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About the Book


I THINK I LOVE YOU


Brit Robbins knows that dating in New York City is hard – she just hoped to have it mastered by age thirty. But after yet another promising suitor says they have no spark, Brit decides it’s time to torch her dating game and try a new plan. And who better to coach Brit through the art of seduction than the guy who first gave her the ‘let’s be friends’ card?


Hunter Cross has always figured there’s nothing his best friend Brit can do to surprise him. But Brit’s request is a surprise he doesn’t see coming – and one he’s definitely not prepared for. Hunter and Brit have always been careful to keep things perfectly platonic, but the fake dates and faux flirting are starting to feel like the real deal. And soon Hunter realizes he has taught Brit too well. Not only has she become an expert at seduction, the man becoming thoroughly seduced is him.


Want more fun, fresh, flirty and very sexy rom-com? Check out all the titles in the Oxford series: Irresistibly Yours, I Wish You Were Mine, Someone Like You and I Knew You Were Trouble and don’t miss the warm, witty and sexy Wedding Belles series and the I Do, I Don’t series, as well as the romantic standalones in the Love Unexpectedly series.




A Note from the Author


Thanks so much for picking up I Think I Love You. This book was such a joy to write, and I can’t wait for you to experience Hunter and Brit’s epic love story.


While this can absolutely be read as a standalone without reading any preceding books in the series, for you longtime Stiletto and Oxford fans, I do want to make a quick clarification of the timeline so there’s no confusion as you read:


The events in this book take place immediately following the events of I Knew You Were Trouble but before the epilogue of Someone Like You.


Happy reading!


xoxo,


Lauren Layne




Chapter One


“I mean, what is wrong with the men of New York City?”


Hunter Cross adjusted his glasses, the ones he wore as seldom as possible but needed more often than he liked to admit. He pointedly kept his attention on his iPad and ignored the question altogether.


Hunter flipped between the two advertising proofs. Black watch on red background? Navy watch on gold background . . .


The iPad was snatched out of his hand.


“Are you listening?”


Hunter sighed and finally gave in to the inevitable, pulling his glasses off and fixing his gaze on the semi-irate blonde who’d been pacing around his office for the better part of the last half hour.


As far as employees went, Brit Robbins was one of Hunter’s best. His senior product manager was low-maintenance, efficient, and innovative in her proposed solutions. An excellent skill set, considering they were on the digital-operations team at Oxford, the country’s most popular men’s magazine.


As his best friend, however, she was spirited, fiercely loyal, and currently . . . demanding all of his attention.


“Sorry, what?” Hunter leaned back in his chair, knowing there was little chance of him getting back to work until she’d solved her problem. Which, best he could tell, was her irritation with the entire male population of New York City.


Brit sighed and plopped into his guest chair. “So, you weren’t listening.”


“Ahhh—” No good answer to that question, especially when it came from a woman.


“Never mind,” she said, setting the iPad she’d confiscated on the corner of his desk. “I should know better than to talk at you when you’re in the zone.”


He watched as she used the hairband around her wrist to pile her blond hair into a messy knot atop her head.


He’d known her long enough to know that she always started the day with her long hair down and perfectly styled, only to have it pulled back and out of her face by noon or so. Hunter didn’t know why she didn’t just start the day with her hair pulled back, but he’d asked once and gotten a disgusted eye roll. He chalked it up to one of the hazards of being best friends with a female.


“Sorry, but in my defense, it is two P.M. on a Friday,” he said, trying to reach for his iPad. “Speaking of which, aren’t you supposed to be in a meeting with the design team?”


“Rescheduled,” she said, her voice distracted and a little bit . . . sad.


Damn. Friendship duty called. He leaned back. “Okay. Bring me up to speed. What’s the deal? Short version,” he added quickly.


She lifted a finger and waved it. “Nope. Do I ever short version you when you want to fill me in on every excruciating detail of the Yankees game?”


“You like the Yankees.”


“Um, no. Not really. I like the junk food and beer that usually come hand in hand with watching the Yankees. Crucial difference.”


“Do you want to tell me what’s making you pissy or not?”


“Lenny and I broke up.”


Ah. “Well, I did warn you about the hazards of dating someone named Lenny. . . .”


Her withering look silenced him. “Right. Too soon for that. What happened?”


“He dumped me,” she said. “Can you believe it? I mean, the guy lives next door to his mother, and she still makes him breakfast. And yet somehow I end up on the sad side of the breakup equation.”


“Oh, come on. You’re not actually brokenhearted over that dude. You guys dated for, what, a week?”


“A month. And, no, I didn’t think he was the one, it’s just . . . what is wrong with me?”


“Wait, I thought the question we were addressing was what was wrong with the men of New York?”


“Aha!” She pointed at him accusingly. “You were listening earlier.”


Hunter dragged his hands down his face and prayed for patience. “Brit. You know I’ve got your back. But if we’re going to talk in circles, can we do it after work when I can have a mammoth-sized beer in my hand?”


“Yeah, that’s fair,” she said with only a slight sigh. “God knows I’ve put you through enough of these talks the past few months.”


“Do what I do,” he said with a grin. “Don’t date unless you feel like it, and keep it casual.”


“Yeah, well, I do feel like it,” she said moodily. “But I don’t get to just snap my fingers like you when I’m in the mood. I’m not a six-foot dude with a six-figure bank account who can get anyone I want just by smiling.”


“You can too,” Hunter said emphatically.


And he meant it.


His feelings toward Brit had always been entirely platonic, but he wasn’t an idiot. This woman was one of the good ones, the type that any guy would be lucky to have. For starters, she was attractive. Very. Average height, but with curves in all the right places, blond hair, big old blue eyes. And a great smile. Which sounded clichéd only if you hadn’t seen Brit Robbins’s smile. The woman seemed to glow.


So yeah, any guy who didn’t get that, didn’t get her, was a moron. At least as far as Hunter was concerned.


“Um, my track record with men says otherwise,” she said.


“I don’t know why you keep putting yourself through this,” he said as gently as he could, considering he always felt out of his depth with this sort of talk.


“Um, because my eggs are rotting?” she said, waving a palm in the general area of her midsection.


Hunter winced. “Oh God. Never mind.”


She laughed. “I love that look you get on your face whenever forced to acknowledge that I am, in fact, female.”


“Oh, trust me,” he said emphatically, “I’m well aware that you’re female. This very conversation is irrefutable proof. You think any of the guys come in here demanding to discuss their latest relationship problems?”


She lifted her eyebrows in challenge. “You’re telling me that you and Nick didn’t talk about him and—”


“Nick and Taylor, yeah, okay. So I kind of got involved there. But neither of them talked about their eggs.”


“Nick doesn’t have eggs,” she pointed out pragmatically. “And Taylor’s are in fine working order, as evidenced by the fact that she wasn’t even trying to get pregnant and she got—”


“Wait, hold up. Are you dragging yourself through the putrid dating pool because you want a kid? Aren’t there other ways for that? Adoption, or—”


She held up a hand. “Yes. And if it comes to that, I’ll explore them. But I don’t just want the kid. I want the romantic part too.”


“Well. Quit dating guys named Lenny.”


Brit laughed, but then shook her head. “Their names aren’t the problem. I am. There’s something about me, something that’s . . .” She pursed her lips. “I dunno. It’s as though guys don’t see me like that.”


“Like what?” he asked, not at all sure he wanted to know.


“Girlfriend material. It’s like I’m locked in the perpetual friend zone.”


“You are not,” he said, checking his watch.


“Oh, really,” she said, crossing her arms. “What about you and me?”


He glanced up. “We’re different.”


“How?”


“Because we’re . . .” Shit. He did not want to have this conversation. Ever. He and Brit simply were what they were. Friends. Good friends. Analyzing why they were the way they were would only complicate one of the best things in his life.


“My point is, you’ve never seen me as more than a friend. From the very beginning, I’ve only ever been BFF.”


“To be clear,” Hunter clarified, “I’ve never used that phrase. Most dudes don’t.”


“But am I wrong?”


“Well, it was the same for you,” he pointed out. “You labeled me as a friend too, but I don’t come to your office whining about it.”


“My office is smaller.”


“Brit.”


“Okay, okay, I’m being difficult,” she said with a wave of her hand. “Just answer me this one thing, and then I’ll leave you alone. No guys see me as girlfriend material. Why is that?”


He rubbed his forehead and grinned. “Could be conversations like this one. Believe it or not, guys do not love to talk about other dudes ad nauseam. Hell, half the time we don’t even like to talk at all.”


He was joking, but he was surprised to see his best friend taking him seriously, tapping her fingers thoughtfully against her jaw. “I do like to talk a lot. . . .”


Hunter got up and walked toward Brit, took her by the shoulders, and coaxed her to a standing position, then turned her around toward the door and shoved her playfully. “And any guy worth dating should like to listen to you talk. I do. Just not right now?”


“All right,” she muttered. “I should have known I wouldn’t get any help from one of you.”


“One of who?” he asked in a bemused voice, ushering her to the door.


She pointed at his crotch accusingly. “Someone with one of those.”


“Uh, can we not talk about my dick like it’s some sort of disease?” he asked with a wince.


Her finger lifted to point at his face. “Later. Later, I will get you drunk and make you explain to me what I’m doing wrong.”


“Fine. And I will continue to repeat the it’s not you it’s them line and tell you to be patient.”


She didn’t seem to hear him. Or at least chose to ignore him.


“I feel like I need a plan.” Her expression had turned speculative.


Hunter groaned. Brit’s plans were often . . . extensive. When they applied to her work tasks, he welcomed them. When they applied to her personal life, things tended to get complicated.


“Fine,” he said. “Go get a plan. Just promise me one thing.”


“Sure. What?” She looked up at him.


“Leave me out of it?” He grinned to soften the request.


She patted his cheek. “Sure. Of course.”


Brit turned and flounced down the hall, and Hunter shook his head. No way was she going to leave him out of it.


Best he could do was to go get some work done before whatever it was came roaring at him.




Chapter Two


“Oh, look at these,” Daisy Sinclair said in a gushing, excited voice as she whirled around, holding out two matching dresses: one meant for an infant girl, the other for an adult woman. Both black and white polka dot, with a satin Tiffany-blue sash around the waist. “Darling, right?”


Brit looked up from where she was riffling through a pile of cardigans, her eyes taking in the matching mom-and-daughter outfits her friend held out. Her lips pressed together to stifle a laugh and then, in silent amusement, she looked toward her other best friend.


This should be good.


Taylor Ballantine’s long black hair whipped around as she glanced over her shoulder at Daisy, then her gray-blue eyes bugged out comically. “What are those?”


“Matching outfits!” Daisy said, holding them out to her sides to admire them lovingly. “Are they not the most adorable thing you’ve ever seen?”


Taylor was already shaking her head, plucking the items out of Daisy’s hands, and hanging them back on the rack. “How did you even find this section?” she said, taking in the display of matching mother-daughter clothes in dismay.


“You said you wanted help picking out post-pregnancy clothes,” Daisy pointed out.


“I meant I wanted to celebrate not having to wear maternity clothes any longer, not that I wanted to start dressing up like an extra in a creepy horror movie.”


Daisy reached out and pulled another set of matching outfits from the rack, this one a rust-colored jumpsuit for Mom and a matching one for Baby, with a bunch of ruffles where the baby’s butt would be. “To accentuate the cute diaper poof,” Daisy said fondly, shaking the outfit in front of a glaring Taylor.


Brit couldn’t help it anymore. Letting out a laugh, she went to rescue Taylor, pulling the hideous outfits out of Daisy’s hands and hanging them back up. “Sweetie. You do remember that Aidan’s a boy?”


Daisy’s nose scrunched. “I know. But they just don’t seem to make matching mommy–son clothes, which is a shame. Though that little romper I just picked out could be co-ed—”


“No,” Taylor said, shaking her head. “No matching. Ever.”


“Not even for Christmas cards?” Daisy sulked.


“Especially not then,” Taylor said emphatically. “I refuse to be that sort of mother.”


“Fair enough,” Daisy said agreeably. Too agreeably. “Let’s find the men’s section, see if we can find matching father-son outfits for Nick and Aidan.”


That gave Taylor pause, and she tapped her bottom lip thoughtfully. “Hmm. Now, that could be the perfect revenge for Nick drinking the last cup of coffee this morning after I was the one up all night with a screaming infant. I wonder if they make one of those ruffle-butt styles for six-foot-two men. Could make for interesting—”


“Nope,” Brit interrupted, linking arms with her friends and pulling them away from the racks. “I don’t know what’s worse, Daisy trying to dress your son up in an orange jumper with a lace butt, or you contemplating dressing your husband in the same.”


“Hers is creepier, no contest,” Daisy said.


“Where are you taking us?” Taylor asked Brit, digging in her heels slightly, like a stubborn child. “I still haven’t bought any clothes.”


Taylor Ballantine, née Carr, was taller, but Brit was more determined, and she hauled both friends toward the front door of Bloomingdale’s.


“We made a huge error in judgment by not having lunch before shopping,” Brit said.


Daisy brushed a strand of blond hair out of her face as they stepped out of Bloomingdale’s and onto Third Avenue. “Actually, I don’t think anyone would suggest that eating before trying on clothes is a good idea. Even with Taylor’s perfect figure, which, by the way, is super annoying for a woman who gave birth just a couple months ago.”


“Okay, I’ll grant you that eating isn’t always beneficial before shopping,” Brit admitted, releasing their linked arms and adjusting her purse higher on her shoulder. “But wine sure as heck is.”


She wiggled her eyebrows enticingly and waited.


Taylor checked her watch, then looked up at Daisy. “It’s eleven forty-five. . . .”


“Perfect,” Daisy pronounced. “Where shall we go?”


Ten minutes later, they were settled into a corner table at a nearby Italian restaurant with a bottle of Gavi, an Italian white wine varietal recommended by the waiter, chilling beside them. Taylor lifted her glass in a toast. “To the best damn shopping expedition I’ve had in ages.”


“You didn’t buy anything,” Daisy reminded her.


“We’ll fix that later,” Taylor said, clinking her glass to Brit’s and then taking a long sip. She pulled the glass away from her lips and gave it a loving glance. “God, am I glad I pumped today.”


“Excuse me?” Brit said, biting off a piece of bread.


“Breast-pump business,” Taylor said. “I filled up Aidan’s bottles ahead of time so that Mommy can enjoy this bottle.” She tapped the wine with her nail.


Brit chewed her bread and studied her friend with a smile. Taylor could pretend for all the world that she missed her old life of drinking wine whenever she wanted, of shopping once a week instead of once a month, but Brit knew better. Taylor loved being a mom. It might be a cliché, but the glow Taylor had while she was pregnant turned into full-on beaming once Aidan had made his noisy way into the world. The fact that Taylor shared her parental duties with Nick Ballantine added to her sparkle.


Once upon a time, Nick and Taylor had been all-out enemies, far more inclined to war than love. But thanks to a timely breakup with other people and a mutual need for a roommate, love had blossomed among all the bickering.


Baby and marriage had quickly followed. Very quickly.


Brit was happy for her friend. Both her friends, since she counted Nick as a close friend as well. But amid all that happiness, there was maybe a tiny twinge of jealousy.


She wanted that. She wanted what Taylor had with Nick, and what Daisy had found with Lincoln Mathis, the most handsome man on the planet and another Oxford employee with Brit, Taylor, and Hunter.


Heck, for that matter, most of Brit’s social circle these days seemed wrapped up in Oxford. Nick was a sometimes freelancer for the magazine, and even Daisy had worked for the magazine as a temp, until she discovered her true calling as a wedding planner.


Brit was grateful. Grateful to have a job that she loved, a friend group that was there for one another through all of life’s ups and downs.


It just seemed that one area of Brit’s life—the romantic part—had been down more often than not.


She didn’t get it. As she pointed out to Hunter yesterday, Brit tried. Not in the desperate, I’ll date just about anyone kind of way, but she put herself out there. She said yes to any guy who asked her out who didn’t seem like he had someone chained up in a basement somewhere.


She was open to dating men shorter than her, balding men, men with man buns, though she hated man buns. Beards, no beards, sports fans, chess fans . . . She was open, damn it.


She made it a point of being available.


And yet time and time again, she got the talk.


You’re a great girl, Brit, I’m just not feeling it. . . .


It. What the hell was it?


What was she lacking? Or missing altogether?


“When do you think she’s going to tell us?” Daisy said, casually glancing at Taylor over her menu.


Taylor reached for the bread basket. “Oh, you mean what she’s musing over? I give her another sip of wine or two, and she’ll explain why she dragged us out of Bloomingdale’s, which she loves, to have lunch even though she said an hour ago that she had a breakfast so big she could barf.”


“Fine,” Brit said, setting her arms on the table and leaning forward. “But remember, you invited the conversation.”


“Oh dear,” Daisy said mildly, sipping her wine. “Is it worse than discussing breast pumps?”


“Or rompers with ruffles on the butt,” Taylor said with a pointed look at Daisy.


“Lenny and I broke up,” Brit announced.


Daisy and Taylor’s responses came at the same time but were nothing alike.


“Oh, honey,” Daisy said sympathetically, at the exact moment Taylor declared, “Thank God.”


Daisy squeezed her arm. “What happened?”


“He dumped me,” Brit said with a little shrug.


“What?” Taylor spat. “How is that even possible? That man was the physical form of halitosis.”


Brit blinked. “What does that even—never mind. But yeah, he broke up with me. It was the usual speech. He liked me but not in that way. I’m going to make some guy very happy, but he’s not that guy. He enjoys spending time with me, but we’re missing the spark. . . . Sound familiar?”


Her friends both winced, and Brit knew what they were thinking.


It was familiar because it was almost verbatim what Brit’s last three boyfriends had said to her.


Not that she’d ever thought any of them was the love of her life, but she’d been willing to give the relationship a chance to grow into something more. Apparently, the men hadn’t felt the same.


“Okay, you guys have to be perfectly honest with me,” Brit said, pinning them both with a look, “because Hunter was no help.”


“Boys never are with this sort of thing,” Daisy said, dragging a piece of bread through the dish of olive oil and vinegar on the table. “Even the very best ones are clueless about love.”


“Well, I don’t think love pertained to Lenny and me,” Brit admitted. “But I’d be lying if I wasn’t a little . . . baffled by the breakup.”


“You should be baffled. You’re hotter than him,” Taylor said emphatically. “And smarter. You have a good job, a great apartment, excellent shoe selection, and he practically lives with his mom and brings his coin collection to cocktail parties.”


“I swear I didn’t know he was going to do that,” Brit said, looking over at Daisy in apology. Daisy and Lincoln had hosted a New Year’s Eve party, and Brit had thought a night full of booze would be as good a time as any to introduce her new boyfriend to all her friends.


Not only had Lenny stashed the velvet-lined travel case carrying his collection of rare coins in his jacket pocket, but he’d also attempted to read the palms of several people at the party, including Alex Cassidy—the editor in chief of Oxford, the boss of most of the people in the room, Daisy’s brother-in-law, and so not the type of man to have his palm read. Ever.


“Honey, this is all just more proof that you’re better off without him,” Daisy said.


“I know,” Brit said. “I’m not all brokenhearted or anything. I’m not even that upset; it’s just . . . You guys, this is the third time in a few months, and it’s always the same. It’s like I’m sprayed in man-repellent.”


“You are not,” Taylor said. “And if you say anything like that again, I’ll take your wine away.”


Brit clutched the glass protectively against her chest. “Don’t you dare. But really, I need help. After Hunter, you guys are my best friends.”


“And you’re ours. What do you need? Name it,” Daisy said.


Brit set her glass on the table and spread her arms to the sides. “Be brutally honest. Am I giving off some sort of weird vibe? Does it say platonic across my forehead? Or do I have an unremarkable label on my boobs?”


Taylor leaned in and studied Brit’s chest. “Nope, all good there. Solid rack.”


Brit rolled her eyes. “Thanks. But I’m sort of serious. I really can’t figure out why they keep bailing on me, all of them claiming lack of spark.”


“Do you feel a spark?” Daisy asked. “With them?”


Brit pressed her lips inward and considered. “Not really? I mean . . . none of them made me pant or anything. But I’d at least thought there was the option for an eventual spark. Instead, they all look at me like Hunter looks at me. Like I’m one of the guys. Except I’m not, nor have I ever been a tomboy. I don’t watch sports with any sort of enthusiasm, unless it’s that cute golfer. I shave my legs every day. I know my way around an eyeshadow palette. I love high heels.”


“Cheers to that,” Taylor said, sticking her foot out from beneath the table to wiggle a bright-blue stiletto.


The server started to come their way, but he halted in his tracks and backed away. Probably due to the combination of Taylor’s lethal stiletto waggling and the kill the men vibe Brit suspected she might be putting out at the moment.


“Maybe men are just . . . comfortable with you,” Daisy mused. “Perhaps they don’t know what to do about it.”


“You are really good at putting people at ease,” Taylor chimed in. “The first day I met you at Oxford, you made me feel like we were instant best friends.”


“Same here,” Daisy said in agreement. “When I was new to New York and didn’t know anyone besides Emma and Cassidy, you seriously made all the difference. I was nervous as heck my first days at Oxford, convinced that I didn’t fit in. You made me feel like I did. You acted like we’d known each other forever, and it was . . . nice.”


Brit tapped her nails on the table as she considered this. Though she’d never really thought about it in that light, she supposed it was sort of her MO. From grade school all through high school, she’d been the one whom the principal had asked to show the new kids around. In college at the University of Michigan, she’d been asked to lead the freshman orientation.


Heck, even at Oxford, Cassidy was forever bringing the newbies to her, asking her to show them the ropes. She didn’t become best friends with all of them, but . . . well, that was how she’d met Hunter, Daisy, and Taylor.


She was friendly. She made people feel comfortable. That was an asset, wasn’t it?


Maybe. Maybe when it came to friendship, it was. But when it came to romantic relationships . . .


“I make them too comfortable,” she said aloud to her friends.


“Who?” Daisy asked.


“Men,” Brit said, her fingers tapping faster as the thought took hold. “Maybe I put them so at ease that I kill the spark.”


“Or just disguise the spark,” Daisy said. “You know, like you’re almost so great that they freak out because nothing’s going wrong?”


“Right! And because men are dumb and accustomed to relationships being hard, they mistake the easiness of being with you for lack of spark,” Taylor said, visibly warming to the idea as she plucked the bottle out of the chiller and refilled all their glasses.


Brit felt something click at her friends’ assessment. Was that right? It felt right. Because even though her dumping record had been especially brutal these past few months specifically, hadn’t she always felt as if guys didn’t see her like that? Hadn’t she always found herself in the just friends category even when she didn’t want to be?


Yes. The answer was sadly yes.


The question, though, was what to do about it.


Did she even want to do something about it?


“Shouldn’t being comfortable with someone be a good thing?” Brit asked, a little dejected. “You guys are comfortable with Lincoln and Nick.”


“Sure, now. But Nick and I weren’t comfortable at first,” Taylor said. “Anything but.”


“Lincoln and I were comfortable,” Daisy said, nibbling her bottom lip. “But that was sort of . . .”


Brit reached over and patted her arm. “Different. So different. Your and Lincoln’s story is special.”


“It is,” Daisy agreed with a happy, private smile. “But you deserve a special story too.”


Brit made a come on gesture with her fingers. “Bring it. Bring on all the suggestions. Get me out of the friend zone.”


Daisy and Taylor looked at each other for a moment, their gazes speculative. They smiled at the exact same time, as though an idea struck them at the exact same time.


“What?” Brit asked, looking between them. “What am I missing?”


Daisy nodded at Taylor. “You go.”


“Okay,” Taylor said excitedly, turning to face Brit fully. “You said you make guys too comfortable. I think maybe you’re right, at least in the early stages when it’s all about sexual tension and maybe even a good fight now and then to get the blood pumping.”


Brit nodded. “And?”


“And. You need a lesson in how to make a guy uncomfortable!”


“Ah . . .” Brit paused. “I like it in theory, but I can’t imagine that would lead to romance.”


“There are different types of uncomfortable,” Daisy said with an enigmatic smile. “The awkward type, and . . . the sexy type.”


“A sexy type of uncomfortable?” Brit said doubtfully.


“Seduction,” Taylor summed up. “Being seduced is uncomfortable as heck, and oh so good. And you, my dear friend, need a lesson.”


“A lesson in the art of seduction? From who? You guys?”


Both women were already shaking their heads. “We can give you pointers,” Daisy said. “But you need an expert to actually experience it.”


“A guy to experience it with,” Taylor clarified.


“Who the heck would teach me the art of seduction?”


“Gosh, if only you had a best friend who was a guy . . .” Daisy said, picking up her menu and studying it.


Oh. Ohhhhhh.


How silly that she hadn’t seen it first. Brit felt herself give a little smile. Then a wider one.


It was brilliant.


Then she began to laugh. She was about to call in the ultimate friend favor.


Poor Hunter.




Chapter Three


Hunter felt like an idiot. He was in his thirties, for God’s sake. Far too established in the world of women and dating to make such a rookie move, but he had.


His date had been fine. Good, even, in that he hadn’t wanted to shoot himself halfway through dinner. Conversation had been pleasant, if not exactly scintillating. The rib eye he’d had for his meal had been excellent, as had the tiramisu she’d wanted to split for dessert.


It was not, however, by Hunter’s estimation, a date that necessitated or even inspired a repeat. He didn’t see himself marrying or even seriously dating Haley Ferris. She was pretty, kind, and . . . incredibly literal.


Not a bad trait in and of itself, to be sure, but given Hunter’s particularly dry style of sarcasm, their conversational tactics had hardly been compatible for the long haul.


Throughout the night, he’d made a couple of facetious remarks, and the sarcasm had gone completely over her head. Conversely, there’d been a handful of times when he’d mistakenly assumed she was being sarcastic when she wasn’t. They’d laughed their way through the awkward misunderstandings, but a love match it was not destined to be.


But the date itself hadn’t been Hunter’s mistake.


No. That would be going out with a woman who lived in his building.


Thus a date that should have ended, as most of them did, with an easy parting of ways outside the restaurant was turning into something altogether more complicated. Instead of him ushering a woman into her own cab before departing in a separate one, he and Haley were headed to the same destination.


Ergo: shared cab. And if the way she was leaning against him was any indication, she had every intention of suggesting the proverbial nightcap invitation.


Shit.


Hunter was good at a lot of things. Extricating himself from the expectations of women was not one of them. He wasn’t a pushover in his professional life and not with his friends. But when it came to a pretty woman, he was terrified of hurting her feelings. Terrified, even more so, of tears, because what man wasn’t?


Not that he’d peg Haley as a crier, but they didn’t seem to be on the same page in terms of their incompatibility.


Her hand found his knee. Shit.


Either she thought the date had gone a lot better than he had or she didn’t care how the date went and was just looking for a one-night stand. Which normally he’d consider, if the woman was interested and the mood was right. But again, it came down to that pesky proximity issue. Though they didn’t live on the same floor of their apartment building, they were likely to bump into each other while checking mail, in the stairwell, or during the odd fire alarm when the elderly woman on the first floor burned her toast again.


Those casual encounters would be much less awkward if they hadn’t seen each other naked.


The cab pulled up to a stop outside their building, and as Hunter paid the fare, he tried to remember his friend Lincoln’s advice for getting rid of a woman gracefully. Before he’d met Daisy Sinclair, Lincoln Mathis had been one of the city’s most liked and most nefarious playboys. The two qualities should have been mutually exclusive, but Lincoln had made it work. His reputation for letting women down easily, and in a way that had them adore him more than ever, was legendary.
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