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      This book contains elements that some readers may find triggering. These include child abuse, child neglect, homophobia, social media bullying, on-screen rape, domestic violence, drug abuse, alcohol abuse, hospitalization, PTSD, depression, trauma, fear of being touched, and temporary erectile dysfunction.

      If any of the above is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before reading, please reach out to me at authorwestgreene@gmail.com, Instagram, or Facebook.

      If you choose to continue on from here, happy reading! And have tissues.
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        Spencer

      

      

      Moving from Atlanta to Sagehaven was going to be an adjustment…a huge one. For my entire life, all I’d known was the city. But after my mom lost her battle with cancer two years ago, leaving just me and my dad behind, neither of us could stand to live in that big house anymore. There were too many painful memories of her, and every time we walked into the living room, we could see the ghost of her hospital bed and all of those machines taking up residence against the window that overlooked her garden.

      After a long discussion between the two of us, where we discussed pros and cons of uprooting our lives, as well as our mental health, Dad put the house on the market, and we moved to this tiny little town the summer before my senior year was set to begin. The house we were living in now was a modest, three-bedroom, two-bath in a quiet neighborhood. Our neighbor to the left was an elderly widow in her eighties, and our neighbor to the right was a single mom with a kid in fifth grade. Overall, it was a cute, quiet neighborhood, which was just what we needed after the turmoil of the past few years, after watching my mother slowly succumb to the cancer eating away at her body.

      Dad took a small pay cut by moving here and working from home, but he told me it was the right decision. And I trusted him. We were all each other had now, and we had to look out for one another.

      We needed this, even if I was nervous about starting a new school. I was openly gay, and I would never hide who I was, but I also knew that while I’d faced backlash for my sexuality in Atlanta, small towns like this one could be even worse.

      But I was here now, and there was no going back to the known evil in Atlanta. I had to make this work.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I tightened my grip on the straps of my backpack and ascended the concrete steps that led into my new school, my heart in my throat.

      I just prayed I could fit in…

      And that drama wouldn’t find me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Spencer

      

      

      The weather was cool outside, Fall making an early entrance in Tennessee. It was only the end of September, but I was used to warmer temperatures staying until near Thanksgiving. Sometimes, they would even last until Christmas. But up here in Tennessee, where Dad and I had moved to, the weather was drastically different, even if it was only four hours away from where we’d lived in Atlanta.

      The teacher wrote another math formula on the board, and I quickly wrote it down in my notebook, writing down notes on how to solve it as she walked the class through it. I surprisingly loved the school here. They offered advanced classes that challenged me, whereas my last school didn’t offer anything like that, despite it being in a big city. Here, my brain was constantly being pushed to be used, and I couldn’t get enough of it.

      I loved a good challenge. I liked to think and solve problems. It was…comforting.

      Class ended pretty quickly since we were too busy working formulas to watch the clock. When the bell rang, signaling the end of class, I began packing my things up, everyone else already pouring out of the classroom. Loud chatter from the hallways reached my ears as friends found each other, and I was pretty sure I heard a fight break out…which really wasn’t all that uncommon.

      “Spencer, can I see you for a moment?” Mrs. Hargrove asked, making me snap my head up from my bag. She smiled at me, and I breathed a slight sigh of relief. I knew I hadn’t done anything to wind up in trouble, but I still got anxious easily, even with my anxiety medication.

      I quickly shoved my pencil into my bag and zipped it up before getting out of my seat and walking to the front of the classroom. “Yes, ma’am?” I asked, shifting my bag so I could loop my arm through the other shoulder strap.

      “Is there any possible way I could convince you to tutor a student?” she asked me, a pleading look in her eye. “He’s in the same grade as you, but the school is threatening to remove him from the football team if he doesn’t get his math grade up. Is that something you could possibly find the time to help him with?”

      I shrugged. “Sure,” I mumbled. I’d tutored plenty of athletes at my old school, and I’d put myself on the list here as an available tutor as well. It gave me something to do after school besides just sit at home and binge-watch TV shows.

      That got old quickly after an entire summer of it.

      Mrs. Hargrove beamed at me. “Oh, thank you, Spencer.” She handed me a slip of paper with a name and a phone number on it. I glanced down at it. Ezra Hart. I vaguely recognized his name. He was the best offensive lineman the school had, and from the rumors I’d heard, he had college scouts lined up for him. He hadn’t committed to any particular school yet, apparently still weighing his options. And his parents were pretty wealthy—one of the wealthiest families in town, honestly. So, his options were practically endless.

      “I told him to text you so you two could meet up and come up with some kind of plan,” she continued. “Thank you so much for doing this, Spencer.” She handed me another piece of paper, though this one was a regular 8.5x11 sheet. I ran my eyes over it. She’d made a list of everything Ezra struggled with, which was just about everything normal seniors should have been learning this year. “He’s not grasping what I’m trying to teach,” she explained. “He’s a bright student, but numbers are not his strong suit.”

      I shrugged. “That’s easy enough to work with,” I told her. “Will there be an issue if he works out the problems differently from the rest of the class?” In my old school, that had been an issue. They wanted it done the CORE way, which was stupid. It was some new learning model that the school board thought would help students, but it only hindered them. And the teachers were forced to deduct points from each assignment if a problem was worked out differently than the CORE math way.

      “Of course not,” she told me, shaking her head. “I just want him to understand and grasp the material. That’s all that matters to me. How he gets there, as long as it’s honest, does not matter to me.”

      Well, that was good to hear because not all teachers were like that. It was their way or fail, which I thought was a load of bullshit.

      I nodded and folded the paper up, sticking that and Ezra’s number into my pocket. “I’ll help him.”

      “Again, thank you, Spencer.”

      “It’s no problem, Mrs. Hargrove.”

      I slipped from the classroom and headed down the hall to my next class, slipping inside right before the bell rang. I quickly took my seat at the back and pulled out my notebook, textbook, and pencil, ready to dive into my most hated subject.

      Fucking chemistry.
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        * * *

      

      Unknown number: Hey, this is Ezra. Mrs. Hargrove told me to reach out to you about tutoring. You got time during lunch?

      I stared at my phone for a moment, surprised by the great grammar instead of the usual text lingo that annoyed the absolute hell out of me. I quickly clicked on the empty text area, typing out a response to him.

      Spencer: I’m currently in the library. You can meet me here. I’m in the back near the nonfiction section.

      Unknown number: I’m on my way.

      I set my phone back down beside me, then quickly snatched it back up to save Ezra’s number into my phone. Then, I shoved a piece of broccoli into my mouth before turning the page of my book, my cheeks flushing at the scene that was starting on the page.

      Wistfully, I wondered what it would be like to have two guys so obsessed with me. But I felt like poly relationships were so hard to come by. Besides, I was only a teen. I still had a lot of years ahead of me, including college. The idea of a relationship lasting past both high school and college was slim to none.

      Still, I couldn’t deny that it would be nice just to have someone outside of my dad that cared about me. Someone that wanted to take care of me like that. A person who could make my head go quiet and just be the person I could rest my mind with.

      A bag dropped down onto the table, and I jerked upright in surprise, staring at the massive guy standing in front of me. His thick, blonde hair was styled into a typical fuckboy look, and his blue eyes were filled with warmth and something I couldn’t quite pinpoint as he looked down at me. And good Lord, the way those biceps flexed when he moved. The sleeves of his long-sleeve shirt were straining against his muscles. Honest to God, if I were to wrap both of my hands around his bicep, they wouldn’t touch.

      He was… massive. Tall—well over six feet. No wonder he was the best offensive lineman this school had. How in the world had I missed him so far this school year?

      “Well, damn,” he said, running his eyes over me. My cheeks warmed, and I had to stop myself from reaching up and smoothing my hand over my hair to make sure my dark waves weren’t sticking up everywhere. “You’re Spencer?”

      I nodded. “Ezra?” I asked, thankful that my voice came out strong.

      He nodded and took a seat in front of me. “I’m going to go ahead and warn you that I don’t know how much you’re going to be able to help me.”

      I frowned at him. “There are different ways to learning math⁠—”

      His lips quirked up in the corners with a playful smirk, and my frown deepened. I suddenly felt very out of my element. “Oh, baby,” my breath hitched in my throat as that word slipped past his lips, and my body reacted, my nipples hardening, my dick plumping to half-mast, “that’s not my concern. I’ve got no doubt in my mind you can help me with math. But you’re fine as fuck. And that’s distracting as hell.”

      My mouth gaped open. He winked at me and leaned back in his seat. My hands trembled as I jerked my gaze from him, forcing myself to place my bookmark in my book and close it. I’d never had a guy come on to me like this, and I didn’t know what to do with it.

      Especially when the guy was as hot as Ezra Hart was.

      “Cat got your tongue, baby?” he rumbled, sounding pleased with himself.

      I quickly shook my head and looked up at him, licking my lips. He focused on the movement, those blue eyes of his darkening a shade.

      Oh, boy, I needed real fucking help.

      “Um, there are other tutors⁠—”

      He grunted, his smile falling away. Leaning forward, he braced his forearms on the table, invading my personal space. I couldn’t bring myself to move back an inch. He had me ensnared in those blue irises. They hooked into me, keeping me in place.

      “Yeah, that’s not happening, Spencer,” he murmured. “But I promise I’ll do my best to be a good boy.”

      Fuuuuuck.

      I swallowed thickly. “I, um…” Fuck, what were words at this point? “T-tutoring,” I stumbled out. He grinned and backed up, leaning against the back of his chair again, giving me space. I blew out a shaky breath. I’d never been more flustered in my life. “I can tutor you on Tuesdays and Thursdays. Does that work?”

      He hummed for a moment like he was contemplating it, then nodded his head. He stood and grabbed his bag, winking at me. “I’ll see you on Thursday, baby.”

      Christ, he had to stop calling me that.

      But I couldn’t manage to get a single word out of my mouth, so I just sort of dumbly nodded my head. He reached out and brushed the pad of his thumb over my lower lip before disappearing around one of the shelves.

      I slumped in my seat and groaned, scrubbing my hands down my face, willing my cock to soften.

      I was one hundred percent completely out of my element when it came to Ezra Hart.
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        Ezra

      

      

      
        
        THAT NIGHT

      

      

      Being bi gave me a lot more playing room when it came to hookups and dating. Everyone in school knew I swung both ways, and someone like me, with the amount of popularity I had, being open about my sexuality, paved the way for others to come out as well. But despite me swinging for both teams, no one had ever sparked such a need in my blood.

      Not until Spencer laid those dark eyes on me.

      He was shorter than me by a few inches, but he was slim. And I both loved and hated the way his dark curls flopped over onto his forehead. Loved it because it just…fit him. And I could grip those longer strands when I was railing his sweet ass from behind. But I also hated those damn curls because he could easily dip his head and hide from me.

      Those eyes should never be hidden. Not when they were so expressive and entrancing.

      I blew out a soft breath and stared up at my bedroom ceiling, my dick already hard in my sweats. I’d been uncomfortably hard most of the damn day after meeting Spencer during lunch, and the only thing that made it go down was football practice. But as soon as I was showering in the locker rooms, it came right back.

      I groaned and slipped my hand into my sweats, picturing Spencer bent nearly in half beneath me as I slid into his tight, warm body. I imagined he’d be a babbler, someone who got so lost in his pleasure and what was happening inside his body that his brain disconnected from his mouth, allowing all those pretty begs and pleas to fall from his lips. And those lips would be swollen from sucking my dick. From kissing me.

      I hissed, swiping my thumb over my tip, collecting the precum there to use as lubrication as I jacked myself. My hips arched off the bed, and I moaned low in my throat, my other hand curling into the sheet.

      Spencer would be on his knees in front of me, tears streaking down his pretty face, his hair damp with sweat as I fucked into his mouth, forcing him to take all of me. He would gag, his throat spasming around me. The drool leaking from his swollen lips would be fucking beautifully sinful.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, swallowing thickly, my lower back already tingling, my balls drawing up tight. “Shit,” I hissed. God, the mere image already had me so close. Would the real thing feel just as fucking good?

      His hands would grip my thighs, urging me forward all while using me to stabilize himself. Saliva would drip off his chin, but he’d be so lost in me fucking his pretty mouth that he wouldn’t even care that I was making a mess of him.

      The image of me pulling out of his mouth and jacking myself off filled my head. I panted. He’d open his mouth on command, sticking his tongue out, and I’d paint his gorgeous face and that tongue with my cum. Mark him like a fucking wild animal.

      I gritted my teeth, moaning his name as I came, my hips arching off the bed so far, it made my back ache. My toes curled, my feet threatening to cramp.

      I lay panting after, my heart racing in my chest. Slowly, I opened my eyes, staring back up at my ceiling, trying to ignore the sticky mess in my sweats, which was quickly cooling and becoming uncomfortable.

      I had to have Spencer, and I would stop at nothing to make him mine.
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        Spencer

      

      

      
        
        FIRST TUTORING SESSION

      

      

      Ezra was not focusing, and I was beginning to lose my patience with him. Which was saying something because I prided myself on being a pretty patient guy. Normally, my patience was basically endless. But when someone was sitting here, constantly getting distracted and seemingly not even trying, it wore thin. Fast.

      “If you don’t focus, I’m cutting this tutoring session short,” I finally said. My annoyance was clear in my voice. I hadn’t meant for it to slip out, but dammit, I’d had enough.

      Ezra immediately stopped twisting his pencil around in his hand and turned his head to look at me, a sad look in his eyes. “Sorry,” he mumbled. “Kind of in my head.”

      I sighed and rubbed at my forehead with my fingertips, right between my brows, trying to ward off the headache that was growing increasingly stronger. “Well, please come out of it so I can help you,” I pleaded. “We’ve already wasted thirty minutes. You’re not even trying to grasp what I’m showing you.”

      He cleared his throat and squirmed uncomfortably in his seat. It was…cute. God, why did he have to be so damn handsome? There was something about seeing the cocky football star uncomfortable that was damn near endearing.

      “Sorry,” he murmured again, ducking his head, looking properly chastised. “Can you go over it again? I’ll work it out while you do it so you know I’m listening.”

      I breathed a sigh of relief and began going through the math problem again… for the umpteenth time. He worked out the problem as I spoke, occasionally stopping to make a note on something so he could remember and study over it later. After five more problems, he finally got the hang of it and slid his homework sheet closer to him, working through the problems on his own.

      I leaned back in my seat and closed my eyes for a moment. I would do my homework when I got home. It wasn’t like it would take me long anyway. All of my subjects were stupidly easy. But maybe I could have a nap first…and maybe take some Tylenol for this damned headache. Ezra had managed to irritate the absolute shit out of me.

      “Okay,” Ezra said about ten minutes later. I opened my eyes to look at him, only to find his blue eyes already studying me. My heart tripped over itself. Why did he have to always be so intense? “Do you want to look over this?”

      I silently slid his paper to me and quickly worked out all of the problems, checking his answers as I went. I grinned at him as I slid it back to him. “All of them are correct.”

      He beamed at me and then down at his paper, like he couldn’t believe it. It was…sweet. And it reminded me that even though he liked to act like he was perfect, he wasn’t. And that made him a bit more human, I guessed.

      “Really?” he spluttered. “I’ve been struggling with this for weeks now.” He grinned at me again, his blue eyes bright with happiness and pride. “You’re a fucking genius, Spencer.”

      I laughed and shook my head. “No. You just needed a different way to be taught,” I assured him. “Not everyone learns the same, and the assumption that everyone does is a mistake the board of education made.”

      He began packing up his things, and as I was standing up to leave, he reached out and grabbed my wrist, stopping me. I looked down at his hand for a moment, butterflies swarming in my belly. I swallowed thickly before lifting my eyes to meet his.

      “Will you come to my game tomorrow night?” he blurted.

      I’d been expecting anything but that. Maybe a proposition. A flirty, teasing comment. But not him sweetly—and a bit nervously—asking me to come to his game. Ezra Hart didn’t seem like the type of guy who got nervous. But here he was… nervously asking me to come to his game.

      My heart pitter-pattered in my chest.

      Warmth spread through my chest, and my heart raced. But I couldn’t attend—not as his supporter. I was his tutor. And even though I wasn’t being paid for this, it still wasn’t right. Not to mention, he was one of the most popular guys in this school. Anything between him and me, even something as innocent as flirting or going to his game, would just end in a catastrophe.

      Those kinds of relationships always did. We just weren’t compatible.

      I shook my head, and my heart clenched at the sad look in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Ezra,” I whispered.

      He shook his head and quickly released my wrist. “No biggie,” he rasped. He smiled at me, but it didn’t reach his eyes. And it left me feeling like a major asshole. “See you again on Tuesday?”

      I forced myself to nod my head before quickly turning on my heel and scurrying out of the library.

      All the way home, I continuously told myself that I was doing the right thing. That I was protecting myself from a broken heart. Because guys like Ezra were always the same, and I would only be fun for him until the next, better person came along.

      But if I was so sure it was the right decision, why did it feel so damn wrong?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      My phone pinged with a message. Groaning, I opened my eyes and snatched my phone up, frowning at Ezra’s name on my screen.

      It was after eleven at night. Weren’t normal people asleep by now? Like I had been? I should have turned my stupid phone on vibrate or silent, but then, half the time, my alarm didn’t want to work. And I had school tomorrow morning.

      Ezra: You up?

      Spencer: This better be important. I was asleep.

      Ezra: Shit. I’m sorry. It’s not important. I didn’t mean to wake you up. Please go back to sleep.

      I sighed. Again—endearing. And sweet. Why did he have to be the opposite of everything I’d been expecting?

      Spencer: I’m awake now, Ezra. What is it?

      Ezra: I feel like such a douche for texting you this late for something you already said no to, but I have to ask again. Will you PLEASE come to my game tomorrow night?

      Seriously? I secretly loved that he wanted me there so badly, but also…it was eleven at night. I needed to sleep. I didn’t operate well when I hadn’t had a solid eight hours.

      Spencer: Why?

      Ezra: Because I like you, Spencer. And I want you there. I want to look up into the crowd and see you cheering for me. It would mean everything.

      Jesus effin’ Christ. Ezra was ripping my heart right out of my chest, popping off each vein, artery, and vena cava one by one.

      Spencer: We barely know each other, Ezra, and I’m your tutor.

      Ezra: I know when I want someone, Spencer, and I want you. Pretty please?

      Ezra: With a cherry on top?

      Spencer: I don’t like cherries.

      Ezra: Goddammit. No cherries then. Extra whipped cream?

      I snickered. He was so damn adorable… And I was softening to him.

      Spencer: No. I’m sorry, Ezra. But… Dammit. Why are you like this?

      Ezra: *wink emoji* Like what?

      Spencer: So forward. Blunt. Cocky. Flirty.

      Ezra: Because I know what I want, and I go after it. And I want you, Spencer.

      Be still, my rapidly beating heart. Ezra was dangerous and no damn good for me. I would just end up hurt in the long run. I had to keep my distance.

      Spencer: You’re nothing but trouble, Ezra.

      Ezra: I’ll bet I’m worth it.

      Spencer: I’m going to bed. You should, too. You have math tomorrow.

      Ezra: Fiiiiiine. Goodnight, baby.

      I left him on read, unsure how to respond to him, even as butterflies erupted in my belly.
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        Spencer

      

      

      
        
        MONDAY

      

      

      I looked up from my textbook when a light knock sounded on the classroom door, surprising me. Most of the time, if anyone was looking for a student or needed to speak to Mrs. Hargrove, they just called the extension for her classroom on the phone. Mrs. Hargrove looked up from her computer, seeming as surprised as I was. “Come in,” she called to whoever was on the other side.

      The guidance counselor poked her head in, smiling warmly at my math teacher. “I just need to see Spencer,” she told her. I frowned. As far as I was aware, I hadn’t done anything that might send me to the office, much less the counselor’s office. “As long as he’s not in the middle of a test or anything.”

      Mrs. Hargrove shook her head and looked at me. “Make sure to turn that work in to me before the end of the day,” she instructed as I quickly began to pack up my bag. Class was already almost over as it was. I probably wouldn’t make it back before the bell rang for the next period.

      “Yes, ma’am,” I murmured, making a mental note to work on the assignment during my lunch period before standing from my seat and shouldering my bookbag. Once I was out in the hall, the guidance counselor, Mrs. Wright, smiled at me.

      “Still adjusting well?” she asked. She’d been up my ass when I first moved here, making sure I was “challenged” enough and that I was fitting in okay and making friends. It’d been a bit annoying, to be honest, but at least she seemed to genuinely care about the students here. It was a lot more than could be said about any of the guidance counselors at my old school.

      They’d turned a blind eye to everything unless the principal was hovering over them—grades, bullying, mental health. I was still pretty sure they’d only been there because of the paycheck. Definitely wasn’t because they genuinely cared about the student body.

      I nodded and gripped the straps of my bag. Guidance counselors always put me on edge regardless of how kind they were. They pried a lot and asked too many questions. The one at my old school would never leave me alone after my mom died, though she also never did anything about the bullying I endured. And I imagined the only reason she’d pressed me about my mom passing was because my grades dropped a little bit that semester, and the principal hounded her to hound me.

      Guidance counselors seemed a little pointless to me in some ways, though I knew they were supposed to be there to help.

      “I’m aware you’re already tutoring Ezra Hart in math, but I was hoping you might also have time to tutor another senior as well. He needs help with his English course.”

      I mentally scrolled through my planner. I was tutoring Ezra on Tuesdays and Thursdays. He had games on Friday, and Mondays were supposed to be for them to watch replays of their previous game. I could tutor this other guy on Mondays and Wednesdays or even Wednesdays and Fridays.

      “I could manage two days a week,” I finally told her. “I’d like to have one of the weekday afternoons to myself.” It was a boundary I had to enforce straight out the door, otherwise the faculty would run all over me to get me to tutor other students. I’d faced that problem at my last school.

      “That’s up to you two to work out,” she told me. “I just thought I’d better reach out to you myself and force him to meet you, otherwise he’ll never do it himself. And he needs to graduate. He’s already a year behind.” That was surprising. It was another thing I wasn’t used to—guidance counselors caring whether or not a student who’d already failed one year graduated or not.

      She pushed open the door to her office, and I walked in ahead of her when she gestured for me to do so. A guy wearing a plain black, long-sleeved shirt and black, ripped skinny jeans with knee-high combat boots with too many buckles to count was lounging back in one of the chairs in front of Mrs. Wright’s desk, slouching, not seeming to give a fuck about anything. His hair was almost black with wild waves, and the strands almost hung into his eyes, barely obscuring his view. When he turned his head to look at me, my breath caught in my throat.

      He was beautiful. Stunning. A lesser word wouldn’t describe him. Dark eyes scrutinized me, and he reached up with fingers covered in tattoos and heavy, thick rings to rub the pad of his thumb over his pierced, bottom lip. A shiver raced down my spine.

      Holy guacamole.

      “Spencer, this is Logan Barefield,” Mrs. Wright introduced as she walked around her desk to take a seat. “Logan, this is Spencer Wreath. He’s your new tutor.”

      Logan scoffed and ripped his eyes from me, turning to look at Mrs. Wright. “He’s pretty to look at, but I don’t need a fucking tutor.” I blinked in surprise. Christ, he was blunt.

      “Language,” she scolded, pointing her finger at him. He rolled his eyes. “You will allow him to tutor you, Logan. You need his help to graduate, or you’ll be stuck here another year. Is that something you want?” she asked, arching a perfectly drawn-on eyebrow at him.

      He clenched his jaw before standing to his feet and snatching his bag from the floor. He towered over me by a few inches, making me crane my neck back to look up at him. He was already freakishly tall, but those boots made him even taller. “Let’s go, twink,” he said, gesturing to the door. I clenched my jaw.

      Twink. Jesus. What a douchebag.

      “I expect a progress report,” Mrs. Wright told me as Logan held the door propped open, his booted foot tapping impatiently on the floor. “He needs to stick with this.”

      “Okay,” I said quietly before letting Mr. Impatient lead me out of her office. I frowned at him once we were in the middle of the hallway. “Are you always such a douchebag?” I demanded, my hand gripping the strap of my bag with a white-knuckled grip.

      Logan snickered. “I like it when you cuss, pretty boy.”

      I wasn’t all that sure if pretty boy was better than twink, honestly.

      I glared at him, trying my best to not let him ruffle my feathers. Or get me all hot and bothered. Why did the two guys I’d agreed to tutor have to be so damn good-looking? “I’m not here to flirt with you, Logan.”

      He hummed and leaned into me. I backed up, internally cursing myself when I met the wall. His smirk widened, a dark, primal look appeared in his eyes, and his tongue came out to flick over one of the piercings in his bottom lip as he planted his hand on the wall next to my head. Warmth spread through my belly, and I prayed he didn’t notice my dick perking up in my jeans.

      “Say my name again, pretty boy,” he rumbled, pressing his other hand against the wall on the other side of my head so I was caged in. I swallowed thickly, my heart hammering in my chest, slamming against my breastbone. No doubt, he could see my pulse fluttering at the base of my throat.

      I pressed my hands to his chest—holy shit, his very solid chest—and shoved, though that didn’t budge him an inch. He snickered and pushed off the wall, giving me some space. I readjusted my backpack, narrowing my eyes at him. “Which works best for you—Monday and Wednesday or Wednesday and Friday?” I demanded to know, just wanting to get some space from him.

      How I got paired up to tutor not one but two either gay or bisexual, arrogant guys, I’d never know. But it was doing my head in, and I wasn’t sure how to handle either of them. My experience with guys was very slim. Only random hookups in dark rooms at parties. Definitely nothing of this caliber. I was out of my depth.

      Logan grinned and handed me his phone. “Put your number in.” I scowled but knew it was inevitable. I had to be able to get in touch with him. And just to make sure I could, once I put my number in his phone, I texted myself. Because he seemed like the kind of guy who would flake on me. “And we can do Mondays and Wednesdays.”

      I handed his phone back to him once my back pocket vibrated with the text message I’d sent myself. “Good. We’ll start Wednesday. I expect you in the library that afternoon at four. Not a minute later.”

      With that, I spun on my heel, heading toward the bathroom since the bell was about to ring for class exchange. “I like a bossy twink, pretty boy!” Logan called after me.

      I just gritted my teeth.

      And willed my dick to go the fuck back down.
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