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      “What does this button do?”

      I smack my best friend’s hand away from the football’s team brand new camcorder, and give her the evil eye. She knows better than to play with it, which makes the shocked looked on her face all the more amusing. But the fact is, I’ve been entrusted with the very expensive device to record the Falcons’ first home game. Since I can’t afford to replace it, I can’t let my friend go around poking at every shiny knob and possibly breaking something.

      “What?” Peyton says, blinking dark lashes over big innocent eyes. “I’m just asking a question.”

      “No. You’re pushing buttons you shouldn’t be pushing. Now sit there before I send you to the bleachers with everyone else.” I point to the bench to the left of us and raise a warning brow.

      She gives a light laugh, brushing off my threat. “You’d never do that. You love me too much.” She’s right. I wouldn’t. Peyton and I have been best friends since kindergarten, and for the last three years we’ve been college roommates choosing apartment-style living over a sorority house. She’s here for a degree in social work, and I’m here because I want to be a filmmaker. Yeah, working in Hollywood, behind the scenes, has been my dream since childhood.

      Beside me, Peyton gives a very big, very happy sigh and takes in the football field from our perch—only the best, first class seating for the camera woman. “I do love the perks of being your best friend,” she says as she admires the football players warming up. A few are so close we could practically reach out and touch them if we wanted to. I don’t.

      “I really can’t understand the fascination,” I murmur. “A bunch of guys in tight pants chasing a ball.”

      She crosses her arms, and waggles her brows at me. “What’s it called again when a player passes the goal line with the ball in his hand?”

      “Winning,” I say, giving her a look that suggests she might be dense, but when she breaks out laughing, I crack a smile. Yeah, I get it. I’m the one who’s dense. It’s true, I know nothing about football, but I need this fourth-year credit to complete my cinematic arts degree and really, do I need to understand the game to record it for the team to analyze later? That would be a big fat no. I hope.

      “Well, at least you know how this thing works,” Peyton says, once again scoping out the buttons on my camcorder. “How about this knob? What does it do?”

      “Peyton, cut it out.” I slap her hand again and laugh at her childish antics. How we remained friends all these years when we’re so different is a mystery. But we love each other like sisters. Sisters? Wait, that’s not right at all. I’m an identical twin and my sister Ivy and I go together like hotdogs and Ferris wheels. Peyton and I, however, no matter how different, we just work.

      I stare at her. “Don’t you have football players to drool over?” Unlike me, she knows every player, and doesn’t hold the same kind of grudge against them as I do.

      I adjust my ballcap to shade the sun from my eyes as I glance out at the football field. I catch sight of my sister Ivy as she kicks one leg out and flirts with one of the players, trailing her finger over his chest. Blonde and bubbly. That’s Ivy. We were raised by the same two parents, yet we’re so different, and I wouldn’t be caught dead in a cheerleading outfit that barely covered my ass. That’s her business though, and I don’t judge or interfere in her life, just like she doesn’t interfere in mine.

      I’d like to think when push comes to shove, she’d be there for me, just like I’d be there for her. At least, I think she’d be there for me. We might not hang out, but we love one another and have each other’s best interests at heart. Of that I’m certain. It’s funny really. Ever since we were young, we fell into certain roles. The extrovert and the introvert, the outgoing one and the quiet one. I always stood in the shadows and let her have the limelight. Pretty Ivy, the theater student who lights up a room with her smile and flamboyance when she enters. Which of course, makes me the introverted smart, quiet one. We both easily fell into those roles and have yet to stray.

      Peyton gives a low, slow whistle. “I don’t know what you have against tight pants. Look at all those cute butts and luscious muscles. Talk about slurpalicious.” She rakes her teeth over her bottom lip. “Don’t you want one little nibble, one taste?”

      I give her a playful shove to move her away from the camcorder. “No. No nibbles. No tastes.” I’m a virgin with no plans to change that anytime soon, and as my best friend, she damn well knows it. I take up position behind the camera, and look at the world through my beloved lens. I exhale a contented breath. This is where I belong. This is where I feel most at home.

      Okay, yeah, so it’s true. I’m the world’s biggest nerd. Do I care? Nope. Not one little bit. I’m happy to stand in the shadow and view the world through my camcorder lens. As I do, I catch sight of Ivy again as she shakes her ass for the boys on the field. Truth be told, I actually hate football players. Back in high school, they bullied my friend Jacob until he ended up taking his own life. Terrible hazing went on at our school. The bullying was torturous and cruel, and no matter how hard Peyton and I tried to help Jacob, get him help, the bullying continued, and actually increased the more we tried to stop it. A stab of pain sears my heart at the painful memory, and I suck in air to breathe through it. I know I shouldn’t lump all jocks into one category, shouldn’t label them all as egotistical bullies, but a single player has yet to prove me wrong. Arrogant assholes. What more can I say?

      I check my watch, as my stomach growls. “Hungry much?” Peyton says. “Maybe you’d like a nibble after all?”

      “Really, Peyton. Did you just meet me?” I tease and reach into my backpack and grab a granola bar, all the while trying to cleanse my brain of football players and their tight asses—one player in particular. Peyton holds her hand out, and I place a bar in her palm. Granola bars and juice boxes on the go. The life of a busy fourth year student—or that of a toddler.

      She tears into her wrapper and looks me in the eye. Her brow is furrowed as she examines me like I’m a bug under a microscope—a new kind of species no one can figure out. “You really don’t find any of those guys attractive?”

      “Nope, not a single one of them.” A little white lie never hurt anything, right? “I prefer brains over brawn.”

      “That’s a pretty blanket statement don’t you think? I bet a lot of them are smart.” Peyton doesn’t hold the same grudge as I do. She figured it was a few bad apples on our high school football team who persecuted Jacob until his suicide, not every jock in the world. I don’t forgive as easily. Maybe it’s the social worker in her. She sees the world through a different lens, and that’s her right.

      “Yeah, probably.” I shrug. She’s right, but it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to hold it against her if she wants to date a player.

      She grins. “What about Landon Brooks?”

      A chunk of granola lodges in my throat and I try not to react, try not to let my eyes bulge out of my brain as I choke. Reacting will only fuel her ridiculous fantasy that Landon and I would be good together. She’s wrong, a million times over. A trillion, even.

      I snatch a juice box from my backpack, rip the straw open and jab the foil opening.  After a big sip, I roll my eyes. “Oh, Please, Landon’s ego is as big as⁠—”

      “His cock?”

      Ohmigod.

      My granola bar jumps back into my throat and I take another huge sip. In my calmest voice, I stare at her and say, “That is not what I was going to say. I mean, come on. I have no idea how big his…his thing is, and I don’t want to know.”

      “His thing.” She laughs. “Oh, come on, Ella. You can say cock. I know you’ve watched porn before. We’ve watched it together, for God’s sake. We all have fantasies, and that’s normal.”

      Flustered, I say, “Okay, fine. His cock. That’s the last time you’re going to hear that word on my lips, and the last time I’m going to think about it.” It’s possible that’s a lie. I might actually think of it tonight—when I watch porn.

      “His cock is going nowhere near your lips then?”

      I plant one hand on my hip and glare at her as she teases and twists my words. “How many ways do you need me to say it, Peyton?”

      She braces her hands on the bench behind her and leans back, lifting her face to the sun. “I can tell you like him.”

      “I do not like him.”

      “What do you have against him anyway?”

      Oh, other than the fact that he’s living rent free in my head, nothing. “He’s an asshole, and wait, why did you say his ego was as big as his cock. How do you know that?”

      She gives me a slow grin that says she knows me too well. “Ah, look at that, you are thinking about his thing again.” She wags her dark brows. “You know, they just don’t call him Torpedo because he’s lightning fast, on the field. It’s because he has a big⁠—”

      “Stop,” I say. I take a fast breath. Do not think about Landon’s torpedo. I’m two seconds from demoting her to the bleachers, when she sits up straight, her mouth gaping. “What?” I ask, my blood draining to my toes even though I have no idea what’s going on. I only know that look on her face and it’s bad. So very, very bad. She looks past my shoulder and points her finger.

      “Uh...”

      Ohmigod. I mouth the words, “He’s behind me, isn’t he?”

      As she gives a slow nod, I spin around. Landon is adjusting his helmet as his gaze moves over my face. He’s not smirking, or showing any sign that he overheard us. Thank God!

      “Hey,” he says and my stupid ovaries quiver as my gaze lands on his brutally handsome face. He’s not typically handsome, with a square jaw, perfect skin, perfect features. No. He’s a bit harder, his face scarred from fights, and football. It only makes him hotter.

      “Hey,” I squeak out.

      He smiles at me, then looks past my shoulder to Peyton when she clears her throat. “Hey, Peyton.”

      “Landon,” Peyton says. “Looking good out there.”

      He turns his attention back to me. “Coach wants to know if you’ve got this thing all figured out.” He gestures with a nod to the camcorder and I try not to react to his sexy Texas accent. “You know how to work all these buttons?”

      “Yes, I do,” I say, and while I get that he has no idea how to use the camcorder, there are plenty of buttons this guy knows how to press. Yes, I’m talking about the buttons between a girl’s legs and the ones on the end of each breast. I’ve heard the rumors, and have zero intentions of ever finding out if they’re true.  I’d have a better chance of landing an assistant director position with Spielberg right out of college than this guy has of landing a position between my sheets. Not that he wants that, but chances of either of them happening: zero.

      His gaze rakes over me, and my goddamn legs nearly give out as those dark eyes ignite my blood from simmer to inferno. What the hell is wrong with me? I do not like football players. I do not like Landon.

      Yeah, you just keep telling yourself that, Ella.

      “Wait, am I seeing double,” he asks, and looks from me to Ivy and back to me again.

      “Ivy is my twin,” I say with an exaggerated sigh, and steal a fast glance at her across the field. As if feeling my eyes on her, her head lifts, and she stares at me. I can’t see her expression from where I’m standing. I can only imagine she’s in shock to see me talking with Landon. Not because I don’t associate with football players, but because a nerd like me would never be worthy of his attention. She has nothing to worry about. He’s all hers.

      Have at him, sis.

      “How come I’ve never seen you around before?” He shifts from one foot to the other, and I become acutely aware of his height, and of the way his muscles fill out his uniform. Does he even need all that padding? The fresh scent of soap, fabric softener, and something uniquely Landon fills my senses. It’s not a bad scent. Nope, not bad at all. Which really sucks.

      “I hang in different circles,” I tell him and like the nerd I am, I snort, and tap the camcorder. “Cinematography.”

      “Oh yeah?” Dark eyes leave mine to steal a quick glance at the camcorder, and for a second he almost seems truly interested. “You’re one of those audio/visual students?”

      I nod and resist the urge to roll my eyes, because honestly, the fact that he doesn’t know what my major is called isn’t his fault. I don’t know a thing about football, and I kind of get the sense he’s trying to be nice, although for the life of me I can’t figure out why. I’m pretty sure he’s not trying to lure me to the locker room so the team can beat the crap out of me, like those boys in high school did to Jacob.

      “You mean nerds?” I ask, with a raised brow, and Peyton kicks my ankle. I whimper, but don’t take my eyes off Landon. God, he’s so alluring, his face brutally interesting, I’m not sure I can.

      Something passes over his dark eyes. A hint of sadness? I’m not sure why I suddenly feel like I’ve bruised him somehow. Jeez, I’d never purposely hurt anyone, whether I liked them or not.

      “I never said that. I just mean…” He shrugs one of those broad shoulders and it’s all I can do to keep my gaze from dropping…from admiring all his muscles. “You, uh, you like movies, huh?”

      “Yes. I like movies,” I respond, and resist the urge to walk through the door he just opened. Once someone brings up movies, I could go on and on about films, rambling about what I like, what I don’t like, but I don’t want to bore him to death. He has a game to play, women to impress.

      He rubs a scar beneath his eye, and it flares red. “Seen anything good lately?”

      How did he get that? Football, or something else? “Yes,” I say again, and he smiles.

      “Any recommendations?”

      Porn.

      What. The. Hell.

      Get yourself together, girl!!

      “Depends on what you like.” I say, trying for casual when my stupid brain is conjuring up all kinds of unwanted images. Landon on top of me, underneath me…

      “You should come to the party tonight.” He gestures to the field with a nod. “I’ll show you what I like.”

      Holy shit, no. He is definitely barking up the wrong tree here. I am not one of his groupies, bunnies, cleat chasers, or whatever the hell they call women who sleep with footballers. Wait! My brain takes a moment to catch up, alerting me that the guy everyone calls torpedo—and not just because he’s lightning fast—invited me to a party. Did I just enter the twilight zone or something? I think I might have heard him wrong.

      “I’m busy,” I say.

      This time his smile is cocky, full of brazen confidence, and I get it. I really do. I get why women hand their panties over. “Come on, you can’t be too busy to celebrate our win?”

      “Pretty sure of yourself,” I say in a bored voice, even though there’s a storm going on inside me.

      He cocks his head. “Attitude is half the battle, don’t you think?”

      “You don’t want to know what I think,” I mumble.

      He grins, and despite myself, my stupid lips twitch. God, why am I acting like a dim-witted moth around him? Yes, he’s a shining star and has his own gravitational pull, but I am not into egotistical football players. My only goal is to keep my head down, finish my degree and get a job in Hollywood. Why I’m suddenly on this guy’s radar is beyond me. Did he lose a bet or something? Have to talk to the nerdy girl? If not, and if there’s something about me that appeals to him, he should go after Ivy. We look alike, except she dyes her hair blonde, and he could have her with a snap of his fingers.

      “Her name is Ella,” Peyton says. “She’ll be at that party.”

      I spin, and give my former best friend the death glare. She studies her nails, like she doesn’t have a care in the world. From across the field, a whistle blows, and I nearly jump ten feet in the air when a big, strong hand lands on my arm. I spin to face Landon, and he snatches his hand back.

      “Sorry, didn’t mean to touch without permission.” He holds both hands up, palms out. “I just ah, I gotta go. Coach is calling.” He pauses for a brief second.

      “What?” I ask as I reposition myself at the camcorder and reach for the record button. Wait, why is it on? Rattled, and pretending not to be, as Landon continues to stand there, six feet of sex in a football outfit, looming over my small frame, I flick the record button off, and close my eyes, hoping when I open them again, he’ll be gone.

      “Aren’t you going to say good luck?”

      Nope not gone, and goddamn that cocky grin of his. I’m going to give my traitorous body—one spot in particular—a good hard lecture when we get home. With my vibrator.

      “Good luck,” I murmur, sounding uninterested.

      He backs up an inch and I can almost fully refill my lungs again. “See you tonight, Ella.”

      “Not going to be there,” I say.

      He pauses and I sigh as I look at him. Why won’t he leave already?

      “How about this? If I score a touchdown, you come, if I don’t…then it’s my loss. In more ways than one.”

      His loss? Okay, I really am in some alternate universe. Football players do not flirt with me, and that’s the way I like it.

      “Why would I bargain with you? What could possibly be in it for me?”

      “Come tonight.” He flashes perfect white teeth. “Find out.”

      “We’ll be there,” Peyton says, finality in her tone, letting us both know it’s going to happen and the conversation is over.

      “We will not be there,” I clarify through clenched teeth. We have a better chance of getting snow in Southern California this late September evening. Not. Going. To. Happen.

      “See you tonight, Peyton,” Landon says. “See you too, Ella.” He points to the camera. “Now you’d better press record. You don’t want to miss my touchdown.”

      My God, could the guy be any hotter…I mean, cockier. Yeah, cockier, that’s what I meant. The guy is not hot. Nope not hot at all.

      Much.
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      With a homefield win in the bag, my teammates and I all slap one another on the back, and nod to the cheering crowd as we tug off our helmets, and raise them over our heads, before file off the field and head toward the locker room. The crowd cheers louder when Sam, our wide receiver, attempts a flip and lands on his head. I’m not worried, the guy is as tough as leather, and it’ll take more than a concussion to bench him.

      Grinning, I shake my head at his undignified flop and steal a fast glance over my shoulder to flash a smile Ella’s way, but she’s not looking at me. Did I really expect to be the object of her attention? Not really. Just hopeful thinking, I guess. I grin. Does that touchdown mean she’ll come to the party tonight or is that just more hopeful thinking?

      Ella Holmes.

      Christ, when Coach said he’d hired someone new, after the last one couldn’t handle being on the road with us, who knew he’d hire someone so damn sweet and interesting, or that she’d be Ivy’s twin, for Christ’s sake. How did I not know Ivy had a twin sister? Truthfully, it’s been a long time, freshman year actually, since a girl intrigued me. She might not want anything to do with me, but that simply fascinates me more. I kind of like it, really. I like that she’s different from the girls I usually talk to.

      I was a little thrown off my game when I first set eyes on her, thinking I was seeing double, and while she looks like Ivy, the two are nothing alike. Ivy would never be caught dead in overalls, and a ballcap covering her long curls. I mean, I like Ivy and all. We’re friends and we’ve partied together, and she’s slept with many of my buddies. She’s just never been into me.

      I guess I just don’t have the pretty boy face she’s attracted to. I’ve let that roll off my shoulders, because I’m not hard up for women. Nope. None of us have to date the palm twins anymore. Outside of football, you could say fucking is pretty much the team’s pastime. Getting my grade up in English had better soon be my pastime, or Coach is going to bench my sorry ass. Fuck, I hated English class last year, and here I am putting myself through this torture again. Why couldn’t Shakespeare just speak English? Well, I mean he spoke English, but what the fuck ever. Didn’t we all outgrow riddles with Dr. Seuss?

      I turn back around, my thoughts returning to Ella as someone jumps on my back. Judging by the person’s light weight, and the long sleek legs wrapped around my waist, it’s not a teammate. Nope, furthest thing from a teammate, in fact. Soft hands wrap around my body, and nimble fingers link together on my chest. I angle my head to see who it is, and my head rears back when I see Ivy’s brilliant smile, her long loose hair framing her pretty face. Look at that, she has freckles like her sister. Nevertheless, giving a piggyback ride to the cheerleaders after a winning game is nothing new, it’s just that Ivy has never jumped on my back before. She’s never jumped on my anything.

      Why now?

      “Great job out there, Landon,” she says, her mouth near my ear, her voice a low seductive whisper. “You were torpedo fast.”

      Why the emphasis on torpedo? It’s not like she was ever interested in riding my torpedo before. I put my hand over hers and hold her steady as we head toward the doors. But something gnaws at my gut, something uncomfortable and foreign. Drawn by a force I don’t understand, I slowly turn, and even though she’s at a distance, I can almost feel Ella’s camera pointed my way, capturing my every movement. But that’s ridiculous, right? I’m nothing to her. Sure, we all have big egos, but I’d be giving myself credit if I thought I was on Ella’s mind the way she’s on mine. I’ve never met anyone more disinterested, which totally fucking sucks. She’s the kind of girl I could have real conversations with.

      Ivy slides down my back and spins me to face her. She goes up on her toes, puts her palm on my cheek and forces me to look at her. “Hey, what’s the matter with you? We just won the game. We should be celebrating.”

      “Yeah, celebrating. Tonight.” She gives me a wide smile and wets her bottom lip. She looks like she has something to say but I speak first. “How come you never told me you had a sister?”

      Her eyes narrow, turn venomous, then, as if catching herself, she gives a dismissive wave and chuckles. “Ella. Oh, come on. She’s head movie nerd and has nothing in common with us. Why on earth would I mention her?”

      “I don’t know. I just thought you might have…” And Ella and I both like movies, so we do have something in common. Not that Ivy would know or care about what I liked. I’m a footballer, and I’m not naïve. I know people see me as a dumb jock. My goal is to make it to the NFL, but it’s good to have a backup plan just in case, and when I retire, I’d like to write a screenplay about a horrific incident that happened to Brady and me when we were fourteen. Putting that incident down on paper might sound ridiculous to some—especially since I’m having a hard time passing English—which is why I’ve never told anyone I wanted to document that day. Not even my best friend.

      “Well, she’s hardly your type,” she says, and sidles up to me. Her hands go to my chest and her fingers spread. “No sense in bringing her up.”

      “Landon, come on for Fuck sake,” Caleb says. “Let’s get this meeting over and get a cold one.”

      I put my hands on Ivy’s and remove them from my chest. “Gotta go. Team meeting. See you later.”

      Disappointment moves over her face. “Sure, and you can count on seeing me later.”

      I pause for a brief second. What is all this attention suddenly about? Sure, she’s gorgeous, but she goes for the pretty boys. Why the sudden change? I have no time to think about that when our infamous quarterback, Brady—my best friend and roommate—grabs me by the collar and hauls me backward.

      “Dude,” I say and he lets me go and throws his arm around me. He punches me in the gut.

      “Hey, Ivy, huh?”

      I look over my shoulder in time to see Ivy turn, her gaze zeroed in on her sister, who is packing up her equipment. I can’t see Ivy’s face, but her stance is tight, her palms fisted at her sides. Something tells me the twin sisters don’t get along. Here I thought twins were tight.

      “That girl is tight.”

      “Yeah…tight. I was just thinking about that.”

      “That’s my boy,” Brady says, and squeezes his arm around my neck. Of course we’re both talking about something entirely different. I laugh it off, and he says, “You getting with her tonight?”

      “Is that all you think about?” I ask.

      “Of course not.” He plasters on a mostly serious face. “You know I think about football too.”

      I laugh at that. “If I don’t start thinking about English…” I stop and make a slicing motion across my neck. “Benched.”

      Brady goes completely serious, and that’s one of the things I love most about him. He’s a baller and a man whore, but he cares about me and my future. Ever since that day we skipped school and got caught in a lockdown at the theater… my brain freezes, and a shiver goes through me as I take a trip down memory lane. Well, we were always best buds, but after that horrific day, we bonded in a deeply meaningful way. Apparently, trauma can really bring two people together.

      “You need a tutor, man.”

      “Yeah, I was thinking the same thing.”

      He goes quiet like he’s deep in thought. “Why don’t you check in with student services?”

      “Yeah, I guess.”

      In the locker room, we’re all in a good mood, everyone ribbing each other and talking about our plays. A few palms land on my back, congratulating me on my touchdown. We all shower, and thirty minutes later we’re in the classroom. Whether we win or not, Coach likes to go over the rival team’s plays right after the game, when they’re fresh in our mind.

      I’m still keyed up as I grab a seat and pull out my notepad as Coach stares at a file on his desk. His head lifts and a knot tightens in my gut as his gaze cuts to me. Fuck. Why do I get a feeling that worried look on his face has something to do with my English grade? I stifle a laugh. I’m the guy who wants to write a screenplay. Who the hell do I think I am? If the NFL doesn’t pan out, my dad has a nice little corner office in his car dealership.

      The door yawns open and my thoughts switch gears when I catch a glimpse of sweet little Ella with her hair stuffed under a ballcap, shuffling a camcorder, tripod, and backpack. I zero in on the freckles around her nose, and a surge of energy has me sitting up a bit straighter as adrenaline rushes through my blood.

      She steps inside, and lets out a loud oomph when she almost trips on the bag one of the guys left on the floor. I’m two seconds from jumping up and grabbing her when she finds her balance, and tries not to look embarrassed. Brady’s gaze goes from Ella to me, and he angles his head with a pensive look on his face as I try to relax my shoulders and present casual.

      There is no way for him to know she’s Ivy’s sister from where we sit, and okay, yeah, it’s true, she’s not the kind of girl I gravitate toward, which is why Brady is giving me a curious look. I’m not sure what it is about her, I only know that something about the audio/visual girl interests me. Could it be the chase? Or could it be something more? I don’t know and maybe I shouldn’t give that any deeper consideration. I have a career to focus on and an English class to pass. Fucking is a team pastime. Relationships, not so much, and Ella has long term written all over her, and definitely not with a baller.

      Coach calls Ella up to his desk, and a few minutes later, the game she recorded fills the large white movie screen at the front of the class. I spot myself in the background warming up before the game. Guess she must have hit the play button early. Ella backs away, and heads toward the door, and I stare at her backside, drawn to the curves she hides behind baggy overalls.

      “Great job today, guys, and there’s one play I definitely want to go over,” Coach says, pulling our attention forward as he hits his screen with his long pointer. He circles his desk, and stands before us. He directs the pointer at Blake. “Blake, when you ran⁠—”

      “Peyton, cut it out.”

      Coach shuts his mouth and his brow furrows when a voice fills the room—Ella’s voice. Holy shit. My gaze jerks to Ella. Her hand goes perfectly still, inches from the knob, and her entire body stiffens. Jesus, is she even breathing?

      “Don’t you have football players to drool over?”

      “I don’t know what you have against tight pants. Look at all those cute butts and luscious muscles. Talk about slurpalicious. Don’t you want one little nibble, one taste?”

      “No. No nibbles. No tastes.”

      “What the fuck?” Jared says, as desks scrape the floor, every player leaning forward to better listen to the private exchange between Ella and Peyton.

      Ella spins, her mouth agape. Wide eyes meet Coach’s. “Turn it off,” she shrieks her voice bordering on hysteria.

      “You really don’t find any of those guys attractive?”

      “Nope, not a single one of them. I prefer brains over brawn.”

      Coach stands there for a second, like he’s trying to put the pieces of a puzzle together.

      “Please, turn it off,” Ella whines, and my heart jumps into my throat when the guys start laughing, clueing in that it’s Ella’s voice they’re hearing.

      “This shit just got real,” Trey yells, and bangs his fists on his desk. I take a fast glance around the room. This is bad. So damn bad.

      “Turn it off,” I shout, and all eyes turn to me, including Ella’s. I focus solely on her, take in the pleading, almost desperate look on her face as Peyton’s next words ring out and rattle around in my brain.

      “What about Landon Brooks?”

      My entire body goes stiff. Goddammit, I need Coach to turn it off as much as I need him to leave it playing. A part of me wants to know what she thinks of me. A part of me doesn’t.

      “Oh, Please, Landon’s ego is as big as⁠—”

      “His cock?”

      “That is not what I was going to say. I mean, come on. I have no idea how big his…his thing is, and I don’t want to know.”

      “His thing. Oh, come on, Ella. You can say cock. I know you’ve watched porn before. We’ve watched it together for God’s sake. It’s okay to have fantasies, and that’s normal.”

      “Okay fine. His cock. That’s the last time you’re going to hear that word on my lips, and the last time I’m going to think about it.”

      “His cock is going nowhere near your lips then?”

      Every guy in the room starts hollering, and joking, and shouting out profanities—everyone except me, that is. I glare at them, but they’re too busy having fun with this at Ella’s expense. Goddammit, I need to do something, and I need to do it now. I plant my feet on the floor and stand.

      “Turn it off,” Ella pleads again, her voice a small whisper, as her cheeks redden to the color of a ripened cherry. Her hands go to her face, and she lets out a horrified groan. I’m about to throw myself at the laptop when her pleas prompt Coach into action. He hurries to his desk and waves his hand over his laptop like he’s trying to figure out what the hell to do. He stabs a few buttons and the video ends.

      I sink back into my seat as the room falls silent. Ella backs up, hits the door with a thump. I’m a second from jumping back up and running to her rescue when Coach slams his laptop shut and takes a fast breath.

      “Can I see you outside?” he says to Ella, and when she nods quickly, the two disappear into the hall.

      “What the fuck, dude? What did you ever do to her?” Caleb says, and the guys start messing with me, everyone except Brady, who is eyeing me. I give the boys a cocky grin and shrug.

      “What can I say.” I point to my scars. “Some like this face, some don’t. My cock, however, all girls like that. She just doesn’t know it yet.” The guys break out in laughter and I sort of feel like a total prick for saying that about Ella. In this environment, we all have a role to play, and we all play it well. We’re a team, a brotherhood, and the last thing I want is for these guys to think I’m soft.

      “That’s my man,” Beck says, and gives me a fist pump. I stare at the door, look through the small glass panel, but all I can see is Coach’s back. Shit, man. I really hope he isn’t firing Ella. She seemed like she needed this job, but it was more than that. There was something about her as she looked at the camera, like it was her lifeline or something. Then again, I’m a jock, all brawn and no brains, so what the hell would I know right? I snort. Yeah, I should just cut and run, now that I know what she really thinks about guys like us. Here she thought I was judging her when she called me out, asking if I was labeling her a nerd. I wasn’t. But she sure as hell was packing us all into one nice and tidy package, wasn’t she?

      The guys simmer down when Coach walks back into the room, and I get a glimpse of Ella adjusting her backpack over her shoulder before she darts down the hall.

      Forget about her, dude. You do not need the drama.

      Deciding to do just that, I turn my attention to the front of the class again, and Coach, looking a little flustered, says, “Let’s just call this a day, okay. Go, get out of here,” he says and the guys all jump up, ready for our aftergame party. He points to me as I slowly stand. “Landon, I’ll need a word with you.”

      My stomach tightens. I’m not sure why he wants me to stay behind, but can’t help think it has something to do with my English, or Ella. Either way, my lungs are tight, like I’d just been sacked by a linebacker.

      “Want me to wait?” Brady says.

      “No, go. I’ll catch up with you guys later. Save a keg for me.”

      Brady grins. “Later.”

      I stop at Coach’s desk, and before he can get a word out, I say. “Don’t worry, Coach. I have no plans to get involved with Ella, or even talking to her again. She’s trouble and who needs that kind of bullshit, right?”

      Intense eyes—eyes that never lose sight of the win—meet mine and hold. “You do.”

      What the fuck is that supposed to mean?
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      I pace around the living room of our small apartment, the knot in my stomach tightening until I’m doubling over in pain. With my mind spinning a million miles an hour and shaky hands folded over my abdomen, I let loose a groan so loud and painful I’m certain my parents can hear it all the way to our orchard in San Francisco Bay. I expect the phone to ring any second now, my mom checking to see if I’m okay.

      “I can’t ever face any of them again,” I tell Peyton. “Ohmigod, I’ve spent the better part of my life working at staying under the radar, and now, well now I’ve gotten noticed, all right. In the worst possible way.”

      “Oh, come on,” Peyton says as she stretches her long legs out on the sofa. “It’s not that bad.”

      I jerk upright, my mouth open as I stare at her like she might have just grown a second head. “Not that bad? Not that bad! How can you say that, Peyton? They heard our entire conversation, and…Ohmigod,” I say again and tug a fistful of hair as I resume my pacing. “I might as well just pack up and leave campus right now.”

      “Come on. What did they really hear, Ella?” She gives a casual roll of her shoulder, and I want to grip her and give her a good hard shake.

      I throw my hands out. “Oh, just that I think they’re all brawn and no brain, and…and…oh God, they heard us talking about Landon’s cock.” Ohmigod, I’m mentioning his cock again when I swore I wouldn’t. My head drops, and a tortured animal sound rises in my throat as I put my hands over my face.

      “You mean his torpedo?” I glare at her through the cracks in my fingers and she jumps to her feet, and takes my hands from my face. “Right, right. This is not funny, and it’s all sort of my fault since I accidently hit the record button.”

      “Sort of your fault. It’s entirely your fault,” I say. Okay, it’s my fault, too. What was recorded on the camcorder was my responsibility since I was in charge of the damn thing, and I engaged in conversation about the players when I know better than to talk about someone behind their back.

      Stupid. Stupid. Stupid.

      She blinks at me, and that wild look in her blue eyes tells me she has a plan, one I’m not going to like. “I know how to fix this.”

      “Yeah, me too. Grab the first bus to Canada. You don’t happen to have a winter coat and hat I can borrow, do you?”

      “Don’t be so dramatic.” I open my mouth to tell her I’m being less than dramatic, but she continues with, “It’s not as bad as you think. In fact, this could be good.” I glare at her so hard I’m beginning to give myself a headache. “Look,” she begins, her expression changing as she goes all therapist on me. “There isn’t a guy on that team who doesn’t like to talk about, or hear about, his cock. You gave Landon hero status, Ella.”

      “Oh please, like he needed me to say anything to give him hero status. The guy is already like a god on campus.” Peyton offers me that all-knowing smirk again and I snarl at her. “For the millionth time, I do not like him.”

      Liar, liar, pants on fire.

      She puts her hands on my shoulders, aware that I’m about to stomp off to my bedroom like a petulant child. “Fine, you don’t like him, and you can’t quit this gig because you need the money, the credit, and⁠—”

      “And now I’m stuck having to face him one on one.” I slap my forehead. “Could this day get any worse?”

      “Coach could have asked you to tutor Caleb.” She pulls a face like she’d just eaten something distasteful. “That could have been worse.”

      “I’m not so certain,” I say under my breath. Peyton might have had a thing with Caleb that went bad fast, but he’s nothing to me. Tutoring him in English would be easier, because every time I looked at him, or sat close to him, I wouldn’t have some ridiculous fantasy running around inside my brain.

      You hate football players, Ella.

      Why on Earth do I have to keep reminding myself of that?

      I take a calming breath and glance toward the window when a car goes by, honking the horn. Freshmen, likely. “I could go to the Dean.” It’s an option, but I already feel the fight going out of me.

      “What will that accomplish?” Peyton puckers her lips as I consider it. She’s right, it won’t accomplish anything. In fact, it might make matters worse for me. If I don’t get this credit…

      Despite that, I say, “It’s blackmail, Peyton. Coach Meyer is blackmailing me into tutoring a student.”

      “He could have fired you.”

      “I wish he would have,” I grumble.

      “No, you don’t. You can’t take a chance on losing your scholarship.” Her hands fall from my shoulders and she walks to the kitchen to grab two water bottles.

      “You’re right,” I mutter, defeat clear in my voice. “I don’t and I can’t. But to ask me to tutor Landon…” She hands me a bottle and I take a big sip and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. “That’s going too far.” I give a shake of my head. “After overhearing our conversation, he knew he had me right where he wanted me.” With a snort, I lift my water bottle and click it with Peyton’s. “Well done, Coach. Well done.”

      “Yeah, after hearing you talk about Landon’s cock, I don’t know why⁠—”

      “Can we just not say that anymore.” I take another fast sip to wet my parched throat. “Can we just not say Landon’s cock.”

      She taps her chin, and frowns. “Come to think of it, I guess I can understand why he asked you. He knows your grades since he interviewed you for the position, and you made it clear you weren’t interested, and Landon has a way of charming the girls out of their pants. I guess Coach figured you weren’t susceptible to his charm, and could get the job at hand done.”

      Don’t think about hand jobs, don’t think about hand jobs.

      Great, now I’m thinking of hand jobs.

      I wipe my damp brow, and push my hair back. “Yeah, well he doesn’t have to worry there, but it’s still blackmail, and he could have hired a guy to tutor him. I’m not the only option on campus.”

      Her mouth turns up at the corner. “Landon can probably charm a guy out of his pants too.”

      “You are not helping.”

      “It’s a win/win.” She lifts her hand and holds out one finger. “One, Landon needs his grade up.” She holds up a second finger. “Two, Coach needs Landon to play.” A third finger joins the mix. “And three, you need the credit and don’t forget the extra cash that comes with tutoring will definitely go a long way in getting that new camera you want.”

      I pause as visions of the Panasonic Lumix flashes in my mind. I’ve been drooling over that piece of equipment since it hit the market. My birthday is coming up and I wouldn’t dream of asking my parents for it. No, all their disposable income goes to keeping Ivy in school, in her very expensive sorority, at that. How lucky that I received an academic scholarship, considering they couldn’t afford to send us both away to Kingston College here in South California. The droughts the last few years have really hit our farm hard, and forking out the money for two of us was out of the question. Thanks to my hard work, Ivy now gets an elite education, without ever having worked for it. I just wish she’d put a little more energy into her Arts degree and less into getting her MRS. Yeah, she’s basically here to find herself a rich husband. I don’t begrudge her, though. I want only what’s best for her. I always have. Just like she wants what’s best for me.

      “Okay, what do you have in mind for fixing this?” I finally ask.

      “You need to come to the party tonight.”

      I back up, and give a hard shake of my head. “No way. That is not going to fix anything.”

      “Sure it is. All the guys will be there, and you can apologize to them. You can’t hide from this, and coming forth, owning what you did is the best approach.”

      I groan. She’s right. I know it, but how the hell can I face those guys? “Can’t I just do it tomorrow after practice or something?”

      “Nope.” She grabs my hand and starts hauling me into my bedroom. “It has to be tonight. You won’t get any sleep if you don’t get this done and over with right away. You can apologize and say you were wrong when you called them all brawn and no brains.”

      I crinkle my nose, upset with myself. “That really wasn’t very nice of me.”

      “It wasn’t and you’re a nice person, Ella.” She stops and turns to me. Her face is soft, her eyes wide and sympathetic. “I know why you did it, though. But none of these guys were responsible for what happened to Jacob.”

      Hearing Jacob’s name on her tongue floods my veins with ice. Jacob was a good guy, the best guy I knew. His future was ripped right out from underneath him, thanks to a bunch of jocks flexing their muscle and proving their worth by constantly hurting and belittling others. It’s been four long years since it happened, and it’s still so fresh. Peyton, Jacob and I had always been the three musketeers.

      Peyton, who is way better at forgiveness than I am, takes my hands in hers. “Breathe, hun.”

      I nod and take a deep, fueling breath. “I’m okay, and you know what, maybe you’re right. Maybe I should march into that party tonight and apologize. I mean, Landon did invite me, right?”

      “He got a touchdown just for you.”

      My thoughts come to a screeching halt. “After hearing what I said, he probably hates me.”

      “Then you better make it right, because you have to tutor him. A straight up apology is best, Ella. You know that.”

      “I do.”

      “Okay.” She lets my hand go. “Now we need to find something hot for you to wear. You need to show off your great tits.”

      I glance down at my overalls and T-shirt, not fashionable by any means, but I don’t care, at least they cover my…great tits. “If I’m only going there to apologize, why do I need something hot to wear?” I eye my friend. “Peyton…” I begin. “Oh hell no. If this is about hooking me up with Landon.”

      “This has nothing to do with Landon.”

      I snort. Honestly, I’d trust a lion luring a gazelle in for a playdate before I’d believe that.

      “Look, all I’m saying is it’s your fourth year here. Do you want to go out into the big bad world with your cherry still intact?”

      “My cherry⁠—”

      “All I’m saying is maybe it’s time you got rid of your pesky virginity, and⁠—”

      I eye her. “Pesky? That’s what we’re calling it?”

      She pulls out a dress and holds it up to me. “Sex is so much fun, girlfriend. You are missing out big time, and when you get out into the real world, wouldn’t you rather have some experience behind you…” She winks and adds, “Or on top of you. It won’t just be footballers at the party. Lots of guys will be there.”

      Oh, but there is only one guy I’m interested in giving my pesky virginity to, and Peyton must know it, which is why she’s pushing so hard.

      Wait, what!

      Okay, there must have been too much testosterone on the field today. I’m not thinking with clarity here. I’m not interested in giving anyone my virginity. I don’t think.

      “This won’t do.” Peyton tosses the dress onto my bed, and hauls me across the hall to her room. I stand there as she roots through her closet, tossing clothes everywhere, until her room is a mess. She’s seriously on a mission, because she’s the tidy one in this duo. “Got it.” She comes out breathless, like she’d just run a damn marathon. “This one will look amazing on you. It’s tight on me now, and you’re smaller, so it’s yours if you want it.”

      She frowns and I know she’s bummed that she’s put on weight. “You know you’re gorgeous, right? All the guys are crazy about you.”

      “Not all of them,” she mumbles, and before I can ask she says, “This is about you, not me.”

      Sensing she doesn’t want to talk about her bit of weight gain, I take the fabric into my hand. “It is pretty.” At least she didn’t come out with something that showed off my cooch-cooch, as Peyton calls it.

      “Put it on.”

      I unbuckle my overalls and let them fall to the floor. Unceremoniously, I kick them off. “One of these days, I’m going to have to teach you how to remove your clothes seductively. That drop and kick move isn’t going to cut it.”

      “It’s not a performance.”

      “Not right now, but someday it will be.” She’s so serious it makes me laugh.

      “Ivy is the actress, not me.” I pull on the dress and her eyes light.

      “I knew it. Look at those tits.”

      I turn to the mirror and adjust the wrap dress over my breasts, covering them up just a bit more. I have to admit, I normally don’t gravitate toward tight dresses that show off my curves—I’m venturing into Ivy’s department here—but I kind of like it.

      “Do you think I look too much like my sister?”

      “You look like you, Ella. Beautiful, sexy and tonight, tongues are going to hang.”

      A strange little thrill goes through me. I’m not one for attention, and have never needed validation from the opposite sex, yet I can’t help but wonder what Landon will do when he sees me in this. I turn around, and look at my ass. I give a little twerk to shake my booty and Peyton claps her hands.

      “Sexy Ella is in the house. Although I must say, on the field today, Landon liked what he saw.”

      Another stupid thrill goes through me. “Do you think?” I ask quickly, too quickly, judging by the smirk on Peyton’s face.

      “He invited you tonight, didn’t he?”

      I crinkle my nose. “Do you think he lost a bet or something?”

      She laughs. “Hell no, girlfriend. You just don’t see what the rest of the world sees.” She stands behind me and takes my hair into her hands as we both look into the mirror. “How about a little blonde highlights right here in the front, to frame your face? I have a kit.” She brushes a few strands over my shoulders.

      “Then I’ll really look like Ivy.”

      “No, you’ll look like you. I love your brown hair, but this will really brighten your face.”

      I shrug. “I dunno.”

      “Trust me?” Our eyes meet in the mirror.

      “There isn’t anyone in the world I trust more.”

      “Good, then get out of this dress and into something old so we can dye your hair.”

      I change quickly and she drags me to the bathroom, and less than an hour later, I have blonde highlights framing my face. I grin at myself in the mirror as Peyton finishes blow drying my curls.

      “So, what do you think?” she asks.

      I turn my head left then right, let my hair bounce over my shoulders. “I actually like it,” I tell her, but from the big smile on my face, she can already tell.

      Squealing with excitement, she sets the blow dryer down and turns me to face her. She runs the strands of my hair through her fingers. “This blonde really makes your blue eyes pop. Landon isn’t going to know what to do with you.”

      “Peyton,” I scold. “None of this is for Landon.”

      She blinks dark lashes over not-so-innocent eyes. “I only mean he was the one who invited you and you’re just so damn gorgeous, Ella. You’re the only one who doesn’t realize it.”

      “Thank you. I appreciate the compliment, but the thing is, I don’t want a guy to like me because I look a certain way. I want them to like me for who I am.” I put my hand on my chest. “In here, you know. If they want this...” I pause and circle my finger around my face. “They can get with Ivy.”

      “I know, and that guy you’re talking about will come along, trust me. Until then, let’s just go have some fun.”

      A little bubble of excitement wells up in my stomach as I give myself one last glance in the mirror. Honestly, I can’t believe in the three years I’ve been on campus I’ve yet to go to a frat party. We dress in our party outfits, and Peyton groans when I slide into my flats, but I don’t care. Comfort is a big deal for me.

      “I’ll let that go,” she grumbles and slides her arm into mine. We head outside and the night air is warm, and humid, which will likely make a mess of my new hair. Since Landon’s house is just a few blocks away, we walk over. Peyton has a car, but no sense in bringing it, especially if she’s drinking. I could always drive. I plan to stay sober, as I have apologies to make. As we approach the house, music blares from the open windows. It’s a good thing most of the houses in the area are rented by college students. No family would put up with the football team’s antics. Cars are parked all over the place, and I wouldn’t be surprised if the cops get called. Then again, the police give a lot of leeway to the players, as long as no one is underage or drinking and driving.

      “Excited?”

      “I’m the laughingstock of the football team, Peyton, and I’m here to apologize. I’d hardly call what I’m feeling excited.” My steps slow. “I know you come to these things all the time, but I don’t know, maybe it’s not the right place for me to apologize. The guys are probably all drunk by now.”

      She grabs my arm. “You need to get it done and over with tonight. The longer you wait, the worse it will be. Trust me, and I promise, if you’re not comfortable, we leave. Girl code. I promise. Also, you’ll need a safe word.”

      I stiffen. “A safe word.” I falter. “Why the hell would I need a safe word?”

      “It’s what friends do, that’s all. If you’re going to go off with a guy⁠—”

      I hold my hand up. “Not going to happen.”

      “Let’s just say the planets all align or something and you find yourself with a guy. Technically the upstairs bedrooms are off limits, but that’s never stopped anyone before. So if you go to a bedroom with someone, and I can’t find you, I’ll worry. Just shoot me one word to let me know you’re okay.”

      “What word?”

      She frowns and glances around, then a slow grin spreads across her face. “Hmm, how about torpedo.”

      “You’re not very funny.”

      “Torpedo it is, and if you’re uncomfortable and need to leave, send another word.”

      I fold my arms. “Can’t wait to hear this one.” Just then some jock with spiky red hair sticking out from a ball cap comes stumbling out of the door, and stops on the steps and stares at me. “Okay, I think I’ve had too much. I’m seeing double.” He leans over the railing and proceeds to throw up into the bushes.

      “Lovely.”

      “That’s Jonny, star catcher on Kingston’s baseball team. His nickname is Red, obviously from his hair. Just ignore him. How about…” She taps her chin, like some guy isn’t puking right beside us. For two girls who are best friends, we sure see the world differently. Then again, this is her scene, not mine.  “What is something you say a lot, so no guy would notice?”

      “None of these guys know me as it is.”

      She crinkles her nose, and I’m not even sure she heard me. “You’re a film student, so if you said action, it might just go right over their heads.”

      “Or they could take it that I’m looking for action.”

      “Well, that’s true. All right, what do you suggest?”

      “I don’t know.” I consider it for a moment. “My God, is it always this hard?”

      “That’s what she said,” Peyton blurts out and starts laughing hysterically.

      My lip quivers at the corner and as much as I don’t want to laugh, I do. “You’re your own biggest fan, aren’t you?” I shake my head. “Okay fine, if we’re going to be immature about this let’s make it V-Card. That way if I say it, you’ll know I’m protecting mine.”

      “Deal. V-Card it is.”

      “Who has a V-Card?” Jonny asks as he wipes his mouth and turns our way.

      Ignoring him, Peyton grabs my hand and hauls me inside, and within minutes, red Solo cups are being thrust into our hands. I grip mine and search the room, my gaze scanning over the scantily dressed girls, the couples with their tongues down each other’s throats, and the boys doing keg stands. The second my eyes land on Landon, my heart jumps into my throat, and while I might not know a lot about these kinds of parties there is one thing I know for sure.

      This was a big freaking mistake.
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      I can’t stay mad at her. Hell, I want to, but seeing her standing there, a little lost, a whole lot vulnerable, fucks me over in the weirdest ways. The air seems to be stuck in my lungs, heavy in my chest as I take her in, admire her in that clinging dress that hugs her curvy body. She might be Ivy’s sister, might be dressed the same as her tonight, but it’s easy to tell they’re polar opposites.

      I can’t fight the smile pulling at my mouth, despite the fact that the guys have been busting my balls ever since the team meeting. While I can take their bullshit, I don’t want any of them messing with Ella, or calling her out for saying we’re all stupid—or for watching porn. There isn’t a guy in this room who doesn’t watch it, and I don’t want her to think there is anything wrong with it.

      I take note of the Solo cup in her hand, and while I know my teammates are good guys, there are plenty of guys here I don’t trust. Mainly that asshole Cameron Reid, star pitcher for the baseball team, and wouldn’t you know it, that fucker is headed straight her way. Fresh meat. That’s totally his style. I heard he still plays that ridiculous freshman initiation game of baiting and nailing the virgin.

      Ella’s eyes go wide as he steps up to her, and Peyton leans into her, whispers something in her ear. Ella nods, and Peyton waits a second longer, like she wants to make sure Ella is sure about something, and I’m glad she has a good friend with her. Ella nods again, and Peyton crosses the room, giving Caleb, who is staring at her, a wide berth as she sidles up to my buddy Liam.

      Someone bumps me from behind, and my beer spills all over my shirt. “Jesus.” I turn to find Jared stomping around, and slurring his words. “Slow it down, bud. You won’t make it another hour.”

      He holds his cup up, and I take it from him and set it on the table. He shrugs, gives me the finger, and heads to the kitchen for a refill. I look back to where Ella was standing, but she’s gone. Panic wells up inside me.  Where the fuck did she go so fast? Maybe she bolted. Cameron is nowhere to be found either. She better not have gone anywhere with him. I tamp down the anger rising up in me, shocked at the speed it appeared. The truth is, Ella can be with any guy she wants. I have no say, but if she’s going to mess around with Cameron, she should know what kind of guy she’s getting involved with. Then again, who am I to talk. We’re ballers, and around campus we’re the known man whores—guys who have a different girl every weekend.

      “Need a tampon?” Brady asks as he comes up to me and slaps me on the back to pull me from my stupor.

      “What the fuck, dude.”

      “You’re standing here staring off into space.” He pokes my forehead. “You got a cramp or something?”

      “Fuck off,” I say and he leans forward as I fake punch him in the gut. He hands me a Solo cup and I take a drink of his beer and hand it back.

      “Ivy is looking hot tonight, don’t you think? Or maybe you’ve got a thing for her sister.”

      I shouldn’t want to bring sweet Ella into our world where fucking is nothing but a pastime, but dammit, selfish bastard that I am, I do. I really wasn’t prepared to see her in a tight dress, her hair and makeup done.

      “What do you know about her, anyway?” I ask.

      “Just that she really doesn’t like you.” His grin is cocky when he adds, “And does not want your cock anywhere near her lips.”

      The sudden image of Ella on her knees before me, her big blue eyes wide as she opens her mouth to take me in fills my brain and thickens my damn dick. Fuck, what is it about her innocence that gets to me? She’s like a goddamn angel sent from heaven. Innocent and untouched. But she can’t be a virgin, right? She’s a fourth-year college student, for Christ’s sake. Then again, Cameron wouldn’t be chasing her if she wasn’t. Although how he would know for certain is beyond me.

      “And…” Brady says, pulling my thoughts back. He pokes me. “She’s your new tutor.”

      “Yeah,” I say, halfheartedly as I run my fingers through my mess of hair. “That’s all kind of fucked up.” Under my breath, I add, “I can’t believe she came tonight.”

      “Me neither. Why do you think she’s here?”

      “Don’t know.”

      “Why don’t you go find out.”

      I turn to Brady, and our eyes lock. “You think so?” Why the hell am I asking my best friend’s thoughts on this. Who I’m with is not his business and I don’t need his permission.  The fact that I am asking, though, that means even I know I should leave well enough alone. I just wish I wasn’t so goddamn drawn to her. If it was just her body I was after—fuck, I could have her sister, judging by the way she was acting earlier.

      “Go.” Brady gives me a shove to set me into motion, and I head toward the door just as she steps back in, alone. At least she was smart enough to ditch douche bag Cameron. Her eyes drift to mine and need slams into me, pounds hard against my chest. What the hell is wrong with me? No girl has ever pulled this kind of reaction from me before. It’s a bit unnerving, really. I take one step, but before I can get to her, I hear someone call my name. Ivy comes running up to me, jumping into my arms, and laughingly wraps her arms around me, burying her face in my neck.

      “There you are,” she says and shakes her head to roll her hair to her back. “I’ve been looking everywhere for you.”

      “Been right here the whole time, Ivy.” I try to shake her loose but she tightens her hold on me.

      “I guess I haven’t been looking in the right places.” With her dress—one very similar to Ella’s—high on her thighs, she wiggles her body against mine, and I groan as her pussy presses against my stomach. Is she even wearing panties, and what the fuck does she think she’s doing? I’m not her type, never have been, so why all the attention, suddenly?

      “Did you know your sister is here?” I ask.

      Her eyes go wide, shock registering on her face. “What the hell? This is so not her thing.” She glances around like she’s searching for her sister, and while she’s acting all surprised, I get the strangest feeling she knew Ella was here.

      “I was just about to go say hello to her.” I look past Ivy’s shoulder, and my eyes lock with Ella’s. She stands there perfectly still, and a moment later something passes over her eyes, and I watch her transform in front of me. She hugs herself, and takes a small step back, like she’s trying to disappear into the woodwork. I grip Ivy’s arms to release her hold on me, but can’t shake her off. Cameron is back, and he puts his hand on Ella’s back to set her into motion. She stumbles a bit, like she’s unsure, then casts me a quick glance before letting him lead her into the kitchen.

      “Fuck,” I grumble.

      Ivy blinks at me. “What?”

      “Your sister. She shouldn’t be with Cameron. I know him and he’s only after one thing.”

      “What guy here isn’t?” she challenges with a laugh.

      Okay, so what can I say? She’s right about that. I shrug, and Ivy slides from my body, and goes all kitten like, rubbing herself against me.

      “So what are we waiting for?” she asks and when I don’t bite, I catch a hint of anger simmering just below her smile. “Can you tell me why you’re wasting time worrying about my sister? She’s a big girl.”

      “Yeah, maybe, but I don’t think she knows what she’s getting herself into.” Christ, I grew up with four sisters, and a mother who is a minister. If I don’t do the right thing here and see to her safety, they’d all kill me. But this isn’t just for them. Something about Ella brings out the protector in me.

      She scoffs. “After what she said about you, I’d think you’d want to kick her out of here.”

      “You heard about that, huh?” I ask, and take in the sour look on her face.

      “Everyone heard about that. She’s the laughingstock on the campus, Landon. Even I’m embarrassed to call her my sister.”

      Something tightens inside of me. “Then it must have been very hard for her to come here tonight.”

      “Right?” She rolls her big blue eyes. “Why put herself through the embarrassment?”

      “Maybe I should go find out what’s going on.”

      She runs one finger up and down my chest. “Can’t you go later?” She glances at the stairs. “I kind of want to go up there right now.”

      “Upstairs is off limits.” Not that that has ever stopped any of the guys from going up there and fucking in my bedroom.

      “This is your house, your rules.” Her whiny voice grates on my nerves. “You can change them for me, Landon.”

      She’s not wrong. “I’m going to go check on Ella.” Ivy pouts and tries to pull at me as I move around her. Just then Ivy’s friend Jessica walks past me, and I glance over my shoulder to see Ivy reach for her friend’s cup and take a big drink. Ivy starts bitching to her friend as I enter the kitchen.

      Ella’s back is to me, yet everything about her tells me she knows I’m right behind her. Her body tightens as she watches the guys do a keg stand. I step up to her, and I’m about to put my hand on her shoulder when I remember what happened the last time I touched without permission. Instead, I bend and place my mouth near her ear. “You came.”

      She slowly turns, and my fucking heart jumps when big blue eyes full of shame, and embarrassment, meet mine. Her smile is wobbly, everything about her on edge when she says, “Can’t fool you.”

      I take a long breath as her sweet vanilla scent fills my nostrils. “Nope.” I tap my head. “I suck in English, but I’m not all brawn.”

      Color crawls up her neck and into her cheeks as she glances down, and folds her arms, once again retreating into herself. “That’s why I’m here. I…I…”

      “Follow me,” I say and lead her out of the kitchen to a corner in the living room that is somewhat quieter. I lean against the wall and she stands there shifting from one foot to the other. “I’m glad you came.”

      A garbled sound crawls out of her throat. “Why, after what you heard me say?” She buries her face in her hands.

      I make a move to pull her hands away and stop myself. “Uh, can I touch you?”

      Her head jerks up, her hands still in front of her. “What?”

      “Your hands. Can I touch them?”

      She examines her hands, frowning like she doesn’t get why I asked, then her gaze slides back to mine. “Um, yeah, okay.” I take her hands, and I’m instantly bombarded with want as I close callused fingers over her very soft skin. I put her hands by her sides.

      “I’m not upset. Not anymore, anyway. I guess I just want to know why you said those things.”

      “I was just being stupid. I don’t really think you guys are all brawn. I’m here tonight to apologize to every single guy on the team. I’ve been the victim of name calling and bullying…” She swallows like she’s remembering something hurtful, and without even realizing it, my fingers curl into fists wanting to hunt down and beat everyone who hurt her. “I know how that feels, and what I did was no better. I’m sorry, Landon.”

      “Apology accepted.”

      “What…” she begins in a quiet voice. “What I said about your…your…”

      I take her hand in mine and give it an encouraging squeeze. A breathy little sound catches in her throat as her fingers curl in mine.

      “Your…” she tries again.

      “My cock.”

      “Oh, God, Landon,” she blurts out and sags against the wall, our fingers still entwined, like neither of us are in a hurry to let go. “I am so embarrassed, and I shouldn’t have said I didn’t like you when I don’t really know you.”

      I inch a bit closer, and heat arcs between us. I’m sure she feels this pull every bit as much as I do. “You want to get to know me, then?”

      “Yes, no…I mean. I just…” She picks at an imaginary piece of lint on her dress. Does she have any idea how gorgeous she looks in it? Then again, I liked everything about her in overalls, too.

      I put my finger beneath her chin and lift it until our eyes meet. “Out with it.”

      She puckers up her lips and I count the freckles on her nose. Does she have freckles in other hidden places? Damned if I don’t want to find out, but she’s so fucking innocent and I really should just back the fuck off. I didn’t like the hazing game played in freshman year, didn’t want to participate in it. Stealing someone’s innocence for sport, or any other reason, is not my thing.

      “Why…why did you want me to come tonight?”

      “I wanted to show you something.”

      Her entire body goes stiff, a fire back in her eyes “Landon—” Before I can stop her and tell her I’m not interested in showing her my cock—that’s not entirely true—and that it’s my movie collection I wanted her to look at, the guys come barreling at me, lifting me onto their shoulders to celebrate my winning touchdown.

      Just then Ivy comes up to me, a bottle of champagne in her hands. She shakes it, pops the cork and the sweet syrupy contents sprays all over me. Everyone is laughing and carrying on and opening their mouths to take a drink. I quickly lose sight of Ella as the guys take me outside and toss me onto the trampoline someone set up on the front lawn. Ivy and a few other girls jump on with me, upsetting my balance, and no matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to climb off.

      Ivy clings to me, jumping up and down, rubbing her tits on my wet shirt until her dress is wet and her hard nipples are poking my flesh.

      I catch sight of Ella at the front door, watching the action. Peyton comes up behind her and pulls her inside. I lose sight of her, and after numerous tries, I finally manage to drop to my hands and knees and shimmy off the damn trampoline. Ivy calls out to me, but I ignore her and push through the crowd to get back inside.

      I make my way through the rooms, but Ella is nowhere to be found. Did she exit through the back door, and bail? I can’t find Peyton either. I head out back and search the crowd. Fuck. She must have left. I go back inside, and no longer in the mood to party, I head upstairs. No one had better be in my room, fucking on my bed.

      I practically kick open my door, and when I take in the girl standing there, examining my things with her flashlight app, my blood surges and my heart jumps into my throat.

      “Find what you were looking for?”
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      “I…Oh, shit.”

      I lift my phone, and shine the light directly into Landon’s eyes as he stands in the doorway, waiting for me to answer his question. He winces and holds both hands up as I damn near blind him, and while he’s distracted, I take that moment to admire all six feet of him. A burst of white-hot heat flashes inside me, partly because he just caught me snooping, and partly because he’s tall, hard, and so goddamn hot a girl would have to be insane not to be affected.

      “Can you turn that off?” he grumbles, as the scent of his skin washes over me. His pillow smelled the same, and I’m pathetic, because yes, I smelled his bedding. What the hell is wrong with me?

      “Oh, sorry.” I turn the app off, draping us in darkness, the only light in the room now coming from the streetlamp shining in the bedroom window.

      “Well did you find what you were looking for?”

      I found a lot of things, mainly his impressive collection of old DVDs. It’s insane that we have the same taste in movies. “I ah, was looking for the bathroom.” It’s not a lie. I was looking for the bathroom, when I stumbled upon his room. Temptation proved to be too much, and now…busted.

      FML.

      Seriously though, I was surprised that he loves movies as much as I do, even the classics. Maybe that’s why he asked me to come tonight. Maybe he wanted a movie partner. I’m smart, quiet, a wallflower. Definitely not the kind of girl a hot football player sleeps with. I told him I was a film student and liked movies, so yeah, I guess he wanted me here to help him find the next cult classic. Ohmigod!! Maybe he wants me to watch porn with him. Maybe he thinks I’m a big old horny college student.

      He wouldn’t be wrong.

      Then again, he invited me before he knew I watched erotic movies.

      “I got lost,” I say and he stares at me, with what I think is disbelief all over his face. It’s hard to tell in the dark.

      He jerks his thumb over his shoulder. “Across the hall,” he says, and I swallow as his voice, husky and deep now, curls around me, sending shivers down my spine. My nipples tighten, as he pulls in a labored breath, like he can’t quite fill his lungs. What is going on with him?

      Wait, does he think I’m Ivy? I mean the two were pretty wrapped up in each other tonight, and with my new blonde hair—although he likely can’t see it in the dark—there’s a good chance he could think I’m Ivy. I mean, he did shut the door, locking the world out and us in and let’s face it, a girl only goes to a guy’s room for one reason at a frat party—and it’s not to snoop. Plus, he’s been drinking. I’m not sure how much, but there’s a good chance he’s too drunk to know the difference between us.

      “I should go.” My God is that my voice? Since when did I ever sound husky? I guess that’s what arousal does to a person’s voice. I force my quivering legs to work, but as I get closer to him, catching his scent, my entire body vibrates in a way it never has before, clearly reacting to the hot-blooded male standing before me.

      So what are you going to do about that?

      He extends his arm, and captures me around my waist. “Or you could stay,” he says, easily positioning me in front of him, manipulating my body like I weigh no more than a football. Why the hell do I like that so much? Am I really one of those girls who likes when a guy goes all alpha? Oh good God, I might be. His head dips, and his mouth is right there, inches from mine.

      Torpedo.

      Oh, man, why did that stupid word have to jump into my brain. Oh, probably because I need to make a fast decision—a decision that could very well change me. So what’s it going to be? Am I going to text torpedo to Peyton? Or V-card?

      “You want me to stay?” I ask, needing to hear him say it, even though I’m like ninety-nine percent sure he thinks I’m Ivy.

      He hesitates for a brief second, and my blood instantly runs cold. Oh, crap, maybe he suddenly realized it’s me, and knows he made a mistake.

      “Yes, I want you to stay,” he finally says, his voice a low, husky murmur that slides over my skin and settles deep between my legs. “Tell me you want the same.”

      Is this it? The moment I hand over my V-card?

      “I want the same,” I say, and lean into him.

      Ohmigod, I’m doing this. I’m really doing this.

      His hand slides around my neck, and a low tortured moan vibrates around me as he fists my hair and presses his lips to mine. He inches back and asks, “Is that what you were really looking for?”

      My mind whirls, races, searches for the truth. On some level was I hoping he’d find me in here and kiss the sanity from my brain, because yeah, what I’m doing isn’t smart. I barely know this guy. Am I really going to get naked with him and hand over my virginity?

      “Yes,” I murmur, answering his question as well as my own. He gives me a nudge with his body, backing me until the backs of my knees hit the bed, and that’s when my one working brain cell nudges me. I need to text Peyton. He backs up an inch, reaches over his shoulder and tugs off his shirt, and the second I take in all his hills and valleys, I damn near bite off my tongue. Swallowing hard I lift my phone and he angles his head, confused. “I have to send my friend a text. Girl code.”

      “Right,” he says, and I quickly text—torpedo.

      I’m about to set my phone down when an eggplant and a thumbs up emoji pop up. A low chuckle climbs out of Landon’s throat. Dammit, he wasn’t supposed to see that. I set my phone down on his nightstand, and take a fueling breath as he closes the distance between us. His body is warm, his fingers hot as he pulls me against him again, and I try not to react like the virgin I am when I feel his hardness press against my stomach.

      Strong hands tug on the belt holding the dress together, and a jolt of excitement and nervousness rushes through me.

      “Fuck,” he grumbles, as the dress falls away and puddles around my feet. “I need to see you better.”

      He makes a move toward his lamp, and I wrap my hand around his arm to stop him. “No lights,” I say, and he hesitates again. “I like this mood better.”

      He runs his knuckles down my arms and goosebumps break out on my flesh. God, I love the way this guy touches me. Although I have nothing to compare it to.

      “Yeah?” he asks. “You like it in the dark?”

      “Yeah, and I think it will be more fun to feel my way around,” I say, and he chuckles lightly as I put my hands on his chest. His muscles ripple beneath my fingers as I begin an exploration, starting with his chest, my fingers moving over all eight abs until I reach his pants. I hesitate for a brief second, and he takes my hand and slides it lower, until I’m cradling his cock through his jeans.

      Damn that is nice—and big. What the hell am I supposed to do with that? I guess I’ll soon find out.

      I take my time to explore him, and a new kind of eagerness builds inside me.  Suddenly anxious to see him naked, I pop his button, but he grips my hand and stops me. My heart speeds up as my gaze jerks to his.

      “I need my mouth on you before anything,” he says, and slides one hand around my body, to pull me against him. His hungry lips find mine again, devour my mouth, bite at my lip. Tomorrow I’ll have marks and I’m not even upset about that.

      His lips leave mine and travel downward. Using his thumbs, he lightly brushes my hard nipples through my bra and a moan I have no control over rises in my throat and seems to excite him. His soft chuckle whispers over my skin as he reaches behind me and in one swift movement, he removes my bra. Apparently his nimble football hands are adept at many things, but I don’t want to think about that right now. Nope, I can’t think about it. Not when he’s staring at my breasts like they’re a big hot fudge sundae and he hasn’t eaten in days.

      Lord help me.

      “Such perfect tits. I might want to fuck these,” he murmurs as he holds them and bends to take a hard nipple into his mouth. Mercy. Do all guys talk like him? Do I even like that?

      Ohmigod, I do.

      His tongue swirls, his teeth nip and I shut my eyes against the onslaught of pleasure. I’ve touched myself before, of course, but nothing has ever felt this good. The heat of his mouth sears my skin, and I feel the pull all the way to the needy spot between my legs. I breathe in his intoxicating scent as he moves from one nipple to the other. My hips roll instinctively, searching for…something.

      Landon’s hands slide down my body and grip my hips, his fingers biting into my flesh as he holds me still, like my movements are just too much for him. While I’m not sure if that’s true, I work to roll them again, to bump up against his hard cock, and he tears his lips from my nipple.

      “You are so fucking sexy and if you keep that up I’ll be done before I’ve even started.”

      Oh.

      I smile secretly, liking this effect I have on him. He stands to his full height, and my body is flush with his as he slides his hands down my back. A hard shiver goes through me as his fingers dip into my panties, and I toss up a silent prayer of thanks that I wore my only pretty pair. Maybe I should have let him turn the lights on and see my body, my lace underwear—my face.

      Nope, not going to do anything to ruin this night. I’m still not sure which twin he thinks he’s with and I’ll deal with that dilemma later. When my body is not screaming for his touch. When my pesky V-card is not begging me to get over myself and make love already.

      Make love?

      Oh, what a joke. I am not stupid enough to think this is anything other than sex, or that this isn’t a one-night thing. The ballers are all a bunch of man whores with revolving bedroom doors.  He nudges my panties down, sliding to the floor with them. His mouth is inches from my sex, his breath hot on my mons as he taps my legs for me to lift. I lift them one at a time and he tosses my scrap of lace over his shoulder.

      I take a deep breath as his thumb goes to my wet pussy, and he casts a quick glance up at me. Fearing he can sense my nervousness, I put my hands on his shoulders and squeeze, giving him encouragement. But all my unease fades away the second his scorching hot tongue makes contact with my clit.

      “Ohmigod,” I say out loud and his chuckle reverberates through me.

      “Like that do you, Angel?”

      “Yes,” I pant. “More please.”

      I catch his grin in the dark before he buries his face between my legs again, and I close my eyes. Angel. Yeah, maybe that’s the perfect name because I sure as hell feel like I’m in heaven. I run my hands over his broad shoulders, loving the way his muscles bunch beneath my hands. He tongues me, and I grip his hair, and pull him against my pussy a little harder. Dear God, who am I? I don’t know and I don’t care.

      I want this.

      I want him.

      Before I even realize what’s happening, I’m on his bed, and he’s widening my legs with his body, pushing my thighs open until I’m on full display. A loud, tortured growl crawls from the depths of his throat. I wish I could see him. I wish I could see the look on his face as he takes in my nakedness with his fingers. I’ve never been ashamed of my body. I’ve just never really been the object of a guy’s attention before.

      His big hands slide up my thighs, and I let loose a moan as he presses the rough tip of his finger to my clit. I toss my head from side to side, and grip the bedding. “Do you like what I’m doing to you, Angel?” he asks.

      “Yes.”

      “Was this what you were looking for?”

      “It was,” I admit—to him and myself. What’s the point in keeping any secrets? I want everything he wants to give me, and I’m not about to hide the truth when the hottest guy on the planet is doing the most delicious things to my clit. That would make me the world’s biggest fool, and while this might not be my smartest decision, I’m no fool.

      He inches a finger into me, and I bite down on my lip. He groans. “You are so fucking tight, Angel.”

      Oh, that’s because I’m a virgin.

      He goes still, and I can’t help but wonder if he just had the same thought. “Not too tight for your cock,” I say, surprising myself. Looks like all that porn watching has paid off, because he’s back to fingering me, all hesitation gone. I move my body, rock into him, not because it’s what I think I’m supposed to do but because I’m so damn needy.

      Heat races through my body, centers on my core, and I am only seconds from climaxing. I try to hold back, I really do, but when he takes my clit back into his mouth, sucks hard, like the team’s next win might depend on it, the world closes in on me. I take a fast breath and then another as his thick finger strokes the sensitive bundle of nerves inside me. Then suddenly the world stops spinning, time suspends, and nothing but the strong, exquisite sensations in my body matter.

      I tug on the sheets, and lift my head as a vortex of pleasure centers between my legs. “I’m…I’m…”

      “Yeah, Angel, come for me.” The sheer pleasure in his voice brings on another hard explosion. “Just like that.”

      My hot liquid heat soaks his finger as he continues to move it in and out of me, and with the way he’s rubbing his lips against my pussy, I know when he finally comes up for air, his face will be soaked. I have no idea why the idea of that turns me on.

      He laps at me, drinking me like I’m the best thing he’s ever tasted, and I grip his hair again, wanting his cock in my mouth.

      “Landon,” I beg, and tug, wanting more…wanting everything, wanting things I probably don’t even know about yet.

      “Not done with you, Angel,” he says and swirls his tongue all over me. He stays buried between my legs, not moving until he’s damn well ready, and while I do want to touch and taste his cock, I’m not going to put up a fight.

      Ever so slowly he goes back on his heels, and with my eyes completely adjusted to the dark, along with the lamp light shining in from outside, I can take in the motion as he wipes his mouth with the back of his hand. “Wanted to stay down here all night, but I desperately need to be inside you. I think I might just die if I don’t get my cock in you within the next few minutes.” He brushes his finger along my slit as he takes his cock in his other hand and strokes it from base to tip, and a little squeal catches in my throat.

      “Something the matter, Angel?”

      “You’re just…big.” He cocks his head to the side and I mentally scold myself. What a stupid, innocent thing to say.

      “I won’t hurt you.”

      As I take in his dark face, the way he’s studying me, my nerves relax. While this guy is a man whore, everything in the way he just touched me, pleasured me, reassured me with his words, puts me at ease.

      “I know,” I whisper. “I…I trust you.”

      He goes perfectly still and for a second I wonder if he’s breathing. God, did I say the wrong thing? Finally, he breaks the quiet and says, “Yeah?” I don’t miss the doubt in his voice. But there’s something else there too. Something that sounds like pride. He likes that I trust him. What? Do people not have much faith in him off the field? My heart pinches at that. Landon is a lot of things, but underneath it all, I really think he’s a good guy with a good heart.

      Don’t fall for him, girl.

      I quickly remind myself this is a one-night thing, and say, “We need protection.”

      He nods quickly, like my words pulled him back from somewhere, and reaches into his nightstand. Back on his knees, between my legs, he opens a foil package, but I’m fascinated by his cock, the length, the girth and its hardness. I sit up, and adjust my body, putting my mouth close to him, and a growl tears from his throat.

      “Angel, you can’t⁠—”

      His mouth slams shut with an audible click as I take the crown into my mouth, and weigh him in my hands. I’m not an expert at this. Heck, I’ve never done it before, but judging by his moans, I don’t think it matters. I lean forward and he sinks to the back of my throat, and my damn gag reflexes kick in. Dammit. Embarrassment floods me, and he cups my cheeks and pulls me from his dick.

      For a second I expect him to laugh at my inexperience, to tease me a bit, but he’s dead serious when he says, “You don’t have to do this.”

      The tenderness in his voice messes with me a little, and once again I have to remember I’m just one girl of many in this guy’s life. “I want to.” How many times does a girl get to learn about sex from a guy who’s an expert? A guy she’s always lusted after.

      I lick his crown, and massage his balls in the palms of my hands, and he grips my hair, curls it in his fingers. He pulls his cock from my mouth as I steal a quick glance up at him, and he leans down and taking me by surprise, presses a tender kiss to my forehead. Warmth moves through me, and I take him back into my mouth again, loosening my muscles so I don’t choke again.

      I moan without thinking and his loud growl follows. I never knew I was such a tease, but I like watching this man become unhinged.

      “Angel…I can’t…”

      I let him tug himself from my mouth and fall back onto the pillow. His gaze drops to my chest as he sheathes himself. Is he going to fuck me there? He settles his body over me, and his mouth finds mine as he takes my legs and hooks them around his back, opening my sex wide for him.

      His thick crown presses against my opening, and I want to slam my eyes shut and hold my breath, but he’s watching me, his eyes locked on mine. I take a slow breath as our lips meld and explore the contours and curves of our mouths. Landon watches me I can’t help but think he’s gauging my reactions, but there’s no way he can know I’m a virgin, right?

      He tenderly smooths my hair from my face, when suddenly his hips thrust forward. I open my mouth to let out a scream, but no words form as he sinks into me. He fills me, buries deep and goes still for entirely too long. My breathing changes, fast shallow pants as my entire body stiffens.

      He curses under his breath, “Jesus Christ, I’m hurting you.” When I don’t answer, can’t find my voice to answer, his chest leaves mine as he inches back, his eyes moving over my face. “Are you⁠—”

      I grab him, pull him to me. “Landon,” I plead and lift until my lips are back on his. “Please…I want more.”

      As I rock against him, encouraging him to move inside me, he follows me back onto the bed, his lips kissing mine as he pistons his hips, his big, glorious cock stretching me in ways I’ve never been stretched. I lightly scrape my nails over his back, and breathe through the sting until my body begins to tingle all over, every nerve coming alive with pleasure.

      “Yes,” he moans as I rock with him, rising up to meet each glorious thrust. “You are so hot and tight.”

      “It’s because you’re so big,” I tell him and that seems to satisfy him—probably strokes his ego too. But I don’t care. The man’s ego deserves to be stroked. Everything on him deserves to be stroked when he can bring this kind of pleasure to a virgin.

      His eyes find mine again, and his face is pained. “You are so goddamn beautiful, I’m not going to last.”

      “That’s okay. I want to feel you.”

      “Not before you come again.”

      “I don’t think I can,” I say quickly.

      “Yeah, you will,” he says and clenches down on his jaw. He looks like he’s in total agony, but I do love a confident man with a plan.

      “Touch your tits for me, Angel. Rub your nipples. Pinch them.”

      I do as he says, liking his orders, and the second I pinch my hard nipples, sensations rocket through me, and my eyes widen as an orgasm approaches. “There you go,” he says and slides a hand between our bodies to apply pressure to my clit.

      “Oh,” I moan, my eyes now rolling around in my head. He chuckles but it sounds pained as he continues to pump into me. He lowers himself and braces one arm on the bed beside me. As he uses hard, blunt strokes, movements not meant to finesse, but rather get the job done, I am almost certain I’m fucked. Of course I’m not referring to our physical joining. I’m thinking this guy might be ruining me for anyone else.

      I’ll worry about that tomorrow, though. Right now, as pleasure gathers in every nerve, my body totally alive, I can’t think, I can only feel. His hips piston into me as he flicks my clit, and I play with my nipples and suddenly my body burns, and pleasure moves rapidly through me until I’m coming around his cock.

      “Angel,” he growls as my muscles squeeze around him and he throws his head back, claiming his own orgasm. I concentrate on the pulsing between my legs, both his and mine, and revel in the euphoric lightheadedness of my brain. I briefly close my eyes as we ride our release and when our bodies stop spasming, he falls over me, pinning me with his impressive weight.

      He rolls to the side, taking me with him. Our bodies are warm and damp and oh so sated, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to use my legs again. What the hell. Legs are overrated, anyway. I open one eye and peek at him, completely angry with myself. I mean, I heard sex was awesome. Peyton told me numerous times what I was missing out on, but come on, this, what we did here, makes my piddly little one-handed climaxes a total bore. I should have jumped into sex headfirst the second I arrived my freshman year.

      He rolls to his other side, and I hear a snap as he removes his condom. A second later, he’s facing me again, his hand is between my legs again, and for a second I think he’s already up for round two, but no, he’s actually wiping me with some tissues. A hard shiver wracks my body.

      “Cold?” he asks.

      “A bit.” It’s a lie, but I’m not about to let him know this was pretty emotional for me, and that it’s possible I could fall for the first guy to touch me.

      “I’ll get you a T-shirt.” He jumps up and heads to his dresser.

      He grabs me a shirt from his dresser, and comes back to bed. I sit up, and he slides it over my head. As I breathe in the scent on him, my damn heart squeezes tight.

      Could the guy be any sweeter?

      Okay, come on, girlfriend. Get your shit together. You can’t fall for this guy. He says something to me, a grunt of sorts and I can’t quite decipher it. Is he asking me to leave? Oh, God, he probably is. I start to get up and go, when one thick arm falls over me, dragging me into his body. He buries his face in my hair and… Wait, did he just sniff me?

      Maybe he did and who am I to judge, right? As I come down from my post-orgasmic bliss, my brain cells start working again. I consider where my dress is, and the most efficient way to get into it and out of his room.

      Oh, shit.

      I’ll have to do the walk of shame. I cringe and curl tighter against him, not wanting to move. He mumbles something else, and the next thing I know his breathing has changed. How could he possibly fall asleep so fast, especially when my brain is racing a million miles an hour? Oh, because he’s had sex numerous times and this is his M.O.

      The party is still going strong, and my sister is down there. Not that it’s any of her business, but she sort of made it clear that she was after Landon. Shit. Did I cross a line, claim someone that she wanted first? Although, I’ve wanted Landon for a long time. Then again, how would she know that? Worry moves into my gut, and my muscles tighten. Did I make a huge mistake here?

      Laughter rises up from downstairs making me painfully aware of my near nakedness, that I slept with a football player—had a one-night hook up with a guy I have to tutor for the next couple months. And I don’t even like football players, right?

      I try to shimmy away, but he pulls me back. Wait, is he sleeping or not? And why is he keeping me here. I know their reputations. Women do not stay over. I settle myself for the time being and a plan comes together. Wait until everyone is gone, sneak out under the cover of darkness and pretend this never happened. It’s a good plan, right? Solid.

      If I follow it carefully, nothing can go wrong.
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      I peel one eye open and then another. For a second, I’m confused. Who the hell is in my bed? I never let anyone stay over. Never. The fog clears from my brain, and my body ignites as memories come rushing back. I glance at the woman beside me. She’s anything but ‘anyone.’ Goddammit, I loved walking into my room and finding her in here. She was snooping, but the second my lips touched hers, it was clear what she really wanted. Hell, what we both wanted.

      As she sleeps soundly beside me, I shove the blankets off and take note of my Angel’s phone on the nightstand. I chuckle quietly. I’m glad that Ella has a friend who watches out for her, but now she has me, and I’m going to make it my mission to make sure she’s always safe and always in good hands—my hands—and stays away from that asshole Cameron.

      I push to my feet, and nearly fall to my death when I trip on my shoes. “Jesus,” I mumble, and glance over my shoulder, not wanting to wake sleeping beauty. My pulse picks up when she makes a moaning sound and curls deeper into her pillow. That’s when another thought hits me. Fuck. I grip my hair and tug. I’d have to be a total idiot to not know that she’d given me her virginity last night. The second I felt that barrier, the tightening of her body, two things happened. One, I fucking hated myself for taking it. And two, I realized that I was the guy she gifted it to and I don’t take that lightly. The truth is, the freshman hazing game always made me sick, and I would never want to trick anyone into giving me something so precious. Sure there’s crazy chemistry between us, but if she’d held on to it this long, it must have meant a great deal to her, right? So why me? Why did she give me something she’s been holding on to for so long? I’m not even certain I deserve it, but somehow, some way, I’m going to let her know what it means to me.

      I tip toe to the door, and tug it open. The hall is as dark as my room, and I quietly make my way to the bathroom. It’s the middle of the night and I have no idea what time the party died down, I’m just glad the place cleared out. I don’t want Ella feeling any kind of shame when she leaves here tomorrow—after I cook her breakfast.

      I take care of business in the bathroom, and head back to my room. I shut the door, and snuggle in next to my sweet virgin. Of course, she’s not a virgin anymore, but I shouldn’t be too hard on myself. She wanted me as much as I wanted her. I slide my hand around her body, loving that she’s naked in my bed. I guess she must have tossed off my T-shirt. Unable to help myself, I brush my finger over her nipple, and she makes a cooing sound in her sleep.

      My dick instantly thickens, and I’m hoping she’s not too sore for another round. “Hey,” I whisper into her ear, and she makes a sexy, sleepy sound and turns my way. Fuck, I wish I could turn the light on and see her but at this point it would blind us both. Come morning, however, I plan to look my fill at her beautiful body. I’m about to ask her if she can take me again, or if she’s too sore, when her long, sleek arms curl around my neck.

      I lean into her, and pull her under my body as my lips find hers for a slow, wake-up kiss. Our tongues tangle, and this time around she tastes like beer. I hadn’t noticed that earlier. Probably because I’d been drinking myself, or maybe she got up after I fell asleep and partied a little. Although that does seem out of character for her. As if knowing my body now, and what I’m about to do, she wraps her legs around my back, in much the same way I’d positioned her earlier. She’s a fast learner, I’ll give her that.

      She moans into my mouth and my dick is so hard, I can’t wait to get inside her, but I need to make sure she’s ready for me. I shift to the side, and run my hands down the sides of her neck, stopping to cup her breasts, and then go lower, until I find heaven. With a gentle touch, I brush her clit, and her moans grow louder. Damn I like how responsive she is. I expected her to be a little sore, but she’s not acting like anything hurts, and with the way she’s writhing, encouraging me, I dip a finger inside her.

      “Yes,” she murmurs, her voice a low sleepy murmur that’s hard to recognize. Her hips lift and she bucks against my finger, and she’s so hot for it, I slide in another. I kiss the soft creamy flesh on her neck and go lower to take her nipple into my mouth. Her hands curl through my hair and she arches into me. Her moans grow louder, unabashed, wanton, without any sort of shyness, and I swear to God, it’s the nicest sound I’ve ever heard.

      “Fuck yeah,” I say. “Take what you need. You are so sexy when you let go.” I nibble on her hard buds, and a whimpering cry fills the air. My God, I’m damn near ready to explode just from seeing her like this, from giving her pleasure. In no time at all, her hot pussy quivers around my fingers as she climaxes. She clenches tightly, her hot heat dripping down my palm. My blood boils, as one thought fills my mind—get your cock inside her.

      Her spasms stop and I pull my fingers from her pussy, to grab a condom from my nightstand. I rip into the condom, and in the dark I sheathe myself. Once I’m suited up, she pulls me to her, and widens her legs for me as she cups my ass, to pull me inside. I push inside, and as she moves her hips, something tugs at me, something that is just out of reach.

      Ignoring that one brain cell trying to tell me something, I fuck the shy girl who had enough balls to show up at the party after we all heard her private conversation. I totally admire her grit. What will the guys think when they find out I fucked her? Not that I care. Well, maybe that’s not entirely true. If she’s going to be my girl, I want them to like her.

      My girl.

      Fuck, maybe I’m getting ahead of myself. But I’ll think about that later. Ella pulls my mouth to hers and I kiss the hell out of her. Our mouths eat at each other like we’re starved, and she nibbles on my lip, hard enough to leave it bruised and swollen. Wow, what has gotten into her. She’s a little wilder, a little more brazen in her half-awake state. I don’t hate it. It’s just different, that’s all.

      I slide in and out of her, my balls tight, eager for release as she meets each thrust, with a hard one of her own. I want to go slow, want to take it easy on her in case she’s sore but that doesn’t seem to be what she wants. Long nails scrape over my back, a little harder than she did earlier, and once again, something niggles in the back of my brain.

      Taking me by surprise, she pushes on my chest, and rolls me under her. All right, I can get behind this, or rather under this. She sits on my dick, and I grip her soft round hips as she lifts herself on and off of my fat dick, riding me like I’m her damn stallion.

      “That’s it,” I growl and cup her breasts, squeezing her nipples with my fingers. She throws her head back, her hair spilling over her shoulders as sensations pool between my legs. “I’m close,” I say, my voice rough and desperate. She makes a whimpering sound and falls forward. Her teeth tug my lower lip as she gyrates, rubbing her clit on my pelvis, and I slide a finger between our bodies to help her along.

      “Landon, yes,” she cries out, her voice low and full of need as lust pounds in my ears, making it hard to hear anything clearly. She moves against me, and I let out a deep groan, barely able to hold on. She sits up a bit, and runs her hands over my chest and stomach like she can’t get enough of me, and I fucking love it. Intense pleasure spreads through me, and I wish I could have tasted her again. I want her sweet flavor on my tongue. I want to taste her in class tomorrow, and after practice. I want to taste her until I can have her again, because dammit, I want more than a one-night hook up. I just pray to fuck she wants the same, otherwise our tutoring sessions are going to be pretty damn awkward.

      Her muscles squeeze around my cock, and I wonder what the fuck is wrong with me, because I can usually hang on a lot longer. But none of those girls were Ella. I know she’s special, and I’m the luckiest goddamn guy in the world to have this night with her. The first of many, I hope.

      “Oh my God,” she cries out, loud enough to wake Brady, since he’s just on the other side of the damn wall. He’s likely out cold though, and probably has some girl in his bed. Unlike me, he doesn’t mind sleepovers, and come morning there could be more than just one girl exiting his room. Like I said, we’re man whores, and some of us are far too proud of that, but Ella could definitely make me change my ways.

      I slide my hands around her waist, as an orgasm rips through me, and I clench down on my jaw as I ride out the pleasure. I gasp for breath, and her breathing seems just as labored as she falls over me, resting her cheek against my chest. My heart pounds against her face, and she makes a soft, sigh of contentment as she circles my nipple.

      We stay in that position until I grow flaccid, and I roll her to her side and pull out. “Give me a second,” I say and tug off my condom. That’s when my damn heart comes to a roaring halt. Fuck, the rubber broke. Panic invades my gut. I never have sex without a condom, and I’ve never had one break before. Jesus, I hope she’s on the pill. She was a virgin so I know she’s clean. I’m clean too.

      I dispose of it, and wipe myself down. I grab a few tissues for Ella, and she’s on her back when I slide in next to her. I wipe her clean and her soft breathing sounds curl around me. I toss the tissues into the garbage can, and she’s facing away from me by the time I get back into bed.

      “Are you on the pill?” I ask, my voice low, my mouth near her ear.

      She goes stiff. “Why?” she asks, her voice husky and low.

      “Condom broke. Sorry about that, but I’m clean and I know you’re clean.”

      She goes quiet for a long time, so long I wonder if she’s okay, and if I need to apologize a million times. I can almost hear her brain working as she sorts through this situation. Then suddenly by small degrees her body relaxes, and she takes my arm and pulls it around her. “We’re good,” she whispers.

      My heart slows. Thank fuck. I am so not ready for kids. It’s not that I don’t like them. I do. I have nieces and nephews. I just have a career to think about. I spent my whole life working my ass off to get into the NFL, and I can’t let one broken condom interfere with my future. Plus, my father would kick my ass all the way from his car dealership to Mom’s church. Mom would be mortified, to be honest, and expect me to do the right thing, but once again I’m getting ahead of myself and Ella just told me we were good, and I trust her.

      Trust.

      Such a funny thing. For the first time in a long time, I get the sense that Ella is with me, not because I’m a baller but because we had a real connection, and she saw the man beneath the uniform. Okay, it’s true, I don’t know her really, but I want to get to know the girl beneath the overalls more. With that last thought racing around in my brain, I press a kiss to Ella’s shoulder, and breathe in her scent. Odd, she no longer smells like sweet vanilla. Maybe she did get up and party, and maybe she showered before crawling back into bed with me. That would be odd, but I don’t think Ella is like the girls I’m used to.

      As I drift off, I hear a noise from behind me, a door opening, or something. I’m too goddamn tired to peel my eyes open, and maybe I’m just hearing things. It’s probably one of Brady’s girls trying to find the bathroom. Wait, are those footsteps in my room? I try to turn, I want to turn, but my body just won’t move, and that would mean untangling myself from Ella and waking her. After all that sex, she needs her sleep and after yesterday’s brutal game, and fucking this gorgeous beauty beside me, I have zero energy to expel.

      “Wrong room,” I groan in my semi-sleep state. The footsteps come to an abrupt halt, and I take a deep breath, sleep pulling me under.

      “What’s going on?” Ella mumbles from beside me and I hear a small gasp, or a shriek or some kind of girly sound from behind me. Obviously she accidently stumbled into the wrong room. The steps go completely still, and just when I think we’re alone again, something clunks on my nightstand.

      “Go away,” I say, and Ella groans. “Not you.” I clarify and pull her in tighter. A second later, my door slams shut with a little more force than necessary. What the fuck? Oh well, I don’t know who it was, nor do I care—and now they know it too.
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      I kick the blankets off and rub my eyes as I glance around the room. As the world comes into view, a knot tightens in my stomach and I bite my damn lip and work to keep the tears from coming.

      What have I done?

      I put my feet on the floor to ground myself, and my stupid brain races back to last night—to Landon. My God, I had sex with Landon and I liked it. A lot. Too much. While I knew it was just sex, nothing more—and that today I was going to pretend it never even happened—there’s a ridiculous, girly part of me that loved the tender way he touched me. I never should have had sex with him. Never. You know what else I never should have done.

      Gone back for my phone!

      Yeah, then maybe I never would have known he slept with Ivy after me, and I could have lived  in happy ignorant happy bliss for the rest of my life. “God,” I say and let loose an agonized moan. Peyton pokes her head into my room.

      Her smile drops when she takes one look at me. “Oh, shit,” she says, and crosses the room. She drops down onto the bed, and crosses her legs, like she always does when she’s ready to go into counseling mode. “Do I need to kill him?”

      “No, of course not,” I say, and work to get myself together, despite the storm waging war in my head and my heart. Why was Ivy in his bed? Did she go in there, or did he go get her after I left? Did he think he was sleeping with her all along? He must have, and the only thing left for me to do now is move to Canada.

      Peyton waves her hand in front of my face. “Ella,” she says. “Where’d you go?”

      “I’m fine,” I lie, but it’s futile. Peyton knows me too well.

      “Did you not like it?”

      “I liked it, I guess. I just…look it was a one-night thing. No biggie.”

      “So the rumors are false? No biggie?” she nudges me, and I laugh as she tries to lighten the mood.

      “The rumors are true,” I say. “Although I have nothing to compare it to.”

      She takes my hand into hers and gives it a squeeze. “You really like him, huh?”

      “Nope,” I say quickly. Too quickly. “He’s a baller and you know how I feel about those guys.” My stomach tightens as a measure of guilt moves through me. Is Jacob looking down on me with disgust for sleeping with a guy who jumped straight into bed with my sister afterward? Honestly, he’s not done anything to prove he’s different from any other jock.

      Ugh, I just don’t know what to think anymore, and while I don’t keep secrets from Peyton, I can’t bring myself to say out loud that Landon screwed my sister after screwing me, and that there is a ninety-nine percent chance he thought I was Ivy to begin with.

      But you know what is worse than any of that? I knew it, too, I knew there was a chance he didn’t know it was me, and I slept with him anyway. What kind of person does that make me? As that knot in my stomach expands, punches into my lungs, I suddenly can’t get air. I swallow hard, grip the bed sheets, and work to look normal as Peyton continues to stare at me.

      “I need a shower,” I say and jump up. The second I do, muscles I didn’t know exist tighten, a reminder of the way Landon used my body last night.

      “Are you sure you’re okay, Ella?”

      My muscles bunch under her watchful eye as I grab clean clothes, hug them to my chest, and turn to her. “It’s like this. I wouldn’t have slept with him if I didn’t like something about him, but neither of us were looking for anything more. I had sex, finally got rid of my pesky virginity, and now I’m ready to move on.”

      “I actually thought there could be have been something more between the two of you. I thought he was different from the others.”

      “I know you did, but he’s no different from any other jock, Peyton.” Somewhere deep inside, I thought that too. I mean, I did sleep with him. “Believe me when I say that.”

      She stares at me for a long moment, and I hold my composure the entire time. Go me. “Okay,” she finally says. “Go get your shower. I’ll put on the coffee. I have an early meeting with my prof this morning.”

      “Thanks,” I say and make my legs move at a regular pace as I leave the room, when all I want to do is run and lock myself in the bathroom and cry for a few hours. Get yourself together, girl. I fill my lungs, and square my shoulders as I dart down the hall, berating myself for my ridiculousness. I’m a college senior for god’s sake. Not some giddy high school freshman lusting after the star football player.

      I jump into a hot shower, soap up my hands, and wash all traces of Landon from my body. What is it going to take to wash him from my brain? I slide my hand between my legs, and touch my tender sex. I lightly stroke myself, and close my eyes, as memories of last night bombard me. I take a deep breath, and brush my clit. Maybe I’ll go out and sleep with someone else. Now that I know how great sex is, and that there is nothing wrong with a girl taking what she needs. Yeah, maybe that will help wipe Landon from my brain. I might have to film him on the field, but that doesn’t mean we ever really have to talk or cross paths again. That’s my last frat party, for sure.

      With a new plan forming, even though I have no desire to crawl between the sheets with anyone else—I wash my hair and body, then turn the shower off. Twenty minutes later, I open the bathroom door fully dressed, make-up free, and with my hair in a braid. I steal one last look at myself in the mirror. Today I look nothing like my sister, and for that I’m happy.

      I step into the kitchen and Peyton hands me a cup of coffee. “Have I told you how much I love you?” I take a much-needed sip, as she shoves her computer into her bag and tosses it over her shoulder.

      “Lunch later?”

      “Coffee shack?”

      She blows me a kiss. “Have a good one.” She steps out into the sunshine, and I’m grateful she’s not pushing for details of last night. But seriously how am I going to face Landon…how am I going to face Ivy? I don’t even know if my sister knows that I was in Landon’s bed before her. Would it matter?

      My phone pings and I glance at it, my heart in the vicinity of my throat. I steal a glance at the screen, see that it’s just an alert, and can’t quite figure out why I thought it could be Landon. He doesn’t have my number. Unless his coach gave it to him for our tutoring session that start later today.

      Oh. My. God.

      How could I have forgotten that?

      Yup, looks like it’s a relocation to Canada after all.

      I sip my coffee, grab a muffin from the counter, and shove my laptop into my bag. A few minutes later, I’m weaving my way between students and racing to class. I take my usual seat near the front and set my laptop in front of me.

      “Hey,” a voice says from the aisle, and I don’t need to look up to know it’s Landon. Honestly, I could smell his freshly showered skin long before he spoke. I fiddle with my bag, stalling for a second to pull myself together, and cast a quick glance his way.

      “Hey,” I return, and resist the urge to pat myself on the back. Way to go, Ella. You totally sounded casual.

      He scratches his head, his eyes narrow, almost looking confused as his gaze moves over my face. I recognize that pained look. It’s the same one he gave me yesterday when I called myself a nerd.

      “This seat taken?”

      What the hell. Why is he sitting by me? He’s the guy who always tucks himself away in the back, and probably sleeps through class. There I go again, judging football players. I shouldn’t jump to conclusions. When it comes to them man-whoring, no jumping needed. I saw firsthand that this one at least sleeps around. I still have a sour taste in my mouth from seeing him in bed with my sister. Equal amounts of anger and disgust race through me, and I remind myself that I shouldn’t be feeling anything. He isn’t mine to judge, and I’m just another stupid girl who knew what she was getting herself into when I entered his bedroom, and stayed.

      “Doesn’t look it to me,” I say in my most bored voice.

      He plunks down next to me, and I stare at him. Did he think that was an invitation?

      “What?” he asks, and scrubs the scar under his eyes. It should distract from his looks, yet it only makes him hotter.

      “How did you get that?” I ask, instead of telling him what I really think of his stunt last night. Honestly, I have no idea how today is going to play out. Do I just pretend last night never happened? Is he going to do the same, or maybe he’s not pretending at all, because well, he thought he was sleeping with Ivy? This is so messed up.

      “This?” he asks and rubs it.

      I take in his brutally handsome face, his hard features and as much as I don’t want it to, my body reacts. My damn nipples pinch tight and an ache spreads through my body, settling deep between my legs. What the hell has he done to me? I’ve never gone from zero to deliriously aroused in five seconds flat in my entire life, let alone with a guy I hate. Okay, I don’t hate him. I can’t hold sleeping with Ivy against him, especially if he thought it was her all along.

      “Yeah, that?” I ask, and take in the darkening of his already dark eyes. Did I hit a sore spot or something? “Never mind, it’s not my business.”

      “I got this at the movie theater. Helping some people,” he says, and there’s nothing in his voice to suggest he’s lying.

      “Helping them with what?”

      He turns from me, and digs out his computer and I can’t help but think there is something he doesn’t want me to see. “From getting hurt,” is all he says, and opens his laptop.

      I turn back to mine, his huge body crowding me, his closeness and scent overwhelming my emotions. I steal another look at him, and he’s rubbing his face, like he’s in total freaking agony. Damn, I should have just come right out and brought up last night. What was I to say though? Oh, hey it was me you were fucking, not Ivy. Hilarious, right?

      Nope, not hilarious at all.

      He angles his head, and his dark eyes meet mine. I tear my gaze away, and stare straight ahead as the professor takes up position in front of us. Concentrating takes all my effort as Landon’s eyes drill into the side of my head. I finally turn to him.

      “Is there something you want to say?” I murmur, as my entire body stiffens. God, did I really just put him on the spot like that? Yeah, I did because not knowing is killing me here.

      “Yeah, actually,” he says, his voice a low whisper. “You want to come to my place later?”

      My heart leaps. He knows. He knows it was me. Why then, did he sleep with Ivy afterward? Honest to God, I feel like I need another shower just thinking about that. “Uh,” I begin. How do I answer him? What do I say?

      “So, you know, you do your tutoring gig and help me study for next week’s test. I really need to pass.”

      My heart stops beating, and my blood drains. I guess he doesn’t know. If he did, he’d say something right?

      You’re not saying anything either, Ella.

      “Or we could go to your place, or wherever you prefer.” He shrugs his broad shoulders and I try not to act like a lovestruck teen. “I only suggested my place because Brady won’t be home.”

      “Fine, we can go to your place,” I say. What the hell is wrong with me? Why would I want to return to the scene of the crime? Not that a crime was committed, I realize that, it just feels like he betrayed me. I must be a damn masochist for agreeing to this. “If that’s what you want.”

      “I want to show you my collection of movies. I never got the chance to last night,” he says, his eyes moving over my face, assessing me, and I do my damndest to keep my features neutral, even though it feels like someone is filleting me from the inside out.

      I guess he was looking for a movie partner, after all.

      “Yeah, sure,” I say as the room spins before my eyes. I take a breath, and turn my focus back to the prof again. He’s looking my way and I straighten myself in my seat. I’m sure he’s wondering why I’m sitting next to Landon. The prof looks away from us and continues to talk about Mark Twain, and I make notes on my laptop. Landon sits there like a deer in the headlights, like he can’t even figure out what he’s supposed to be taking notes on. Things move fast in college, but how he can be failing English when we’re not even one month into the semester is a bit baffling to me. Nevertheless, I’ll get him caught up tonight, and hopefully that’s all it will take.

      The ninety-minute class drags on, and it feels like I’ve been to war and back by the time it lets out. I pack up quickly, and I’m about to slip away when he gives my braid a little tug.

      “What’s your hurry?”

      “I have to be somewhere,” I tell him and clutch my phone. He pries it from my hands. “Give that back.”

      “I will, just putting my number in.” His cell rings, which means he now has my number.

      He hands it back, takes my backpack from me, and easily slides it onto his shoulder. I hold my hand out, wanting it back, and glare at him.

      “I’m capable of carrying my own bag.”

      He gives me a casual shrug and starts walking. “And I’m capable of carrying it, so what’s your point?”

      “Give it back, Landon.”

      “I’ll give it back when we get where you’re going,” he says and walks out of the auditorium.

      “Landon,” I practically shout, and hurry after him. When I reach the hall, none other than Ivy is standing there. Landon goes perfectly still when she goes up on her toes and kisses him. My backpack slides from his shoulder and I’m not sure if he did it on purpose or not.

      “There you are,” Ivy says. “I woke up and you were gone.”

      He clears his throat, and as I pick up my bag, he says, “Yeah, I uh, had class.”

      “I know. Brady told me where to find you.” Ivy turns my way, and gives me one of her dazzling smiles. “Hey sis,” she says. “I love your hair like that.”

      I instinctively grab my braid. “Thanks.”

      Her smile is bright and genuine. “Now that you dyed the front blonde, we look alike again.”

      “Yeah, we do,” I say, my gaze sliding to Landon’s.

      “You better dye it back or people will start mixing us up like when we were young,” Ivy advises with a laugh.

      “We wouldn’t want that to happen, would we?” I say.

      Ivy sidles up to Landon. “Nothing good can come from that.” She winks at me. “Am I right, or am I right?”

      I nod in agreement. “Oh, you’re right.”

      Nothing good can come from that. Nothing good at all. Yeah, losing my virginity to a guy who thought I was someone else, and even though I knew there was a possibility he thought I was Ivy, I still went along with it.

      Yeah, I’m not really seeing a good side to that.
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      I am so goddam confused.

      My gaze follows Ella as she walks away, her steps fast, like she can’t get away from me quick enough. Last night, I had a few beers, but it was Ella in my bed, not Ivy. At least the first time. I’m sure of it. I have to be. Right? Things felt different the first time, then under the stark reality of morning, when I pulled Ella into my arms, only to discover it was Ivy, the world shifted beneath me.

      Yet if it was Ella, wouldn’t she have said something? Wouldn’t she have… Oh, God, I just don’t know. It had to be her, right? I wanted to bring it up, wanted her to bring it up. When she stayed quiet, I just didn’t know how to broach the subject and if I was wrong…

      Fuck me.

      “Are you going to answer me?” Ivy asks, and puts her hand on my face, turning me until I’m staring at her.

      “What?” I ask.

      She gives an exaggerated sigh. “Are you going to walk me to class? Where is your head today, Landon?” she teases.

      “Uh, yeah, sure,” I say, and she slides her hand into mine as we move down the hall. My heart crashes harder in my chest, and the hall blurs around me as my mind goes back to last night, to the incredible way Ella felt beneath me. It had to be her.

      “What is the matter with you, Landon?” Ivy says and tugs on my arm. “Are you still thinking about last night?”

      “Yeah,” I say. Not a lie. I am thinking about last night, and wondering what the hell really happened and who I was with. How fucked up is this? She gives me a sly grin full of mischief. Funny, I always found her attractive, always liked her. We got along as friends and I would have loved this kind of attention—two days ago. Before I realize what is going on, she pulls a key out of her pocket, unlocks a door and drags me in. “Where are we?” I blink, and try to see around the dark room.

      “Back stage at the theater,” she tells me. “I have my own key. One of the perks of being a star.”

      I struggle to figure out what’s going on. Clearly, I’m clueless like that. Well, not usually. But right now, my mind is preoccupied with Ella, and that confused look on her face when she saw Ivy waiting for us.

      “Why are we here?” I ask as my eyes adjust to the darkness.

      She pushes her soft body against mine, and wiggles her hips. “You seem stressed and I can’t let my man walk around stressed, and I know just how to help you.”

      I take her shoulders about to move her back so I can exit the room when she slides her hands into my pants, and grips my cock. “Jesus Christ,” I hiss through clenched teeth. “Ivy, don’t. We can’t. I don’t want this.”

      “Shhh,” she whispers. “You don’t want us to get caught do you?”

      She strokes my dick and the traitorous prick thickens, grows beneath her small expert hands. “There you go,” she says, delight in her voice as she caresses the length of me dipping into the slit or my pre-cum and using it for lubrication. I grip her shoulders, wanting to push her off me, when she drops to her knees, and in seconds flat has my cock in her mouth. She sucks me deep, expertly, and my head falls back, hitting the wall.

      I need to stop this and I need to do it now.

      “Ivy,” I groan, and she takes me deep down her throat. What the fuck? “Please,” I say and that seems to encourage her, when I’m really begging her to stop. I need her to stop. I need to figure out a way to get her off my dick without her biting the damn thing off.

      I grip her shoulders, but she won’t budge. Ivy sucks harder, knowledgeably, and cups my balls with the perfect amount of pressure and before I know it, I’m spurting into her mouth like a goddamn teenager jacked up on hormones.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      Ivy goes back on her knees, and grins up at me as she wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. “Someone was needy,” she says.

      I take a few fast breaths, hating myself right now as I zip up my pants, and pull her to her feet. “Why did you do that?” I ask, my voice a harsh whisper.

      She blinks at me and for a second I feel like a total prick. I slept with her last night—maybe twice—and I should not be treating her this way at all. No excuses.

      She sags against me. “Better?”

      “Ivy,” I say breathless. “We shouldn’t⁠—”
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