training camp.”

“Yep, they did.” Kendall shifted in her seat and flicked the radio dial to a new station.

“And they didn’t stop and see you?”

“No, I went down to Florida for a few days and saw them.”

“Huh.” He couldn’t imagine his mom coming that close and not stopping in to see where he lived. He knew Ryan’s parents were coming to town to see his new place later in the summer. It was strange they hadn’t gone to see Kendall’s. “What do they think of your fancy job?”

“I wouldn’t call it fancy,” she replied. “But they’re happy I can support myself and don’t need money.” She turned and looked out the window without elaborating any further. He waited for her to say something, but she just continued to look out the window.

"Say hi next time you're talking to them." He thought back to all the times he'd been at their house and how welcoming they always were. That hadn't always been the case with his friends growing up. "Your parents were always really good to me."

"Of course," she murmured while still looking out the window.

Pete flicked a glance at her, curious why she was so quiet. He replayed over their conversation, but there was nothing they’d talked about that should have changed the mood in the vehicle that much. This was why he didn’t ever lock himself in to having a girlfriend. Women were way too confusing. Kendall had gone from vampy to sad all in the span of a twenty-minute car ride. 

He pulled the car into the parking lot and turned off the car.

Kendall sat forward in her seat. “Wow, if it’s this pretty from the parking lot, I can’t wait to go see what else there is.” She flashed him a huge smile and threw open the car door.

And now she seemed back to normal. Whatever had momentarily shifted the mood in the car was gone. The woman was a mystery.

He scooped up the backpack and slid it over his shoulders. “Let’s hit it,” he called as he walked towards the trail.

Kendall fell into step beside him as he wove past a few people who were wrapping up their walk. 

“How do you like San Diego now that you’ve been here for a few years?” Kendall asked.

“I love it. I could quite easily stay here forever.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, it has everything I want. Warm weather, the ocean, good hikes, good ball.”

A couple of women in spandex shorts and sports bras jogged past, and Kendall grinned over at him. “Scantily clad women,” she teased.

Pete raised his arms. “There is that. I mean, what are you gonna do, right?”

Kendall snickered. “So many women, so little time.”

“Something like that,” he joked. “What’s your dating life like back in Atlanta?”

“It’s there. Nothing to write home about.”

“I thought you were pretty serious about a guy a while back.”

“I wouldn’t say I was serious. We dated for a while.” She kicked a loose rock off the path, then another before finally speaking. “I think we dated as long as we did because it was easy. We both liked the same things. It was fun to have someone to catch a game with, that kind of thing, since most of my friends don’t really watch sports.”

“Catch a game, have a couple dogs, wrap it up with sex. Every guy’s dream date,” he teased.

“Something like that. Except we often skipped the sex part.”

“What? That’s the best part of the evening. Why the hell would you skip the sex?” What man in his right mind would skip sex with Kendall at the end of the evening? What was the point of having a relationship if you weren’t going to have sex?

“Thus the breakup.” She flicked a glance over at him. “I kind of think maybe we both enjoyed watching the guys in the tight pants more than the sex with each other.”

Pete snorted. “He was gay?”

“Not exclusively, obviously, since we dated for a year, but he was pretty fluid in who he was attracted to.”

“Huh.” He walked beside her silently for several minutes. Unable to help himself, he asked, “What about the guys you’re dating now?”

“Honestly, the last few guys I’ve dated have been duds. The guys who don’t like sports really don’t enjoy watching sports, and I love them, so that’s out. And the last guy I went out with, we went to a basketball game and…” She paused. “I don’t know how to describe him other than to say he’s one of those guys who would have his chest painted with a letter if he was at the game with his boys.” She scrunched up her face as she glanced at him. “I mean, I like sports as much as the next person, but that’s a bit much, even for me.”

“Dating’s rough,” Pete replied.

Kendall snorted. “Yeah, I’m sure dating is really tough for the mighty Pete Saunders.”

“What’s that mean?”

“I don’t know. Women throw themselves at you all the time. You probably have to beat them off with a stick. Exhibit A,” she said, gesturing to herself.

“You didn’t throw yourself at me.” How the hell did they get back to talking about them hooking up? 

“It was damn close,” she scoffed.

He glanced over at Kendall and she looked almost hurt. Shit.

“Dating sucks,” he said, trying to get them back on even ground and away from them.

“Yeah, and it doesn’t help that I don’t know…I’m more like a guy than a girl when it comes to sex.”

Don’t say it. “Why’s that?” Shit, he wasn’t supposed to ask.

“I don’t know, maybe because I grew up around sports, the whole nudity and sex thing is often so casual in that environment, so I just don’t see what the big deal is. I find the whole dating thing a bit awkward and I mean I’m a girl—if I want sex I can find someone who will have sex with me. I don’t need to bother with the whole painful getting to know you part.” She grimaced. “Hell, if I actually got to know most of the guys I hooked up with, there was no way I would have had sex with them.” She glanced over at him and grimaced. “And now you think I’m a slut.”

Pete went to speak, and the words got stuck. He cleared his throat. “I don’t think you’re a slut.”

“What do you think?”

Abort. Abort. They needed to change the subject immediately. He was no saint and if Kendall kept suggesting how open she was to hooking up, he was going to take her up on the offer. Despite what a bad idea it would be. 

“I think we need to change the subject.” He walked down to the beach and kicked off his shoes. “Let’s walk on the beach.”

“Chicken,” she teased.

“Absolutely,” he replied, and he wasn’t even ashamed to admit it.
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“That was a lot of fun. Thanks for taking me.”

“No problem. Glad you enjoyed it.”

Kendall closed her eyes and dropped her head back, rolling her neck back and forth. She dug her finger into the base of her skull and moaned. 

Christ, why did she have to make so many sexy little noises? Was she doing it on purpose to drive him crazy, or was she just inherently that sexy?

“Headache?” he asked.

“Not really, just a tight neck. I don’t know why flying always makes me stiff. I’m glad we were able to go hiking. That helped a lot.”

She pushed her fingers up the back of her head and made a little growly noise that had him smiling. Hooking her fingers in her elastic, she pulled. 

His mouth dropped open as he watched her hair tumble down her back. That was so much sexier in real life than what he had pictured. Crap, they’d been back in the house for all of ten minutes and he was hard again and picturing her naked.

“I need a drink,” Pete muttered.

Kendall’s eyes popped open. “Sounds good. Why don’t we go grab some dinner somewhere?”

“K, let’s go,” he said as he hopped off the couch. Bending down, he grabbed her hand and pulled her up so they could leave before all his good intentions went out the door.

“You okay with pub food?” Pete asked as they walked out the front door of his place.

“Sounds good.”

“There’s a place at the end of the pier that is pretty good.” They began walking side by side down the pier. “It’s a brewpub with the brewery next door. It’s pretty cool. It started as just this little micro-brewery, then over the past few years they’ve grown and become so popular they took over the old factory next door.”

“What made you buy down here?” Kendall asked.

“I don’t know. I’ve always wanted to be by the water but I don’t…I don’t really fit with the people who can afford to live there normally in a city like this.” His friends all thought he was crazy to want to live in a converted warehouse along the water. Converting the old printing press warehouse into three 4,000 sq ft homes had been a gigantic labor of love. But it turned out better than he’d ever imagined. Sure, it wasn’t the most convenient location, but he loved it.

“What do you mean? Why wouldn’t you fit in with them?” 

He could feel Kendall looking at him as they walked. “I just didn’t grow up like that and it doesn’t feel like me.” He glanced over at her, and she was giving him a weird look. “Don’t get me wrong, places like Ryan bought are great and I can totally see the appeal. It’s just not the right fit for me personally.”

Kendall laughed. “You don’t have to explain yourself to me. I love your place. I much prefer it to what I imagine my brother bought. It just surprised me, that’s all.”

“Why’s that?”

“I don’t know. Growing up, you seemed kind of flashy and always loved lots of attention and I guess I thought you’d want the big fancy house everyone would admire.”

He winced. “God, I wasn’t that much of a prick, was I?”

She stopped walking and gawked at him. “What? You weren’t a prick.”

“No? Just all flash and no substance.” He cringed. He knew he’d had a pretty big ego when he was younger and was kind of full of himself when he first got signed, but hearing Kendall’s impression of him stung a little.

“I never said that.” Kendall grabbed his arm. “You had something to prove to the world. I got that. It didn’t make you a prick. It made you hungry. Determined. You had a bit of a chip on your shoulder when I first met you, but it was more of a screw you. No one is going to tell me what I can and can’t do.”

If only she knew how true that was. Before his dad had left, he’d taken every opportunity to tell Pete what a useless piece of shit he was. How much he regretted him being born. He’d always felt like he was a big part of the reason his dad had left. When things started to look up for him with baseball, his biggest dream had been to finally prove his old man wrong. 

 Kendall’s hand brushed against his arm, drawing his attention back to her. She smiled at him and began walking again. “You had this whole bad boy vibe going. It was pretty hot.”

“Oh yeah?” He flicked a glance at her, then pulled open the door to the restaurant.

The hostess smiled. “Hey, Pete. For two?”

“Yeah, thanks, Carla.”

They followed Carla to a table against the window that overlooked the water.  

Kendall slid into her seat and looked around the restaurant. “I like it. It’s trendy without being cheugy.”

“Chew gee? What the fuck is that?” 

Kendall rolled her eyes. “You know, like trying too hard.”

Pete snorted. “You just made that up. There’s no way that’s a real word.”

“It totally is a word.” She placed her hand against her chest. “I’m offended you think I’d lie about something like that.”

“Must be some bougie Atlanta term because I’ve never heard it before.”

“Well, you know.” She flicked her hair off her shoulder. “I am in marketing, after all, so I have to keep up to date on what all the cool kids are saying.” She stuck her tongue out and smirked.

“Oh right, of course. I just didn’t realize I wasn’t still a cool kid.” Shit, he’d just turned thirty. How was that old?

Kendall reached across the table and squeezed his hand. “Don’t worry, you’re still cool to me.”

“Gee, thanks.”

The server stopped at their table. “Can I bring you something to drink?”

Kendall glanced over at the bar and quirked her brow as she pondered the selection. “Sorry, I don’t know what kind of beer you have.”

“But you want beer?”

“Come on, Pete. I would be kicked out of the Graves family if I didn’t drink beer.”

He pictured Ryan’s dad and all the attempts at making beer in the basement he’d made over the past decade. He shuddered. God, some of them had been horrific. Some things should be left for the professionals or at least people who had a better understanding of science than Pat. “I’m sure we can do better than your dad’s basement beer.” He laughed, then turned to the server. “Can we grab two samplers and just load it up with your 10 best sellers and we can split it to figure out what we like?”

“I don’t go to brew pubs very often at home, so I forgot they do that. Fun.” She leaned back in her chair. “Thanks for letting me crash with you. I really appreciate it.”

“No problem. I’m glad you asked. It’ll be nice to spend some time with you. We’ve never really hung out, just the two of us before.”

“Yeah, it’ll be nice to get to know each other better as adults.” She smiled at him.

And instantly, his cock was back at the party. Son of a bitch. The thing had a mind of its own around her. He was going to have to put a leash on the damn thing if this kept up. She was here for work. She didn’t need her brother’s friend lusting after her.

“Advertising huh, what’s that like?”

The look on Kendall’s face said she knew exactly what he was doing with the little dodge and weave game he was playing as he tried to avoid anything that might steer them back towards discussing hooking up. With any other woman, he would be all over a casual fling and enjoying the hell out of the week, but this was Ryan’s sister and he could almost hear him warning Pete off her as they spoke.

“Advertising is good. I work at a boutique firm in Atlanta that recently opened an office here in San Diego.” 

“You’ve worked there, what, five years?”

“Yeah, I started there right out of university. I did an internship with the firm my summer before graduating and it was like a dream come true when they hired me after graduation.”

“Why’s that? What’s special about the firm?”

“I don’t know, it’s just…” She shook her head and paused, like she was trying to find the words to explain it. “The company was started by these four amazing women. They were only a few years older than me when they started the firm with some startup money from a couple of investors who now live in San Diego, thus the new office here.” Her eyes glittered with excitement when she looked back at him. “They are absolutely incredible and so creative. Somehow they’re able to convince these stodgy business men to try innovative ad campaigns that no one would ever expect them to be willing to try. I’ve learned so much from them.”

“That’s awesome. You were lucky to hook up with them right out of the gate.”

“Oh, tell me about it. They took me under their wing right away and have even helped me with taking some advanced business courses to learn that aspect of the company as well. It’s been pretty wild.” 

Her voice hummed with excitement as she spoke about her job. If she could be that passionate about work, he could only imagine what she’d be like in bed. Woah. He needed to rein those kind of thoughts in and fast. He was not going to think about her like that. She was Ryan’s sister. Ryan’s kid sister. He’d known her since before puberty had really kicked in. He would not think about her as a woman. 

He glanced across the table, and Kendall smiled at him. Ok, that might be easier said than done. Why the hell did she have to grow up to look like that? 

Smart, beautiful, and liked baseball. That was like the freaking trifecta. Ok, he needed to get his thoughts back on track. Talk about work. Most people were willing to talk about themselves to the point of being annoying about it. That ought to curb his lust for her.

“Why’d they send you here to San Diego?”

“Mmm, they just started the firm about six months ago and thought the person they hired would be a perfect fit. He seemed to have the same philosophy as them, but somehow that doesn’t seem to translate with clients. All four of my bosses are married with young kids and it’s not convenient for them to come out here just to get the lay of the land. I’m here to see what’s going on, get a feel for things and then, if need be, one of them will come out and make some changes. None of them will ever move here, so if it turns out it’s going to be too hard to get this up and running properly, they may just decide to sell.” She shrugged. “We’ll see. It’s still too soon to tell. At this point, we don’t know if it’s a management issue, a staffing issue or something else. So that’s what I’ll be doing this week while I’m here. Playing detective and putting my new business management classes to good use.” 

She placed her elbows on the table and leaned towards him. “Okay, enough about me. You must be pretty excited that Ryan got traded to San Diego so you two can play together again.”

What? They couldn’t be done talking about her already. No woman was willing to jump to talking about him that quickly. He’d been counting on her boring him with shop talk to cool down the lust that sizzled beneath the surface since the second he laid eyes on her again. 

He scanned the bar for their server. Where the hell were their drinks?
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