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HARLEY

        

      

    

    
      I’m going to hell for what I’m about to do with my enemy.

      Okay, so maybe that’s a bit of an exaggeration. I probably won’t go to hell, and Carter isn’t really the enemy. He’s just the oldest son and brother of the enemy.

      The point is, I should not be getting ready to have sex with him. I’m pretty sure my brother, Wesley, and his girlfriend won’t take too kindly to it if they find out.

      I have zero plausible excuses to give them. I can’t even blame it on alcohol, because I’ve only had one drink.

      Nope. My only reasoning is that Carter looks too good to pass up, especially with the way his eyes have been boring into me for the last hour at Whiskey’s. You know the look I’m talking about. The sexy look. The one that says he’s already fucked me six ways to Sunday.

      Oh, and there’s also the excuse that my lady bits haven’t had any action in way too long. I’ve had opportunities, but none of the men I’ve met through the dating app I joined has sparked my interest. I’m well overdue for some D before my va-jay-jay decides to rehymenate itself.

      Why I decided to bring Carter back to my place and not insist we go to his—which would make it easier to leave afterwards—I’ll contemplate later. Right now, I’m much too occupied with how good his hands feel as he runs them up my sides while he takes off my dress.

      “Goddamn, you’re gorgeous,” he says roughly as I stand in front of him, in nothing but a strapless bra and thong. The blatant desire in his eyes makes me feel gorgeous.

      My lips curve up, and I suddenly and stupidly feel self-conscious. “Thank you.”

      The feeling is gone in the next instant when the cups of my bra are yanked down and Carter wraps an arm around my waist, lifting me up so my breasts are in his face. He tugs one nipple into his mouth and sucks hard. I gasp and let my head thump against the wall at my back.

      I hug my legs around his waist and dig my heels into his ass, bringing his impressive bulge against my aching center. The vibration of his deep groans against my breast feels like heaven.

      My hands, which were latched onto his biceps, slide over his shoulders then up his neck to the back of his head. I grab a handful of hair and tug his head back. He lets my nipple go with a pop and stares up at me.

      “Fuck me, Carter,” I pant, barely able to get the words past my dry lips. I run my tongue over them. “Right here. I can’t wait. I want it hard and rough.”

      His nostrils flare and his golden-amber eyes flash with unrestrained lust.

      He taps the outside of my thigh, so I drop my legs. After yanking off his shirt, he fishes out a condom from his wallet. I release the clasp of my bra and wiggle my thong down my legs. Holding the foil packet between his teeth, he works on the button and zipper of his jeans. As soon as his cock is free from its confines, he rips the packet open. I look down to watch him roll it on and my eyes widen. He’s big. Like really fucking big. Long and fat. So big, I become anxious it’s going to rip me in two when he puts it inside me.

      Carter chuckles, and I jerk my eyes up to his, seeing his smug grin. “Don’t worry, baby. We’ll make it fit.”

      Holy shit. Why in the hell did his words make me gush between my legs?

      I reach for him, eager to see just how well he’ll make it fit, but he stops me. Curling his fingers around my waist, he spins me, then takes my hands and places them on the wall.

      “Keep them there,” he whispers in my ear.

      Before I can utter a word, he grabs my waist again and pulls me back a step, so I’m slightly bent over. I stare at the wall in front of me, the air entering and leaving my lungs coming in little puffs.

      I expect him to go straight for the goods, so I tense and prepare myself for the first uncomfortable invasion of his cock when he presses the head between my folds. Instead of pushing inside, he slides his shaft back and forth between my pussy lips. The head bumps my clit with each slow thrust and it sends shock waves of pleasure through me.

      It’s torturous, what he’s doing, because it feels so damn good, but I also want him to fill me up.

      I’m on the verge of begging him, when he stops with the head at my hole. He pushes just the tip inside and stops. I wiggle my hips, letting him know I want him, but he denies me with a slap on my ass.

      I gasp and jerk my head around to look at him over my shoulder, glaring at the sexy smirk he gives me.

      “Stay still. I don’t want to hurt you.”

      I grunt, curling my fingers into fists against the wall. “Then move. I can take more.”

      “You sure?”

      “Yes,” I hiss.

      He slides in a bit more, and it’s then I start to feel the stretch. It’s not all-together uncomfortable, but enough to know it’s a tight fit.

      Carter’s hand snakes around my waist and he begins rubbing my clit, and holy shit, it feels incredible. I begin to forget the tightness of him inside me.

      Once he feels my body relaxing, he inches in a bit more, and we start the process over again. Him making me forget the slight sting by manipulating my clit and then sliding in another inch. When I feel his pelvis pressed against my ass, I know I’ve taken all of him. He holds still for a moment, and I become antsy.

      He leans over my back, and nibbles his way up my neck to my ear. “You still want hard and rough?” he asks, his voice strained.

      Shivers break out all over my body, and I whisper my reply, “Yes.”

      He presses a kiss against the back of my neck before he stands to his full height. With his fingers wrapped around my waist, he slowly slides out until just the tip is left inside, then immediately slides back in. He does this three more times, slowly and torturously, and each time it gets easier to take him. Then, on his fourth outward movement, his fingers tighten on my waist, and a second later, he slams forward. I let out a little squeal and rock to my toes, surprised at the sudden invasion. I barely have time to fully register the intense feeling coursing through me, before he’s doing it again.

      Over and over, he rams his cock inside me, filling me to the max, and I love every fucking second of it. My boobs bounce back and forth with each forceful movement, and if I were a cup size bigger, they’d slap me in the face.

      One hand releases my waist to grab my wrist and drag my hand down to where we’re joined. “Play with your clit,” he rumbles behind me, and I do so immediately.

      With the same hand, he slides it up my torso, between my breasts until his fingers wrap around my throat. He applies just enough pressure to show dominance, but not enough to cut off my air flow. He uses his grip on my waist and around my neck to pull me back against him as he continues to hammer forward.

      Holy hell. I don’t think I’ve ever been fucked so thoroughly in my life.

      Carter switches his angle, and I nearly see stars when he hits a spot deep inside me. My stomach clenches and tingles form between my legs. I work my finger faster against my clit, chasing what I know is going to be an explosive orgasm.

      “Oh shit,” I moan. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

      Hearing my plea, Carter’s thrusts speed up. “Are you going to come for me, baby?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good, because I’m about to explode.”

      The words barely leave his mouth when I’m suddenly thrust over the edge and I do see stars. A low cry forces its way past my lips as I ride wave after wave of the most blissful feeling I’ve ever felt.

      Who fucking knew orgasms could feel this damn good?

      Carter’s movements behind me become jerky, and from the deep groans leaving him, he’s found his own release.

      I drop my head forward, letting it hang as I try to catch my breath. Seconds, minutes, or hell, it could be hours, pass before he’s latching his arm around my waist and pulling my back to his sweaty chest. I feel his heavily-thumping heart beating against my back.

      Soft lips press against my ear. “Where’s your shower?”

      “Hmm…,” I hum instead of answering.

      My first inclination is to kick him out. I already feel like I’ve betrayed my family by sleeping with the man. To continue to do so, makes me feel like an even bigger bitch. But then I feel the remnants of what he just did to my body and the little devil on my shoulder whispers, “What’s one more time?”

      Pushing the guilt to the back of my mind, where I can forget about it for a little while longer, I step out of Carter’s arms and turn around. Grabbing his hand, I walk backward, giving his arm a tug. I drop my voice seductively, “Ask and you shall receive.”

      I may not be going to hell, but I don’t doubt when Wesley finds out what I’ve done, he’ll wish me to perdition.
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CARTER

        

      

    

    
      I kiss Mom on the cheek and step back so I can take in her face better. She’s lost weight over the last few months, and it skyrockets my worry. The stress lines on her face are deeper, and she looks like she’s aged ten years.

      I could kill my father and younger brother for what they’ve done to this family. But then, I may not have to. The evidence against them is indisputable, which means both are looking at hard prison time. And we all know what happens to people in prison who have committed crimes against children. I honestly can’t say I would be heartbroken if either or both of them were to die. Maybe I should, but they stopped being a part of my family the minute I found out about them raping my foster brother, Sam, and the sex trafficking ring they were a part of.

      “Mom,” I say quietly. “You need to start taking better care of yourself. When was the last time you saw Dr. Erikson?”

      Dr. Erikson is Mom’s psychologist. The stress of what Dad and Mark did became too much, so she started seeing him a couple of months ago.

      Mom pats my hand and ushers me into the kitchen, where she no doubt has a spread of food big enough to feed the whole neighborhood. She’s always been a stress cooker.

      “I’m fine, Carter,” she answers after she pushes me down onto one of the stools at the bar. “I saw Bryan last week. He put me on a new medicine to help me sleep, and I’m still adjusting. That’s all it is.”

      She’s lying and we both know it, but I don’t call her out on it. Not yet, at least. I know something is bothering her, besides the obvious, and know it’s best to wait her out.

      Mom putters around the kitchen, putting God knows what on a plate she’ll no doubt set in front of me.

      “When do you take over for Frank?” she asks. Setting the plate in front of me, she goes to the fridge and pulls out a pitcher of tea before pouring some in a glass. “Are you sure you shouldn’t take a couple more weeks to settle in?”

      I look down at the mountain of food, half of which I can’t name, and pick up an egg salad sandwich cut in half.

      “Monday is my first day.” I take a bite, chew, and swallow before I continue. “Frank was kind enough to hold off retiring until the sale of my house went through. I’m sure he’s anxious to start traveling with Nina, so I don’t want to make him wait longer. He’s already going to stay a few days after I start.”

      She nods, taking the seat next to me and places the glass of tea down in front of my plate. I slide my plate between us and point to it. “Eat something, Mom.”

      I can tell she wants to refuse, but thankfully she doesn’t. She grabs what looks like a ball of cheese and takes a small bite.

      “Although I hate what warranted you moving here, I’m glad to have you home,” she says.

      “Me too, Mom.”

      We spend the next few minutes making small talk. She asks how I like being back in Silver Falls, and I tell her better than I did when I first got here four days ago. Of course, I don’t tell her the reason why living here is suddenly more appealing is because of the gorgeous brunette I slept with last night.

      As we talk, I eat the stuff I recognize on my plate while she nibbles on the unidentified food. After a few minutes, she brushes her hands off then laces her fingers together and sets them on the bar. From the way her knuckles turn white, I get the feeling what she’s about to say isn’t going to be pleasant.

      “Your father called me from the jail yesterday.” She says it so quietly I barely hear her, so it takes me a minute to register what she said.

      And now I know why she looks so haggard today.

      “You’re kidding, right?” I have to force the fake calmness into my question. Calm is the last thing I’m feeling right now. That bastard has no right to contact either of us, but especially Mom.

      “I didn’t accept the call.” She lifts her eyes to me. One part anger, and three parts sadness fill their brown depths. “Even thinking that man’s name makes me sick to my stomach.”

      I unlock her fingers and take one of her hands in mine. It feels clammy. “You have every right to feel that way. What they did was beyond disgusting. I know how hard this has been on me. I can’t imagine what you’re going through.”

      “I just want it over with.”

      “I really wish you would tell the jail to not let him call you anymore. You never accept his calls anyway, so putting your number on the do not call list will make it easier on you.”

      “I know.” She looks down at our hands. “I’m not entirely ready to close that door yet.”

      “Has Mark tried calling you?”

      Pain pulls down Mom’s brows. It’s one thing to hate your husband for the things he’s done. It’s different when it comes to your kid. Hate is a strong word and it can be absolute. I know Mom will never forgive Dad for what he’s done, but Mark, he’s a part of her. Made of her own flesh and blood. I know she struggles with her feelings regarding him, and I don’t know what to do to help her. How can you not abhor a person, no matter who they are, when they do vile things against children? But on the other hand, how can you hate your own child?

      “No. Not even once,” Mom says. The despondency in her tone makes me want to rearrange Mark’s face even more. “And I don’t know how to feel about that.”

      “Well, whatever you’re feeling, it’s okay, Mom. Whether it’s good, bad, or sad.”

      Her eyes fill with tears when she looks at me. “Thanks, sweetie. Thank goodness I still have you.”

      I get up from my seat and pull her with me, then drag her into my arms. She wraps me in a tight hug, sniffs, and buries her face against my chest.

      “You’ll always have me, Mom,” I murmur against the top of her head. “No matter what.”

      Fuck Dad and Mark for tearing this family apart. Mom and I only need each other.
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HARLEY

        

      

    

    
      Ten days after I made the mistake of sleeping with Carter—a mistake not only because of who he is, but also because I can’t stop thinking about him—I half walk, half stumble toward the front door of my house. It’s seven-thirty in the morning, which means I should still be in bed for another hour and a half, but an insistent knocking woke me. I’m only a few feet away when another round of knocking comes.

      “Hold your horses!” I yell before mumbling, “Jeez.”

      I don’t know who I expected would be visiting this early in the morning, but it sure wasn’t Jersey, my brother’s girlfriend. She’s a lot younger than my brother; seventeen years. Most people in town don’t think twice about the age difference between them. There must be something in the air here because it seems like big age gaps are happening a lot lately. You’ve got August, the high school English teacher, who’s dating one of his recently graduated students. Then there’s Spencer, one of Silver Falls’s detectives, seeing his step-daughter, Aleah, who’s only eighteen. Oh, and let’s not forget about my sister, Penelope, who recently started dating and is now pregnant by Kai, who’s twelve years younger than her and happens to be the boy she used to babysit when she was a teenager.

      I mentally shrug my shoulders, because as long as everyone’s happy, their ages shouldn’t matter.

      As soon as I swing the door open, Jersey holds out a paper coffee cup toward me. “Sorry for the early morning visit. Wesley, Sam, and I will be away for most of the day, and I wanted to stop by before we left.”

      “You’ve more than made up for it.” I take the cup from her and gesture with my other hand for her to come inside. “You know how much I love my cappuccinos.”

      She laughs. “I figured that might make up for waking you. But if it wasn’t,” using the same hand holding her coffee, she holds up a paper bag held by two pinched fingers, “I was hoping this would.”

      “Blueberry scones?” I ask, unable to hide my hopefulness. The Coffee House makes delicious blueberry scones, but they go really fast, so it’s not often I’m up early enough to snag them.

      Jersey grins as she nods her head. “Yep.”

      I spin on my heel and throw “You are simply the best!” over my shoulder as I walk away. “Come on, let’s dig in while they’re fresh.”

      She follows me into the kitchen and takes a seat at the small round table. I grab a couple of saucers and bring them back to the table, sitting in the chair across from hers. She pushes the bag toward me, and I immediately dig in. The scent of blueberry and vanilla hits my nose as soon as I open the bag, and I nearly moan.

      I drop a scone on one of the saucers and slide it toward her, then put one on a plate for me. There’s one left in the bag, and I’m already contemplating how I can talk Jersey into leaving it for me.

      “The extra is for you for later,” she says, reading my thoughts.

      “I knew there was a reason I love you,” I tell her, making her laugh.

      I take a big bite of the flaky pastry and my eyes roll back. When I say The Coffee House makes good blueberry scones, I mean they are fucking delicious.

      Jersey watches me with amused eyes as she takes much smaller bites.

      “Okay, hit me with it. Not that I don’t enjoy your company, but you didn’t come to just bring me coffee and scones. What’s up?”

      She doesn’t answer right away. She licks her fingers, grabs a napkin from the holder in the middle of the table and wipes her hands, and then grabs her coffee, taking a swallow. The whole time, she keeps her eyes averted away from mine. The way she’s acting makes me nervous. I made sure no one saw Carter and me when we left Whiskey’s, and again when we came to my house and when he left. That couldn’t possibly be why she’s here. Right?

      Unfortunately, Jersey proves me wrong when she says, “I saw you with Carter a week and a half ago.”

      Well, fuck me sideways. So much for keeping my indiscretions a secret. I should have known better than to think I could get away with keeping a secret in Silver Falls. It never fucking fails, somehow, someone finds out.

      I have no clue what to say, and the way my mouth opens, closes, then opens again proves it.

      Before I can formulate a reply, Jersey continues. “I can see by the way you’re acting, you’re worried about my reaction. I can also tell you didn’t want me to know, or you would have already told me.” She rests her elbows on the table and laces her fingers together. “I want you to know that it’s okay. That you shouldn’t feel guilty.”

      I unstick my tongue from the roof of my mouth. “How can you possibly say that? Sleeping with Carter is not okay.”

      She’s already shaking her head before I can finish. “He wasn’t the one who hurt Sam and those other kids. He can’t help who he’s related to, Harley. Sam and I have had a long talk about Carter and his mother. He didn’t know Carter that much because he only met him a few times, but Sam said he was always really nice. He never made him feel weird in any way. Carter, nor Deandra, are to blame for anything that happened.”

      “Yeah, but Sam doesn’t want anything to do with either of them, not that I blame him one bit. It doesn’t feel right to see Carter when your brother is still going through so much at the hands of Carter’s family.”

      “Sam needed time to learn how to cope. Seeing Deandra and Carter would have slowed the process because they remind him of a terrible time in his life.” She pauses and starts picking at the crumbs on her plate. “Coincidentally, the same night I saw you and Carter going into your house, Sam came to me earlier that day and said he wanted to give seeing Deandra and Carter a try.”

      “Really?” I ask.

      “Yes. I think it’s great that he wants to see them. Especially Deandra. I can’t imagine how hard this has been on her. She lost three people by the actions of two.”

      I nod my head in agreement. “Hopefully seeing them will help Sam.”

      “I think it will. Sam loved Deandra. He went to live with them right after our parents died and he clung to her. She helped him through his grief.”

      My heart goes out to Jersey and her brother. I’m familiar with the grief she’s talking about. My brother, sisters, and I lost our mom going on fifteen years ago. Although she had been sick for years before then, and we knew her time on earth was limited, it didn’t make it any easier when she did pass away. Our father, on the other hand, was an abusive bastard. He died recently at the hands of Kai. Phillip, our father, tried to force Penelope into paying him to keep his mouth shut about the family secrets. When he showed up with a gun and threatened Penelope, Camila, and I, Kai came to the rescue. Phillip was shot in the heart and died before he hit the floor.

      I finish the rest of my scone and wipe my hands clean with a napkin.

      “I know Carter just moved back to Silver Falls,” Jersey says. “Was that night the first time you were with him?”

      “Yes.” I take a sip of my coffee. “And it was the only time. I haven’t seen him since.” Except in my dreams and imagination, but I keep that tidbit to myself. “Why are you just now coming to me?”

      She shrugs a delicate shoulder. “Because I was giving you a chance to come to me first.” I wince, and she reaches across the table to grab my hand, offering me a small smile. “It really is okay, Harley. I just didn’t want to embarrass you by telling you I saw the two of you together.”

      “So, why ask me now?”

      “When you didn’t say anything, I knew you were trying to keep it a secret. I had no way of knowing if whatever it is between you two would become serious. I didn’t want your worry about who he is to get in the way of that.”

      “Does Wesley know?”

      “Not yet. I don’t want to keep it from him, but I’ll give you a few days before I do.”

      In other words, Wesley may not take it as easily as Jersey is and she wants to give me a few days reprieve before he confronts me. I’m quite surprised Jersey is reacting so calmly.

      “If you want to, you know….” Her voice trails off.

      I get up from my chair and carry both of our saucers to the sink before I turn around and lean against the counter.

      “It was just a one-time fling,” I say. “The heat of the moment type of thing.”

      “But you never know. There could be more.”

      “Maybe there could have been, but we’ll never know. Carter doesn’t seem to be interested since he hasn’t even attempted to contact me.”

      She gives me a look that suggests I’m daft. “Umm… don’t we live in the twenty-first century? Women pursue men all the time.”

      “That may be so, but I’m old fashioned and prefer to be the mouse, rather than the cat.”

      “And what happens if you miss out on something epic because you won’t go after him?”

      I lift a shoulder. “Then I guess it wasn’t meant to be.”

      I spin around and turn on the sink, hoping Jersey will get the hint that I’m done talking about Carter. If I’m completely honest with myself, I’m scared to admit, even if only in my head, how being with Carter made me feel. From the moment our eyes met in Whiskey’s that night, I felt a strong force trying to shove me toward him. It was a feeling I can’t explain. A feeling that was both exhilarating and frightening. I’ve never felt such a strong and instant connection with a man before. That’s why I gave in so easily to our attraction, despite my misgiving about who he was.

      Knowing Jersey is okay with me being with Carter makes things a lot more difficult. It opens up possibilities that I thought were forbidden and out of reach.

      Women pursue men all the time. What if you miss out on something epic?

      Jersey’s voice whispers through my mind, tempting me with those possibilities.

      Should I pursue Carter? Would he even be interested in a relationship with me?

      I guess there’s only one way to find out.
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HARLEY

        

      

    

    
      In the end, I chickened out and never called Carter. I figured, if he was interested, he would have called me by now. The thought of getting rejected doesn’t sit well with me and makes me kind of nauseous. No, thank you. Yeah, I may be missing out on something great, but I figure I won’t miss it if I never had it.

      The day after Jersey’s visit, I get out of my car and beep my door locks. Anxious flutters fill my stomach as I walk toward the office building door. Not the good kind of flutters either. These are the ones that make you want to not step into the situation you’re getting ready to step into.

      It’s that time of year again when I have to lay practically butt-naked on an uncomfortable exam table and flash my lady bits to the doctor. Ordinarily, it wouldn’t be so bad. Dr. Rosen has seen my coochie many times over the years, so it’s nothing new to him. Unfortunately, he recently retired, so I’ll be seeing the new doctor. I have no idea who the new doctor is, and I don’t like going into something when I don’t have all of the information.

      I spent an extra thirty minutes grooming my nether regions during my morning shower, because you know, girls need to be presentable when they meet new people. Especially girls who will be flashing their goods.

      I’m surprised when I walk up to the counter and don’t see Lauren, the usual receptionist. I don’t know who this new woman is, which sucks, because I was going to get the scoop from Lauren when I signed in. I would ask this new woman, but she’s on the phone. The smile she gives me is more fake than real as she points to a clipboard on the counter in front of her. I write down my name and other requested information then take a seat.

      Since it’s four o’clock and from the lack of anyone else in the waiting room, I realize I must be the last appointment of the day. Hopefully, that means I won’t have to wait long to get this over and done with.

      Ten minutes later, my name is called. I stand, my smile in place, but it falls flat when I see the woman in turquoise scrubs waiting for me. How in the hell could I forget that Amanda Lazzare works as a nurse here? She and I were rivals in high school, and while we don’t compete academically anymore, the mutual hatred we’ve always felt for each other is still very much alive.

      She gives me her usual sour look, and I still wonder to this day if it’s her permanent expression, because every time I see her, the look is always there.

      After she takes my height and weight, talking only when necessary, she leads me down the hallway to the last room, and I take a seat on the padded table.

      “What brings you in today?” she asks without looking at me, wiggling her finger across the mouse pad on the laptop she carried in with her. I hope she doesn’t treat all the patients this way.

      “Annual exam,” I answer with the same bland tone.

      “Are there any concerns?”

      “None that I can think of.”

      “Any chance of pregnancy?”

      I sure hope not, I mentally answer. Out loud, I say, “Nope.”

      She asks me a few more typical questions, which I answer with one-word replies, before she wheels over the blood pressure machine. I swear she pumps the cuff a couple times too many, because my arm feels like it’s going to fall off before the pressure releases.

      She puts the machine away and opens a cabinet, pulling out a little plastic cup. “I need you to pee to the line, then put it in the little door behind the toilet.” She moves to another cabinet and takes out one of those god-awful gowns and a white sheet. “Strip down and put the gown on, with the opening in the front. The doctor will be in shortly.”

      It’s a good thing I don’t have any questions, because she’s gone in the next instant.

      With a low-pounding headache forming behind my eyes, I snatch up the cup and take it to the restroom in the hallway. After I’ve filled the cup to the line and placed it into the little cubby hole in the wall, I wash and dry my hands. The hall is empty when I leave the restroom and make my way back to the patient room. I take off my clothes, fold them, then put them on the chair in the corner. I’ve barely had time to cover myself with the gown when there’s a rap on the door.

      “Come in,” I call out as I sit down on the end of the table and drape a white sheet over my lap.

      The door opens, and I get my first look at who took over Dr. Rosen’s position as Silver Falls’s primary physician. To say I’m shocked would be an understatement. Shock isn’t even in the same realm for what I feel as Carter Beckett waltzes into the room. From his expression, he’s not surprised. In fact, he looks quite pleased with my dumbfounded look.

      “Miss Adair. How are you today?”

      I clutch the sheet over my thighs and unstick my lower jaw from my lap. “Are you serious? You’re the new doctor?”

      “It would seem so.”

      His eyes dance with laughter and his stupidly luscious lips tip up at the corners. I want to smack the look right off his face.

      “And you never thought to tell me?”

      “And when was I supposed to do that, Miss Adair?” he asks, pushing the door closed without looking away from me.

      “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe the night we were together.”

      His smirk grows into a grin. “I was otherwise occupied that night, if you remember correctly. Or would you rather me have stopped in the middle of fucking you senseless to tell you my occupation?”

      I grind my molars together and force out my next words. “You could have called me, or stopped by my place.”

      “I didn’t have your phone number, and I’ve been busy.”

      The pressure that was slowly building in my head turns into a full-blown headache.

      “You duped me,” I accuse. “The rumor years ago was you were going to school to become a cardiologist.”

      This time he laughs. “First, I did not dupe you. I didn’t even know you were a patient of Dr. Rosen’s until about thirty minutes ago. And second, I had a change of plans in college.”

      I want to call him a liar, but something tells me he’s telling the truth. I cross my arms over my chest and glare at him, not giving one shit I probably look like a petulant child.

      “From the way you’re killing me with your eyes right now, I’m sure you’ll be relieved to know we have to reschedule your appointment anyway. The receptionist has already left for the day and Amanda had to suddenly leave for an emergency.” He pauses a moment and his gaze bores into me. “Unless you would still like me to perform the pelvic exam. The decision is yours.”

      I take a minute to weigh my options. My first instinct is to request to reschedule or find a new doctor all together. The idea of Carter, or rather, Dr. Beckett, between my legs solely for clinical purposes does not sound appealing in the least. I also have to add in the possibility of being turned on while he’s down there, and how mortifying would that be.

      As easy as it would be to find another doctor in a nearby town, that’s something I really don’t want to do. I like the ease and convenience of seeing a local doctor. I’m very much a creature comfort type of girl, and Silver Falls is that for me. I’d be quite satisfied to never leave Silver Falls if I didn’t have to.

      There are a couple other doctors in town I could go to, but I’ve come to this office since the day I was born. Again, creature comfort.

      With the gown covering my thighs balled into my fists, I straighten my spine and meet Carter’s eyes. “Let’s just get it over with. We’re both adults, and I assume you’ll be professional. I’d rather get it done so I don’t have to worry about it for another year.”

      Surprise flickers in his eyes for a moment before it’s gone and his expression turns serious. “You’re sure?”

      I’m about a hundred percent the opposite of sure, but I still nod. “Yes.”

      “All right, let’s get to it then.”

      He brings the laptop that Amanda left in the room to life and takes a seat on a stool, wheeling it closer to the counter. The next few minutes are spent with him asking me the usual questions. It almost feels like a normal appointment, except for the fact that I can’t stop staring at his arms and the way he fills out the white doctor’s coat he’s wearing. I know exactly how firm his arms are. How strong and capable they are at holding me up while he pounds into me against the shower wall.

      Each time he looks up from the laptop and catches me staring, I jerk my eyes away. It’s ridiculous. I feel like a schoolgirl with her first crush.

      “Are you sexually active?” he asks, and I snap my gaze back to him.

      “Really?” I give him a deadpan look. “I’m pretty sure you know the answer to that.”

      His chuckle is deep and makes my insides quiver. Maybe it was a mistake to continue on with this appointment. The last thing I want to happen is for Carter to realize I’m turned on, and he’ll damn sure know once I’m spread eagle in front of him.

      “Sorry, it’s a standard question all women are asked for these types of visits.” He doesn’t look sorry. In fact, he looks highly amused at my expense. “Let me rephrase. Other than… our night together, when was your last sexual partner?”

      “Is that something you really need to know?” I ask.

      “Yes.”

      The way he says that one word and the sudden tension in his shoulders has me wondering if my answer means more to him than just the standard level of medical interest.

      I shift on the table, feeling a twinge of embarrassment, and the paper I’m sitting on crinkles.

      “Before… you, it’s been about two and a half years,” I mumble.

      Carter quickly looks back down at the laptop, but I don’t miss the relief that relaxes the features on his face.

      A few more questions are asked and answered before he’s getting up from the rolling stool and walking to the sink to wash his hands. As he does this, he says over his shoulder, “I’m sure I don’t need to remind you of how this works. Go ahead and lie back.”

      His tone suggests he’s in professional doctor mode, which only helps to alleviate my stress levels a fraction. I’m still Nervous Nelly as I lie back on the bed and wait for him. Breast exam comes first, then the pelvic exam.

      I stare up at the ceiling and send up a silent prayer that I don’t embarrass myself even more than I already have. It feels like a lifetime passes before he comes into view. His expression is neutral, while my nerves are shot to shit.

      Why in the hell did I agree to this? I should have just canceled this appointment and found another doctor.

      “I’ll let you open the top part of your gown and we’ll get the breast exam out of the way.”

      I don’t move at first. I simply look at him, searching his expression for anything that’ll tell me he feels the same awkwardness I’m currently feeling. He’s either damn good at hiding it, an ace at being a professional, or our night together wasn’t as significant to him as it was to me. He remains stoic, and it kinda pisses me off.

      I look away from him, and with jerky movements, I yank open the top part of my gown. I close my eyes and mentally begin to slowly count backward from one hundred, hoping to use the exercise as a distraction.

      I barely hold back my gasp when one of Carter’s hands gently grabs one of my wrists and lifts it over my head.

      “Keep your arm there. The position will make it easier to feel for lumps.”

      Is it just me, or was his voice deeper than normal? I’m not willing to open my eyes to find out, because I’m afraid of what I might see.

      My molars grind together and my stomach muscles quiver when he presses the tips of his fingers on the outside of my right breast. Applying pressure, he moves his hand in a circular motion, sort of like a massage, only not the kind that loosens muscles.

      I keep my eyes shut the whole time, begging my body to behave and not squirm around like it wants to.

      When he gets close to one of my nipples, which are now hard—I blame it on the chilly air in the room and not the hands on my breast—I suppress the urge to wiggle an inch to the side, because that’s all it would take for his fingers to brush the tight bud.

      Once he’s done and he takes his hands off me, I want to whine in protest, but remember at the last second I’m not here for enjoyment. When I feel his presence move away from me, I slit my eyes open a little and watch as he walks away. His back is stiff as he stands at the laptop and taps away at it. When he turns to face me, my eyes, of their own accord, drop to the front of his slacks. Warmth coats my cheeks and slides down my torso to between my legs when I see the bulge.

      It seems he’s not as unaffected as he wants me to believe. Knowing this makes me feel marginally less creepy.

      “Everything was fine with the breast exam,” he remarks as he pulls out a pair of latex gloves from the box hanging on the wall. It’s no surprise he chose a large pair. The man has huge hands. “Are you ready for the pelvic exam?”

      Not really. “Yes.”

      He nods, takes a seat on the stool and wheels it closer to me. I lose sight of him. “Scoot down to the end of the table.”

      Having already done this dozens of times, I lift my ass and scoot down. My knees are locked together and the sheet covers my bottom half, but I’m still very conscious of the fact that he’s only a foot or two away from my lady bits.

      He grabs my ankle and places my foot in a stirrup then does the same to the other one. With my ass hanging off the table and my legs spread obscenely apart, I feel really fucking exposed and he hasn’t even started the exam yet.

      All too soon, I feel the sheet being lifted. Anticipation and dread fill me. Anticipation because, as wrong as it is given our current situation, I want him to touch me. Even if it is just clinically.

      I must be seriously fucked up.

      I’m also dreading him seeing the evidence of how turned on I am right now. And let’s face it, there’s no way he could miss it. I felt myself get wet and drip down my crack. I have no doubt the paper I’m lying on is soaked. But then again, I’m sure he’s had other female patients get wet when he’s down there messing around. The man looks like a walking sex God.

      He doesn’t say anything as he exposes me, but he doesn’t need to. I hear the slight shift in his breathing in the quietness of the room.

      He clears his throat before he speaks, his voice definitely deeper than it was before. “There will be a slight pressure when I insert the speculum and extend it.”

      “Hmm,” I answer because that’s all I can manage at the moment.

      I lock my fingers together and lay them on my stomach. Holding my breath and hoping my body stops betraying me, I wait for the first touch. Something cool touches my hole right before I feel it slide inside me. The pressure he spoke of comes next, but it’s not uncomfortable like it normally is during these visits. Instead, it inconveniently builds on the ache I’m already feeling.

      I hear some paper rip and then comes the irritating scrape of the long q-tip thingy doctors use to take samples. Thankfully, that part is over quickly.

      The pressure of the speculum is released and Carter slides it out slowly. He fiddles with my lady bits a couple more minutes—I’m sure checking to make sure everything looks normal. I breathe a sigh of relief that this awkward situation will be over soon.

      When I hear the snap of his gloves as he takes them off, I figure he’s done, so I begin to close my legs.

      “Leave them open,” he barks, and I jump at the harshness in his tone.

      “What?” I try to sit up, but my arms give out when I feel a surprisingly sharp slap on the inside of my thigh. “What the he—?”

      “I said leave them open, Harley. I'm not done with my exam.”

      I’m not exactly sure what’s going on or what he means that he’s not done, but I’m still shocked by the slap on my thigh and the edge in his voice that all I do is lay there stupefied.

      My breath whooshes out in a long, audible exhale when I feel the tips of his fingers brush the lips of my pussy. His gloveless fingers. I’m pretty sure this is not how things are done.

      “Carter?” I rasp.

      “Shush.”

      A whimpering moan slips free when his finger swirls around my hole. “What are you doing?”

      “Helping you relax. You’re too tense.”

      He moves his finger upward until it touches my clit and he presses down, and my back bows off the bed.

      “Holy shit,” I moan loudly, my body turning languid.

      I want to tell him that what he’s doing is definitely not helping me relax, but I’m not sure I could get my mouth to work properly. All I can do is hold on for dear life and let him do whatever in the hell he wants.
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      I tried. I really did. Never have I ever acted inappropriately with one of my patients. It was hard during the breast exam, but I managed to keep my mouth off her breasts when I wanted nothing more than to suck on her nipples and leave my mark on the plump flesh. I was proud of myself for keeping my control.

      But that went down the drain fast. I snapped and my will evaporated when I moved the sheet and exposed her pussy. She wasn’t just wet, she was goddamn soaked. I knew before I started the pelvic exam that I would have my hands on Harley in ways a doctor shouldn’t touch their patient.

      I was so fucking needy for Harley that my hands shook, my cock was as hard as concrete, and sweat dotted my brow as I performed the exam. I wanted to say fuck it and take her right then, but I was determined to get the professional part of our encounter out of the way before playtime could start.

      Now I have her in front of me, her legs in the stirrups and her pussy wide open in front of my face. It’s humorous that she thought I was done with her when she heard me take off my gloves. She didn’t have a shot in hell of leaving this room without me getting a taste of the juices seeping from her hole. Her arousal played havoc on my senses. Now it’s my turn to tease and torment her.

      After slapping the inside of her thigh and demanding her to leave her legs open, she relaxes back on the bed. I flick her clit a couple more times before moving my finger down to her dripping hole and slide my middle finger inside her hot cunt.

      “Is this for me specifically? Or does the idea of a doctor touching you inappropriately make you wet?”

      Her legs quiver in the stirrups and her breath hitches before she answers. “Both. But only because you’re the doctor.”

      Her answer has my cock twitching. I can’t imagine she would be turned on by the thought of Dr. Rosen touching her like this. He’s got to be close to seventy years old by now.

      Adding a second finger and twisting my hand to face upward, I curl my fingers and lightly rub against the oftentimes elusive g-spot. The moment my fingers make contact, Harley’s back bows off the bed and she lets out a loud moan. Not all women can have orgasms from g-spot stimulation. I’d bet my last dollar that Harley is one of the lucky ones.

      I wheel my stool forward a few inches until my mouth can easily reach her. Reaching under and around her thigh, I lay my forearm over her lower stomach to keep her from moving around too much, then drop my head and press the flat of my tongue over her clit.

      “Oh shit!” she cries out.

      I apply pressure to her stomach, forcing her back to the bed. “Stay still,” I order against her pussy. “Or I’ll stop.”

      A cute frustrated growl rumbles from her lips, and I wish I could see her face, but the sheet still blocks my view of her. Grabbing the sheet, I yank it off her and toss it to the floor. The gown is bunched up at her waist and her fingers are locked around the edge of the padded examination table. She tilts her head down and our eyes meet. She looks so fucking gorgeous with her cheeks flushed red, her lips parted, and the glaze of lust in her eyes.

      I continue to lightly play with her g-spot and bring my lips back to her clit while we continue to watch each other. One hand lets go of the table and she palms her tit, pinching the nipple between her fingers and rolls the tight bud.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she pants breathlessly. “Oh my God. That feels so good.”

      Using my teeth, I alternate between gently nibbling on her clit to sucking it. When her walls begin to clamp down around my fingers and her eyes drift closed, I know she’s close.

      I stop my ministrations and her eyes pop open. The glare she shoots me is comical. “Don’t you dare fucking stop,” she hisses.

      “Then keep your eyes open. I want to see them when you come all over my hand.”

      I go back to eating her out, working my fingers and tongue in perfect sync to maximize Harley’s pleasure. It’s only a moment later that her walls tighten around my fingers again and she’s letting out a loud cry, her body tenses and her eyes widen in wonder. I lift my head just in time to watch the warm liquid gush from her and drip to the floor. My cock grows painfully hard in my slacks at the sight.

      “Holy fuck,” Harley wheezes, and I look up at her. “Was that a g-spot orgasm?”

      I pull my fingers from her soaked pussy, but let my thumb wander to her clit where I lightly massage it. Shudders wrack her body at the contact.

      “Yes,” I answer. “I take it, that’s your first?”

      Her eyes fall closed and a mumbled “Uh huh” tumbles from her lips.

      I get up from my stool and it rolls back a few feet. She lifts her eyelids fractionally, watching me with a satiated expression. Pulling off the white coat, I let it fall to the floor. When I reach for my belt, her gaze drops. Her legs are still spread open, so she has the perfect view as I undo my pants just enough to pull out my cock.

      A drop of pre-cum hangs from the slit and her eyes grow hungry when she sees it. I swipe my thumb over the head, gathering the small drop and step between her legs. Her lips open when I hold it up to her mouth and she greedily sucks it away.

      “One day I’m going to fuck your mouth and make you choke on my cock,” I tell her as I pull my thumb from her mouth.

      “Now,” she offers. “I want you to do it now.”

      I shake my head as I wrap my hands around her waist. “Not today. Right now I want that tight pussy squeezing my cock.”

      I pull her forward until her ass is all the way off the bed. With her feet still in the stirrups, she’s even more spread open. Holding her up with one hand, I use the other to grab my cock and guide the head to her opening. Looking into her delirious eyes, I slide just the tip in and hold still. I wait until she begins squirming around before I slam my hips forward at the same time I yank her to me.

      She cries out at the sudden intrusion. Pulling out, I thrust forward again. Her tits bounce with my harsh movements, tempting me to bite down on one of her nipples. Unfortunately, in our current position, I can’t reach them.

      I grit my teeth, fighting back an orgasm that’s wanting to break free way too soon. I want this to last longer than the few seconds I’ve been inside her.

      My balls slap against her ass and the sound of her wet cunt taking my cock over and over again fills the room.

      “Fuck,” I groan, digging my fingers into her waist. “You feel so goddamn good.”

      “More,” she whimpers. “Give me more, Carter.”

      Pulling out of her, I take her feet from the stirrups and put them on the floor, then lift her from the table. Before she has a chance to register what’s going on, I spin her around, yank the gown down her arms, and bend her over the end of the table. Her ass sticks out at the perfect height, and she grips the edge of the pads with white knuckles.

      Grabbing my cock, I slam it back inside her. With my hands now free, I fill both palms with her asscheeks and spread them open. Her little puckered hole peeks out at me. I’m tempted to take my cock from her pussy and fill her back hole. Only knowing I’ll need to prepare her for a cock my size holds back my need.

      I slide my thumb down past her asshole and barely manage to wedge it inside her pussy beside my cock, getting the digit nice and wet. Bringing it back up to her ass, I swirl the tip around her hole. I feel her eyes on me, so I look up and find her looking at me over her shoulder, her expression filled with uncertainty. I hold her stare as I slowly slip my thumb past the tight ring of nerves.

      “After I fuck your mouth, I’m going to take this ass too,” I tell her, my voice turning husky at just the thought of taking her there.

      “I think you might be too big,” she replies.

      “Don’t worry, baby.” I push the rest of my thumb inside her ass and her teeth bite into her bottom lip, her brow forming a deep V. “I’ll make sure you’re ready. You’ll be begging me to take your ass.”

      Pulling my cock halfway out, I slide back inside in one smooth movement. I keep my thumb planted in her ass as my cock fucks her slick pussy. The hard thrusts of my shaft cause my thumb to slide in and out of her, and from the noises she’s making and the way she’s pushing back against me, she definitely likes the feeling.

      The hot, vice-like grip she has wrapped around me is too fucking much. My balls draw up tight and my ab muscles flex. My fingers dig into her flesh as my movements become uncoordinated and her asscheeks jiggle. I fuck her hard and fast, making my slacks fall down my ass to hover at my knees.

      My orgasm hits just as her pussy spasms around my cock. Taking my thumb out of her ass, I grab her waist and thrust inside her until I’m balls deep and hold still. Hot jets of cum shoot from my shaft and fill her twitching cunt.

      Sweat slides down my temple and my heart feels like it might explode out of my chest. I run my hand up and down her spine, feeling the slickness of her own perspiration. She has her head pointed down with her forehead resting on the table, her hair covering the sides of her face so I can’t see it. From the way her torso rises and falls, she’s having just as much of a hard time catching her breath as I am.

      A couple of minutes pass before she turns her head to the side. Her cheeks are dark pink and the hair at her temples is damp.

      “Please tell me you’ve never done that with a patient before,” she says, still slightly out of breath.

      I slowly slide my cock out of her and pull my slacks back up, stuffing my chubb into the tight confines of my boxer briefs and pants, zipping up, but leaving the button undone. Grabbing a couple of tissues from the counter, I go back to Harley, who’s still bent over the table, and begin to gently clean away the cum dripping from her pussy. She lets out a small moan as I complete the task, tempting me to take her again.

      I wait until she’s standing and facing me to respond to her statement. Lifting her so she’s sitting on the edge of the table, I wedge my hips between her thighs.

      “No.” I run my hands up her thighs to where they meet her hips. “You’re the first patient I’ve ever touched inappropriately.”

      Her shoulders sag in relief. “Thank goodness for small miracles,” she mutters.

      I chuckle and slide my hand up her back and tunnel my fingers through her hair. Tugging her head closer, I take her lips in a kiss. “I like the jealous look on you,” I whisper when I pull back.

      “I’m not jealous,” she huffs, rolling her eyes heavenward before settling them back on me. “I just don’t like the thought of me being part of a long list of women you do that with.”

      “Nah. I’m pretty sure that was jealousy in your voice.” I press my lips against hers before she can deny it again. “Believe it or not, I’m usually very professional at my job. It’s your fault for tempting me to be otherwise.”

      She leans back on her hands, her gorgeous tits jutting out and on display, tempting me to bite down on one of her hard nipples. She looks at me like I’ve lost my mind. “My fault?” she asks, her voice full of disbelief. “I didn’t do anything. This was supposed to be a routine check-up. You were the one who made it personal by touching me.”

      I nod. “This is true. But you’re the one who had a wet pussy that was just too tempting to not play with and fill with my cock.”

      “Well, maybe you shouldn’t look so damn good dressed as a doctor.”

      I laugh. “I’ll try my best next time.”

      She gives me a saccharine smile. “There won’t be a next time. I’m finding a new doctor.”

      The hand I still have in her hair tightens around the strands, and I scowl down at her. “Like fuck you are,” I growl.

      No fucking way will another man, doctor or not, be looking at her pussy, let alone touching it. Even the thought sends a murderous rage through me. Why I feel those things when I barely know the woman, and we’re not even dating, confounds me.

      It’s her turn to laugh. “Now who’s jealous?” My scowl deepens. She sits up and lays her hand on my abs, her expression turning serious. “I’m nothing to you, Carter. We’re just two adults playing and having a good time. That’s all.”

      I don’t like hearing those words. Sure, this may have started out as something casual, but between the first night we spent together and today, that’s changed. I want more than convenient fucks when the mood strikes us.

      “Let’s change that,” I tell her, and I can tell from the widening of her eyes, I’ve surprised her. “I think we both agree the sex is phenomenal, but what if we try for something more?”

      She bites her bottom lip, and I wait her out as she thinks over my proposition. I’m sure I know why she’s hesitating. It’s the same reason she hesitated the first night. My last name has earned a bad reputation from the actions of my father and brother. I don’t really blame the town for their reservation toward my mother and me. It would be hard for anyone to imagine that neither of us had a clue what was going on, but the fact remains, we didn’t. It’ll take time to overcome the stigma. Because of that, right after my father and brother were arrested, I asked Mom if it would be easier if she moved out of Silver Falls. She adamantly refused, saying she would not let what her husband and son did force her to move from the home that she loves.

      “Okay.” Harley’s softly spoken answer brings me out of my thoughts.

      “Yeah?” I ask, needing that reassurance.

      She smiles timidly. “Yeah.”

      I grin and force her head back so I can take her lips again.
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      I open the door to see my brother, Wesley, on the other side. Looking at the man, you’d never guess he used to be a priest. Arms covered from shoulder to wrist in colorful tattoos, well-built and maintained body, and even I have to admit, very easy on the eyes. He was a priest for twelve years before he gave it up when he met Jersey, the woman he says he can’t live without.

      “What’s up, big brother?” I ask, stepping back and allowing him to enter.

      I already know what this visit is about. The reprieve Jersey gave me is up, and it’s time I face the music.

      I turn and head toward the kitchen, for some reason thinking I may need a drink for this talk. I go straight for the cabinet by the fridge and roll to my toes, reaching for the bottle of cheap whiskey I always keep on hand. I feel Wesley walk up behind me, reaching for the bottle easily when my fingers barely brush it.

      “Thanks,” I mutter, switching direction and grabbing out two glasses. I don’t know if Wesley wants a drink, but it would be rude of me to not offer, even if he is my brother.

      I keep my back to him as I pour a couple of inches into each glass, afraid to look at him quite yet. It doesn’t matter in the end, because Wesley doesn’t let me off the hook.

      “How serious is this thing between you and Carter?” he asks, his voice still close behind me.

      I turn with both glasses in my hand and hold one out to him. He takes his without moving his eyes from me. Before I answer, I bring my glass to my lips and gulp down half of the harsh liquid, grimacing when it burns my throat.

      “At first it was just a fling,” I tell him and watch the muscle at his temple twitch. “But then I saw him again yesterday. We both agreed that we’d like to keep seeing each other.”

      Wesley doesn’t say anything at first. He looks down at his drink and swirls the liquid like you see rich people do with expensive whiskey. His expression doesn’t reveal anything either, and not knowing what he's thinking makes me want to fidget. He finally tips his drink back and downs it in one gulp, then sets the glass on the counter before he looks back at me.

      “Are you sure this is wise? His and Deandra’s lives are a shit show right now, and it’s probably going to get worse the closer we get to the trial.”

      “I’ve never let gossip, rumors, or the actions of others dictate what I do with my life, and I have no plans to start now.” I finish off my drink and put my glass down beside his. “Do you blame them for what Douglas and Mark did?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.

      Although I had my reservations at first about seeing Carter because of his connection to the two vile people, I’ve never faulted him and his mother. I don’t see Wesley, as a former priest who still believes in a lot of the church’s values, doing that either. But he’s a lot closer to the situation than I am.

      “No. I’ve never blamed them. They’re as innocent as the people Douglas and Mark hurt. But you’re my sister, and I worry about you being involved with someone so close to them. This case is getting bigger by the day and Carter and Deandra will be under the scrutiny of the public eye. Maybe not so much here in Silver Falls, but by the whole nation. If you’re seeing Carter, that scrutiny will filter to you. I don’t want to see you hurt.”

      I close the gap between me and my brother, laying a hand on his chest and tipping my head back to look at him. “Thank you for the concern, but I’ll be fine. Just because Carter and I are seeing each other, doesn’t mean it’ll be long term. This thing just started, so your worries could be for nothing. But even if we were in it for the long haul, I would never turn my back on someone I care about. I have thicker skin than you’re giving me credit for, Wesley.”

      Snagging a lock of hair hanging over my shoulder, he gives it a tug, his lips lifting at the corner. “You don’t need to tell me how tough you are,” he says quietly. “You’ve shown me many times over the years you can handle anything thrown your way. I just want you to realize what you’re taking on.”

      “I do.”

      He nods. “Okay.”

      “You’re sure you’re okay with this?” I ask, unable to hide my surprise. “I figured you would fight me on this more.”

      “Would you stop seeing him if I said I wasn’t okay with it?”

      As much as I want to claim otherwise, my brother’s approval means too much to me to answer with anything other than “Yes.”

      He smiles again and drops his head to lay a kiss on my forehead. “As long as you’re happy, I’m okay with it.”

      My shoulders relax, not realizing until that moment how much I needed his consent. “Thank you.”

      A knock comes from the front of the house, and Wesley and I both turn toward the kitchen door, like we expect whoever the visitor is will waltz right in, because let’s face it, our sisters would. Not to mention we live in a small community and it’s not unheard of.

      “I’m headed out to meet Jersey at the animal shelter. She and Sam talked me into getting a dog.”

      I laugh as I follow him to the front door. “You’ve been wanting to get one for a while. I think now is the perfect time.”

      “This issue isn’t getting a dog, it’s getting only one dog, or just getting a dog. I have a feeling we’ll be leaving the shelter with more than one animal. Jersey’s been hinting she wants a cat too.”

      When we stop at the door, I pat his cheek. “I’m sure you’ll be fine.”

      The laugh dies on my face when I pull the door open and find Carter on the other side, looking way too delicious in a pair of dark-gray slacks and a black, button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows. He must have come straight from work.

      “Oh!” The word comes out as a squeak.

      His eyes move from Wesley back to me. “I can come back later.”

      “I was just leaving,” Wesley says. He holds out his hand to Carter and Carter takes it. “It’s good to see you again.”

      “You too,” Carter responds.

      Wesley turns to me, bending and placing a kiss on the top of my head. “We’ll talk later.”

      Carter and I watch him walk to his SUV and leave, then I turn to him.

      “What are you doing here?”

      He puts his hand on the small of my back, ushering me into the house. “Let’s go inside and talk.”

      The back of my neck prickles with his words. I don’t like the way they sound or the seriousness on his face. I’m tempted to go back to the kitchen for the bottle of liquor, but Carter leads me to the couch. He sits and pulls me down beside him. I really start to worry when he leans forward and rests his elbows on his knees, his gaze staring unfocused across the room.

      “You’re starting to freak me out, Carter,” I say with a shaky voice. “What’s going—”

      “You’re pregnant.”

      “Excuse me?’ I ask, knowing I must have misheard him. He turns his head, his eyes meeting mine, and I know from just his look, my mind is not playing tricks on me. “There has to be a mistake.”

      Sensing an impending breakdown, Carter grabs my hand and tugs it between his. “After you left yesterday, I went to straighten the lab since Amanda had to leave early. She mentioned she had set the test up, but hadn’t gotten the results back yet. It was positive. We’ll need to do a blood test to know for sure, but the chances of the urine sample giving a false positive is extremely low.”

      “But it hasn’t even been two weeks since the first time we slept together. I thought you had to be further along for a test to show you’re pregnant.”

      “Not necessarily. If the HCG levels are high enough, it can detect pregnancy as early as a few days after conception.” He pauses, his brows pulling down. “Yesterday you said it had been two and a half years since your last partner. Was that the truth?”

      Hurt by his question, I yank my hand out of his and try to get up from the couch, but he pulls me back down.

      “Harley, look at me.” I shoot him an icy glare. “I’m sorry if that hurt, but you have to understand why I had to make sure. This is a big step in a person’s life. Although we grew up in the same town and are only a few years apart in age, I’ve been gone for a long time, so we don’t know each other that well.”

      He makes a good point, even if it still hurts. It’s not his fault there are people out there who will trick and manipulate others to get what they want. We don’t know each other that well. For all he knows, I could be a gold digger who has set her sights on a rich doctor. Everyone knows how well off the Becketts are.

      “You are the only man I’ve slept with in two and a half years,” I tell him. “And before you ask, I’m on birth control. I guess even using a condom and the shot combined isn’t foolproof.”

      His head dips in a nod. “Apparently.” He turns his body to face me better. “I’ve got another tough question.” He holds my gaze for a moment. “Do you want to keep this baby?”

      I don’t even need to think about my answer. “Of course I do. The situation isn’t ideal, and I obviously didn’t want to have a child right now, but I have always wanted them.” I run my tongue along my bottom lip, suddenly becoming anxious. “I wouldn’t blame you if your answer is no, but do you—”

      “Yes, I want to be in this baby’s life,” he says, interrupting me.

      Relief hits me square in the chest, lifting the two-ton boulder that suddenly landed on it when I thought he might not want to be part of this child’s life. It’s not that I think I couldn’t do it without him, it’s that I don’t want to. And that stems more for the emotional well-being of our baby, not myself. A child needs both of their parents to guide them through life. Well, with the exception of having a father like mine. Looking at Carter, I know he’s nothing like my father.

      My thoughts move to the glass of whiskey I had only moments ago and worry tightens the muscles in my chest.

      “Uh… a few minutes before you knocked, I had a small glass of whiskey. Could that have hurt the baby?”

      “No, a small amount should be fine.”

      I nod, relief relaxing the tension in my body.

      Carter drops to his knees on the floor, putting his hands on my thighs and widening my legs. I watch with curious eyes as he shuffles forward and wedges himself between them. Once he’s satisfied with his position, his eyes move to my lower stomach. So gently I barely feel it, he places his hand over the spot where our baby is growing.

      “I can’t believe I’m going to be a dad,” he says with reverence.

      “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” I can’t help but ask.

      He looks up at me and a slow smile slides across his face. “Like you, this isn’t how I pictured myself becoming a parent, but the more I think about it and get used to the idea, the more I already can’t wait to meet him or her.”

      I put my hand over his and we look back down at my flat belly.

      A thought occurs to me, and I bring my eyes back to his face. “What about us?”

      “What do you mean?”

      I put pressure on the back of his hand on my stomach. “This obviously changes things. We agreed yesterday that we wanted to see where this thing between us leads. Is that still the case for you?”

      Instead of answering me, he palms the back of my head with his free hand and leans forward at the same time he pulls me forward. Our kiss starts out slow and sweet, but quickly turns into something a lot more heated. I widen my legs, giving him room to press his cock against my core. My fingers clutch the material of his shirt against his sides and he tilts my head so I’m at a better angle for him. I moan into his mouth when he rocks his hips, silently cursing the clothes between us.

      When he lifts his head a couple of moments later, I’m halfway to the delirious stage.

      “I’ve wanted to do that since you answered the door,” he rumbles thickly. “Does that answer your question?”

      I lick my lips, loving the taste of him. “Yes. But I need to know if this is more than just physical for you.”

      He sits back on his heels, but keeps his hands on my thighs. “It’s more than physical. I can’t promise what the future will be like, just like you can’t promise that either. Right now though, I want you. Not just because you have a sinfully sexy body that I can’t seem to get enough of. And not even because you’re carrying our baby. I don’t know what it is I’m feeling, I just know I want more of it.”

      His words aren’t promises of hearts and flowers and an out of this world love, but they’re enough for now. I’m in the same boat as him. I don’t know what to call the feelings I have for Carter, only that I don’t want to give them up.

      Although a secret part of me whispers that whatever it is will be life changing.

      Whether that change is good or bad is still yet to be determined.
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      I walk into Harley’s yoga studio with a hard-on after watching her teach a class for the last ten minutes through the front window. Several of the poses gave me some very naughty ideas I want to try out some time with her. Being as flexible as Harley is will definitely come in handy.

      One of her students lingers back to talk to her while the rest grab their bags and water bottles and leave through the front door. Ordinarily, I’d stand off to the side and let her do her thing until everyone was gone, but not this time. Not when the person standing too fucking close to her is a guy. Especially Chase Montgomery. I went to school with this asshole. He was one of the biggest players in our grade, and if I go by the way he’s blatantly staring down the top of Harley’s tank top, I’d say he hasn’t changed.

      With my hard-on now gone due to the aggravation now coursing through my veins, I walk over to Harley, wrap an arm around her waist to pull her to my side, and plant a kiss so hot there’s no way Chase will mistake it for anything other than what it is. Asserting my claim on the woman next to me.

      Harley makes it better by smiling dreamily up at me when I lift my head. “Hi,” she says a little breathlessly.

      “Hey.” I give her a sexy grin.

      I move my eyes to Chase, satisfied to see the recognizable look of him getting the picture.

      “Chase.” I say his name with as much cordiality as I can muster. “It’s been a while.” I don’t offer my hand.

      “I heard you were back in town.”

      “Yep.”

      He gives me a tight smile. “It’s good to see you.” When I don’t return the sentiment, he returns his gaze to Harley. “It was a good session today. I’ll see you next week.”

      “See you then, Chase,” Harley says.

      As soon as he walks away, I spin Harley around and pull her into my arms. I can see the set down she wants to give me from my rude behavior toward that dipshit, but I don’t give her the chance before I’m dropping my head and stealing another kiss from her.

      Unfortunately, it only lasts a few seconds before I feel a sharp pinch on my side. I grimace and pull away.

      “That was not nice,” she says.

      “No.” I keep one arm around her and use the other to rub the sore spot over my ribs. “What’s not nice is you abusing me.”

      Her lips purse, but I can tell she’s not really mad because her eyes are smiling. “You deserved it. You were rude to Chase.”

      “I was.” There’s no sense in denying it. “I didn’t like the way he was looking at you.”

      “And how was he looking at me?”

      “Like he wanted to peel off those tight-as-fuck leggings and feast on every inch of skin he exposes.”

      She scoffs, rolling her eyes. “And how in the hell do you know that?”

      When she tries to pull away from me, I haul her back against my chest. “I know,” I grind my cock against her mound, “because it’s what I was thinking. What I’m still thinking. And what I can guarantee most men would think if they saw you wearing those leggings.”

      “Oh.”

      “Yeah,” I whisper, dropping my head for another scorching kiss that leaves my cock practically begging to be stuffed inside Harley’s tight pussy.

      With a groan, I lift my head. From the look on Harley’s face, I could probably take her right here, in front of the big ass windows anyone could look through. Unfortunately, we don’t have time right now.

      I keep my arms loosely locked around her waist, but put enough space between us so I can see her face.

      “I came by to ask you something.”

      “Okay.” She draws the word out, her expression curious.

      “I’m sure you’ve heard through your brother and Jersey that my mother has been wanting to see Sam, and understandably, he’s been hesitant.” She nods. “Jersey called this morning, asking if my mom and I could come over for dinner this evening. She said that Sam is ready to see the both of us. I wanted to ask if you want to come along. It might help Sam if he sees another familiar face.”

      Her eyes grow wide, and I can tell she wasn’t expecting my question. She processes it for a moment before she gives her answer.

      “Are you sure? I haven’t even met your mom yet. Not officially anyway. I mean, we’ve spoken briefly a couple of times, but this time will be different. Wouldn’t it be better if her focus was solely on Sam?”

      “I was actually thinking the opposite would be better. Having you there would serve as sort of a distraction so Sam doesn’t become overwhelmed with Mom’s presence and attention.”

      She nods slowly. “Okay. I can see how that would be a good thing. But does she even know we’re dating?”

      We found out Harley is pregnant a week ago, but we both decided to wait a little while before we told our families about the baby. That doesn’t mean I don’t want Mom to know about us dating though.

      “Yes, I’ve told her, and she wants to see you. I’ve already asked her if she minded if you came with us tonight, and she was actually excited about it. And you know your brother and Jersey won’t mind.”

      It takes her another minute to decide. “Okay.” She blows out a long breath. “How long do we have before we’re supposed to be there?”

      I look at the watch on my wrist. “An hour.”

      She immediately pushes against my chest and this time I let her go. “Shit. That doesn’t leave much time,” she says, rushing over to a black gym bag on the floor by the wall. She stuffs a few things inside and pulls out a set of keys. “Come on. I’ve barely got time to get home, shower, and change.”

      I follow behind her as she practically jogs to the front door. Before she can pull it open, I take her gym bag from her and toss it over my shoulder.

      Once we’re outside and the doors are locked, she turns to me, grabbing the front of my shirt and tugging me down for a quick peck on the lips.

      “Next time, give me a better notice.”

      A chuckle rumbles from my throat as she grabs my hand and drags me down the street toward the parking lot.
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, Harley and I walk up the steps to her brother’s house. Mom wanted to drive herself in case Harley and I stay longer than her, and her car’s already out front.

      Harley doesn’t bother knocking, which isn’t a surprise, before she opens the door and walks inside. I’ve been gone from Silver Falls for years, but I remember how close the Adair quad was with their older brother, and I can see that carrying on to adulthood.

      The house, which is of modest size, is quiet when we enter. The silence could be good or bad. I really fucking hope it’s the former. I believe seeing Sam again will help Mom a lot in her current state of mind. She lost three of her four closest relatives. Having one back could do wonders.

      “Things are either going really well or really bad,” Harley says quietly, mirroring my thoughts.

      I nod my agreement.

      We check the living room and find it empty. The same goes for the dining room and kitchen. When we approach the back door that looks like it leads to a patio, Harley comes to a stop. I step up beside her and peer out the sliding glass door she’s looking through.

      My body tenses and my jaw locks. Mom is sitting on a patio couch with Sam sitting beside her. I have a clear view of her face. Although she’s not crying, I can see the strain on her face as she fights back the tears. Sam, who’s been through hell and back, holds himself stiff, but I can see the yearning on his face as he and Mom talk quietly.

      Although I’ve never blamed Sam for withdrawing from Mom, I’m still very grateful he feels safe enough to give her a chance.

      Harley sniffs beside me, and I look down at her. When she meets my eyes, tears swim in hers, but her lips are split into a beautiful smile.

      “This is very good,” she says through her smile. “We haven’t known Sam and Jersey very long, but that boy has captured all of our hearts. I’m glad he’s opening up to your mom again. I’m sure this has been very hard on her.”

      I grab her hand and lace our fingers together. “It has. But each day is getting easier. This,” I jut my chin toward the door, “will go a long way toward helping her.”

      She rolls to her toes and lays a soft kiss against my lips. I want to pull her closer and take more from her mouth, but I behave myself and don’t stop her when she pulls back.

      With my hand still in hers, she pulls me to the door. All eyes move to us as we step outside. Wesley and Jersey are occupying two of the four patio chairs surrounding a table. With me rarely coming home for visits, I’ve only seen Jersey a couple of times.

      She smiles at Harley and gets up from her chair.

      “Deandra said you were coming,” she says, stopping in front of Harley. “I would have invited you myself, but I wasn’t sure if Deandra and Carter wanted it to be just the five of us.” Her eyes move to me. “And I didn’t realize you two were officially dating.” She holds her hand out to me and I take it. “How do you like living in Silver Falls again?”

      “Much better than when I first came back,” I answer.

      She smiles, catching my meaning. I dreaded moving back to the small town I grew up in, but since I started seeing Harley, I’m missing the city life less and less. I can actually see myself permanently settling down in Silver Falls, whereas before, I thought of it as a temporary move until the heat over what my father and brother did settled down. Now I can’t imagine moving away, which is good, since moving is no longer an option. I don’t see Harley following me back to the city, and damn if I’ll be anywhere where my child is not.

      After Wesley gets a tight hug from Harley, he holds his hand out to me and we shake.

      “Thanks for coming over on such short notice,” he says.

      “No problem.” I look over to Mom and Sam, who’re still talking quietly between themselves, but I’ve noticed Sam look in our direction a couple of times. “I’m glad Sam feels comfortable enough to see us now. Especially Mom.”

      “Thanks for being patient with him.”

      I bring my eyes to Jersey. “How is he doing?” I ask quietly. “I wanted to call and ask, but I wasn’t sure how it would be accepted.”

      Jersey’s smile is sad, her eyes moving to Sam then to Mom before bringing them back to me. “We’ve never blamed either of you, Carter. Please don’t think that. You can call anytime.”

      Wesley wraps an arm around her shoulders and pulls her against his side. Not that I find anything wrong with it since they are both consenting adults, but it’s strange to see the pair together because of the huge age gap between them.

      “And he’s doing better each day. Therapy is helping. How’s Deandra doing?”

      “She struggles some days. I think her guilt over not realizing what was happening under her own roof gets to her more than losing her husband and one of her sons.” I look at Jersey and Wesley both. “Let me know if Sam ever needs anything. I hate that he and I never got close. Maybe if I had come home more often, I would have realized something was going on.”

      Like Mom, that guilt is what eats at me the most. I hate that I could have potentially stopped what was happening had I been around more often.

      Harley shifts beside me, turning to press her chest into my side and laying her hand on my stomach.

      It’s Wesley who speaks next. “People like Douglas and Mark are damn good at hiding their evilness. There’s nothing anyone could have done differently to stop them from doing what they did.”

      Feeling eyes on the side of my face, I look over to Mom and Sam again. They’re both openly watching us. Sam more so at me and Mom at Harley, their expressions equally curious.

      With my hand on her lower back, I lead Harley over to them, and they get to their feet.

      Mom smiles. “It’s so great to see you, Harley.” She turns her smile to me a moment before putting it back on Harley. “You have no idea how happy it made me when Carter told me he was seeing you. Hopefully you can keep him in Silver Falls permanently.”

      Harley laughs, the sound light and airy. “I’ll try my best.”

      Mom’s eyes twinkle. “Something tells me you won’t have to try very hard.”

      Sam shifts uncomfortably beside Mom, grabbing my attention. I hold my hand out to him and surprise flickers in his gaze before he reaches out and grabs it.

      “Hey, Sam. It’s good to see you again.”

      “You too.”

      “I scored a couple tickets to an upcoming Gator’s game, and I was wondering if you wanted them. Maybe we can go together, or if you prefer, you can take Wesley or your sister.”

      The tension fades from his shoulders and he laughs when I mention his sister’s name. “Jersey hates anything to do with football. You couldn’t pay her enough to go to one.” His voice cracks on about half of the words, giving away his transition from boy to young man.

      Having overheard my offer and Sam’s response, Jersey inserts, “Because the game is barbaric. The men may look good in their uniform,” she pauses long enough to elbow Wesley in the ribs when he scowls at her, “but their appeal goes down the drain when they start tackling each other like Neanderthals.”

      “See.” He grins. “Told ya.” We all laugh. “If it’s okay with Jersey and Wesley,” he pauses as he hesitates to finish, “I’d like to go with you.”

      “We don’t mind at all if you go with Carter,” Jersey says. “I actually think it’s a great idea.”

      Sam beams at his sister before he looks back at me.

      “I’ll get with them later and make sure the date and time of the game is okay,” I tell him.

      The smile he gives me and Mom isn’t as big and carefree as the ones he gives Jersey and Wesley, but it’s still there, and it’s a start.

      One we’ll both gladly take.
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      I wake to the feel of warm lips traveling up the inside of my thighs, only inches away from my pussy. I arch my body, my back bowing off the bed, and let out a moan. It turns into a low-key cry when his tongue licks between my folds, then sucks them into his mouth.

      How the blanket was pulled off me and my legs were spread without me knowing, I have no idea. I’m usually a light sleeper, but since I became pregnant I’ve been sleeping like the dead.

      Tilting my chin toward my chest, I look down and find Carter’s sinfully sexy, amber eyes looking up at me. I can only see half of his face because he has the other half buried against my pussy. He looks hot as fuck as he gazes at me with those hungry eyes. Like he’s currently eating the best thing he’s ever tasted.

      “My clit, Carter,” I whimper. “I need your mouth on my clit.”

      He moves his mouth up and mine drops open on a silent scream when he flattens his tongue and swirls it around the small bud of nerves. My hands fist in his hair, and I pull him harder against me.

      “Fuck yeah, baby.” His voice vibrates against me, adding to the already exquisite pleasure I’m feeling. “Fuck my face. Show me how you want it.”

      I ride his face, bucking my hips as I hold his head in place. His growls tell me he’s enjoying this just as much as I am.

      My orgasm comes hard and fast, sending me over the edge and plummeting me straight into a mind-numbing state. My hands fall from his hair and flop to the bed. My body feels boneless as my legs, which had to be crushing his head, open limply.

      I tense again when he begins to lazily lick between my folds, each swipe ending on my sensitive clit.

      Once he’s satisfied he’s licked up all of my juices, he lifts his head, his mouth and chin glistening with my release, his lips curving up into a cocky smirk, like he’s proud of himself for making me come. He should be, because I’ve never come so fast before.

      I giggle and point to my chin then to his. “You uh, got something right there.”

      His grin becomes bigger, flashing his teeth, as he crawls up my body until he’s hovering over me with his arms caging me in on either side of my head. “I’m saving that part for you.”

      Shocking us both, I lift my head and run my tongue over his prickly chin. I’ve never been particularly fond of kissing guys after they’ve gone down on me. It’s not that I think the taste of me is repulsive. I’ve just never been a big fan of it because of where it comes from. But seeing Carter with his chin smeared with my release, I suddenly have the urge to lick it clean. Not because I like it, but because I know it’ll turn him on, and anything that turns him on does it for me.

      “Goddamn, woman,” he growls, looking down at me. “You’re fucking perfect.”

      “You’re just now figuring that out?” I say with a laugh. “I could have told you that weeks ago.”

      He drops his hips, letting his cock settle between my legs and rub against my still tender pussy. “Let’s see how you do when I fuck your face.”

      I grab a handful of his ass in each palm and squeeze, yanking him firmer against me. “Bring it.”

      He gives me a scorching kiss, and I grind my hips up, sliding my pussy along his shaft, before he pulls away and starts moving up my body. He stops when he’s straddling my upper chest, his hard cock with a pearly drop of pre-cum hanging from the tip, bobbing inches from my face. I lick my lips, ready to devour him.

      When I reach out with one hand, he stops me by wrapping his fingers around my wrist.

      “I only want your mouth. No hands. If you want something to do with them, play with your pussy.”

      More moisture rushes between my legs and my clit pulses; it’s so swollen it’s almost painful to touch.

      I part my lips and wait for him to guide the head to my mouth. At first, I lick around the tip, keeping my eyes pointed at him as I do so. I love looking at him when I’m giving him pleasure. Knowing I’m making him feel good is a huge turn on.

      He bares his teeth, a hiss leaving his lips when I suck him further into my mouth. He rests one hand on the headboard of the bed and cups the other around the back of my head, his fingers digging against my scalp.

      “More, Harley. Take me deeper,” he groans.

      Not using my hands and with the way I’m laying with him on my chest, my ability to move is hindered. Carter makes it easier on me by inching his hips forward and holding the back of my head. Using one of my hands, I slide it between my legs and finger my pussy. I’m already so wet that my finger slides in easily.

      I relax my jaw and take him deeper. It takes a few pulls, but I manage to get him to the back of my throat. The corded muscles in his neck strain and tighten, and I can see how hard he’s holding back from thrusting back and forth.

      I let his cock slide out of my mouth. “Fuck my mouth, Carter,” I tell him.

      His eyes flare and the hand in my hair tightens around the strands.

      When I open my mouth again, he smoothly slides back inside, going all the way to the back of my throat. My eyes water, and I barely manage to control my gag reflex.

      “Ah… fuck,” he hisses between clenched teeth. “That’s so good, baby.”

      Moving his hand to the side of my head, he grips my hair and slides back out, only to hold my head still as he glides back in. His thrusts pick up, and I use my fingers to fuck myself, matching his faster strokes. He uses my mouth as his fuck toy, and holy hell, it’s hot as fuck to watch the pleasure from it wash over his face.

      With my free hand, I reach between my chest and his ass and play with his balls, rolling them around and giving them light tugs.

      Wanting to try something I’ve never tried on a guy before, but I’ve heard a lot of them like, I slip my fingers from my pussy. They’re coated with my juices, which will serve as good lubrication. As he continues to fuck my mouth, I watch his face as I slip my fingers between his ass cheeks. His eyes widen a fraction when he feels me exploring lightly against his asshole. I swirl the tip around his hole, and I feel the jerk of his cock in my mouth.

      When he holds my stare, but doesn’t tell me to stop, I press a little harder against the tight bundle of nerves. The muscles in his arm bulge as he grips the headboard harder. The hand in my hair tightens. The tip of my finger presses inside and he hisses out a harsh breath.

      We continue to watch each other, his thrusts becoming stronger and more frantic the more I slip my finger inside his hole.

      I saw my legs back and forth behind him, wishing I had a third hand to touch myself. Letting go of his balls, I reach down and shove three fingers inside my slick pussy. I almost instantly come, but I force the feeling away, wanting to wait for Carter.

      I fuck myself to the same rhythm he uses to fuck my mouth.

      “Shit, Harley. I’m going to come,” he groans. “You want it in your mouth or on your tits?”

      I hum in the back of my throat and draw my lips tighter around him, telling him without words I want it in my mouth. I’ve never let a guy come in my mouth before, but for some reason, I really want to taste Carter’s.

      I push my finger all the way inside his asshole, and I must hit a sensitive spot inside him because his hips buck and a deep growl rumbles from him. Seconds later, just as I’m unable to hold back my orgasm, Carter finds his. Thick jets of cum shoot from his cock and into my mouth. Surprisingly, the taste isn’t bad like I feared. I greedily gulp down every drop and ride out the wave of both of our releases.

      He pulls his hips back and he slides from my mouth. His cock, which is still semi-hard, flops on my heaving chest.

      “Jesus Christ,” he mutters, his beautiful eyes staring down at me.

      I smile up at him, licking my lips. “Was that… okay?” I ask hesitantly.

      “Fuck yeah, it was. I may have you shove a finger in my ass every time we have sex.”

      I can’t help it, I burst out laughing.
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      “Are you ready?” I ask Harley as she reclines back on the exam table, her anxious eyes already on the black screen.

      She moves her gaze to me and the smile she offers lights up her whole face. Her head bobs up and down, and I can tell she’s barely holding on to her excitement. “Yes.”

      Taking the small tube of gel, I hover it over her lower stomach and warn, “It might be a little cold,” before I squirt a glob just above her lowered waistband.

      I grab the transducer and use it to smear the gel around. Almost immediately, a whooshing sound fills the room. Harley and I both look at the monitor as I move the transducer around, pinpointing in where our baby is growing inside her. A smile breaks out across my face when I find the little nugget.

      Since Harley and I had only had sex once when she became pregnant, we know exactly how far along she is. Seven weeks. We’ve known for almost five of those weeks, and it’s still hard to believe I’m going to be a father soon. Seeing the bean-shaped fetus on the screen makes it all the more real. I’ve done hundreds of ultrasounds, but it’s different when you see one of your own baby.

      “There she is,” I tell her, turning to look at her expression.

      She has tears in her eyes as she stares at the screen.

      “She? You can already tell?” she asks, her voice hopeful.

      I chuckle. “Not yet. We’ve probably still got about nine more weeks or so before we’ll know.” I move the transducer to a better angle before I look back at Harley. “But I already think of her as a girl. A little girl with your gorgeous green eyes and beautiful, long, black hair.”

      She smiles softly at me. “Do you know what I see when I think about what our baby will look like?”

      “What?”

      “A boy with amber eyes and dark-brown hair. He’ll be sweet and handsome, but have a devious side, like his daddy.”

      “Who knows.” I toss her a wink. “Maybe we’ll have both one day.”

      She laughs.

      I move the transducer again and a steady thump, thump mixes in with the whooshing sound.

      “Is that the heartbeat?”

      “Yep. It’s a guessing game on whether you’ll hear one this early, so we’re lucky.” I point to the screen to a tiny dot. “That’s her heart right there.”

      “Wow,” she breathes. “It’s amazing to think that’s inside me. How that little blob will grow into a baby.”

      After I take a few measurements, I push a few buttons and a couple of shiny, black and white pictures pop out of the machine. I grab them and hand them to Harley. She takes them, only briefly glancing at them before looking back at the monitor.

      I give her a few more minutes, moving the transducer so we can see our baby at different angles, before I remove the wand. Harley pouts when I turn the machine off, making me laugh.

      “We’ll take another look in a few more weeks. Maybe we’ll get lucky and be able to detect the sex early.”

      Grabbing a tissue, I wipe her belly, then toss it in the trash. Going back to her, and before she fixes the waistband on her leggings, I bend over and kiss the spot on her stomach where our baby is safely tucked inside. When I lift my head, Harley grabs the side of it and pulls me down to her. Our kiss is slow and sweet.

      “My place or yours?” I ask when we break apart.

      Since we started officially dating, most nights we alternate between my house and hers. If it were up to me, I would have already moved her into my place, but I don’t want to come on too strong. We’ve already skipped several steps in a typical relationship by getting pregnant. I want to give Harley a bit more time to get used to the idea of becoming a mom before I spring the idea of moving in together. I have no doubt I want to spend the rest of my life with the woman—the ring I have hidden in my closet is proof of that—but I don’t know how strong Harley’s feelings are for me.

      “Yours,” she answers.

      “I have a few more appointments before I can leave. Do you have any yoga sessions this afternoon?”

      I help her sit up and swing her legs around to hang over the side of the exam table.

      “Just a couple. I should be done by the time you get off.”

      I nod, holding my hand out to help her down from the bed. She slips her flats on and grabs her purse from the chair in the corner.

      “I’ll swing by the studio to pick you up. We can stop and pick up takeout on the way home.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Before she can leave the room, I grab her arm and pull her against my chest for a lingering kiss. I watch her ass in those tight leggings as she walks down the hallway.

      When she turns the corner and is out of sight, my eyes catch on Amanda standing behind the counter. Her head is turned to where Harley disappeared and there’s no mistaking the animosity on her face. She turns and catches me looking at her. I raise a warning brow. The woman has been working here for five years under Dr. Rosen before I took over. I decided to keep her on to lessen the hassle of finding another nurse. From the look she just gave Harley’s back, I wonder if it was a mistake. I’ll damn sure be keeping an eye on her to make sure she doesn’t give Harley any grief.

      My next appointment isn’t due for another twenty minutes, so I go to my office to check my email while I wait. I’m just sitting down when my phone vibrates in my pocket. Pulling it out, I look at the screen. A scowl creases my brows when I see the jail’s name.

      I press the Accept button and bring the phone to my ear.

      “Hello?”

      “Good afternoon,” a male voice greets. “This is officer Sanchez with the Silver Falls Police Department with a call from Douglas Beckett. Do you accept the call?”

      “No,” I grunt, barely holding in my anger. The balls of the man who is my father are huge if he thinks I’ll accept a call from him. “Please do me a favor and take this number off Douglas’s approved number list.”

      “Will do, sir. Sorry to disturb you.”

      Ending the call, I toss my phone on my desk. I guess my father decided since Mom isn’t taking his calls, he would give my number a try. That’s the second time he’s tried calling and I’ve declined. He has zero chances of me accepting, and I don’t see that changing anytime soon. I’m not sure I’ll ever be ready to talk to that man again. To me, my father died the day I found out he sexually abused his foster son and was involved in a child sex trafficking ring.
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      Two weeks later, when Carter and I walk into my sister, Penelope’s, house for our weekly dinner, I come to a halt when I see a particular woman standing in the kitchen talking with Camila and Penelope. A second later, I’m letting out a squeal and dropping Carter’s hand so I can dash across the room.

      Taylor, my sister, who’s been away with her sexy rock star, Asa, while he’s on his last tour, barely has a chance to turn around before I’m crashing into her. She’s been gone for two months. My excitement might seem strange after not seeing her for only two months, but my sisters and I never go that long without seeing each other. I think the longest any of us has been gone was a handful of days, and that’s only because Penelope has a branch of her PR firm out in California and she has to travel out there occasionally. My sisters and I, along with Wesley, have always been extremely close. It stems from the abuse we all went through as kids and our mother being too sick to care for us.

      “Jesus, Harley,” Taylor says with a laugh and she wraps her arms around me. “You act like I’ve been gone for two years.”

      “Two months may as well be two years.” We let go of each other. “I wish you could stay longer.”

      “I’ll be back permanently before you know it.”

      Taylor and Asa are here for only two days, and the only reason they are is because Penelope and her boy toy—I jokingly call him that in my head because Kai is so much younger than her—are getting married tomorrow, and Penelope refuses to get married without all of her siblings present.

      Asa steps forward and leans down to kiss my cheek. “Hey, Harley. How are you?”

      I give him a smile. “I’m good. How’s the tour going?”

      “Long and tedious. Don’t get me wrong, I love my fans, but I’m ready for that part of my life to be over so I can really start this new chapter.”

      Asa’s one of the sweetest guys I know, and he’s one hundred percent dedicated to my sister. He must be if he’s willing to give up his rock star ways to be with her.

      Feeling a presence at my back, I turn to Carter and grab his hand to pull him beside me. “Taylor, you remember Carter Beckett, right?”

      I haven’t told Taylor that Carter and I are dating, and I asked the others not to mention it either. I wanted to tell her in person when she came for Penelope and Kai’s wedding. So I expect the surprise on her face when she looks down at our laced fingers.

      “I remember him. You were a couple of grades ahead of us, right?”

      “Yeah.”

      I introduce Carter to Asa next and they shake hands. I’ve brought Carter to a few family dinners, so he’s already met everyone else.

      A few minutes later, we move to the big table in the dining room. Most of the time we do these dinners at Penelope’s house because she’s the only one who has a big enough table to fit us all. My sisters and I mostly talk about Penelope and Kai’s wedding, while the men talk about… whatever men talk about.

      It’s still hard to picture my straitlaced, no-nonsense sister getting married to someone twelve years younger than her. But she looks happy. Happier than I’ve seen her in a long time, and that’s what matters.

      “How’s life on the road?” I ask Taylor once there’s a break in the conversation.

      “I love being with Asa, but I can’t fucking wait to get home. You don’t realize how small those tour buses are until you live on one day after day. Asa’s bandmates are great, but I’m tired of looking at their faces and worrying if they’re going to hear Asa and me….” She stops, conscious of Sam being at the dinner table.

      “They do,” Asa says on the other side of her.

      Most of us sputter out laughs while Taylor groans. “And that just ensured you won’t be getting any more until the tour is over and we have real privacy.”

      Asa chuckles, tossing his arm over the back of her chair. “It’s funny that you actually think that’s going to work.”

      “Laugh all you want. You won’t think it’s so funny when we get back on the bus and you see that I was right.” She gives Asa a pointed look before bringing her gaze to me. “So, how long have you and Carter been dating? I won’t lie and say I wasn’t surprised. I didn’t even know he was back in town.”

      “He got back a few months ago. It was actually days after he moved back that we got together.” I leave out the part of our attempted one-night stand. “He took over Dr. Rosen’s position at the clinic.”

      “How’s your mom doing?” Taylor asks, leaning forward so she can see Carter.

      “She’s doing good.” He flicks his eyes to Sam across the table. “A lot better lately.”

      Since that first meeting at Wesley and Jersey’s place, Sam’s asked to see Deandra a few more times. He sees Carter each week when we all get together for our family dinners. We’ve also been at Deandra’s house a couple of times when she has Sam, Wesley, and Jersey over. I can tell with each visit, he becomes more and more comfortable.

      When talk turns to Penelope and the baby she’s carrying, I look over to Carter and find his eyes on me. He gives me a chin lift and one side of his mouth kicks up. I chew on my lip nervously. He sees the anxious tick, and I feel his hand wrap around mine under the table.

      I pull in a deep breath and gather my courage, then clear my throat loudly to gather everyone’s attention. All eyes come to me.

      “Carter and I have an announcement to make.” I set my eyes on Penelope. “In light of the upcoming events tomorrow and not wanting to take away from your special day, we didn’t want to do this tonight, but I also wanted to do it when Taylor was here. Unfortunately, we’ve got no choice but to do it now.”

      I look at Carter, my lips curving into a small smile, before looking at each person in the room.

      “We’re pregnant.”

      I expect everyone to be shocked with the news, but that’s not what I get. It’s actually the opposite.

      “It’s about time you told us. Keeping that secret has been hard,” Camila says, grabbing her glass and taking a sip of her wine.

      “I know right,” Jersey inserts. “There’s been so many times I almost slipped up.”

      Camila nods. “Me too.”

      I look at everyone else, and no one seems to be surprised, except Taylor and Asa. Asa doesn’t really count, because he’s a man and men don’t get excited over things like this, unless it’s their own child.

      “How am I the last person to know?” Taylor complains.

      “Because you weren’t here,” Penelope answers. “And you can’t keep a secret to save your life.”

      Taylor pouts and flips Penelope the middle finger.

      “Real mature,” Penelope responds.

      I sit there with my mouth hanging open, unsure what in the hell is going on. I snap my teeth together.

      “Wait a minute,” I say, my brows forming a crease. “You guys knew?”

      Everyone nods, except Taylor, who grumbles, “I didn’t.”

      “How in the world could any of you know? We haven’t told anyone.” I look at Carter. “You haven’t said anything, right?”

      “No.”

      Penelope gets up from her side of the table and walks around to mine. She’s a few weeks further along than I am, and you can see the roundness of her belly through her cream-colored top. Once she’s in front of me, she grabs my hand.

      “We knew because you make it so obvious. You’re constantly touching your stomach, and only a woman who is growing a baby does that. I know because I do the same. And we didn’t say anything because we figured there was a reason why you hadn’t told us. We were giving you the chance to tell us yourself.”

      “And it sure took you long enough,” Camila says.

      Penelope continues, ignoring her. “And you know better than to think I would mind you announcing you were pregnant the day before my wedding. I wouldn’t care if you stopped the ceremony to announce something like that.”

      I laugh. “And you know better than to think I would do that.”

      “I’m just excited that we’ll be having our babies so close together.” Penelope’s smile is big and lights her whole face.

      We both look over at Camila and Taylor, our thoughts moving in the same direction.

      “Do you remember when we were little what we said we were going to do?” I ask our sisters.

      Camila’s eyes widen and she shakes her head rapidly. “Nope. Sorry. Not happening. At least not this soon.”

      “I’m with Camila. Morning sickness and living on a bus don’t mix well. Maybe when you two have your second child.”

      When we were kids, we made a pact that the four of us would get pregnant at the same time so our children would be close. Realistically, I now know the chances of that happening are slim, but I still hope one day to make it possible.

      “Fine.” I point at the two of them. “But you better be ready by then. I want all of our babies to grow up together and be best friends.”

      Penelope pulls me in for a hug, and I get the same from Camila, Taylor, and Jersey. The men shake hands with Carter and offer their congratulations.

      I’m still surrounded by my sisters when I overhear Wesley ask Carter, “When are you and my sister getting married?”

      His question surprises me, and kinda ticks me off. Not that marrying Carter is a terrible idea, but the last thing I want is for him to feel like he has to marry me. I would only accept a proposal from him if I knew he was asking because he loved me and wanted me for myself, not because of the child I’m carrying.

      I keep my eyes on my sisters and smile absently at whatever they’re saying. I’m dying to hear Carter’s answer, and just as I hear the rumble of his deep voice, Taylor laughs loudly at something somebody says, blocking out whatever he said.

      I swear I could strangle the woman.
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      Everyone’s eyes are on the couple at the front of the church exchanging their vows. I should be doing the same, but no matter how much I try, I can’t snatch my gaze from the beautiful woman standing off to the side. She looks gorgeous in a strapless, lavender dress that molds perfectly over her curvy body. Her hair is done up in some weird twist that leaves her neck and shoulders bare.

      She smiles with tears in her eyes as she watches Penelope and Kai exchange their vows. Every so often, she glances at me, and we share a smile.

      I catch myself on several occasions putting Harley in the place of Penelope with me standing beside her. Despite Mom wishing otherwise, I’ve never been in a rush to get married. I knew it would eventually happen when I found the right woman. Unfortunately, time went by and I never found a woman I could see spending the rest of my life with.

      Looking at Harley now, I realize I’ve been looking in the wrong place. Who knew the woman of my dreams would be here in my hometown; the place I swore I would never live in again when I left for college. Silver Falls was too small for my tastes, and I hated that everyone knew everyone’s business.

      Once the ceremony is over and Penelope and Kai are introduced as husband and wife, they walk back down the aisle and leave the small church, the wedding party following closely behind. When Harley walks by, I want to yank her to me and lay the mother of all kisses on her. We slept apart last night—something we haven’t done in weeks—because all four sisters stayed at Penelope’s place. I only saw her for a brief moment this morning when she stopped by my house to grab her make-up bag. I didn’t see her again until she was walking down the aisle, and she knocked me on my ass with the dress she’s wearing. I plan to do dirty things to her later while she still wears her dress.

      I wait to leave the church until almost everyone has left so I don’t have to fight the crowd. As soon as I’m outside, I start toward the big tent where the reception is being held that’s set up behind the church. I swear, half of the town has to be here. With the church being so small, Penelope and Kai had to limit the invitations to the actual wedding, but any and all were invited to the reception.

      Spotting Harley talking with Charlotte and Bryan, I head in that direction. Charlotte, who I’ve learned is a friend of the Adair sisters, isn’t a native to Silver Falls, but Bryan is. He was a year below me in school. His arm is casually draped over Charlotte’s shoulders as I approach.

      I come to a stop by Harley’s side, her smile radiant as she tips her head back, and I drop mine for a brief kiss. I wrap an arm around her waist and she snuggles against my side.

      “The wedding was beautiful, wasn't it?” she asks.

      “It was.”

      “Penelope looked so beautiful and happy up there. I would have never guessed she would marry a man so young and playful as Kai, but I think she made the perfect choice,” she says.

      “I think the news of her and Kai shocked us all,” Charlotte inserts. “I guess what they say about opposites attract is true. They couldn’t be more different from each other, but they make the perfect match.”

      “Only a few more weeks and you’ll be the beautiful bride in that church,” Harley comments.

      Charlotte smiles up at Bryan. “And I can’t wait for that day to get here.”

      “Me too, baby.”

      They share a secret look and a kiss before Charlotte brings her eyes forward, looking at me for a moment before settling her eyes on Harley. Something mischievous sparks in their depths. “Who knows. Maybe you’ll be a bride sooner rather than later.”

      I hold still, waiting on Harley’s reaction. If it were up to me, I’d march us into the church right now and have the pastor marry us. But I still don’t know how Harley feels. Would she say yes if I asked her to marry me?

      Harley’s shoulder lifts against my side and she says, “Maybe.” The answer leaves me disappointed because it does shit to give away her feelings.

      Dropping my arm from her waist, I grab her hand. I turn my attention to Charlotte and Bryan. “You guys mind if I steal Harley away for a bit?”

      “Nope. Go right ahead. I’m going to go ask Penelope what florist she used because the flower arrangements are gorgeous. My current florist is giving me trouble, so I may be in need of another.”

      “And that’s my cue to go find the guys.” Bryan chuckles when Charlotte slaps his stomach with the back of her hand.

      Leaving the pair, I pull Harley behind me, walking out of the tent and heading toward the church. I force myself to slow down, conscious that she’s wearing heels. I’m tempted to pick her up to get to where I’m going faster.

      Harley laughs. “Where in the world are we going and why are we in such a hurry?”

      I toss my answer over my shoulder. “There’s something important I need to do, and I need you there for it.”

      “Okaaay,” she draws the word out.

      Stepping through the back door of the church, I walk down a hallway and come to a stop by the door I was looking for. Twisting the knob, I push the door open and usher Harley inside, then close it behind us. Harley looks around the small room before spinning around to face me.

      “Uh… Carter, why are we in a utility closet?”

      I stalk toward her, and with each step I take, she takes one backward. She’s forced to stop when her back hits a wall. I drop my hands to the outside of her thighs and slowly start to work up her silky dress. Her breath hitches and her head thumps back against the wall.

      “Because it’s the most private room in the church at the moment.”

      “And what do we need privacy for?” she asks rather breathlessly. “You said you needed to do something important.”

      “Hmm….” Lowering my head, I run my nose along the column of her neck, taking in the unique scent that’s Harley’s alone. “Yes, it’s very important. So important that if I don’t get it, I’ll go insane.”

      She tilts her head to the side, giving me better access to her neck, and lets out a low moan. “What is it?”

      I have her dress up far enough that I palm her bare ass, the little string between her ass cheeks tempting me. I slide my hand down the back of her thigh and lift her leg to wrap around my waist.

      “Having your tight pussy wrapped around my cock.” I grind my hips forward, letting her feel my hard cock. “You going to give it to me, baby?”

      “Oh, God,” she whimpers, and my cock hardens even further at the needy sound. “You want to have sex in a church?”

      “Need, Harley,” I groan. “I need to have you right now. That we’re in a church is of no importance.”

      Her hands slide up my back and they both grab a handful of my hair, pulling my face away from her delicious neck. Her eyes are half closed and filled with desire, and her cheeks are flushed a pretty pink.

      “Then take me, Carter,” she pants.

      With a growl, I drop my head and take her lips in a brutal kiss. She lets my hair go and uses my shoulders as leverage to jump and hook her other leg around my waist. I catch her by grabbing her ass, and she grinds her pussy down over my shaft.

      “Sweet Jesus,” I mutter against her lips. Lifting my head, I look her in the eye. “Pull my cock out, Harley.”

      Reaching between us, it only takes her seconds to undo my belt, button, and slide down the zipper. Her soft hand slides over my cock, and I feel a bead of pre-cum seep from the tip.

      “Inside. Put my cock inside you.”

      We both look down and watch her slide her thong to the side then notch the head of my cock at her entrance. I hiss out a breath as she takes me inside, her pussy swallowing my entire length. The vice-like grip she has on me already has me on the edge.

      I lift her and feel the slick glide of her pussy then bring her back down.

      “Fuck me,” I groan. “I’m going to need you to get there fast because I’m not going to last long.”

      She nods, her tongue darting out to lick her lips. “I’m already close.”

      “Play with your clit, baby.”

      One of her hands goes back between our bodies, while the other clutches my shoulder. I nearly lose it when she brushes her fingers along the base of my shaft as I slide out of her.

      I buck my hips hard, slamming inside her so much her back slides up the wall and her tits, spilling out of the top of her dress, bounce. I bury my face in her cleavage and lick the valley between her breasts.

      “Shit, shit, fucking hell,” I mumble when her walls clamp down on me, strangling my cock and setting off my orgasm.

      Curling my fingers in her ass cheeks, I fuck her harder and harder with each thrust.

      Minutes later, when I can muster the strength, I lift my head from her tits and catch her heavy-lidded eyes. She smiles lazily.

      “You’re beautiful,” I say softly.

      Dropping her head, she lays a kiss against my lips. “Thank you.”

      “Marry me,” I say, shocking myself.

      This is definitely not how I wanted to propose. In the heat of the moment, after having mind-blowing sex, probably isn’t the best way to go about it. But as I stare at the woman who’s carrying my child, the woman who steals a piece of my heart with each passing day, the same woman I want to wake up with each morning, spend every minute of my day with, then crawl into bed and fall asleep beside every night, I realize I don’t want to waste another second. I want her to be mine in every way possible, as soon as possible.

      From the way her eyes go wide, her lips part in shock, and the tension in her body, my proposal not only surprised me, but Harley also.

      “I know it seems like it’s out of the blue, and it’s definitely not the best way to propose,” I start to explain, “but I’ve known for a while this is what I want.” One side of my mouth kicks up. “I’ve had the ring hidden in my closet for weeks, waiting and biding my time, wondering and worrying what your answer would be. But I realize, I won’t know unless I ask.” I stop and press a kiss against her lips. “I don’t want you to think I’m doing this because you’re carrying our baby. I love you, Harley. I think I’ve loved you from that first night. I would be here in the same exact spot and at this same exact time asking the same exact question if you weren’t pregnant.”

      I start to get nervous and wonder if I’ve made a mistake when she doesn’t say anything or give away what she’s feeling by keeping her expression neutral. But then she smiles. It starts out small, just a tiny curve of her lips, then grows into a beaming grin that lights up her eyes.

      “Yes,” she whispers, then puts her face closer to mine. Right before our lips meet, she repeats her answer. “Yes. I’ll marry you.”
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      With my eyes shaded by a pair of sunglasses, I watch Harley splash and play around in the pool with the other women. I’ve been fighting an erection for the last hour because of the tiny fucking bikini she’s wearing. What makes her look even hotter is the small baby bump that’s starting to show. If it wasn’t for every man here having a woman of their own, I would have flipped my shit when she pulled off her cover-up and revealed the little black triangles that barely cover her tits, ass, and pussy. Harley isn’t the only one skirting the edge of being indecent, and from the looks of the men, they’re having just as a hard time as me.

      A beer appears over my shoulder, and I grab it, popping the top, and taking a long pull. Bryan drops down into the seat beside me.

      “Do you think they all got together and planned this shit?” he asks, his own shaded gaze locked on Charlotte.

      “Yes,” August and Brady answer at the same time.

      “We’re in for years and years of trouble,” Wesley comments. “Not to mention, it’s not fucking right seeing my sisters wear shit like that.”

      Rayn and Charlotte duck under the water and a moment later, Luna and Aleah are lifted up with their legs hanging over their shoulders. They move closer to each other and the two younger girls fight to knock the other off their perch.

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” Spencer grumbles, shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

      “We need to limit these get-togethers,” Jamison says. “Unless we want blue balls for hours on end.”

      “A-fucking-men,” Reed mutters under his breath.

      I have no doubt that every guy here has at least a stiffy as we watch the girls play. It’s self-torture because we could easily look away, but damned if we don’t want to.

      We’re all at Bryan and Charlotte’s place because the girls wanted to have a pool party and since it’s hot as fuck, we all agreed it was a good idea. We’re regretting that shit now. Nothing’s worse than having a hard-on for your girl with a group of guys around.

      Aleah manages to knock Luna off Rayn’s shoulders and all the women think it’s the funniest thing in the world. They laugh and jump around, which causes their tits to almost spill out of their tops.

      “I’m shredding that fucking bathing suit when I get home,” Spencer growls.

      “Nah. Fuck that.” Kai tips his beer to his lips. “I’ll lock Penelope’s in a safe and make her wear it only for me.”

      Harley, who must sense my eyes on her, looks my way. She can’t know for sure I’m looking at her because my sunglasses shade my eyes, but she knows ninety percent of the time if she’s around my eyes are pinned on her. Her mouth quirks up on one side, giving me a sexy smirk, before she blows me a kiss and does a finger wave.

      I’ll spank her ass later because she knows exactly what she’s doing. All of the women do.

      Having seen enough, I set my beer on the concrete and get up from my lounge chair, tossing my glasses down on the cushion before I stalk toward the pool. Harley sees me approach, and with laughing eyes, leaves the group of women and swims toward the deep end of the pool. I smoothly dive in, going straight for her. I find her on the other side of the pool near the edge, her legs lazily kicking the water. Once I reach her, I put my hands on her calves and slowly slide them up her legs, ending at her waist when I pop my head out of the water. I shake my head to clear the water away on my face.

      Harley holds onto the ledge of the pool with one hand and her mischief-filled eyes stare at me. “You looked hot as hell up there in your sunglasses, looking all brooding.”

      I cage her in by putting my hands on the edge of the pool on either side of her head. She lets go of the ledge, her legs going around my waist and her hot center rubs against my already hard cock.

      “You like torturing me, don’t you?” I ask, my voice rougher than normal.

      She lifts one of her shoulders, her lips twitching. “It has its merits.”

      I lift a brow. “Which are?”

      She slowly runs her tongue across her bottom lip and my eyes drop to her mouth. Leaning forward like she’s going to kiss me, at the last second, she veers to the right and her breath fans across my ear, where she whispers seductively, “I love how hard you take me when you’ve been sexually frustrated for hours.”

      “Fuck me, woman,” I groan, dropping my lips to her shoulder and biting down lightly. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

      I press closer to her, flattening her tits against my chest. I lift my head, staring into her gorgeous green eyes. “I love you.”

      Her expression goes from being filled with so much fire I feel the heat from it, to soft and loving. “And I love you.”

      A loud squeal and a splash pulls our attention to the other side of the pool. Camila laughs, hitting her hand against the water to splash Brady as he slowly moves toward her. A few feet from her, he dips beneath the surface and a second later, Camila’s eyes go round before she’s pulled underneath the surface.

      I look around and notice the only couples in the pool are Harley and me, Camila and Brady, and Spencer and Aleah. Spencer is sitting on the bottom step with Aleah sideways in his lap, her arm around his shoulders as they talk quietly to each other.

      Everyone else is out of the pool. Bryan and Charlotte are missing, and I’d bet they’re inside doing dirty things to each other.

      I bring my attention back to Harley. It would be so easy to pull out my cock, slip her bottoms to the side, and sink inside her. I’m tempted to do just that, but our friends aren’t stupid and they’ll know what we’re doing.

      “How’s your mom doing?” Harley asks, pulling my attention back to her.

      Her question is exactly what I need to deflate my cock. Not only because the subject is my mother, but the reason why she asked how Mom was doing.

      “Surprisingly well, considering.”

      My brother called Mom a couple of days ago for the first time since he was arrested. As luck would have it, I was there when he did. We both thought it was Dad since it was the same number that always shows on the caller ID. When Mom made no move to pick up the phone, and I saw the somberness in her eyes, I snatched it up, my intention to tell him to stop calling. It wasn’t Dad’s name they gave though, but Mark’s. When I asked Mom if she wanted to speak to him, she hesitated at first, but ultimately nodded. Before I gave the phone to her, I made it clear to Mark if he said anything to upset Mom then the call would end. Mom cried as she talked to him, which I expected no matter what he said, but thankfully, he took my warning to heart. She cried more when she got off the phone, but I think it was a healthy cry. Even if he never calls her again, I think Mom needed that one phone call for closure.

      Thankfully, Dad seems to have gotten a clue and hasn’t tried calling Mom or me the last few weeks.

      “Do you know if she’s going to go see him?” Harley asks, running her hands up my chest and lacing her fingers behind my neck.

      “Right now she says no, but he’s her son, so she may change her mind later down the road if he’s convicted.”

      “She’s so much stronger than I could ever be. I can’t imagine being in her shoes. I’d lose my mind with grief.”

      “Thankfully, you’ll never have to know.” Keeping us both afloat with one hand on the edge of the pool, I settle my other palm on the slight roundness of her belly. “Our nugget will be perfect.”

      “Damn straight,” she says with a big smile. “I was thinking about names the other night.”

      “Oh yeah?”

      Her head bobs. “Yep.” She bites her bottom lip, giving away her nervousness. “I was thinking…. How do you feel about Isabelle if it’s a girl? It was my Mom’s middle name.”

      “Isabelle,” I say the name out loud. “I think it’s perfect. And for a boy?”

      Using her hands, she pulls my head forward and our lips meet. She pulls back after a moment. “Carter Junior. CJ or Junior for short.”

      I don’t have to think about my answer. “I like it.”

      She flashes her beautiful smile. “Really?”

      “Really.” I kiss the end of her nose. “I like the thought of our boy being named after me.”

      Her arms tighten around my neck and she molds our bodies together as much as she can with the baby bump between us.

      While I’ll never complain about having Harley’s body pressed against mine, it also serves to bring back my erection when her hot pussy pushes against my cock.

      I kiss her nose, her cheeks, her lips, and then bring my lips to her ear. “I’m taking you home.”

      Her giggle fills the space around us.
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      Excitement has a huge grin stretching across my face so big that my cheeks hurt. Today is the big day. I lay my hands over my expanding belly, and as if he or she knows I’m thinking about them, I feel a kick against my palm. I’ve been feeling the baby kick for weeks now, and I still get a giddy feeling each time.

      My eyes catch on the twinkling light from the ring on my finger. Two weeks after Carter’s impromptu proposal, we went down to the courthouse and had the judge marry us. It was a spur of the moment decision we made to go ahead and get married versus spending a lot of time, effort, and money on an extravagant wedding. Flashy and lavish was not what either of us wanted. We just wanted to be husband and wife. That’s all that mattered to us.

      We didn’t tell Carter’s mom or my family what we were doing. They didn’t find out until it was already done. As you can probably guess, none of them were too happy about it.

      I feel another kick, and I glance at Carter, who’s getting the sonogram machine ready. I grab his hand and place it over the same spot. “I’ll never get tired of this,” I tell him.

      A soft smile curves his lips when our baby moves for him. “I think she’s just as excited as we are.”

      He still refers to our baby as a she, even though we still don’t know the sex. That changes today though. That’s the reason we’re here. To find out if we’re having a beautiful little girl or a precious boy.

      Carter turns on the machine then drops a dollop of gel on my belly before he smears it around with the transducer. A whoosh, whoosh fills the room, and I look over at the monitor. A grainy black and white image of our baby’s face and shoulders fills the screen.

      “Oh my God,” I whisper in awe. “That’s our baby.”

      Carter smiles at me before bringing his attention back to the monitor. “Let’s see if I’ve been right calling her a she.”

      He moves the transducer around and the image warps. Something catches my attention, and I lift to my elbows to see the screen better. I frown, not understanding what it is I’m seeing.

      “Carter,” I start, confusion slowing his name on my lips. “What is—”

      “Oh shit,” he mumbles, moving the transducer to a different spot on my stomach. “Now I understand why you’re measuring bigger than twenty weeks,” he comments. His voice sounds slightly strained.

      My mouth goes dry, and I have to clear my throat before I can talk. “Are we… having twins?” I ask, barely able to get the words out.

      Carter doesn’t look at me when he answers with, “No.”

      “Are you sure?” I point to the monitor where there is clearly another little face. “Can’t you see it right there?”

      “Triplets.”

      That one word has my eyes jerking to Carter, who’s still looking at the monitor, his expression mesmerized. “Tr-triplets?” I squeak.

      He looks at me then and he smiles a smile I’ve never seen on his face before. It’s made from pure happiness.

      When he sees my shocked expression, which must look comical, he sets the transducer down on the exam table, rolls his stool closer to me, and grabs my clammy hand.

      “Breathe, Harley,” he says, and it’s then I realize I’m holding my breath.

      I suck in a lungful of air and let it out on a loud whoosh. I feel slightly light-headed and my forehead beads with sweat, but I push the unwanted feeling away and really look at Carter’s face, looking for any indication that I must have heard him wrong. He couldn’t have possibly said triplets.

      “Are you okay?” he asks, unable to hide his concern.

      “Did you really say triplets?”

      “Yeah, baby, I did.”

      “Okay.” I nod my head absently. “Wow. Three babies.” I let out another slow breath.

      “Now answer me. Are you okay?”

      “Yes. It’s just…,” I pause, trying to find the right words. “Three babies. We’re going to be a mom and dad to three babies.”

      He smiles again, and I can’t help but smile back. “It’s incredible, isn’t it?”

      “Incredible,” I repeat, then tack on, “and kinda scary.”

      He brings my hand to his mouth and kisses the back of it. “You’re going to be a great mom, Harley. We’re going to be great parents.”

      “Did you,” I look at the black screen of the monitor, “see what sex they are?”

      “Not yet. It was a bit of a shock to see three faces looking back at me.”

      I pick up the transducer and hold it up to him, my excitement from a few minutes ago coming back full force. The thought of having three babies is still very intimidating, but it’s also exciting.

      The room fills with the familiar whooshing sound again and Carter and I both look at the screen. Now that I know what I’m looking at, it’s easy to see the form of three babies. It’s amazing to think I have three tiny human beings in my stomach.

      After wiggling the transducer around for a moment, Carter stops. Out the corner of my eye, I see a big smile form on his face. He turns and aims that smile at me.

      “Baby number one is a girl,” he says proudly.

      Tears form in my eyes as I look to where Carter points, showing a little blip on the screen that I can’t really tell is our girl’s girl parts, but apparently he can.

      “Now on to baby two.”

      This one seems to be a bit more difficult because it takes Carter a few minutes before he’s pausing again.

      “A boy.”

      A tear leaks down my cheek. “A boy and a girl.” I grin.

      “And baby number three is…,” he presses the transducer down on my stomach and moves it an inch to the right, “Another girl.”

      Carter prints out several images and hands them to me. I look at each one over and over again as Carter wipes the gel from my stomach with a tissue. After he discards them in the trash, he sits back down on the stool and wheels it as close as he can beside the exam table. He takes one of the images and stares at it with a look of wonder.

      “Two girls and a boy,” I murmur, still looking at my own image. “Our poor son is going to have such a rough life.”

      Chuckling, Carter hands me his picture and I give him another one to look at. “I’m more concerned about me and my health. Do you know how hard it’s going to be to keep guys away from two girls?”

      “You poor thing.” I pat his cheek and give him a mock pitying look. “I think you’ll manage. Besides, I’m sure our boy would love to help.”

      He takes the rest of the images from me, spins to drop them on the sonogram table, before spinning back. He smooths both of his hands over my belly then places three kisses right over my belly button.

      When he shifts his eyes to me, they hold so much love, I can feel it tingling all over me. “Are you happy?”

      Grabbing one of his hands, I bring it to my mouth and kiss the inside of his palm before placing it on my cheek. “More than I ever thought possible.”
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