
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Betting With Her Roommate

        

        
        
          Katie Hall

        

        
          Published by Katie Hall, 2026.

        

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

[image: ]




Ashley Reeves kicked the front door shut with her heel and dropped her keys on the counter. They skidded across the laminate and clinked against an empty wine glass that had been sitting there since Tuesday. She didn't pick it up. She never picked it up. That was Kimberly's glass and Kimberly's problem and Kimberly's whole philosophy about dishes, which was that they would eventually migrate to the sink on their own if you believed in them hard enough.

The apartment was small in the way that all apartments in this part of the city were small. Two bedrooms separated by a bathroom with a shower door that stuck. A living room that doubled as a dining room that tripled as Kimberly's personal runway whenever she decided to try on outfits for an audience of one. The kitchen was a strip of counter, a stove with three working burners, and a fridge covered in takeout magnets and a single postcard from Kimberly's mom in Phoenix that said WISH YOU WERE HERE over a picture of a cactus wearing sunglasses.

Ashley stood in the kitchen. She pressed both palms flat on the counter and breathed through her nose. Counted to four. Let it out.

She was wearing a sundress. Yellow, with small white flowers. She'd bought it specifically for today. For the date. For Jessica Huang, who worked at the coffee shop on Fifth and had finally, after three weeks of Ashley ordering increasingly elaborate drinks just to have an excuse to stand at the counter and talk, agreed to lunch.

The date had gone well. That was the problem.

Jessica was gorgeous. Genuinely, unfairly gorgeous. She had black hair that she wore in a loose braid over one shoulder and a laugh that came from somewhere deep in her stomach. She touched Ashley's wrist when she talked, just her fingertips resting there, light enough that Ashley could feel the heat of each individual finger. They'd shared a plate of dumplings at the place on Ninth. Jessica had a dot of chili oil on her bottom lip and Ashley watched her tongue dart out to catch it and that was the exact moment that Ashley's cock decided to get involved.

Which. Yeah. Fine. That happened. Ashley was a grown woman with a body she understood and a dick that had opinions. The problem wasn't getting hard at lunch. The problem was that the date ended at the restaurant door because Jessica had a shift starting at three, and she'd kissed Ashley on the cheek and said "next time" in a way that implied next time would involve significantly less clothing, and then she was gone.

That was four hours ago.

Four hours of Ashley walking home because the bus felt too crowded and her dick was still at half mast. Four hours of Ashley sitting in the park for forty minutes pretending to read on her phone while she willed her erection to die. Four hours of thinking about Jessica's fingers on her wrist and the chili oil on her lip and the way she'd leaned across the table and her shirt had gaped open and Ashley could see the edge of a black bra against brown skin.

Four hours. And the bet.

The stupid, asinine, suicidal bet.

Ashley groaned. She let her forehead drop against the cool counter. It didn't help.

"Someone sounds happy."

Kimberly Park was leaning in the hallway that connected the bedrooms to the living room. She had a towel wrapped around her hair and another wrapped around her body, tucked just above her chest. Her skin was still damp from the shower. Water tracked down her collarbones and disappeared into the towel's edge.

Kimberly was tall. Not model tall but tall enough that she had to angle the showerhead up when it was her turn, which annoyed Ashley because Ashley always had to angle it back down. She was Korean American, though she'd told Ashley once that she was technically only half Korean because her dad was from Minnesota, and she'd said "Minnesota" with the same tone someone might use to say "the bottom of the ocean." She had sharp cheekbones that caught light in a way that made her look perpetually amused and a jawline that could cut glass and dark eyes that always seemed to be calculating something.

She was also, at this exact moment, chewing a piece of red licorice. The end of it poked out from the corner of her mouth like a cigarette.

"How was Jessica?"

"Fine."

"Fine."

"The date was fine."

"Uh huh." Kimberly pulled the licorice from her mouth and pointed it at Ashley. "You look like someone stole your car."

"My car's fine."

"You don't have a car."

"Then nobody stole it." Ashley straightened up. She opened the fridge. Closed it. Opened it again. Took out nothing. Closed it.

Kimberly watched this performance with the detached interest of a cat watching a bird through a window. She bit off another piece of licorice and chewed. Waited.

Ashley turned around and leaned against the fridge. The yellow sundress bunched around her thighs. She crossed her arms. She was pretty in a way that was different from Kimberly's angular sharpness. Softer. Rounder. She had auburn hair that she usually wore up but had worn down today for Jessica, and it fell past her shoulders in loose waves that she kept pushing behind her ears. Her eyes were green, the kind of green that looked different depending on the light. Pale in the morning. Almost brown at night. Right now, in the apartment's fluorescent kitchen lighting, they looked like sea glass.

She had freckles across her nose and the tops of her cheeks. Not a lot. Just enough that if you looked closely you'd notice them, and if you noticed them you'd want to count them, and if you counted them you'd lose track because she'd say something that made you laugh and you'd forget what number you were on.

She also had an erection that was currently tenting the front of her sundress in a way that she was clearly pretending wasn't happening.

Kimberly noticed. Of course Kimberly noticed. She sucked on the licorice and let her gaze drift south for exactly one second before coming back up to Ashley's face.

"So the date was fine."

"I said that."

"You did." Kimberly paused. Chewed. "But your dick disagrees."

Ashley uncrossed her arms and used both hands to push the fabric of her dress down, which accomplished nothing because the moment she let go it popped right back up. Like a tent. A little yellow floral tent. If tents were mortifying.
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