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  "Eva, that dress was made for you," Cate, my best friend and roommate said as we stepped out of the cab and made our way into the converted warehouse.


  "Thanks, it's not too much?" We took the stairs up to the third floor rooftop deck overlooking Boston harbor.


  "Definitely not too much. It's perfect. I'm sort of jealous," Cate giggled. The dress was a bright white Carolina Herrera with peach and lavender Aztec accents down the center. It hit right at the knee and had a high neckline, which gave the dress a classy feel, but the fit was just snug enough to be sexy. My dark hair pulled back in a messy chignon, vintage chandelier earrings and a pair of nude Louboutin pumps completed the look. 


  We stepped onto the enclosed rooftop with floor to ceiling windows overlooking the water. Cate was a Boston-based fashion designer with a popular boutique on Newbury Street, so she had gotten us the exclusive invite to celebrate the opening of a new store on her block. 


  Cate swiped two glasses of champagne from a waiter that was passing by and our eyes scanned the room accessing the crowd. I'd just taken my first sip of champagne when I noticed a guy across the room who seemed to command the attention of everyone around him. He had a statuesque model on his arm with long, blonde hair and eyes that I'm sure could shoot daggers. She had a protective hand on his forearm while he seemed to be ignoring her. 


  "Carter Morgan, 28-year-old sexy CEO, named youngest billionaire by Forbes, and a diehard modelizer," Cate scoffed.


  "Modelizer?" I laughed.


  "He only dates models. That's Nikki Vilanova with him, model du jour,” Cate rolled her eyes. “She's always hanging on his arm." 


    I took another sip of my champagne and pondered him thoughtfully. 


  He had a defined jaw line and fine features with a hint of a five o’clock shadow. His hair was the color of toffee and tousled in that just-had-sex sort of way. He was without a doubt sexy, but when he turned his head and his eyes met mine, the air left my lungs. He had striking steel blue eyes that peered through dark eyelashes. His eyes had an air of danger that made him irresistible. After a few beats one thick eyebrow arched perfectly at me as if in question. With that I turned back to Cate and drank the rest of my champagne in one drink, pretending that Carter Morgan hadn't just swept the air from my lungs. 


  



  The night was winding down as I stood by the windows overlooking the harbor. Cate was off knocking elbows and networking with other people in the industry, and I was waiting for her to find her way back to me so we could head home. I'd only been in town a few days and had been killing myself trying to get unpacked. Staying out late on a Monday night didn't sound like a great way to start a busy week.


  "Great view," a deep voice murmured next to me. I jumped in shock and some champagne splashed over the side of my glass and landed on the stranger's gray herringbone suit. My eyes followed the lapel up to that ruggedly handsome face I had locked eyes with earlier. 


  "Oh my God, I am so sorry," I put my glass down on the floor and fumbled with the clutch I had brought looking for a tissue to clean the mess. Carter Morgan looked down at his jacket and irritation  flashed across his face before he put his hand on my arm. 


  "It's alright," Carter's gaze met mine. 


  "I’m sorry, I'll pay to have it cleaned. If you send the bill to me. Here…" I bent to fumble in my clutch for something to write on. Carter Morgan had me flustered, and mortified, and rambling. 


  "I’ve got it. Really," he squeezed my arm and his eyes flashed with an intensity I'd never seen before. My heart quickened and my palms tingled. He looked down and back up again, as if to inspect me with a critical eye.


  "Carter Morgan," he held out his hand. 


  "Evangeline Austin," I took his hand in mine. He held it tightly, for a few extra beats than necessary, while his eyes seemed to penetrate to my soul. The air crackled with energy between us and I wondered if he felt it too. I didn't want to let go of his hand. I wanted to run my fingers through his perfectly tousled hair. I wanted to place my other hand along the sharp angle of his jaw and feel the stubble beneath my fingertips. 


  "Hey Eva, are you ready? Everyone who's anyone has come and gone," Cate bounced up to me and then froze in her tracks when she spotted Carter and my hands locked. "Uh… hi, I'm Cate Evans," she stretched her hand out to Carter. His eyes flicked away from mine and he nodded in her direction. 


  "Well Evangeline, despite that fact that you may have ruined my favorite suit, I hope to see you again," Carter flashed me a half smile. “Ms. Evans," he nodded at Cate and then he dropped my hand and with that Carter Morgan was gone. I was left standing dumbstruck, my heart pounding furiously in my chest. 


  "Well, that was intense," Cate turned to follow him with her eyes. 


  "Yeah," the breath I was holding whooshed out of my chest. I felt part relief that he was gone and I could breathe again, and a yearning for him to return and live inside the sparks of energy that bounced between us. 


  "So what did he say?" Cate looked at me. 


  "Nothing," I frowned, trying to discern what had just happened.


  "Nothing?" Cate raised an eyebrow at me as if I were withholding information. 


  "Really, nothing. His name. He said that it was a great view. Really, nothing," my eyes shifted to the path he'd taken in retreat. 


  "Well, he is something isn't he?" Cate said wistfully. 


  "That he is," I shook off the intense energy he seemed to leave behind. "Ready?" I looped my arm in Cate's and we headed for the door and the cool New England night beyond. 


  



  Two


  



  The next morning I walked to the the local café around the corner from our South End apartment. Cate worked as a fashion designer and was impossibly loud when she was in the midst of one of her creative phases. George Michael bouncing off the walls of our apartment wasn't something I was necessarily opposed to, just when I was trying to get work done.


  I'd only been able to justify taking a week off to move from Amherst where Cate and I had attended UMASS together, so while I was mostly unpacked, I was not settled. Nonetheless my bank account was straining under a tight budget, so I needed to commit some hours today to working. I was good at writing and had a love for fashion, so I counted myself lucky to be working as an editor for a popular fashion website.


  I spotted a quiet table in the corner of the busy coffee shop and bee-lined to drop off my bag before ordering my customary large vanilla soy latte. I was so intent on getting to my little corner of secluded coffee shop heaven that I wasn't paying attention and knocked shoulders with another java patron.


  "Eva! How are you?" Cate's brother Sawyer wrapped me in an awkward, one-armed hug.


  "Hey! I’m good. Had to escape the apartment; Cate's in a creative mood." He gave me a knowing smile. "Are you coming or going? Join me."


  "Sure," Sawyer put down his messenger bag. "Large vanilla soy latte, right?" I nodded with a smile. Sawyer and I had dated through high school and into college. Cate was my best friend growing up in upstate New York and it wasn't until we turned 16 that I noticed Sawyer as something other than Cate's little brother. He was only a year behind us, so he fit in well with our crowd. We were inseparable until Cate and I went to UMASS for college. Sawyer and I tried to make a long distance relationship work, but it became too stressful, and as it turned out, Sawyer had trust issues. I broke it off before I'd even made it through my freshman year. The following year I suspected Sawyer followed us to UMASS to try to rekindle our relationship, but it never worked. Now we were all graduated and living in Boston. Things were still marginally awkward between Sawyer and I, but for Cate's sake we managed to remain friendly.


  



  Sawyer returned a few minutes later with two steaming cups of coffee. "Mm…thank you so much," I felt the warmth between my hands and inhaled the hot steam.


  "Back to work? Is Cate driving you nuts?" I chuckled because he wasn't all wrong. Cate was my best friend, but that didn't mean her constant exuberance couldn't get under my skin.


  "Cate isn't driving me too insane. We went to a fashion thing last night on the waterfront."


  "Ah, fancy. She drags me along now and again. Open bar is always the one redeeming quality."


  "I imagine," I laughed.


  "We should go out this weekend. Boston has some great clubs," Sawyer gushed.


  "I still have so much to do, and now that I'm back to work…" I gestured to my laptop still in the bag.


  "All work and no play, Eva," Sawyer mock-scolded. "I'll tell Cate, she'll be all about it."


  "I'm sure she will," I giggled.


  "Ok, this weekend. You, me and Cate are hitting the town," Sawyer stood and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek.


  "Bye, Sawyer," I gave him a quick squeeze before he turned and left the crowded coffee shop.


  I pulled my laptop out of my bag and booted it up, prepared to stake out for a few hours and get work done. New York Fashion Week had just wrapped up and the fashion world was abuzz analyzing all of the new trends for the coming Spring.


  "Was that your boyfriend?" I startled and knocked my coffee over, spilling the hot latte across the table. My eyes darted up as my mind recognized the familiar voice.


  "You seem to make a habit of startling people," I grumbled as my eyes glanced to the handsome face of Carter Morgan standing over me.


  "Perhaps it's less a case of me startling you as it is of you making a habit of being unaware of your surroundings," he gave me a cocky half grin. I scrambled to wipe up the mess of coffee on the table and gather my thoughts.


  "I doubt that, Mr. Morgan. Can I help you with something?" I held his steely gaze.


  "You looked awfully intimate, Evangeline. Was he your boyfriend?"


  "Not that it's any of your business, but no he's not. We're friends," I busied myself at my laptop.


  "Didn't you just move here? You seem to make friends quickly," Carter still stood over the table with an accusatory stance. How did he know I'd just moved here? I certainly didn't tell him that during our very brief meeting the night before.


  "We grew up together," I looked up at him suspiciously. Was Carter Morgan someone I should be weary of? He was certainly acting odd for only having met twice now. "Is there something I can do for you, Mr. Morgan?" I folded my arms and locked my jaw.


  His eyebrows shot up and the corner of his mouth twitched into a small grin. "Well, now that I’m responsible for spilling your coffee, can I get you another?" I stared into his cool blue eyes for a moment. What was his angle? Was Carter Morgan someone I needed to be afraid of? Was he some sexy, crazy, stalker in his free time?


  "I’ll get it, thanks," I began to dig through my bag for my wallet.


  "I’ve got it, Evangeline. Soy vanilla latte, right?" Carter turned on his heel and headed for the counter.


  My mind rushed with the possibility. Carter Morgan was gorgeous, but something about him made me uneasy. He looked at me with eyes that were almost possessive. My mind was still reeling when Carter sauntered back with a cup of coffee in his hand. He sat in the chair opposite me and regarded me thoughtfully.


  "Thanks..." my voice trailed off. "How did you know that I just moved here? And that I drink soy vanilla lattes? Should I be worried that you’re a crazed, psycho stalker out to get me?" I smiled at him.


  Carter gave a deep chuckle. "I do my research Evangeline. I know you're from Upstate. 26 years old. Graduated from UMASS with a BA in Journalism. Your roommate’s a fashion designer, you're a fashion editor, and your coffee order was written on your cup,” a grin spread across his face.


  "Do you always so thoroughly research the people you come into contact with, Mr. Morgan?" 


  "Only if it serves my interest in some way," his gaze was steady upon me. Again there was that crackling between us as his eyes burned into mine.


  "Well, I’m not sure why I would be of any interest you. So I guess your research was in vain," I refused to let him intimidate me. He may be a sexy, CEO billionaire with enthralling ice blue eyes and an alluringly dark aura about him, but I didn't have time for games, in life or love.


  "On the contrary Miss Austin, you are of great interest to me." I quirked one eyebrow at him, my heart thumping in my chest. His words felt like they had more meaning than he let on. "I’m a capitalist Evangeline. I own a few boutiques on Newbury, so the fact that you are an editor for a major website could come in handy."


  "Oh," a small piece of me was disappointed, although I was uncomfortable even admitting it to myself.


  "Until we meet again, Miss Austin," Carter took my hand in his softly and stared into my eyes as he placed a kiss on my knuckles. My heart jumped up into the back of my throat, preventing me from saying anything. And with that the enigmatic Carter Morgan turned and sauntered out of the coffee shop.


  



  Three


  



  Friday morning Cate and I sat sipping coffee at our kitchen island before starting a busy day. I was off to meet with a local accessories designer to talk about the new trends that came out of fashion week, and Cate was gearing up for another day of designing.


  "Sawyer said he saw you at the coffee shop the other day. I think he's still got it for you," I shook my head at her. "So we should all go out tonight. We haven't had a night out since you got to town. We should go to The Roxy."


  I didn't answer her and took another long draw from my coffee.


  "That's it, we're going. I’ll call Sawyer and have him meet us."


  Just as Cate picked up her phone, a loud knock echoed through the apartment. Cate hopped up and headed for the door. I continued to sip my coffee and thought about the questions I had for my interview today.


  "Eva," Cate's voice rang out like a bell. "For you," she glided into the kitchen. She carried a white vase overflowing with dark purple calla lillies. The contrast of the two colors was stunning.


  "Who are they from?" Cate's excitement was palpable.


  "I don't know..." my voice trailed off as I touched a delicate petal with my fingertips.


  "Eva, look," Cate pulled out a small blue box that was nestled amongst the petals. My eyes widened. The perfect eggshell blue was contrasted with the words Tiffany & Co emblazoned across the top. I slowly opened the box with tentative fingers. Nestled amongst the Tiffany blue padding was a delicate diamond cocktail watch with a square face surrounded in pave diamonds. The strap was in the style of a bracelet with fine diamonds, easily totaling 2 carats or more. A small note was nestled amongst the soft fabric.


  



  This reminded me of you. Carter


  



  I sat in stunned silence, the wheels in my brain frozen in shock.


  "Eva! Who is it from?"


  "Carter Morgan," my eyes were riveted on the elegant watch. The way the natural light caught the diamonds and sent technicolor shades gleaming in every direction was mesmerizing.


  "Let me see," Cate snatched the box from my hands. "Eva," Cate said my name in a whisper. "Do you know how much this must have cost? It's vintage. Probably the 40s. Tiffany was known for their art deco cocktail watches," she looked at me out of the corner of her eye. "Did something happen that you’re not telling me about? Did more happen in the coffee shop that day? Did you have a bathroom tryst with Carter Morgan?" Cate's eyes widened.


  "Cate! No! I can't believe you just said that!" I could always count on Cate for her inappropriate comments.


  "Well, you must have made some sort of impression for him to send this," Cate began to take the watch out of the box.


  "Don't take it out!" I scrambled to get the box out of her hands. "I’m not keeping it."


  "What? Are you kidding?"


  "I can't keep it, Cate, I don't even know why he sent it. And I’m not keeping a gift like this from a man I’ve met exactly twice," I stroked the diamonds of the watch lovingly, realizing this would probably be the only time I held a vintage Tiffany anything in my hands.


  "Yea, I guess not," Cate had the same dejected look in her eyes. "It is beautiful though." I closed the lid of the box and set it on the kitchen counter next to the lilies.


  



  Later that evening Cate and I were getting ready for our night out at The Roxy. The club was now officially called Royale and had undergone an ultra-modern makeover, but most still called it by its former name. My thoughts had been consumed with Carter's gift all day. I had a feeling he wouldn't take my returning it very well.


  I was just running a brush through my long, dark hair when Cate stepped up behind me. "I've got the perfect dress for you," she pushed an obscenely short silver dress into my hands.


  "I don't think so. I’ll be pulling it down all night for fear of showing the goods to everyone in the room!"


  "That's the point, Eva! If you want to get noticed, you've got to be a little more daring."


  "Who says I want to get noticed?" I mumbled. Cate only smiled and shoved the dress into my arms. I pulled the slinky dress over my head and shimmied it down over my hips. I looked in the mirror with a sense of uncertainty.


  "Oh, Eva… it's perfect," Cate pulled the hair back off of my shoulders to highlight the embellished halter straps. There was a sexy keyhole outlined in sequins at the bodice, making it impossible for me to wear a bra. The crinkled satin and chiffon hugged my curves and ended at mid-thigh. I turned to find the back was open. I smoothed my hands over the soft fabric and sighed. It was perfect. I still feared that I would be pulling the dress down all night, but to wear something so beautiful would be worth it.


  "OK. I’ll wear it."


  "Yay," Cate clapped her hands together. "Now to tackle that mess of hair on your head."


  "What? What's wrong with my hair? I always wear it straight," I whined.


  "Exactly, which is why we're going to give you some soft waves tonight." I sighed and slumped down into the chair in front of the vanity as Cate ran for her curling iron.


  "I draw the line at lipstick. I’m not wearing it, Cate," I glared at her in the mirror once she'd returned.


  "Lip gloss. At least lip gloss," Cate bargained.


  "Fine," I smiled at her reflection.


  



  Two hours later we'd just settled into a corner at the club. It was a swank space that walked the line between modern lounge and nightclub. The dance floor was large and packed with bodies, but there were small nooks with oversized chairs and couches tucked around the room. Sawyer had met us outside and we'd just ordered drinks.


  "Let's dance, Eva," Cate attempted to haul me out on the floor by my elbow.


  "Oh, no. I need a few drinks first." As if on cue the waitress arrived.


  "Drinks are on the house tonight," she said with a smile.


  "Really?" Sawyer's eyes brightened immediately


  "According to who?" Cate looked at the waitress.


  "Boss's orders," she shrugged. Vodka cranberry for Cate and I, and a draft beer for Sawyer. Cate introduced me to the vodka cranberry a few years ago and I quickly learned that they went down like juice and left me with a treacherous hangover the next morning, and sometimes with some blank spots in my memory of the night before.


  "So what are you going to do about the watch?" Cate took a sip of her drink.


  "I’m giving it back. I doubt he'll like it, but I’m not keeping it."


  "Tell him I’ll keep it!" Cate giggled.


  "What watch?" Sawyer narrowed his eyes. Cate jumped at the chance to fill him in on the gift that had arrived for me earlier this morning.


  "I took the liberty of doing a little research on your behalf," Cate looked back at me. "It's worth a lot, Eva. Like, $12,000 conservatively." I choked on my vodka cranberry and my insides burned as the beverage sloshed around in my system. 


  "$12,000?" Sawyer coughed.


  "No, he wouldn't spend that much. No way," I shook my head.


  "Yes, way. He's a billionaire, Eva. 12 grand isn't even a drop in the bucket for him. It does however raise the question of the meaning behind it. Still no ideas?"


  "No," I shook my head, still confused by Carter Morgan and his extravagant gift.


  



  After a few drinks it felt like my bloodstream was humming to life and Cate dragged me off the couch to dance. The dance floor was crowded and sweaty bodies were gyrating against each other from corner to corner. The thumping beats vibrated deep within my body and my hips moved along with the music. Sawyer wrapped his arms around my waist and pressed his body flush with mine.


  "You look beautiful tonight, Eva," he nuzzled into my ear. My cheeks flushed and I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled his spicy cologne. Just as the deejay was transitioning into the next song, a deep voice was at my shoulder demanding the next dance. My head jolted up in surprise to find Carter Morgan and his steely blue eyes boring a hole into me. Suddenly the drinks on the house made sense.


  Sawyer raised an eyebrow at me and I nodded my head as Carter stepped in and wrapped his arms around my waist. He was dressed in a navy suit and looked impossibly sexy surrounded by guys in jeans and button down shirts. Carter's arms felt like hard steel that held my body tight to his and had my blood humming with energy. The air between us sparked and it felt like we were drawn to each other by pure sexual tension.


  "I thought you were just friends, Evangeline. That guy had his hands all over you," Carter's deep voice resonated in my ear.


  "We were dancing," I looked up into his eyes as his left hand skimmed up my hips and torso to land on the back of my neck. His fingers were tangled in my hair and it felt so possessive and intimate. He was driving me wild. Because the vodka cranberry had lowered my inhibitions, I pressed my body impossibly tighter to his and did what I had been dreaming of doing all week. I snaked one hand to the back of his neck and tangled it in his almost too long locks, and brought the other up to the scruff along his jaw. I ran my fingertips delicately along the sharp angle and then used my fingernails to scratch along his perpetual five o'clock shadow. He groaned in my ear and I felt his other hand leave the hollow of my waist and makes its way slowly over my bottom to my thigh. His fingers reached the hem of my dress and played just underneath it enticingly. My heart began to pound and my breathing became heavy. I had never been so turned on with just a few small touches. Carter Morgan’s fingertips shot fire into my body and his eyes clouded over with a dark lust that left me trembling.


  We danced through the song as other bodies jostled against us, but it was as if we were in our own bubble. One arm wrapped around me and his fingertips sliding ever so slowly up my thigh, inching my dress up. I couldn't have been more surrounded by Carter in sight, scent and touch. His hands all over me, his body covering mine, his intoxicating fresh water scent surrounding me. Just as the song was ending Carter's fingertips crept to the inside of my thigh, dangerously close to places I ached for him to touch.


  "Let's go," his throaty voice whispered in my ear as he grabbed my hand and began to pull me off the dance floor.


  "I can't," I protested, but he continued to drag me between the bodies towards the door. "Carter, I can't leave. I came with Cate, I can't just leave her here." Carter finally turned and cocked his head to one side. A dangerous look passed through his eyes that made something deep within my stomach flutter.


  "Fine, but this isn't over, Evangeline," his eyes clouded over with lust.


  We weaved our way through the people and it was only then that I realized that he was still hanging onto my hand. I looked down at our fingers intertwined and my heart skipped a few beats. What was this? What was he doing to me? We reached the far corner of the club and saw Cate and Sawyer laughing around a fresh round of drinks. Carter's jaw tightened as he and Sawyer locked eyes. He tightened his grip on my hand before dropping it. I sat down on the couch next to Cate, and Carter sat down beside me.


  "We ordered you another drink, Eva," Cate informed me with a glance at Carter. Just as I was reaching for my vodka cranberry Carter slid it out of my reach.


  "I think Evangeline has had enough to drink tonight." My head whipped around to him. Carter ignored me and motioned a waitress over."Water, please."


  "I’ll decide when I’ve had enough to drink, thank you." I reached for my drink again.


  "Evangeline," Carter's eyes flashed with anger as he pushed my drink away further. I narrowed my eyes at him, my independent streak, no doubt powered by the alcohol in my system, flared to the surface.


  "Actually, I'm not done," I reached for my drink and took a long sip as I locked eyes with him.


  "You're being immature, Evangeline." I continued to stare at him as I finished off the rest of my drink. Just then the waitress returned with the water. "Another, please." I sat my glass down on the table in front of me.


  "No, Miss Austin has reached her limit," Carter dismissed the waitress.


  I gritted my teeth in anger. "What are you doing?" I glared at him.


  "We're not doing this here," Carter grabbed my elbow and hauled me off of the couch. I yanked my elbow from his grip.


  "You’re right, we need to talk. In private," I turned to glance back at Cate. "I’ll be fine." She nodded and Carter guided me to the exit with a firm grip on my hip.


  "What's your deal, Carter?"


  "To what are you referring?" Carter's eyes flashed in amusement.


  "Buying drinks for us, telling me when I've had enough, and the watch!"


  "Glad to hear you got it," Carter's hand tightened on my hip as he guided me down the sidewalk.


  "I got it, alright. Does your girlfriend know you go around giving random girls expensive watches?" I planted my feet, forcing Carter to stop and talk to me face to face.


  "Girlfriend?" Carter crossed his arms.


  "The girl you were with at the party. I can't imagine she would take too well to the idea of you gifting jewelry to other women. Where is she at tonight? Does she know you're here?"


  "Nikki and I aren't dating," the corner of Carter's mouth lifted in a small smirk.


  "Well, I'm still not keeping the watch," I turned on my heel to leave.


  "You don't like it?" Carter's eyes flashed hurt for a moment.


  "It's not that," my voice softened. "It's beautiful Carter. Stunning. But why did you send it?"


  "It reminded me of you. Delicate, beautiful, bright," his hand came up to rest on my cheek. My head swirled just as much from the alcohol in my system as from his words. I placed my hand at my forehead to shield my eyes from him for a moment, as if I couldn't see him, I could think clearly. Apparently he took the gesture to mean I was feeling sick.


  "I knew you'd had enough to drink. You should have listened to me, Eva," Carter placed his hand on my arm to help support me.


  "No, it's not that. I’m fine. I’m just confused, Carter." I searched his eyes for a moment. "The watch is too expensive. It's beautiful, but I can't keep it. I won't." His hand tightened on my arm.


  "Well, I’m not taking it back," he said bluntly. I let out a sigh. For every ounce of sex he exuded, he was just as maddening. I didn't know whether I wanted to be in his presence as much as possible, or if I should run away and save myself the headache.


  "Fine," I jerked my arm out of his reach and began stomping off down the sidewalk.


  "Where are you going?" Carter caught up to me in a few quick strides.


  "Home," I walked with single-minded focus.


  "You can't walk from here. It's dangerous."


  "Of course I can, and I am." The emotional whirlwind he'd had me in all week had me reeling and I was on the verge of a breakdown. If Carter Morgan didn't leave me alone I couldn't be held accountable for my actions. His grip tightened on my arm.


  "Leave me alone, Carter."


  "You're not walking," he ground threw clenched teeth.


  "I am," my eyes flashed angry. He dragged me tight to his body and pressed his lips roughly to mine. Both of my hands went to the nape of his neck and ran through his silky hair. I wanted to be tighter, closer, every part of my body making contact with his. I nipped at his bottom lip and a deep rumble escaped from his throat. He held me tight to him and walked us both backwards until my body was trapped between him and the brick wall of the building. His body hovered over mine as his hand traveled up my thigh and underneath my dress.


  "I’ve wanted you all night, Evangeline. I couldn't keep my eyes off of you, and when you were dancing with that guy," his other hand moved from my waist down to my bottom and squeezed. I nodded, my breath coming out in heavy pants.


  "Me too. I’ve wanted you too," I pulled his head to me and pressed my lips to his. His tongue danced with mine and I tasted his slightly minty taste. He broke our kiss and his teeth found my earlobe as he nibbled and then groaned when my hips thrust into his thighs, seeking friction. He hitched my leg up around his hip and slid his hand higher up my thigh, so close to where my body was aching for him.


  "You smell so good, Evangeline," he said in a throaty whisper. "I can't help but wonder how you taste." Carter's hand slid higher and his fingertips found the edge of my panties. My breaths were ragged and my heart was pounding in my ears. I was lost to my desire for him. He could take me right here in an alleyway off of Tremont Street if he wanted to. He could do anything, I was at his mercy. Thankfully, we were just outside the glow of the streetlamp, but people were moving up and down the sidewalk just a few yards away. I groaned as Carter continued to flirt with the edge of my panties. Then he dropped to his knees and ran his hand slowly up my leg, from ankle to knee, and then slowly up my thigh, lifting my dress as he went. He hitched my leg over his shoulder and ran his nose slowly from my knee, higher and higher, until he reached the apex of my thighs. He ghosted his nose over the black lace of my panties and inhaled deeply.


  "So sweet, Evangeline," he slipped his finger just inside my panties. "And so ready." My hips bucked at his unexpected contact.


  "But not here, Evangeline. I won't take you on the sidewalk." A small whimper escaped my throat as he stood up and pulled my dress down over my thighs. My blood was humming through my veins as I tried to recover from his full assault on my body. I ran my hand through my hair. Carter pulled out his cell phone and instructed someone to pick us up. A minute later a black Bentley pulled up to the curb. Carter opened the back door and placed his hand on my back to help me in. I slid across the seat and straightened my dress. Carter sat down next to me and barked my address to the driver before pushing a button to raise the privacy glass.


  "How do you know where I live?" My eyes shot to his.


  "Research, Evangeline," one corner of his mouth lifted in a smile. More research. He was thorough, if not a bit on the stalker side. My head was still swirling with a combination of alcohol and the beautiful man sitting next to me who'd just had his head between my thighs. I crossed my legs to relieve some of the tension he had created. Carter noticed my movement and he smirked knowingly.


  "Problem, Evangeline?"


  "No," I lifted my head high. I would not fall at the mercy of Carter Morgan again. He was playing me, and I wasn't willing to be played. His hand reached across the seat to land on mine gently. I glanced at him and a mischievous gleam flashed across his eyes. We weren’t doing this anymore. He wasn't going to continue to leave me in a whirlwind of emotion. I jerked my hand away and twisted my fingers together in my lap. The lights of the city blurred by out the windows and groups of people were laughing and walking out of clubs. This man drove me insane; he was both infuriating and alluring all in the same breath. The car pulled up to the curb outside of my building. I hesitated for a moment thinking about what to say.


  "Until we meet again, Evangeline." Those words again, he'd said them to me that morning at the coffee shop. I turned to him for a moment, my eyes traveling from the fabric of his suit hugging his thighs up to the scruff on his jaw and then into the icy gaze that was regarding me thoughtfully. I blinked once, as if to erase the image of Carter Morgan from my mind and then turned, opened the door, and stepped out into the night.


  



  Four


  



  "Coffee..." Cate stretched her arms above her head the next morning.


  "Ready and waiting," I glanced at the coffee maker.


  "And how was your night, Evangeline?" Cate's eyes gleamed with excitement. I glared at her for mocking Carter's use of my full name. She arched an eyebrow at me.


  "We walked a few blocks, exchanged some words, then he took me home."


  "That's all?" Cate scrunched her nose in disappointment.


  "There may have also been a kiss… or two," I took another sip of my french roast.


  "Eva!" Cate shrieked.


  "Cate, my ears!"


  "Tell me! Was it amazing? He has lips made for kissing," a dreamy look clouded her eyes.


  "It was mind blowing," I sighed.


  "I knew it! Did you sleep with him?" Cate leaned closer, eyes wide.


  "No."


  "Why not? I would have. That man is sex on legs," she took a sip of her coffee.


  I laughed at her, "Yes he is, and dangerous."


  "Why dangerous?" Cate frowned.


  "He leaves me in a tailspin. I don't know if I'm coming or going with him. I swear he is the most frustrating, demanding, obstinate, alluring and sexy man that's ever walked the planet." Cate nodded in sympathy. Just then the doorbell rang. Cate's eyes shot up.


  "I’ll get it," I slid off the bar stool and headed for the door. Standing on the other side was a man holding a black garment bag.


  "For you, Miss Austin, from Mr. Morgan," I frowned. He placed the bag in my arms, nodded his head and walked away. I closed the door with my foot and walked back into the kitchen, tossing the garment bag on the kitchen island where Cate was sitting.


  "Again?" Cate set her cup down and reached for the bag. I shrugged and waited for her to open it. She unzipped the bag and a beautiful black gown lay within. Cate gently pulled it from the garment bag and gasped as she held the dress up.


  "Eva…" Cate's eyes danced over the dress taking it in. It was a black gown with a delicate lace overlay, cap sleeves and a scalloped neckline. The gown was slim through the waist and then gently flared out into a pool of fabric on the floor. I approached the dress and my fingertips gently traced the lacy neckline.


  "It's Marchesa. This dress just walked the runway last week," the air whooshed from my lungs.


  "Here, there's a note," Cate passed a folded piece of paper to me. I opened it and found a note sprawled in Carter's slanted hand on his personal letterhead.


  



  
    Evangeline,
It would be a great pleasure if you would accompany me to the Boston Children's Fund Charity Ball tonight. Be ready at 7.
  


  
    Carter

  


  



  "He wants me to go to a ball with him tonight," I looked at Cate.


  "Eva!" Cate saw the worry in my eyes and gave me a tight hug. "I’ll help you get ready. You'll be stunning." I sat down on the bar stool and laid my head on the island.


  "I don't fit in his world, Cate."


  "You will be great, Eva. You are smart and beautiful, and Carter obviously thinks you will be perfect," Cate rubbed my back. "Now come on, let's do a spa day to get you all polished and glossy for tonight," Cate bounded off into her bedroom to get ready.


  



  Cate and I had just returned from being waxed, plucked, and buffed within an ounce of our lives. Cate had given me a sexy smokey eye to go with the black lace gown and my hair was in soft waves down my back. She helped me into my dress and let me borrow a pair of black peep toe Louboutins for the night.


  Butterflies flitted around in my stomach as she held my hand and walked me to the floor length mirror in her room. "You look stunning, Eva. He won't be able to take his eyes off you," she smiled proudly.


  My eyes turned to the reflection in the mirror. The gown hugged my curves like a glove; my waist looked impossibly small, and just the slightest hint of cleavage peeked out from the scalloped lace neckline. The gown skimmed along my hips and then slowly floated away from my knees down to the floor.


  "Here. This is perfect," Cate softly pulled a section of my hair back and pinned it with a single sparkling black clip just behind my ear. "Do you love it?" Cate looked to me for approval.


  "Yes," I whispered. There just weren't words to describe the feeling of wearing such a beautiful dress. Just then there was a soft knock at the door. I glanced at Cate. It felt like the butterflies had jumped into my throat, making it hard to breathe.


  "Hey, you're going to be great," Cate hugged me. "Now go meet your prince charming," she smacked me on the bottom as I hustled out of the room to get the door.


  "Evangeline," Carter stood at my door dressed in a black tux with a crisp white shirt and bow tie. It looked like he had tried to tame his hair but it was still wavy and sexy and just slightly too long. His steel blue eyes gleamed as they took me in from head to toe. "You look stunning."


  "Thank you," I whispered. "So do you," my eyes held his and I could feel the sparks coming to life between us.


  The corners of his mouth lifted up in a grin and he held his arm out for me. I gave one last glance back at Cate, who gave me a beaming smile, and then looped my arm in Carter's and headed off to my first ball.


  



  Five


  



  We stepped into the elevator and as the doors closed the sexual tension between us became nearly unbearable. My heart was thumping in my chest so loud I was sure Carter could hear it. I squeezed my hand on his arm reflexively and he turned to look at me. My gaze held his and I bit down hard on my bottom lip to focus on something other than the butterflies that were threatening to choke me. Fire flashed in Carter's eyes and he reached his hand up to pull my lip out of my teeth with the pad of his thumb. My tongue darted out to lick my lips and briefly caught his finger. His eyes widened and my breathing hitched as a dangerous lust clouded his steely gaze. Just then the elevator doors breezed open and Carter pulled his hand away to escort me out of the elevator. He placed his hand on the small of my back to steady me as I stepped into the limo, then followed behind me. After we'd pulled away from the curb Carter's eyes met mine.


  "You really do look good enough to eat, Evangeline. Drink?" He passed a glass of champagne to me. I took the glass with shaky fingers and sipped.


  "You don't have to be nervous. I won't leave you tonight," he looked me straight in the eye, as if that would help to calm my nerves. I just nodded.


  "Part of me wants to whisk you back to my place so no one else can see you in that dress. For my eyes only," he traced his fingers along my thigh. I blushed as his eyes watched me.


  "Are you going to speak tonight, Evangeline?"


  "Yes," I whispered. I finished my glass of champagne in one swallow and Carter raised his eyebrow before taking my glass.


  "Just in time. We're here," Carter finished his champagne and then guided me out of the car. He stepped out behind me and put his hand on my back, the tips of his fingers playing just under the hem. "I can't wait to get you out of this dress tonight," he whispered in my ear. My heart stopped and I felt my cheeks burn as we merged into the crowd ascending the steps into the ball.


  



  Carter was true to his word and held his arm around my waist all through drinks as he chatted with business associates and acquaintances. I felt awkward and out of place, but Carter's strong hand at my back kept me grounded and in the present, aware of the sexual energy buzzing between us. Dinner was announced and we made our way to a large room overlooking the river. We were seated in groups of eight, and Carter introduced me to everyone at the table. One woman, not much older than Carter, held my gaze and appraised me thoughtfully when he introduced me. She had shiny, long dark hair with almond-shaped eyes, and wore a sexy navy blue cocktail dress.


  "Evangeline, this is John Davis and Madeleine Snow." A small smile played on the woman's lips. I glanced at Carter to gauge his reaction to her, but he showed none. I nodded to each of them with a smile, and began fidgeting with my hands under the table. Carter noticed, and took his warm hand in mind, holding it in his lap. I sighed and willed my heart to stop thumping.


  Conversation at the table was lively throughout dinner and I smiled and nodded when appropriate. Carter hardly spoke to me, but he kept a firm grip on my hand. When I tried to pull away, he only held it tighter. By the time dessert had arrived I was bored and ready for the night to end. Clearly I had only been invited to be arm candy, Carter had hardly addressed me all tonight.


  "Problem, Evangeline?" Carter leaned over and whispered in my ear. My eyes darted to his with a look of irritation.


  "I think it's time for me to go," I tried to pull my hand from Carter's.


  "That's a shame, Evangeline," his eyes sparked dangerously as he slid my hand up his thigh and made contact with his very obvious arousal. "I’ve been quite excited to be by your side all night," his gaze bore into mine. My breathing hitched and tingles immediately surged through my body. I bit my lip and pulled my hand back into my lap. He placed his hand on my upper thigh and gently rubbed back and forth, creeping a little higher with each pass. Carter returned to the conversation at the table as if he weren't driving me wild beneath the tablecloth. I tried to adjust my lower body to deter Carter from continuing, but it seemed to only excite him as his fingertips ghosted higher up my thigh. He continued to rub back and forth where the top of my thigh met my torso. I couldn’t take another minute of his torture.


  "Excuse me," I stood and smiled at the table. Carter stood and grasped my hand. "I’m going to the restroom," I whispered to him. A dangerous look flashed in his eyes when I dropped his hand and stepped away. I made my way out of the dining room and headed for the double doors. I sucked a deep breath of fresh night air into my lungs and slumped against the brick wall. I had half a mind to call Cate and have her come and get me.


  "Having fun with Carter?" Madeleine Snow approached me with a cold smile on her face. "You know he's not someone that you build your dreams on.”


  "Thanks for the warning," my eyes gazed out into the cold Boston night.


  "Carter breaks hearts. Once you fuck him he'll drop you." I without a doubt should have called Cate to come get me. I wasn't interested in being Carter's arm candy, or allowing some vicious woman who thought she had a claim on him to sharpen her claws on me.


  "Trust me, Evangeline. Once he's gotten what he wants he moves on to the next," with that she turned on her heel and headed back in the doors. I took a deep breath and pulled out my phone to text Cate.


  "What's with the disappearing act?" Carter walked out of the doors of the building with a confident gate.


  "I needed air," I averted my eyes from his gaze.


  "Let's go," he put his arm around my hip and the air crackled with energy between us. "I made an appearance. And I can’t stop thinking about getting you out of that dress," he pressed his body to mine to show me just how aroused he was. My breathing hitched and my hand came up to the back of his neck. I inhaled his fresh, cool water scent and I think my body swayed with arousal. I was hopelessly drawn to him like a moth to a flame, it didn't matter what Madeleine said. I had a feeling I would get burned by Carter Morgan, but I didn't care. 


  He pressed his lips to mine and ran his tongue along my bottom lip. I opened my mouth and our tongues tangled together. How he could be so controlling and then so romantic from one minute to the next, I couldn't figure out. He slowly pulled away and rested his forehead on mine, his breathing was ragged and his eyes were hooded.


  "What are you doing to me, Evangeline?" He whispered softly and then traced my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. "Car, now," he pulled me away from the wall and walked me with quick steps to where the limo was waiting.


  "Home," Carter instructed his driver as we ducked into the limo. I scooted to the far side of the seat and Carter slid along next to me, slipping his hand behind my neck and turning my head to face him.


  "You are so beautiful," he gave me sweet kisses along the line of my neck and then skimmed my earlobe with his teeth. He worked his way along my jaw to my lips, driving me wild with lust. I arched my back into him and deepened the kiss. He growled deep in his throat and skimmed his hand up my torso to trace his fingertips along the edge of the dress, just above my breasts. He kneaded my sensitive flesh with a firm grip and my nipples hardened at his touch. My breathing became ragged and I pulled away, desperate to fill my lungs with air. He placed his other hand behind my back and reclined me against the seat allowing him better access to my body.


  "I want to rip this dress off of your body and make love to you right here," Carter tugged the neckline down, revealing more of my flesh, and flicked his tongue along the edge of the lace trim. My skin tingled with desire and my nerve endings heated instantly. My whole body buzzed with lust for him and I lifted my hips to seek friction against him. He used both hands to press my breasts up so the flesh overflowed from the top of the dress and then he used his teeth to softly bite and lick. He was driving me insane with need and I craved skin to skin contact with him.


  I pushed him back and off of me and he gave me a confused look. I smiled at him so he knew I had no intention of pushing him away tonight. This may turn out to be a one-night stand with Carter Morgan but I was all in. I couldn't turn away from him now, and I didn't want to. I pushed his back against the seat and hovered over him, kissing his lips, along his jaw, skimming his earlobe and then down his neck. His smell was intoxicating and his skin tasted slightly salty and masculine. My fingers reached his bow tie and pulled the knot apart. I undid the button of his collar and swirled my tongue in the hollow of his neck. He sucked in a deep breath when I worked my fingers down the lapels of his jacket to land on the button of his pants. He groaned when I undid the zipper. I was surprised to find that he wasn't wearing underwear.


  "Evangeline…" he whispered my name. I looked up into his eyes through my eyelashes and then traced my tongue up his hardened length. His whole body shuddered in pleasure. I traced the head of him with my tongue, before taking him into my mouth. His hips bucked in response and his hand twisted into my hair.


  "Your mouth feels so fucking good," he groaned with his eyes closed and his head resting on the back of the seat. I ran my fist along his length as I bobbed up and down, taking him fully into my mouth every few passes. Both of his hands tangled in my hair and tightened as his hips began to meet my mouth in rhythm; I could tell he was close. I took him to the back of my throat and tightened my lips as I pulled up and then I felt spurts of his salty flavor in my mouth. I continued a few more passes along his length softly as he rode out his orgasm and then popped off his length with a grin. Carter pulled me up his body and kissed me with fervor. He pressed his lips so hard to mine I thought they would bruise.


  "You blow my mind, Evangeline," he pulled away and gave me a crooked smile, his eyes hooded with a look of equal parts lust and something else. The limo pulled to a stop and Carter zipped and buttoned his pants just as the door was opening. His driver stood waiting for us to exit the car.


  "Will you come in?" Carter's hand touched my cheek with a smile. I nodded. He grabbed my hand and we stepped out onto the curb at a townhouse on Beacon Street.


  "Thanks, Parker," he nodded at his driver. He walked me up steep steps with his hand tight around mine. A light glowed through two limestone pillars illuminating the doorway. We stopped and he punched in a code before opening the door for us. We walked into a spacious entryway with dark marble floors and creamy white walls with elegant crown molding. 


  Carter turned and pushed me up against the door that had just closed behind us and slid his hand up the length of my thigh. His other hand snaked around my waist as he leaned in and kissed me delicately on the lips. My hands tangled in his hair and pulled. A rumble escaped his chest and his hand slid down to my bottom and squeezed tightly.


  "I love you in this dress, Evangeline, but it's much too restrictive for what I want to do to you," his eyes sparked with lust. He ran one hand slowly up my back, following the curve of my spine, and found the zipper at the top of the dress. He slid the zipper down slowly as my heart began to pound and I arched my back into him. He unzipped the dress and it loosened on my body without falling. One finger played with the lace above my breasts, before slowly tugging the fabric down to reveal my chest to him. My nipples hardened as the fabric grazed my over-sensitive skin. His eyes looked at me through dark lashes before he dove in, finding my nipple with his teeth and tugging firmly, before sucking it into his mouth. My body shuddered in pleasure and my hands held his head to my chest, urging him on. He planted one hand firmly on the door behind me and pinned me to it with the length of his body. I was panting with need, my body awash with sensitivity. My hands went to the lapels of his open jack and pushed it off of him, and then began working on the buttons of his dress shirt. I yanked the shirt out of his pants and threw it off of his shoulders. I undid the top bottom of his pants before his hands grabbed my wrists tightly, forcing me to stop. My eyes scanned his slim body, from the undone button at the top of his dark dress pants, to the distinct V shape of his pelvic muscle, up to the hard planes of his chest. My fingertips ached to run along his body. I moved my hands to touch him but he held my wrists tighter and shook his head.


  "No, Evangeline," he pulled my wrists above my head and locked them together with one hand. He attacked my neck with nibbles and licks, making his way to my lips and pressing deeply. Carter Morgan kissed me the most passionately I had ever been kissed in my life. This one man seemed to embody passion, from head to toe. He snaked his free hand to the top of my dress and pulled it down my body slowly. The fabric running over my oversensitive skin drove me to distraction and I arched my hips, seeking friction against him.


  "Not yet, Evangeline. I want to see you," his eyes burned into mine. He pulled the dress down over my hips until it finally dropped and pooled at my feet. I stood before him in my black lace boy shorts and a pair of black Louboutins with my hands pinned over my head by Carter Morgan. I’d never felt more exposed or turned on. My body writhed as a smile played across his lips. He fingered the lace waistband of my panties, threatening to pull them off of me.


  "Lace again, Evangeline?" Carter licked his lips, reminding me of our sexy escapade outside the club the night before.


  My heart thrummed in my chest, and his palm traveled around my hips to land on my bottom. His hand ran down my thigh of the same leg and hitched it up around his hip. He kissed me deeply, ending with a bite on my bottom lip before he released my wrists and placed his hand on my other thigh, bouncing me up onto his hips. He held me against the wall, and I ground my core into him as a means to relieve the tension throughout my body. My most sensitive places ached to be filled by him and if the tension wasn't relieved soon I thought I would combust.


  I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled the scent of his skin beneath his ear. I tugged on his hair hard to let him know that I was ready for him. He must have gotten the message because he held my bottom in both of his hands, backed me off of the wall, and walked with quick steps to the sweeping staircase.


  



  Six


  



  Carter held me wrapped around his body as he took the stairs two at a time. He opened a door and we entered the master suite that encompassed the entire top floor of the townhouse. The room was lit with a wash of moonlight from the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the public garden and the city beyond. I was sure the view would normally take my breath away if I wasn't wrapped around the hard body of Carter Morgan at the moment.


  "I'll fuck you against those windows Evangeline, but not tonight," he laid me back on the crisp white linens of his king bed and stood back to look at me. The dress pants hung low on his hips with the top button undone; he looked dangerously sexy bathed in the moonlight and all I could think about was his body pressed against mine.


  "Good enough to eat, Evangeline," his eyes grazed up and down my body.


  "I could say the same about you," my eyes met his. He gave me a lopsided grin as he picked up my foot and traced along it with his nose. He took one shoe off and dropped it to the floor. He set my foot back down onto the bed softly, and then removed my other shoe before crawling up the bed and over my body. His fingers caught the waistband of my panties.


  "I hope you aren't fond of these," Carter ripped the delicate lace off of my body and shoved them into the pocket of his pants. My heart skipped a few beats as he ran his nose up the side of my thigh, locking my legs into place with his strong hands. I writhed under his grip in anticipation of what he might do.


  "You smell intoxicating," he ghosted over my center before sliding his tongue between my thighs. I cried out in pleasure at finally feeling his touch where my body wanted it most.


  "Always so ready," Carter pulled away for a moment before running his tongue back up to the sensitive bundle of nerves. I cried out again and arched into him. My hands tangled in his hair and and tugged on the silky strands. He alternated sucking and nibbling before slowly pushing one finger inside me. Desire flooded through me as Carter continued to lick and bite before sliding another finger into me and pumping his hand. My body was beginning to tense and I was ready to explode underneath him, but I wanted to feel him inside me. I tried to pull him up to me, to signal him that I was ready for him.


  "Not yet, Evangeline. I want you to come first," Carter pumped deeper and sucked harder and I fell over the cliff as pleasure washed through my body. My fingers tightened my grip in his hair as my body tensed and then relaxed under him. My heart was pounding in my ears and my breathing came out in ragged pants.


  "You taste as sweet as I thought you would," Carter crawled up my body and then kissed me on the lips, forcing his tongue into my mouth to taste myself on him. The action was a surprising turn on, and it made my head dizzy with lust to taste myself and him mingled together. I held his head tightly to mine and kissed him with passion. Carter pulled away from me and I groaned.


  "Eager are we, Miss Austin?" Carter grinned as he backed off of the bed and unzipped his pants, letting them drop to the floor. My eyes flicked to his length as he stroked it a few times while watching me.


  "You've got me so hard, Eva," Carter's eyes blazed. He crawled over me on the bed and held my head tightly between his hands as he kissed me and ran the tip of his length between my legs. I wrapped both arms around his body, digging my nails into his back. My legs locked around his waist and pressed him harder into my center, urging him on.


  "Are you ready for me, Eva?" My eyes flickered up to his as he froze above me.


  "Yes," the air whooshed out of my lungs.


  "Say it," he ground his hips into me, teasing me.


  "I’m ready for you," I whispered and arched my back into him.


  "Ready for me to do what, Evangeline?" He continued to taunt me.


  "Ready for you to fuck me. Please fuck me, Carter," my fingernails dug into his back.


  Carter groaned above me. "I like to hear you beg, Evangeline," he attacked my mouth with his as he shoved into me in one quick motion. I gasped into his mouth at the sudden feeling of him inside me. My body quickly adjusted to him and he began to ease in and out. He kissed and nibbled along my neck and his hands stroked from my breasts to my hips. Then he leaned back and took my calf in his hand and held it up high over his shoulder as he began to slam into me. I cried out in pleasure as the new angle had him hitting a new and delicious spot.


  "You feel so fucking tight, Eva," Carter thrust in and out and I put my hands above my head to brace myself against the headboard.


  "You look so sexy laid out for me like this," Carter placed another hand on my breast and squeezed tightly. He was filling me to the hilt and I couldn't imagine that anything could ever feel better. Just then Carter's hand trailed down from my breast to my hypersensitive bundle of nerves and began to press and massage in circles.


  "Come for me, Eva," Carter continued to rock in and out of me. I locked eyes with him and my orgasm ripped through me, sending tingles down to my toes and a wash of pleasure to my head. Carter groaned and his jaw tightened and then I felt his body pulse. His strokes slowed and he collapsed on top of me panting. My fingers intertwined in his hair and my heart felt like it would thud out of my chest as Carter's head lay on top of it. His breathing slowed and he rolled to the side and curled around my body, locking me in his embrace as I heard his breathing deepen. My own lids grew heavy and I fell asleep almost instantly.


  



  I stretched my arms back like a cat and sighed deep before realization dawned on my foggy brain that I wasn't in my own bed. And that my girly parts were sore. I'd gone home with Carter last night, and here I was the morning after, inhaling the musky scent of our lovemaking on his sheets. Images of the limo ride here, me pinned against the wall, and him between my legs flashed through my mind. 


  I opened my eyes slowly and rolled over to find myself alone in his bed. The wrinkled white sheet was draped over my naked body and suddenly I felt only shame. Carter had crept out on me; did he regret last night? Should I get dressed and sneak out the door? I bit my lip and looked around the room for my clothes and then realized Carter had peeled me out of my dress in the foyer, and then ripped my panties off of me last night. I had nothing to wear except one great pair of shoes. 


  My eyes darted around the room for something to cover up with. What a walk of shame this would be. Carter's undershirt lay across the chair by the door and I swiped for it and made my way to his en suite bathroom. I did my business then stepped in front of the mirror to access the damage. I ran my fingers quickly through my hair to get out the tangles and then splashed my face with water in an attempt to look fresh. I pulled the shirt over my head and stretched it to cover my bottom as much as possible. I didn't know what I would face when I walked out of the bedroom door, but I had to make at least an attempt at dignity in the current situation. I blew the air out of my lungs, held my head high, and sauntered out of the bedroom and made my way down the stairs.


  Whiskey and Lace (Lace Series #2) 


  



  



  "Evangeline," Carter stood and closed the space between us in quick, confident strides. The energy sparked between us and my heart began to flutter in my chest. 


  "You look beautiful," he nuzzled into my neck as he slid my jacket off of my shoulders. "Good enough to eat," he trailed his tongue up the curve of my neck, skimming my ear with his teeth. My heart began to pound and my stomach clenched in arousal. He guided me to the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the river and the city streets. 


  "It's breathtaking," my breathing quickened as his hands skimmed up my torso. 


  "You're breathtaking," he lifted my shirt over my head. I stood looking out over the city in my jeans and bra as Carter's fingers trailed down the curve of my spine. He quickly unhooked the button of my jeans and he slid the denim over my hips. 


  "I love you in lace," Carter fingered the delicate fabric of my panties. I turned in his arms and began to loosen his tie and undo the buttons of his dress shirt. My eyes darted to his office door and I worried my bottom lip between my teeth.


  "Soundproof walls, Evangeline. You can scream as loud as you want," a sexy, lopsided smile played across his lips.


  



  



  Look for Whiskey and Lace, Book Two in the Lace Series in January 2013. 
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  The tile was cool beneath my bare feet as I descended the stairs softly. The house was silent with no sign of Carter. His sense of interior design was impeccable; dark marble tile covered the floors and modern art pieces decorated the room. He had stunning abstract paintings on the walls that provided the only source of color in the house. Large windows overlooked a fantastic view of Boston Public Garden with the city beyond. Cream leather furniture was positioned in front of the fireplace and a cozy white rug contrasted with the dark floors. 



  I moved towards what I thought must be the kitchen and took a breath, preparing myself to come face to face with Carter. I turned the corner and he sat with his leg crossed ankle to knee and his phone to his ear. He wore a pair of jeans and a plain black t-shirt and still managed to look deliciously sexy. His hair was still damp from a shower and I wanted nothing more than to run my fingers through it. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as memories flashed back from last night. 


  Just then Carter looked up at me and a small frown played across his lips as his eyes scanned my under-dressed form. He held up a finger and then pointed to the coffee pot on the counter. I made my way further into the kitchen and took a coffee mug off of the rack. I poured and inhaled; the warm steam calming my nerves instantly.


  "Cream or sugar?" Carter had ended his phone call and stood across the kitchen from me. I spun around to see his steely blue eyes watching me.


  "Cream would be good." I watched as his lean form strode to the built in fridge and then slammed the carton down beside me on the counter. 


  "On second thought, I think I'll just go." I set my cup down and left the kitchen.


  "Evangeline, stop. We need to talk about last night."


  "There's nothing to talk about it. I'll leave and we can pretend it never happened," I shot back at him. His eyes hardened in response. 


  "No. Evangeline." He grabbed my arm tightly. "We didn't use protection," Carter gritted through his teeth. "I always use condoms. I just… forgot." Anger burned in his eyes. 


  "Oh, I'm on birth control." I tugged the hem of the shirt down nervously. 


  "Oh, thank God." Carter ran a hand through his hair. 


  "And I'm clean. Not that I've had a lot of partners, but I've been checked for STDs, and I'm clean." I paused, waiting for him to respond. When he didn't I turned on the heel of my foot without looking at him. "I'm going to get my dress and go." 


  "Wait, is that what you want, Evangeline?" He grabbed my arm again. "Because that's not what I want." His eyes softened. "I'm sorry. I should have asked you, instead of being an ass. And I'm clean too. I get checked regularly." I narrowed my eyes at him. 


  "Hey, really. Stay." He pulled me into his arms and tickled my earlobe with his breath. "We'll have breakfast." I regarded him for a minute more, debating. He pecked me on the lips before pulling me by the hand back into the kitchen. 


  'What do you want for breakfast?" A smile played across my lips once I realized there would be no coyote ugly moment this morning. 


  "I’m fine. Coffee is perfect."


  "I don't think so, Evangeline. You're eating something, whether I make it or we go out." 


  I smiled; bossy Carter had returned. 


  "You cook for all the girls you bring home?" I teased.


  "I don't bring girls home, Evangeline. I've never brought anyone here." He gazed at me. 


  "Oh." I averted my eyes from his. 


  Carter pulled out eggs, peppers, and cheese from the fridge. He cracked the eggs into a bowl and cussed when a piece of shell fell in. I giggled and took another sip of my coffee. Carter shot me a glare over his shoulder and then a smile broke out across his face. I watched him with a smirk as he chopped peppers because  it was painfully obvious that this was not something he did often. 



  "I can't watch for another minute." I stood and made my way to him. "Let me see." I held my hand out for the knife. 


  "Thank God." He handed me the knife and watched as I diced the peppers quickly.


  "You do this often, then?" Carter leaned into me, his arousal pressing into my bottom.


  "Don't distract the woman who wields the knife." I giggled as he nuzzled into my neck. 


  "Of course." Carter stretched his toned arms above my head to grab a skillet from an overhead rack, pressing his body into me. I turned and traced my fingers along the waistband of his jeans, paying special attention to the trail of hair that dipped below the waistband. Carter groaned as he set the skillet down on the counter and wrapped his arms around my body, pinning me between himself and the counter. 


  "Did I tell you how sexy you look in my shirt?" Carter pushed his hips into me, and then set me up on the counter. "You're gorgeous, Evangeline. Every guy had his eyes on you last night, and every woman was jealous." 


  I felt the warmth rise to my cheeks in embarrassment. 


  He held my hips tightly as he kissed me deeply. I wrapped my fingers in his hair and tugged as a groan escaped his throat. 


  "Breakfast," I whispered breathless. 


  "Fuck breakfast." Carter took my face in his hands and pressed his lips harder to mine. He lifted me off the counter and turned me around to face the island. 


  "Lean over, and grab the other side." 


  I obeyed and rubbed my thighs together in anticipation. 


  "Ready as ever, Miss Austin." Carter slid his hands up my thighs and lifted the shirt to expose my bare bottom. "So sexy." He smoothed his hand over my ass and then smacked it roughly. I jumped in surprise and squeaked. 


  "You're so sweet, Evangeline." He rubbed the place he had just smacked and then dipped his fingers lower to slide down my center. He pressed two fingers into me and worked back and forth. 


  "I can't get enough of you." He pulled his fingers out of my body and leaned over my back. He lightly traced his fingers, wet with my arousal, along my bottom lip and I opened my mouth and sucked them in. The taste of me on his skin caused a new wave of arousal to pass through me and I pressed myself into his hips. Sex before Carter had been good, but sex with Carter was mind-blowing. 


  "Oh, Evangeline." Carter ground his hips into my bottom before he pulled away. I heard the zipper of his jeans slide down and then he grabbed my hips tightly with both hands and slammed into me. The instant sense of fullness was overwhelming and I groaned in pleasure. 


  "Do you like it when I'm rough with you, Evangeline?" Carter kneaded the flesh of my backside with his hand. 


  "Yes," the word hissed between my teeth.


  "Only I belong here." He pumped harder. "Only me. Say it, Evangeline."


  "Yes, only you." 


  Carter pinched my sensitive bud and slammed quicker into me in response to my words. I fell over the cliff and my legs were immediately weak with pleasure. Carter held my hips and pumped once more before he reached his own climax and slowed his pace. He rubbed my backside and then slowly pulled out of me. He turned me around in his arms and held me tight to his chest, supporting my body with his own. I laid my head on his shoulder and sighed deep. My veins buzzed with pleasure as Carter held me and stroked my hair with his palm. 


  



  We finished making the omelets together and ate peacefully at the island. 


  "So who is Madeleine?" I attempted nonchalance. 


  "A friend. A business associate. Why?" He scooped another bite into his mouth. 


  "No reason." 


  Carter quirked an eyebrow at me. 


  "She approached me last night, outside. She seemed… possessive."


  "She's just looking out for me. She's harmless." He took a sip of his coffee. "Do you want to go out today? Or we could stay in." He skimmed his hand along my torso suggestively. I giggled as he stood between my legs and held his arms around me. 


  "I would like to take a shower before I do anything else." I pulled away. 


  "But I like my scent on you." He ducked his head and sucked my bottom lip into his mouth. His attention seared a pathway of heat straight to my core. He pulled away gently, running a thumb across my cheek. "You can use the shower in my bedroom. I already took one this morning, otherwise I would join you." He grinned. I hopped off of the bar stool and Carter swatted me on the behind on the way out of the kitchen.


  



  I stepped out of Carter's glass-walled shower and wrapped myself in a towel. I admired the large bathroom tiled in cream and beige. The aesthetic was somehow old world, which contrasted with the stark, modern design of the rest of the house. I stepped up to the vanity that ran the length of one wall and studied myself in the mirror. Green eyes shined back at me and my long, dark hair fell wet down my back. My lips were swollen with Carter's kisses and my skin was still flushed from our tryst in the kitchen. 


  I shuffled through drawers until I found a brush to run through my hair. I stepped out of Carter's bathroom still wrapped in a towel and found a pair of jeans and a green sweater laying across the bed in my size with the tags still on. Next to that lay a white lace bra and panty set, also in my size. I was relieved that I now had clothes to wear, but it was a little disconcerting that he knew my size perfectly. 


  I dressed quickly and made my way down to the main floor. Carter sat on the leather couch in the living room. The sight of him in jeans and a t-shirt reclined on the couch took my breath away. It was so intimate somehow, to see a man who spent his days dressed in suits relaxing before me in casual wear. 


  I smiled and curled up on the opposite end of the couch from him. 


  "Feel better?" Carter set down papers he had been looking at. I nodded back at him with a smile. "I sent Parker for some clothes. I hope they're the right size?"


  "They are, thank you."


  "I told him green because it brings out your eyes." 


  I smiled at him. This morning-after Carter was sweet and attentive, not at all like the controlling, demanding man of last night. Not that I was complaining about that Carter either. 


  "You know, we should go to Aspen this weekend. It's beautiful right now." 


  My eyes widened in surprise. Madeleine said he didn't mix friends with pleasure and yet here he was asking me to go out of town with him. 


  "I have a home there. My family spends Christmas in the mountains," he clarified when I still hadn't answered. This was the first time he'd mentioned his family. I wondered about them. What were his parents like? Did he have siblings? Nephews and nieces? I couldn't imagine Carter Morgan on the floor playing with kids. 


  "It sounds lovely." My heart fluttered at the thought of a weekend away with Carter. 


  "It is. I'll take you this weekend. We can take my jet." Carter grinned. "You'll love it." My eyes widened in surprise. I'd been around the fashion scene for a few years now, so while the wealthy lifestyle wasn't foreign to me, it had never touched my life personally. I'd grown up in a modest, middle-class household; private jets and a second home in the mountains weren't something that were on my radar. 


  "Do you ski?" I stretched my legs out to intertwine with his. 


  "No." He grabbed my foot and began to rub the arch softly. "I just like to get away. So we'll leave Friday afternoon," Carter informed me as if I’d already said yes. I laughed at him and shook my head. And demanding Carter was back. 


  "What?" He stopped rubbing my foot. 


  "Nothing. You. I didn't say I could go, Carter. I have things to do. I just moved. I don't even have everything put away yet," I pleaded halfheartedly. 


  "Work on it this week. I'm taking you." He began rubbing my foot again. "We'll fly out at four on Friday. Don't bother packing, I want you naked as much as possible next weekend." His eyes sparkled. I leaned up to swat him, but he dodged and then pulled me into his lap and kissed me deeply. 


  "You are quite demanding, Mr. Morgan." I sat straddled on his lap and could feel him getting hard against my thigh. 


  "You are incredibly stubborn, Miss Austin." He nipped along the line of my neck. "I'll call my doctor this week to get you an appointment to get on the shot." My body stiffened in his arms. 


  "Excuse me?" I pulled back, unsure if I'd heard him correctly. 


  "For birth control. Not that I don't trust you, but the shot is just easier. For both of us. It's peace of mind for me and you don't have to remember to take a pill every day."


  "I'm not getting the shot." I jumped off of his lap. 


  "Why? No one else has ever had a problem with it." He glared right back at me. 


  "You make all the women you sleep with get the shot? That's rich, Carter. Real classy. Besides, you don't need to worry about me getting knocked up."


  His eyes narrowed in confusion. "Why not?"


  My heart felt like it would beat out of my chest and I clenched my teeth together in anger. "I can't have kids." I stared at the artwork above his mantle. When he didn't say anything I glanced back at him on the couch. His eyes had softened.


  "You don't have to feel bad. I've known for a long time. I had to have surgery when I was a kid and there was a lot of scar tissue left behind. It's impossible for me to get pregnant." I sat down on the opposite end of the couch from him. "So, the shot isn't necessary. I'm only on pills to help regulate my cycle." I avoided his sympathetic gaze. 


  "I'm sorry, Eva."


  "Don't be. It was a long time ago. So do your parents live in Boston?" I was desperate to change the subject. 


  "Yes." He slid closer to me on the couch and brushed my hand with his own. "My mom and dad live in Belmont." 


  I knew it was one of the wealthier neighborhoods outside of the city. 



  "Technically my stepdad, but they've been married since I was young, so he's like my dad."


  "Do you have siblings?" 


  "A younger half-brother and sister." His thumb worked circles in the palm of my hand soothingly. I got the impression that he was making an effort to open up to me since he had forced me to reveal a painful secret. 


  "What about your real dad?" His hand froze in my own for a moment before he relaxed and started caressing it again. 


  "I don't know him. He left when I was little."


  I sensed it was a sore subject. "I'm sorry," I climbed up into his lap and whispered in his ear. His palms traveled up my denim-clad thighs and held my hips tightly. 


  "It was a long time ago." His voice sounded gruff with pain or anger, I couldn't tell. 


  I kissed his lips softly and then Carter pulled my body tight to his and consumed my lips in a passionate kiss.  He leaned me back on the couch and kissed me fiercely, then pressed the length of his body flush against mine, and I was lost to Carter Morgan again. 


  Two


  



  



  When I went home Sunday Cate grilled me for all of the information about my night, and subsequent morning, spent with Carter. She bounced off the walls to hear that we'd spent time between his sheets, and on his counter top, and then died a little more when she found out I was spending the weekend with him in Aspen. 


  



  -How's your latte? A text from Carter came in while I was working at the corner table at the coffee shop Monday morning.


  -Delicious. I smiled to myself. 


  -I miss the taste of your skin. I blushed and glanced around the busy tables. I felt sure that anyone around could tell I was exchanging sexy texts with one very hot CEO. 


  -I miss your lips on my skin… and other places… I smiled to myself, knowing it would drive him wild. 


  -Evangeline… I’m in a meeting.


  -Naughty you for texting when you should be paying attention.


  -I can't stop thinking about laying you out on my kitchen counter again. My heart skipped a few beats.


  -Look forward to it. A few seconds later my phone rang. 


  "Parker will be there in 10 to pick you up," Carter's rough voice came over the speaker. 


  "Where am I going?" 


  "Lunch, with me in my office. I'm going to take you over my desk, Evangeline." My nerves tingled in anticipation.


  "What if I have work to do?" I teased him. 


  "Don't toy with me, Evangeline. Ten minutes." And with that he hung up. A smile spread across my face as I gathered my notes and shut down my laptop. 


  A few minutes later Parker came into the coffee shop. 


  "Ms. Austin." He nodded and picked up my bag. 


  "Hi, Parker." I gave him a small smile. Was he used to picking up women to deliver to Carter for a lunchtime liaison? I didn't want to think about it. I couldn't think about it, or I wouldn't get into that car, and I really wanted to get into that car.


  I slipped into the back seat of the Bentley. With the privacy window down I decided to probe Parker for some answers about his enigmatic boss. I imagined he would know things no one else did. I bit my bottom lip as Parker slid into the driver seat and glanced at me in the rear view mirror. 


  "How long have you worked for Carter?" I smiled at Parker as if I were making casual conversation. This was anything but casual, I was on a fact-finding mission. 


  "Eight years." Parker pulled away from the curb. 


  "Does Carter do lunchtime meetings often?" I chewed my bottom lip, steeling myself for Parker's response. 


  "No, Ms. Austin." My eyes darted to Parker's in the mirror. I wasn't expecting that. "He's good to work for; takes care of his employees." It felt like Parker was trying to tell me something more about Carter. That he had integrity and empathy. 


  "Here you go, Ms. Austin." The car pulled up to the curb in front of Hancock Tower. 


  "Thank you, Parker." I smiled at him as I slid out of the car. I walked through the glass doors of the impressive building and made my way to the security desk.


  "Straight up to the 60th floor, Ms. Austin." A security guard escorted me to the elevators. I stepped in and was whooshed to the top floor of the skyscraper in less than a minute. My heart began to pound in anticipation. The doors slid open to a brightly lit lobby with floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city. 


  The receptionist gave me a genuine smile. "Go right in, Ms. Austin." She nodded her head to a pair of dark mahogany doors with a smile. I felt instantly uncomfortable. Did she know what I was doing here? I suddenly felt like a high-class hooker. In that instant I wanted to turn and run, but I knew that I wouldn't. The pull Carter had on me was too strong. 


  I paused for a moment before knocking softly on the door. 


  "Come in," the clear and confident voice came from inside the office. I opened the door slowly and peered in. He sat behind a large, mahogany desk and I immediately felt nervous. What was I doing here? I had half a mind to turn on my heel and run as far away from Carter Morgan as my feet could carry me. In that instant I knew Carter wasn't just a good time and great sex, he was creeping into my heart and I wouldn't be able to stand it when he walked away and crushed it. 


  "Evangeline." Carter stood and closed the space between us in a few quick strides. The energy sparked between us and my heart began to flutter in my chest. 


  "You look beautiful." He nuzzled into my neck as he slid the jacket off of my shoulders. "Good enough to eat." He trailed his tongue up the curve of my neck, skimming my ear with his teeth. My heart began to pound and my stomach clenched in arousal. He guided me to the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city streets and the river beyond.


  "You've got the best view in the building." I smiled.


  "I should, considering I own the place." His arms tightened around my waist. 


  "You own The Hancock?" I turned to glance at him over my shoulder. 


  "Yes." He skimmed his hands along my rib cage and grazed his fingers under my breasts.


  "It's breathtaking." I gazed out at Boston laid before us. 


  "You're breathtaking." He lifted my shirt over my head. I stood looking out over the city in my jeans and bra as Carter's fingers trailed down the curve of my spine. He quickly unhooked the button of my jeans and slid the denim over my hips. 


  "I love you in lace." Carter fingered the delicate fabric of my panties. I turned in his arms and began to loosen his tie and undo the buttons of his dress shirt. My eyes darted to his office door and I worried my bottom lip between my teeth.


  "Soundproof walls, Evangeline. You can scream as loud as you want." A sexy lopsided smile played across his lips.


  Carter traced circles on my shoulder as his eyes blazed into mine. Butterflies jumped in my stomach when his shirt hung open and his toned chest was revealed. I traced my fingers along the edge of his pants before I unhooked the button and slid the fabric over his narrow hips. They dropped to his ankles and I discovered that he once again wasn't wearing anything underneath. What was it with this man? He stood before me in a loose tie with his dress shirt hanging open and nothing else. I dusted my fingers along his hardened length and his hips jerked and he sucked in a quick breath. I dropped to my knees in front of the floor to ceiling windows and traced his length with my tongue. 


  "Evangeline." His fingers slid into my hair and tightened. I looked up at him through my eyelashes as I worked his arousal. His eyes were trained on me as he panted and moved his hips slowly with my rhythm. 


  "You're so fucking beautiful." He took his tie off and let his shirt pool on the floor and then he hauled me up his body. My nipples hardened instantly at the contact. He unhooked my bra in an instant and let the fabric slide down my arms. He wrapped one hand around my neck and pulled my lips to his. 


  "I need to be inside you." He gripped the edge of my panties and ripped, then slammed me against the cold glass of the windows and hoisted my legs around his waist. His fingers dug into my bottom and the pain and pleasure of it had my core throbbing with need. He slammed into me in one hard jerk and pounded me against the windows overlooking the city. 


  My fingernails dug into his back and he groaned and pounded into me with quick, measured strokes. I threw my head back and Carter attacked my neck, scraping the flesh with his teeth. One hand was planted firmly on the glass beside my head to support us and his other gripped the nape of my neck. He was pounding into me relentlessly and the heat from his body on my front and the cold panes of glass against my back was intensifying my arousal and causing my nerve endings to hum. 


  "It's just you and me," Carter ground through his teeth. I felt a quickening in the pit of my stomach and I knew I was close.  "Say it." He moved his hand to my hip and held on to me tightly.


  "You and me," I panted and I felt my core begin to clench. 


  "Hold it, Evangeline. Wait for me." Carter pounded harder. My fingernails dug into his flesh and ran down his back. 


  "I can't." I panted and thrust my hips into him harder. 


  "Now, Evangeline." My orgasm ripped through me and I landed my teeth into his shoulder, blinded with the overwhelming sensation. Carter's hand dug into the flesh of my hip as he ground out the last few strokes of his orgasm. His head landed on my shoulder and I clung to his sweat-slicked skin waiting for my breathing to recover. We'd steamed up the windows and my body slid against the cool panes of glass. Carter stepped back, still inside me, and sat in his office chair with me straddling him. My heartbeat began to calm and I wiggled in his lap to reposition myself. 


  "Do much of that and I'll take you again over my desk, Evangeline." 


  My eyebrows arched in surprise and the corner of Carter's mouth lifted in a sexy smirk. I slowly stood up and found my jeans to get dressed. Carter slid his pants over his hips and pulled his shirt on and buttoned it. He reached for my bra and passed it to me and pocketed the tattered lace that was formerly my panties. I arched an eyebrow at him. 


  "I won't have any panties left if you continue at this rate." I slid my bra over my arms and fastened it. 


  "I'll buy you more." He grinned and sat down in his chair, adjusting his tie. 


  I sat down on the desk in front of him and placed my feet on either side of his hips. He slid himself between my legs and ran his warm hands up my jean-clad thighs. 


  "I like you like this." His fingertips played with the skin just above the waist of my jeans. I ran my fingers through his hair and pulled teasingly. 


  "And I like you like this." Carter may be controlling in all aspects of his life, but at this moment I felt like I was in control. I sat perched above him and his eyes twinkled up at me through dark lashes. My heart thudded in my chest as the energy buzzed between us. He pulled me tighter into him and I dropped my head to press my lips to his.  I was falling for Carter Morgan and I had a sinking feeling he would trample all over my heart. 


  "Join me for dinner tonight." Carter wrapped an arm around my waist and kissed the top of my head a few minutes later as I was leaving his office. 


  "What's on the menu?" I smiled up at him. 


  "I'll make something." Carter's arms wrapped around me. 


  "You're cooking?"


  "Of course, why the surprise, Miss Austin?" A crooked grin spread across his face. 


  "Well, after breakfast…" I shuddered. 


  "Breakfast doesn't happen to be my forte." He gave my bottom a playful squeeze. 


  "So what is your forte, chef?"


  "Just be at my house at seven." He smacked my bottom as I stepped into the elevator. I turned and smiled at the  sexy grin that was spread across his face. The elevator doors closed and I sighed happily. This man drove me insane with both anger and pleasure but I knew I didn't have a chance of walking away from him. 


  



  Three 


  



  



  "Mmm, smells delicious." I inhaled as Carter greeted me at his front door. He wore an apron over blue jeans that hung loose on his hips. I handed him the bottle of Merlot I'd brought and he he kissed me fully on the lips in greeting. I deepened the kiss and grabbed his ass and squeezed. "I can't wait for dinner," I said in a throaty whisper. 


  "You are terrible, Evangeline." 


  I winked and skirted by him into the foyer. 


  "Spaghetti?" I headed for his kitchen where the delicious aroma was coming from. 


  "Best in Boston." Carter opened the wine as I grabbed two wine glasses. 


  "We'll see about that hotshot." I teased him. I dipped a wooden spoon into the bubbling tomato sauce and tasted it. "Oh, Carter," I moaned in pleasure. 


  He arched one eyebrow at me and a flash of heat crossed his eyes. 


  "You are a distraction, Evangeline. Dining room, go." He guided me out of the kitchen. I grinned and sashayed my hips, knowing his eyes were on me.


  I sat down at the table and a minute later Carter sauntered out of the kitchen with two plates of spaghetti and garlic bread. He topped off our wine glasses and we dug into the pasta. 


  Eating spaghetti was an embarrassing experience in the best of times, but my nerves were on overdrive trying to eat with some elegance in front of Carter. 


  "You've got sauce." His eyes gleamed in amusement as he gestured to the corner of my mouth. I blushed in embarrassment and slid my tongue along my bottom lip to catch the sauce. Carter's eyes widened for a moment and then he leaned in with a dangerous gleam in his eye. He touched the corner of my lip gently with the pad of his thumb and then slid it between his lips and sucked it off. My heart thudded in my ears. 


  "You plus my tomato sauce tastes delicious." He grinned. I rolled my eyes at him. I twirled more pasta around my fork and took a bite, slurping the last errant noodles between my lips with a smile. 


  "So ladylike." Carter grinned. My tongue darted out along my lips to clean up the sauce. Carter's eyes zoomed to my lips and watched with a lusty grin. 


  "Done?" Carter raised an eyebrow.


  "Not yet." I set my fork down and reached for my wine glass, sipping the red liquid and letting it swirl around over my taste buds. I closed my eyes and moaned softly at the rich liquid sliding down my throat. I heard Carter groan and my eyes flashed open just as Carter reached me and swung me into his arms. 


  "Where are we going?" My brows knit together in confusion. 


  "My bed," he mumbled through clenched teeth. Carter hauled me up the stairs to the top floor and leaned me back on his bed. He crawled over me, hiking my dress up along the way. He laved along my neck with his tongue and then pinched my flesh between his teeth. I pressed my hips into his hardness and tangled my fingers in his silky, toffee hair. 


  "Oh God, Carter. Please." I panted.


  "Please, what?" He kneaded the flesh of my breasts through my dress.


  "Undress me." I arched my body into his. He hauled me forward and pulled the fabric over my head then teased the strap of my bra with his teeth before pulling it off of my shoulder. 


  "So beautiful." he pulled the cups down, forcing the flesh up over the fabric. He pinched one nipple between his fingers and sucked the other into his mouth. A rush of heat drove straight to my center. Carter had the ability to drive me to the brink of orgasm with just a few simple touches. 


  "Please, Carter," I moaned. He palmed my mound from the outside of my panties, giving me the friction my body craved. 


  "Tell me what you want." His fingers ghosted over the fabric. 


  "You, I want you. Fuck me, Carter." I writhed in his palm. 


  "With pleasure." Carter grabbed the edge of my panties and tore them off of me. He flipped me over on the bed with my bottom in the air. 


  "So sexy." He smoothed his hand over the curves of my body and then dipped his fingers into my center. "And always so ready for me." 


  I heard the zipper of his jeans come down. I pushed my bottom further into him to urge him on and felt him against my cheeks. His hand came down in one quick smack and he slammed into me at the same time. The instant fullness was overwhelming and a groan escaped my throat. Carter twisted his hand in my hair and pulled hard so my back was arched for him. He pumped fast and furious, as if he couldn't get enough of me. 


  "So fucking hot, Evangeline. Your body looks beautiful when I take you like this." 


  My hands twisted in the bed sheets as I struggled to maintain control. My insides pulsed at his words. I knew I would come soon, I couldn't even think of stopping it. My walls began to quicken in anticipation. 


  "Not yet, Evangeline." Carter pulled out of me just as quickly as he'd entered. He flipped me over and held both of my ankles above his shoulders. I bit down on my bottom lip; my body was so overworked right now I was straining to not fall over the cliff from the slightest brush of his skin.


  "Open your eyes, I want to see you when you come." Carter slammed into me again.


  "God, you feel so good." My hands clenched the top of his thighs as he pounded into me. A few errant locks of hair fell over his forehead and his skin glistened with a fine sheen of sweat. He looked undeniably beautiful and was all raw, primal male. One hand came down to press on my mound and he worked my sensitive center in circles with his thumb. He pressed and pinched and lightened his touch, only to repeat the process again. 


  "I fucking love being inside you, Evangeline." Carter slammed and pinched and I fell over the edge, unable to hold my orgasm anymore. I felt Carter lose himself inside me and my body shuddered in pleasure as his thrusting slowed before he finally draped his long, lean form over me. I could feel our hearts pounding together furiously as we struggled to control our breathing.


  Carter skimmed my earlobe with his teeth and then pressed his lips to the skin of my neck.


  "You are so beautiful," he whispered in my ear. I could only smile in response, my body still weak. He ran his fingers through my tangled hair and nuzzled into my ear, taking a long, deep breath. "You smell beautiful," he whispered. I sighed contentedly and then rolled and wrapped my arms around his body. I opened my eyes slowly a few beats later to find him staring at me thoughtfully. A slow grin spread across my face. 


  "What?" He smiled. 


  "You." I whispered. 


  "What about me?" He traced the shell of my ear lightly with his thumb. 


  "You're all lovey post-orgasm." 


  His eyebrows shot up in surprise. "I suppose so." He kissed me softly on the lips. "Will you come with me to a dinner tomorrow? I'm meeting with a client and his wife, it's business, disguised as dinner." He traced my lips with his thumb. 


  "You're asking me?" My eyebrows arched in surprise. 


  "Of course." He pulled away.


  "Usually I'm told where I'll be, at what time, and what I'll be wearing." I smiled at him. 


  "I can do that too, if you like." He smirked. 


  My fingertips traced along the lines of his collarbone and shoulder. "I can't go. I promised Cate and Sawyer I would go to the Japanese steakhouse that just opened around the corner. They've been bugging me for a week, but I've been consumed with someone else." I smirked back at him. 


  "You're going with Sawyer?" His body stiffened instantly. 


  "Yeah, why?" My eyes shot to his. 


  "He's sure around a lot." Carter grumbled. 


  "He's Cate's brother." I shrugged. 


  "He wants to get in your pants, Evangeline." Carter's eyes bore into mine. 


  "No, he doesn't." I rolled me eyes. 


  "He does." Carter's fingers tightened into my bare hip. "I don't share, Evangeline." His eyes flashed possessively.


  "Don't be such a caveman." I pushed him away with some force to let him know I was serious. "Sawyer and I are so old news. He's moved on, and even if he hasn't, I'm interested in someone else." I smiled and traced my thumb along the curve of his mouth. Carter's hand grabbed my wrist and held it tightly. 


  "What do you mean he's moved on? You dated him?"


  "A long time ago. In high school." I tried to pull my hand away.


  "Did you sleep with him?" Carter's grip tightened on my wrist. I clenched my teeth in anger. 


  I ripped my hand out of his grasp, "Yes, I lost my virginity to him when I was sixteen." Carter's eyes flamed with anger. 


  His jaw clenched as the silence stretched between us. "When did you breakup?" 


  "When I was a freshman in college."


  "I don't want you to see him. Ever." His eyes narrowed at me.


  "Too bad. He's Cate's brother, he's in my life." I rolled off of the bed and reached for my discarded dress.  


  "Do you love him?" My head whipped around at his frank question. 


  "Of course not. I thought I did at one time. But I was sixteen, Carter." I slipped the dress over my head. 


  He regarded me thoughtfully. "I don't want you to see him. I can't stand the thought of his hands on your body, Evangeline. I can't stand that when he looks at you, he knows what you look like without your clothes on. I can't stand that he's been where I've been." A cold fury settled in his eyes. 


  I ground my teeth together in anger. I slipped my shoes on and then turned and walked out of Carter's room, down the stairs and straight out of his front door. 


  I walked across Beacon Street and through the gates of the public garden. I followed the winding path with angry steps. My phone buzzed in my hand and I looked down to see Carter's name flashing across the screen. I worried my bottom lip with my teeth. I hit silent and threw my phone into my bag. 



  I didn't want to see him. I wasn't interested in talking to him. There was nothing he could say that could excuse his behavior. Thinking he could control who I could and couldn't see was absurd. 


  Carter had me reeling from the day I'd met him. In the short time I'd known him he'd managed to consume my entire life. At least he'd shown his true colors before I'd gotten in too deep. 


  I slowed my pace because I knew I already was in too deep. I would need time to recover from the sexy, dangerous, controlling, intoxicating Carter Morgan. 


  I pulled my phone out of my bag and found eight missed calls and six new text messages in the few minutes it had taken me to cross the garden and exit onto Arlington. 


  -PICK UP YOUR PHONE! The last text read. I sighed. He was trying to bulldoze me again. I threw my phone back into my bag with force and crossed the street and made my way home. 


  



  



  



  



  Four


  



  



  The next morning I woke up with a massive headache from tossing and turning all night. Carter had been trying to call me and I'd kept hitting ignore. Cate asked me what was wrong, but I wasn't willing to talk about it considering our blowout involved her brother. 


  My brain needed to process it all first before I made any decisions. Carter and I had gone from a brief introduction at a party to fucking in his office a week later. All I could think of was getting a large dose of caffeine into my system. 


  I stepped into my walk-in and looked for something warm to protect against the October chill. While I made good money, I wasn't rich by any means. Designer clothing was the one thing I was willing to splurge on, and the other areas of my life had been known to suffer for it. I didn't own a car; it wasn't necessary in a congested city like Boston anyway, so I saved on a car payment and insurance. I was also pretty frugal in other areas of my life. I didn't eat out often and other than rent, my bills were pretty low. Not everything I wore was designer; I adored my worn pair of Gap jeans just like the next girl, and I've never found a consignment store I didn't like. Beautiful clothing was an art form; it had the ability to transform my mood. 


  I finally settled on a Burberry sweater dress that had black and navy stripes and a scoop neck. It was casual and comfy, but still was fitted enough to be flattering. I put on a pair of ankle boots and headed for the coffee shop in the hopes of chasing Carter Morgan from my brain and getting some work done. 


  



  I sat working for a few hours, sipping a triple vanilla latte when a hulking figure loomed over my table. 


  "Evangeline." 


  My heart leapt into my throat at his icy voice. I licked my lips nervously and looked up into his steely blue eyes. The air left my lungs. I did not want to do this here. I didn't want to do this at all. 


  "Is something wrong with your phone?" He ground threw clenched teeth. 


  "No." I held his gaze. 


  "Then why the fuck aren't you answering it?" I blinked at his harsh words. 


  "I'm not doing this, Carter."


  "Oh, we're doing this." He closed my laptop and shoved it in my bag. I crossed my arms and huffed at him. "I deserve an answer, Evangeline." He flung my bag over his shoulder and hauled me up by the crook of my elbow. 


  "I can walk, thank you." I wrenched my arm from his grip and headed for the doors of the coffee shop. He grabbed my elbow again and hauled me into the back seat of the Bentley. 


  "Drive," he snapped at Parker in the front seat before the privacy glass went up. 


  "What the fuck is your problem?" His eyes bore into mine. 


  "My problem? You trying to dictate who my friends are is my problem." I crossed my arms and glared out the window. 


  "He's your ex, I don't think that's too much to ask," Carter snarled. 


  "Well, I think it is. Are we done? I've got work to do."


  "Will you at least look at me?" Carter's tone softened. I took a deep breath and willed myself to relax and think rationally. I turned and glared at him. A small frown played across his lips. I sat silently waiting for him to say more. 


  "I wish you weren't mad at me." His eyes were soft and genuine. 


  "I wish you weren't a controlling, insecure stalker." I spat. His eyes shot up in surprise at the venom in my voice. 


  "He's in your life?" His eyes watched me. 


  "Yes," I deadpanned. 


  "Forever?" 


  "Maybe." 


  Carter took a deep sigh. I could see the thoughts turning over in his mind. "You don't want him?"


  "No."


  "What if I say that I can live with him in your life then? Will you not be mad at me?" I couldn't help the grin that lifted the corners of my mouth at his childish question. 


  "I don't know, Carter. You can't tell me who I can be around. I don't love being around Sawyer, but he's Cate's brother, so he's around. And I'm not giving up Cate, ever." I trailed off. 


  "I want you back, Eva." His hand brushed down my arm and he wrapped his fingers in mine. "I'll do anything if you'll come back." He squeezed my hand. I sat looking at our hands intertwined. I didn't know if I could deal with his mood swings; if I was willing to. When it was great with Carter, it was so great, but he could make me angry enough to spit bullets. I heaved a sigh and worked our brief relationship over in my brain. 


  "I've told you I want you back, Eva, and you've said nothing." Carter turned my body to face him. 


  "You piss me off, Carter." I glared at him. 


  "I piss a lot of people off." He continued to watch me. "But we're good too, right?" The corners of his mouth lifted in a small grin. 


  "Yes," I admitted, still a little angry. "I can see Sawyer?"


  Carter heaved a sigh. "Yes, I don't like it, but you can."


  "You won't say a word?" I arched an eyebrow. 


  "No." His jaw clenched. 


  "Any other rules?"


  "No short dresses around him." And with that Carter hauled me over to his side of the seat and straddled me across his lap. "And answer your fucking phone next time." 


  "I didn't want to talk to you." I crossed my arms and a small smile played across my lips. 


  "You drive me insane, woman." His palms trailed up the bare skin of my thighs and underneath my dress.  


  "You drive me insane." I tugged his hair between my fingers. A grin lifted one side of his mouth and my heart melted. I kissed him long and soft on the lips and savored his taste. I inhaled his freshwater scent and my nerves buzzed with energy. 


  "I couldn't stand it when you didn't answer my calls." He pulled away and whispered in my ear. I took another breath and nuzzled into the crook of his neck. "I can't wait to take you away this weekend." He brushed his hand down my hair. 


  "Me too," I breathed into his ear. 


  



  As Cate and I got ready to go to dinner that evening I filled her in on the fight Carter and I had had. Now that we'd resolved the situation, regardless of how grudgingly Carter had caved, I was ready to share.


  "I see his point." Cate shrugged as she twirled her hair around a curling iron. 


  "What?" I whipped around to face her. 


  "Sure. Would you like him hanging around his ex? Someone who he'd slept with?"


  "Definitely not." I shook my head emphatically. "But it's Sawyer. We grew up together, and he's your brother. I can't not see him."


  "Maybe not, but I still get it. He may have went about it the wrong way, but I get it." She tipped her head over and fingered through the curls to loosen them. I frowned at her. 


  "Do you like him?" I asked her thoughtfully. 


  "Who wouldn't? He's smokin', Eva. But I think he's different with you. Difficult for sure, but he's used to getting what he wants; used to women throwing themselves at him. You don't, and I think he likes it." She waggled her eyebrows at me and laughed. 


  "I can't believe you're siding with Carter on this." I flopped on her bed and crossed my arms. 


  "I'm not siding with him, I just see his point." She sat down on the bed beside me. "Look, he told you he's never brought anyone to his home before. He's taking you to Aspen this weekend. He chases you when you leave, Eva. You've got him on his knees; he can't stand being without you. I doubt he's used to feeling that way." She fingered a tendril of my hair. 


  "Come on, I am starving and there is Teppanyaki in my future." She hauled me off the bed and linked her arm in mine as we headed out for dinner. 


  



  -Meet me for lunch. Carter's text came a few days later.


  -I know what that means. I smiled as I sat perched on a bar stool at home with my laptop open before me. Cate was holed up in her room sketching and the apartment was actually silent. Japanese had been delicious the night before and we'd come home stuffed and happy. We broke into the wine and watched reruns of Real Housewives of New Jersey until late. It felt great to have girl-time with Cate. I'd been so busy the past week that recharging over wine and Real Housewives was just what I'd needed. 


  -Interested in a repeat of Monday?


  -Always. I texted back.


  -Evangeline… you drive me insane.


  - Back at you, buddy.


  -Always the comedian. Seriously, I'll take you out for lunch. Be here at one.


  -Yes, sir.


  -I like that. 


  -Of course you do.


  I walked the few blocks down Clarendon to meet Carter at The Hancock for lunch. Leaves swirled around my feet as the wind cut through the busy Boston streets. I'd finally settled in and had everything unpacked and I was looking forward to the weekend away with Carter. A few days tucked away in the mountains, just the two of us, felt like the perfect occasion to get to know each other. I knew there would be lots of sex, it was the one thing we did well, but maybe we could actually work on not driving each other insane the rest of the time.


  I glanced down at my phone and realized I was 15 minutes early. I turned the corner and saw the Bentley sitting outside with Parker standing at the door. My steps quickened and a smile spread across my face. Just then Nikki Vilanova sauntered out of the glass doors of the building in an obscenely tight dress and a cropped leather jacket. Her cheeks were flushed and she ran a hand through tousled hair. She exchanged words with Parker and then slid into the open door of the Bentley. Parker got into the front seat and the car pulled away from the curb. 


  My brain ran a million miles a minute. What was she doing here? And why did she look like she'd just had a lunchtime "date" with Carter? Cheeks flushed with pleasure and hair that looked like strong fingers had just been twisted in it. My stomach clenched at the thought and I felt like I would be sick right here on the busy street. I took a few deep breaths. There was no way I could see him now. I didn't want to. There was only one reason a girl came walking out of her exes office looking like that. I turned on my heal and walked back the way I'd came with a painful lump in my throat.


  I was walking away from him. I was leaving the most amazing man I’d ever been with. The man who drove me mad with anger and lust. The man who trampled all over my life and my heart. 


  Five


  



  



  If my emotions hadn't been so jumbled the last 24 hours; if Carter and I weren't just coming off of a huge emotional cluster; if things had been different, maybe I wouldn't have walked away. 


  I knew it was hard for me to get close to people. I had a tough time with emotional connection. My mom was to blame for that. She had this terrible tendency of encouraging you to open up to her and then throwing it back in your face when the time was right. After years of having my heart broken by the person who was supposed to love me the most, I began to build walls. 


  Cate was the only person I was truly close to because she'd been there with me through it all. It was her I called at ten o'clock on a school night when things were rough with my mom. She was always there, and I could trust her to always be there.  


  But Carter was a notorious playboy, how could I trust someone like that? I wanted to believe that Carter didn't want to hurt me; that he meant the things he said in the throes of passion. A very small slice of my heart held hope that he really felt that way, but why did it feel like so many of his actions said otherwise? 


  I didn't think I could risk my heart on him. And yet no matter how hard I tried I didn't have the strength to resist him either. The connection I felt with Carter I'd never felt with anyone else, and it terrified me.


  I walked another block and then hailed a taxi home. I could have walked, it was less than ten minutes, but I was barely standing on two feet at this point. My heart thrummed in my chest and my legs felt like jelly. I shut my eyes tightly and tried to keep the image of a sexed up Nikki Vilanova out of my head. It felt like tears could flow from my eyes at any moment, but they kept not coming. While part of my heart had been holding out hope that Carter felt for me the same way I felt for him, there was an equally small part that knew he was a playboy that would inevitably walk all over my feelings. 


  I took a deep breath as I sat in the back of the cab and steeled myself to stay strong and walk away from Carter with as much as my heart in tact as possible. I would not let this man dictate my life and my happiness. The cab pulled up to my apartment on Chandler and I stepped out a new woman. I'd only known Carter Morgan for one week; while he may have had my emotions in a twist in that time, it wasn't long enough for him to have a real, long-lasting impact. I stood on the sidewalk and turned my face to the sun and took a deep breath. Eva Austin was back; her life was no longer dictated by the sexy, controlling CEO Carter Morgan. 


  And then my phone buzzed. Carter's sexy face danced across my screen. My resolve nearly crumpled. A part of me wanted to slump on the sidewalk, or move far away so Carter couldn't find me. And then I remembered Carter's stalker tendencies and I knew I wouldn't be able to escape him.  


  A text message from Carter flashed across the screen. 


  -Where are you? I wanted to run back into his arms and have him give me another one of his explanations, for which he always had. Because in some ways, it would be easy to deal with his moody, controlling personality, and be consumed by him. 


  But I didn't think my heart could stand it. What could he possibly say to make this ok? Was there any reason she would be there other than he was fucking her brains out across his desk? My stomach clenched again and tears sprung to my eyes. I knew this would happen. I knew I was falling for this man too fast and too soon and I knew he would trample all over my emotions.  


  Another text flitted across my screen



  -Is everything ok? I clenched my teeth together and turned off my phone. I couldn't tempt myself with Carter anymore. I walked up the steps and into my apartment building. 


  Cate sat sketching on the couch when I walked in the door. "What's up?" She glanced at me and then her smile fell when she saw my face. "Eva, what happened? Are you ok?" She looked me up and down.  


  "I’m fine. It's Carter. We've just… we're over." I set my bag on the floor and curled up on the couch. 


  "Oh, honey, why?" Cate sat next to me with concern in her eyes. 


  "I need wine first, so much wine," I mumbled. 


  "Done!" Cate bounced into the kitchen and poured us each a glass of red wine and then I filled her in on the past 24 hours with Carter. She listened thoughtfully as I rambled for what felt like forever.


  "That prick." 


  I couldn't help but giggle. My emotions were so raw and jumbled, it felt good to let it bubble out in laughter. 


  "I liked him. I thought you were different. But maybe that's part of his charm. Maybe he does that with all of them." 


  My heart clenched in pain. 


  "God, I didn't mean that. You are different. He always dates these bitchy, blonde, bimbos. You're the opposite of that, you deserve to be treated different. I'm sorry, Eva. He's a prick." 


  I gave her another halfhearted smile. "He just bulldozes me all the time. When I’m around him, I can’t think straight. I'm not my own person anymore. I just need time to think. I've never felt like this with anyone in my life, but I’m not sure that's a good thing. He fucks me up." I sipped more of my wine to try to chase the hurt from my heart. 


  "Take time then, sweetie. I know you've been fucked up over him. Just give it time to get him out of your system. We're exorcising Carter Morgan from your life." She smiled and tipped her wine glass back. 


  I finished my wine in one gulp and stood to drop the glass off in the sink before heading for my bedroom. 


  



  My head hit the pillow that afternoon and I didn't wake up until the next morning. My brain was foggy as I tried to process why I had another splitting headache and it felt like I’d been crying for hours. And then I remembered yesterday with Carter. I stumbled into the bathroom and turned on the shower to try and wash away the memory of yesterday. I still wanted to talk to Carter more than anything;  I wanted things to go back to how they were, although how they were was still fucked up. But  I missed him. And then I remembered that today was Friday, and we were supposed to be going to Aspen today. My heart clenched and fresh tears streamed down my face. 


  I finished washing my hair and then dressed in a pair of worn jeans and my slouchy UMASS sweatshirt. I pulled out my bag to boot my laptop and check emails when I found my phone and remembered that I’d turned it off. I knew there would be a barrage of missed calls and messages from Carter, and  I knew I would be hopeless to resist. I flipped on my phone and found 22 missed calls and 17 texts from him. I sat cross legged on my bed and began to flip through the messages. They'd started yesterday afternoon and gone on all through the night. They went from worried, to demanding, until finally the most recent texts from the wee hours of the morning were angry. At that moment I knew there was no way I would have the heart to listen to any of his voicemails, so I deleted them all. Maybe we both needed time to calm down. Maybe I was wrong to walk away without giving him a chance to explain, but I also knew that I got lost in Carter Morgan and I needed time to sort out what I wanted in my own head. I tossed my phone on the bed and opened my laptop in the hopes of getting work done.  


  At lunchtime I took a break from working and glanced at my phone to realize that Carter hadn't called all morning. I guess he'd gotten the message, whatever message I had intentionally or unintentionally given by not answering my phone. Part of me had been hoping he'd call, because in the back of my mind that meant he cared for me as much as I did for him. I laid back on the bed and curled into the fetal position, trying to forget the fact that  I should have been boarding a plane to spend a weekend alone with Carter. 


  



  Sunday morning I woke up from my third consecutive night of restless sleep. Carter hadn't called since he'd sent me those angry texts in the wee hours of Friday morning and I was more despondent than ever. Somehow, Carter had wormed his way into my life and my heart and I knew I wanted him to be there. But now that he'd had the few days away from me, maybe he'd figured out I wasn't worth it. Just as I thought my life would be easier without him, maybe he'd come to the same conclusion. My heart constricted at the thought. I stepped out of the shower and made the decision to call Carter that day to apologize for walking away from him, and to give him a chance to explain himself. It had become painfully obvious that there was a large gaping hole without Carter in my life. 


  I dressed in jeans and threw a tank top and my favorite cashmere cardigan on. I took the time to blow dry my hair and even put on a dusting of makeup. I wasn't getting ready for Carter so much as I was trying to boost my own confidence to talk to him. I felt ashamed for being a coward and leaving him without an explanation on Thursday. I had done the passive-aggressive thing by turning and leaving without letting him explain and it hadn't resolved anything. I brushed lip gloss on my lips in front of the mirror, took a deep breath and then headed for my phone. I searched through the recent calls and texts one more time to make sure he hadn't called me in the time since Friday morning and then dialed his number. 


  He didn't answer. I bit my lip wondering if I should leave a message. I decided against it. I didn't even know if I should bother calling again. He would see my name in the recent calls list on his phone. Should I bother texting? I ran out of my room to find Cate and get her advice. 


  I found her cross-legged on the couch with her tablet and a cup of coffee. Her eyes widened in surprise to see me dressed and with makeup on as I had hardly left my room all weekend.


  "What's up?" She smiled brightly. I arched an eyebrow at her.


  "What are you doing?" I plopped down next to her. 


  "Just checking emails." Cate smiled. 


  "I tried to call Carter," I blurted. Cate coughed on the sip of coffee she'd just taken. 


  "Why?" Cate's voice was shrill. 


  "What do you mean why? To give him a chance to tell me his side of the story. To apologize for being a passive-aggressive bitch."


  "Right. Did he call or anything?" 


  "No, not since Friday. What's up Cate? You're being weird." I narrowed my eyes at her. 


  "Well..." She tapped her nails on the back of her tablet. "When you started hanging out with Carter, I started doing some research. I set up a Google alert for him, so every day I get an email if he's made the news, and he does, a lot."


  "Kind of stalker-y," I smiled at her. 


  "Well..." she chewed on her bottom lip. 


  "For fuck sakes, Cate. What did you find?" I snatched the tablet from her hands. A picture of Carter with his arm around Nikki was splashed across the screen. She was wearing a low cut dress and a beaming smile. Carter looked dangerously sexy as always. 


  "When is this from?" I glanced up in her eyes. She sat speechless staring at me. "Cate, when is it from?" I scrolled up the page and my eyes landed on the date of the article. 


  Last night.


  Carter had been with Nikki last night. 


  Tears immediately sprung to my eyes. So that's why he hadn't called, because he'd been filling his time with Nikki. I guess I hadn't meant anything more to him.


  I handed the tablet back to Cate and headed back to my room without a word.


  



  I woke up a few hours later to the sound of my phone screaming in my ear. My eyes were puffy and my throat was raw from crying. I felt like I had a hangover even though I hadn't drank anything. I scrambled with my phone, just wanting the sound to quit. I held it to my ear and croaked out a raspy hello. 


  "Eva," Carter whispered over the speaker. I shot straight up in bed. The picture of him and Nikki together flooded my brain. I did not want to answer this call. I sat silently, my heart thudding in my chest. 


  "Eva?" Carter's voice rose. 


  "I'm here, " I whispered. 


  "You called?" His voice was cold. My breath caught in my throat. He didn't want to talk. He was only calling me because I had called him. 


  "By mistake. I hit your name by mistake." I lied because I didn't know what else to say. 


  "Oh," his voice trailed off. I heard him sigh on the other end. "I wish I would have known you were going to fuck and run, Eva. Could have saved us both a lot of trouble." 


  The air whooshed out of my lungs. My head swirled in confusion. He thought I had used him? Was he joking? "It wasn't like that, Carter."


  "Could have fooled me. You seem to make a habit of fucking and then walking away without looking back." Carter had gone for the low blow. 


  "No," my voice came out in a choked whisper. 


  "Bye, Evangeline." And with that Carter hung up on me. My heart dropped to my stomach. I was profoundly hurt and wildly angry. How could he think that I was the type of girl that would use him? If he wanted to leave, I would survive, but I couldn't let him take the cowardly way out thinking it was my fault; that I'd been the one using him. 


  Before I could think twice I grabbed my purse and stomped out of the apartment and hailed a cab to take me to Beacon Street and Carter Morgan. 


  Six


  



  



  The cab pulled up in front of his house and I took a deep breath. I hadn't thought this through at all; what if Nikki was still in there with him? What if he wasn't even home? The cab driver arched an eyebrow at me in the rearview mirror. I handed him cash and then stepped out into the cold night. Snowflakes drifted down around the street lamps and I had half a mind to turn around and walk home. I could cut through the garden and be home in ten minutes. I looked back at Carter's door and realized I couldn’t walk away having him think I had mistreated him. 


  I strode up the steps and pounded on his front door. Nothing. I pounded again louder. I stood chewing my lip wondering what to do now. He wasn't even home; and then I heard a loud crash coming from inside the house. What was going on? What if there was an intruder? Or, what if Nikki was in there with him? My stomach twisted in knots at that thought. But I couldn't walk away again. If I did I would never have the courage to come back. 


  I knocked again and waited. Then I tentatively tried the knob, fully expecting it to be locked. The door opened easily. I cautiously stepped into the foyer, ready to dart out if I heard Nikki’s voice from anywhere in the house. I stepped further into the hall. I passed the kitchen and saw clothes strewn over the island and bar stools. 


  Carter's jacket and tie from last night. 


  My heart thudded in my chest. I took a few more steps and found a side table knocked over with a broken vase and Carter's discarded dress shirt on the floor. 


  Oh God, Nikki was here. He'd brought her home last night, and here were his clothes all over the floor, torn off in the throes of passion. Just like he'd done to me the first night we were together. 


  My insides wrenched at the thought that if I took another step I might find a bra and panties discarded too. 


  I turned to beeline for the front door when a heavy hand grabbed my arm. I spun around to find Carter, eyes blazing at me. He was wearing a pair of jeans and nothing else. I may have been angry at him, but he still made my blood hum with arousal. I stared into his eyes and bit my lip. Now that I was here, face to face with him, I had no idea what to say. 


  "Why are you here?" Carter ground threw clenched teeth. It was then that I noticed in his other hand he held a bottle of expensive whiskey. Carter was drunk. Now it made sense; the angry texts Thursday night, his cold manner on the phone earlier today. He'd been drinking all weekend. 


  "I wanted to see you." Tears sprung to my eyes. My world felt so out of control right now. My emotions were all over the map. "Is Nikki here?" I peered around his hard body. 


  "No, why would she be here?" He narrowed his eyes at me.


  "Last night. I saw… I thought…" my voice trailed off as I looked down at the marble floor. Carter dropped my arm and turned on his heel and headed back for the living room. He plopped down on the couch with his feet on the coffee table and took another long draw out of the bottle. I stood frozen in place, wondering what to do. 


  "Here to fuck and run?" Carter's eyes burned into mine and then a lazy smile spread across his face, "'Cause I'd probably be interested." I glared at him and stomped to the couch. Now I remembered why I'd came. 


  "No." I shoved his feet off of the coffee table and crossed my arms, glaring right back at him. Carter's eyebrows shot up in surprise and whiskey splashed out of the bottle and on to the leather couch. He recovered and looked me in the eye. 


  "That's too bad, Eva. You were the best fuck I've ever had, and I've had a lot." He had a cool gleam in his eye. Fire shot through my veins and I clenched my fists in anger. Carter knew exactly what he was doing to me and a slow, lazy grin spread across his face. My eyes flashed with rage and my hand came up and made contact with his stubbled cheek before I could even think to stop myself. 


  Carter's eyes widened in surprise before he slammed the bottle of whiskey on the glass table so hard I thought it would shatter. He grabbed my arm and pulled me into his lap to straddle him. His fingers dug into the flesh of my thighs so hard I knew it would leave bruises. His eyes flashed dangerously before he twisted one hand into my hair tightly and pulled my lips to his. Lust spiked through my body and suddenly my arms wrapped around his neck and held him to me as I kissed him fully. Our tongues twisted together roughly and my core pressed into his hardened arousal. 


  I felt consumed by him in that moment, fully. I was wrapped around Carter, body and soul. Suddenly the pain and anger I'd felt the past few days fell away and my heart was soothed just having him in my arms again. Carter held my body so tightly to his it felt like he was trying to consume me, trying to meld us into one. I leaned back and lifted my shirt over my shoulders, then pressed my lips into his again. I ran my fingers through his hair, which looked like he'd ran his own fingers through it in frustration a thousand times in the last 24 hours. Carter began kissing along the curve of my neck and down my shoulder, sliding the strap of my bra down my arm. His fingers worked the other strap down and I arched my head back, giving him access to my body. He felt so good; he felt so warm, so right, but he'd hurt me. The last few days came crashing back into my brain. 


  Suddenly I couldn't think beyond the pain I’d felt, the pain he'd left me in. And the fact that he hadn't even called since Friday. My heart had ached for him all weekend, and then broken into a thousand pieces when I saw the picture of him with Nikki.


  "Wait, Carter. Stop." I pushed his chest back from me and pulled away. I stood and searched for my shirt on the floor. I slid it over my head and looked into his eyes. They flashed in anger and I swore in that moment I didn't know what he would say. I knew he would never hurt me physically, but emotionally, he could be brutal. I licked my swollen lips and his eyes flashed to them like a cat watching a mouse. My breathing hitched and the sparks flicked between us. Passionate, anger-fueled sparks. 


  "You'll be leaving then." He cocked his head to one side and picked up the bottle of whiskey again. 


  I shook my head, confused. Did I fuck and run on him? Had I hurt him as much as he'd hurt me? My stomach clenched in pain at the thought. 


  "I didn't mean it Carter, it's just… you hurt me," I trailed off. 


  "You’re not supposed to run, Eva. You didn't even give me a chance," he gritted through his teeth. 


  "You didn't try very hard to get in touch with me." I spat at him. 


  "I did. I called and called. I texted. When you didn't answer I went to your house but Cate wouldn't let me in. She threatened to rip my balls off and shove them down my throat. She said she'd call the police if I came back. I fucking tried, Eva. I didn't even know why you were mad at me."


  "You came over?" 


  "Yes. And I waited outside. I thought if Cate wouldn't let me in I could wait until you left. But you never left."


  "I told Cate I didn't want to see you." My mind tried to process what he'd said. Why hadn't Cate told me that he'd come over? "I was so pissed. I saw her and I couldn't think straight. All I could think was that you'd…" I sucked in a sharp breath, remembering what I'd seen at The Hancock that day. 


  "What are you talking about?" A dark look crossed his eyes. 


  "Don't fuck with me, Carter. I saw Nikki leaving your office." I glared at him. 


  "Fuck." He ran a hand through his hair. 


  "That's certainly what it looked like to me," I shot at him. 


  "That's not what happened." His jaw clenched. 


  "Really? Why else would she be leaving your office in a slutty dress with rumpled sex hair?" Carter's eyes widened in surprise and then flashed with amusement. 


  "Jealous, Evangeline?" Carter's eyes danced. I glared at him and swiped for my bag on the floor to leave. 


  "Wait, I won't lie. She wanted to." Carter stood and his hand reached out for me and then paused. I crossed my arms and arched an eyebrow at him. "She came expecting something and she didn't get it, Evangeline. I had Parker take her home. I told you, we weren't even that serious to begin with. Nikki only keeps people around who can benefit her in some way, and hanging on my arm at industry events kept her in the press." 


  I lowered my eyes to the ground, processing what he was saying. 


  "You need to level with me, Carter. If I'm just some girl you dress up to look pretty on your arm, some girl you fuck, you need to let me go. I can't be that."


  "Eva, no." His eyes flashed with a look of shock and pain. "Is that how you think I treat you?" 


  I averted my eyes from his and clenched my teeth together, willing the tears not to fall from my eyes. 


  "That's not what this is. Not to me. You're.... I... No one matters before you. Just you and me." He put his hands on my shoulders and ducked his head to look me in the eye. He smoothed the hair off of my face tenderly and I locked eyes with him for a few beats. 


  "I don't like her," I whispered. 


  "Me either." Carter wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in for a tight hug.


  "All I could think about was you and her in your office, like we'd… and then I saw the picture of you together last night…" a sob escaped my throat. 


  "Christ." He ran a hand through his hair. "Last night was a last minute thing. When Aspen didn't happen… I thought going would distract me from you… I didn't want to see her, she was just there. When a photographer came over she used it to her advantage and posed. Right after they took the picture I walked away." 


  I slumped down on the couch, letting his words sink in. 


  "I'm sorry, Eva." He pulled me into his lap and rubbed my back. 


  "I missed you so much." A lump formed in the back of my throat and I was powerless to hold it in any longer. The tears gushed out of my eyes and I released all of the turmoil that had been simmering the past week. 


  "I don't think it's supposed to be this hard, Carter."


  "What do you mean?"


  "You and me. I've been so messed up. If it was right, I don't think it would be this hard." I tucked my head into his neck. 


  "No, Eva. No, I think it's this hard right now because it is right. I've never felt this way about anyone before. It was so easy before because I turned my feelings off, but with you, I can't. I've never met anyone like you. You're beautiful and smart and stubborn. I've never been so drawn to anyone in my life. It's hard because we're breaking down walls and once they're down, it will be so worth it." Carter held my face in his hands and swiped away my tears with the pads of his thumbs. I nodded my head and sniffed. 


  "Stay tonight, ok? Nothing physical, just you and me. I don't want to let you go, Eva." 


  I nodded again and Carter picked me up and carried me up the stairs and into his bedroom. I felt emotionally exhausted and curled up under the covers, wrapping my arms and legs around Carter's body. He slung an arm over me and traced tiny circles along my back through my shirt. He inhaled deeply into my hair and sighed. 


  "Don't leave again, Eva," he whispered softly. I sighed and fell into the best sleep I’d had in three nights.


  
    

  


  



  Seven


  



  



  The alarm clock rang early the next morning and I dug my head further into the blankets, willing the shrilling noise to stop. And then it did and I realized that I’d slept at Carter's last night and his warm body was still next to mine. 


  "Wake up, sleepy." Carter rubbed up and down my arm. I groaned and tucked closer into him, not wanting to break the perfect, peaceful moment. I inhaled his freshwater scent and smiled. My fingers tickled along his lower abdomen and brushed along the hard planes of his stomach. 


  "Eva," he groaned. "As much as I would like to show you how excited I am to wake up with you in the morning, I’ve got to get to work."


  "What time is it?" My fingertips teased below the waistband of his pajama pants. 


  "7:30." His warm hand covered mine and dragged it back up his chest and away from where it had been headed. 


  "What?" I shrieked and jumped out of bed. "I’ve got to go." I ran into his bathroom. 


  "Eva, you work from home." Carter stood and watched me scramble around his bedroom looking for my shoes with a hint of amusement in his eyes. 


  "I’ve got a conference call at 8."


  "Do it from here." He wrapped his arms around me and snuggled.  


  "I can't." I groaned at the delicious smell of his skin. "My laptop, my notes, I have to go home."


  "Ok. Meet me for lunch?" 


  I quirked an eyebrow at him, remembering what had happened the last time we were supposed to have lunch.


  "I’ll pick you up at noon." He slapped me on the bottom as I hustled out his bedroom door.


  



  "And where were you last night?" Cate arched an eyebrow at me from the couch when I stepped out of my room a few hours later. I flopped down onto the couch next to her with a smile. 


  "Carter's" I yawned. Cate put her tablet down and looked me square in the eye. 


  "You need to spill." 


  "First, why didn't you tell me that he came over looking for me?" 


  "You said you didn't want to see him. You said he bulldozed you. I was playing bodyguard." She smiled proudly. 


  "Well, you should have told me he came over."


  "You said you needed time, and I was giving you that. You needed time to get Carter out of your system so you could think clearly."


  I couldn't argue with her there. Maybe I wished she had told me, but her intentions had been good. 


  "So what happened?"


  "I should have given him the chance to explain. I jumped to conclusions." I didn't say out loud that it had been my own fear and insecurities that were to blame for the complete cluster that was this weekend.  



  "And the picture?" 


  "She snuggled in for the photo-op. They didn't go to the party together."


  "Hmm."


  "What?" 


  "You believe him?" She asked. 


  "Yes. I have no reason not to. He's controlling and moody, but he's never given me a reason not to trust him."


  "I hope you know what you're doing." Cate frowned. 


  "Don't worry, Cate."


  "Like that's possible." She rolled her eyes. 


  "In other news, I have to go to New York for a few days. There's an event for fashion bloggers they want everyone to attend."


  "That's fun; wish I could come," Cate pouted. 


  "You can't make it work?" Cate and I always had the best time in the city. 


  "Not this time, I’m in the middle of the new collection. You'll distract me in the big city." She giggled. 


  "Right, I'll distract you." I pushed her playfully and headed back to my bedroom to shower before Carter picked me up for lunch. 


  



  "You smell delicious." Carter's eyes twinkled when I slid into the back of the Bentley. 


  "Mmm, so do you," I whispered as I nuzzled into the crook of his neck. There wasn't a scent on earth I craved more than Carter's fresh, masculine scent. 


  "So how was your conference call?" Carter kissed along the curve of my neck as the car pulled away from the curb. 


  "Good." I giggled before pressing my lips to his in a long kiss. Carter wrapped his palm around the back of my neck and held me close to him. 


  "I missed you so much," he breathed and pressed his forehead to mine. 


  "It's only been a few hours." I kissed his lips and smoothed my thumbs over his thick eyebrows. 


  "I can't stand when you're away." He held me tightly. 


  "Me either." I smiled and placed my head on his shoulder. 


  The car slowed and then came to a stop. Carter and I sat cuddled for a few more precious moments before I slipped off his lap and he opened the door. We headed for one of the only open tables in the sushi place and placed our order with the waiter. 


  "I have to go to New York." I took a sip of my water, watching him through my eyelashes. 


  "What? When?" 


  "Tomorrow morning. There's a fashion thing Wednesday night, then I’ll be in the office Thursday and Friday."


  "You'll be gone for three days?" Anger flashed in Carter's eyes. 


  "Yeah, it's not the first time I’ve had to go to New York. Standard stuff." I shrugged my shoulders. 


  "I don’t want you to go." Carter glared at me. 


  "What? Why?" His reaction took me by surprise. 


  "I just got you back, Eva, and now you're leaving again?" 


  "For a work thing." Was this how it would always be? Opposition at every turn? Carter Morgan was nothing short of exhausting. 


  "I don't want you to go," his voice lowered. I looked up into his eyes and saw that he was serious. Just then the waiter came with our sushi rolls. I thanked him and waited until he was out of earshot to address Carter's ridiculous request. 


  "Well..." I picked up my chopsticks. "That's too bad, because I'm going." I looked him straight in the eye. He gritted his teeth together. I may have a stubborn streak, but this man was not going to trample all over my career. He took a deep breath and I maintained eye contact with him to let him know this wasn't up for negotiation. 


  "Fine," he huffed and grabbed his chopsticks and dug into his salmon roll. "You can stay at my place in the city."


  "You've got a place in the city?" My eyebrows shot up. 


  "I have to go there for business a lot." He shrugged. 


  "Well, it's ok, the company has me set up somewhere."


  "Don't be silly. You're staying at my place. In fact I’ll send Parker with you. Then you can avoid taxis and he can help you with anything you need. "


  "Absolutely not."


  "What do yo mean absolutely not?"


  "You're not sending Parker to babysit me. I don't need an escort, this isn't my first time in the big city." I rolled my eyes at him. 


  "Then at least stay at my place." he glared at me. 


  "Fine." I hesitated. "It will be lonely without you." 


  Carter gave me a saucy smile. "Going to miss me?"


  "Yes." I rubbed my foot along his leg. A dark look crossed his eyes.  


  "Do that again and I’m taking you home with me, and I’ll lock you up so you can't go to New York." 


  Was it wrong that something about what he said sparked lust in the pit of my stomach? 


  "That's an enticing idea." My eyes sparkled in amusement. His eyebrows shot up and a wicked smile spread across his face. I grinned and snagged a piece of sushi off his plate and popped it in my mouth. 


  



  



  Eight


  



  



   "So are you seeing anyone, dear?" 


  "Mom." I groaned. They'd driven down into the city to meet me for lunch before I had to go to the fashion event later that night. It'd been a busy morning at the main office; since I was based in Boston and didn't come to New York often, they always jam packed my schedule when I was here. 


  "Well, I haven't heard much from you since you moved. There's no one special then?" I rolled my eyes in exasperation. We'd just settled in to a table at a french bistro. 


  Apparently by the ripe old age of 26 I was close to spinsterhood. She nagged me constantly about finding a "good man" to settle down with. While she was proud that her daughter worked for a major fashion website, she thought it was only a temporary stepping stone until I got married. She also thought I worked too much to meet that "good man" to settle down with. She was exasperating to say the very least. 



  "Where are you staying at?" My dad tried to change the subject to take the pressure off of me. Little did he know that he wasn't changing the subject at all. 


  "I’m staying at a friend's apartment." I diverted my eyes to the menu. 


  "Didn't the company set you up somewhere?" My mom asked. You could get nothing by that woman. 


  "Yea, but the friend insisted I stay. It's beautiful. Overlooking the park." I took a sip of water. 


  "'Overlooking the park? That's a generous friend. I didn't know you had any close friends in the city." She watched me closely. Always suspicious.  


  "Very close." A familiar voice stepped up behind my chair and slid a hand along my shoulder. My head whipped around in utter shock. I stared into the sparkling eyes of Carter. 


  "What are you doing here?" I hissed between my teeth. 


  "Is that any way to treat the friend that loaned you their penthouse overlooking the park?" He slid into the chair beside me. My eyes widened, cursing the day he was born. He had no idea how my mother would drill him after finding out that there was a special someone in my life after all; a special billionaire someone with a penthouse overlooking the park. 


  "We haven't met." My mom stretched her hand to Carter to shake, but instead he brought her knuckles to his lips in a soft kiss. 


  "Pleasure to meet you. Carter Morgan, Evangeline’s friend from Boston." 


  "Lovely." My mom's eyes flashed to mine. "I’m Elizabeth Austin, Eva’s mom." My father watched in quiet observation.


  "Mr. Austin." Carter shook his hand. 


  "Greg," My father said with a genuine smile. 


  "Eva, you didn't say that it was a penthouse overlooking the park. Mr. Morgan is very generous." My mother's eyes bore into mine as if she were trying to will answers from their depths. 


  "Yup." Just then the waiter stepped up to the table and before he could even introduce himself I asked about the cocktail menu. If I was going to sit through this lunch, I was going to need some help. 


  "Are you sure you want to do that Evangeline? I know how alcohol effects you, and you have the event tonight." I clenched my teeth and shot a glare at Carter over my shoulder. His eyes shined with amusement. 


  "Mojito." I nodded to the server. 


  "So, how long have you been friends?" My mom addressed Carter, knowing she wasn't going to get any straight answers from me. 


  "Just a short while. But it feels like it's been much longer." Carter's hand caressed my thigh underneath the table. I glared at him again and jerked my leg away as inconspicuously as possible. This man knew how to push every single button I had.


  "Yes, Carter and I have been through the ringer together it seems." A fake smile spread across my face. 


  "So how did you meet?" My mother addressed Carter again. 


  "Evangeline and I met at an opening for one of my stores. We hit it off instantly you could say." Carter's hand squeezed my upper thigh firmly. As mad as I was at him at the moment, his touch still managed to send tingles to my very center. I took a long draw of my drink and steeled myself for a tortuous inquisition from my mother. 


  "So you're a business owner then?" My mother asked. 


  "Among other things."  Carter gave her his charming, crooked smile. 


  "Well, it's wonderful to hear someone call Eva by her full name." My mother had just fallen in love with Carter. Her eyes were all dreamy and she had a wide small on her face. 


  "Beautiful name for a beautiful girl." Carter smiled. I rolled my eyes. I had lost the battle before it had even begun.


  My mother spent the remainder of lunch mooning over Carter. She never stood a chance of resisting Carter's charm. What was surprising is that he somehow had a way with my dad too. They talked about college football and fishing and expensive whiskey. Carter promised to send him a bottle of his favorite that he had imported from Scotland. 


  



  "It was lovely to meet you, Carter." I swear my mother batted her eyelashes at him. A hopeless romantic she was. 


  "A pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Austin." Carter  kissed her on the cheek. 


  "You and Eva should come visit us Upstate soon, we would love to have you," my mother addressed Carter solely. 


  "We would love to come." Carter slid his arm around my waist. I would never be able to fight my mother’s questions off now. If she had any doubt Carter was more than just a friend she certainly didn't now, Carter had made sure of that. 


  She leaned it to give me a tight squeeze and whispered in my ear, "He is wonderful, Eva." There she was all moony over Carter Morgan again. I rolled my eyes and pulled away to give my dad a hug.


  "Take care of yourself, Eva." My dad patted my back. Carter hailed them a cab and they were off to the train station to head home. 


  I started walking back towards the office on 57th Street without saying a word to Carter. He walked silently beside me for a few steps before catching my arm and twirling me around to face him. 


  "No hello kiss?" Carter placed a peck on my lips and ran his fingers to the back of my neck. 


  I pulled away quickly, "What's the deal Carter?" I crossed my arms and glared. 


  A wide grin spread across his face, "You’re cute when you're mad." He caressed my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. I huffed in exasperation. 


  "Is that why you make me mad all the time?"


  "Funny. I came to be your escort tonight." He grinned. 


  "I told you, no escort needed." I held my ground with him. If he had approached wanting to accompany me tonight in a non-stalkery manner, I would have been much more receptive. But far be it for Carter to approach anything in a conventional way.


  "No, you said you didn't want Parker." Carter licked his lips as his eyes drifted down to the top of my wrap dress where my cleavage was on display. I put my hands on my hips. I didn't know what to do with this man. If he wasn't driving me insane with anger, he was driving me wild with lust. And then I realized maybe he drove me wild with lust because he drove me insane with anger. I took a deep breath at that royally screwed-up thought and lowered my arms in defeat. 


  "How did you know where I was? Research?" I rolled my eyes at him. 


  "I never reveal my sources." He grinned a devilish grin. "Come on, back to my place to get ready." Carter danced his finger along the v-neck of my dress suggestively. I rolled my eyes as Carter grabbed my hand and led me to the Bentley idling at the curb. 


  "Hi, Parker." I slid into the back seat.


  "Nice to see you, Ms. Austin." Parker gave me a genuine smile in the mirror. Carter's eyes narrowed in a flash of anger as he met Parker's eyes in the rearview mirror and raised the privacy glass simultaneously. 


  "Jealous, Mr. Morgan?" My eyes danced in amusement. 


  "Not for a minute." Carter's jaw clenched as he gripped my upper thigh possessively.


  
    

  


  Nine


  



  



  Carter escorted me to the fashion event later that night and was on his best behavior. He smiled and made conversation when necessary, was gracious when he was recognized, but otherwise let me take the lead. He kept his arm wrapped around my waist all night and caressed my back and whispered in my ear periodically. He'd been the perfect gentleman, which had done nothing but ratchet up my desire for him. 


  By the time we scooted into the Bentley that night I was mad with lust for him. 


  Parker dropped us off at the curb of Carter's apartment building and we made our way across the lobby and to the elevators. My body was vibrating with need and I wanted nothing more than to plaster myself against Carter, run my fingers through his hair and grind my body against his. 


  A group of people followed us into the elevator and Carter guided us to the back corner. I'd worn a taupe sheath dress covered in sparkling sequins with an exposed back zipper. Carter held me against his chest, my back to his front, and placed both of his hands on my hips. He rubbed small circles and nuzzled into my hair at the back of my neck. 


  "You drive me wild, Evangeline," he whispered as his hands moved lower down the back of my thighs. "And I like you in this dress. Every guy there wanted you." He trailed one hand up my inner thigh to my very core that was already aching for him. "But this is just for me." He slipped one finger inside my panties and stroked along my center. 


  My breathing hitched as I glanced around to make sure no one was watching us. My body was wild with need for him; it felt like I'd gone days without his touch. My already short dress was hitched up around Carter's wrist in the back, but from the front I hoped no one would be any wiser.


  Carter continued his assault from behind and and then pressed his finger into me. My nerve endings tingled and my breathing grew quick and heavy. I pressed my lips together to stifle a moan and my head lolled back against his shoulder. 


  The elevator stopped and more people jostled in. Carter used the opportunity to stroke in and out of me quicker. I pressed my bottom hard into hips and he groaned quietly. On the next floor the car emptied out and left us alone, writhing and panting with arousal. Carter pulled his fingers out of me and turned me in his arms. 


  "I’ve been dreaming of your taste on my lips." He sucked the finger that had just been inside me into his mouth and closed his eyes. Then he pulled my hair tightly behind my back and pressed my lips to his to kiss me deeply. I wrapped one leg around his hip and pressed into his body. His free hand stroked up my thigh and grabbed the waistband of my panties. Just then the elevator dinged to a stop and the doors opened. 


  Carter lifted my feet off the ground and walked me into his apartment. I dropped my clutch on the floor and he carried me down a long hallway and into his bedroom. He backed me over to his bed and sat me down. He placed both hands on my cheeks and stared into my eyes. 


  "You are so beautiful, Evangeline." He kissed each of my eyelids and then my lips softly. "I love having you here, with me, in my house." He shrugged off his jacket and loosened his tie before pulling it over his head. He tugged his dress shirt out of the waistband of his pants and then worked on unbuttoning it. My eyes followed his fingers as they worked to undo each button. I leaned back with a smile as he popped the button on his pants. 


  "You're overdressed, Evangeline." He stopped, leaving the top button of his trousers undone. His happy trail was just visible and my fingers ached to touch and caress the V of his pelvic muscle. I felt my nipples harden in arousal at the thought of his skin against mine. 


  He ran his fingertips along my collarbone and then hauled me up and off the bed. He spun me in his arms so I was facing away from him and slid his arms around my waist. I could feel his arousal against my bottom and I pressed back into him. A soft growl escaped his throat and I tilted my head back. One hand remained on my hip as the other travelled up my ribs, passed the neckline of my dress, and caressed the curve of my neck. 


  "So beautiful." He trailed one finger down my throat and kissed underneath my ear. I groaned and bucked my body back against him. His hand slid back down to my hip and then both continued down to the hem of the dress that hit at mid-thigh. He massaged the flesh there and then slowly slid his warm palms up my thighs, raising the dress as he went. He reached the lace of my panties and palmed my mound over the fabric. I groaned and felt a flood of arousal at his touch. 


  He ghosted his fingers over the fabric and had me writhing before he slid both hands to my hips and underneath the lace. Slowly he lowered my panties, slipping them down my legs and lifting my feet out, one at a time. 


  "I want to see you." Carter's hands trailed up my body and back to the exposed zipper and slowly pulled it down, inch by inch. Once the dress was loose, he slipped it off my body and I stood before him in a pair of black Jimmy Choos and nothing else. He turned me in his arms and kissed along my neck. 


  "You're gorgeous when you're aroused, Evangeline." His fingers trailed along the skin of my collarbone. "Your cheeks are flushed." He trailed his fingers to my cheeks. "Your eyes are bright." His thumbs trailed over my eyebrows. "Your chest is a delicious shade of pink." He trailed one finger down my neck and chest, between my breasts. "Your nipples are dark." He trailed a fingertip over and tickled around the hardened tip. I sucked in a breath of air and arched my back to gain more friction on his body. He dipped his head and flicked my nipple with his tongue and then sucked it into his mouth briefly, before kissing it gently and pulling away. He lifted my other breast in his hand and did the same. 


  "Your skin is warm beneath my fingertips." He trailed his palm down the flat of my stomach and stopped at my mound. "And this," he whispered his fingers around the sensitive flesh, "is always so wet for me." He slid one finger between the slick folds, teasing and caressing. I groaned in pleasure. 


  He leaned me back on the bed and took my thighs in each of his hands. He nuzzled his nose up my inner thigh and then inhaled deeply when he reached my center. He spread me open and blew a breath of air out onto my sensitive flesh. I was so aroused I was self conscious. No one had ever driven me so wild with lust and passion before. He used his tongue to stroke up my center and then ended at my hypersensitive nub, sucking it between his lips. I cried out in pleasure. 


  He continued to lick and suck before he used one finger to caress the swollen flesh. He pushed one finger just inside of me and sucked at the same time and I came instantly. The pleasure rolled through my body, my toes heating instantly, and my brain flooding with pleasure. My insides spasmed and quivered and my breath came out in pants as I rode the high of pleasure only Carter could elicit from my body. 


  "You're a goddess when you come." Carter kissed his way up my body and ran his fingers through my hair before kissing me deeply on the lips. I kissed him back and savored his taste and the feel of his body against my skin. He leaned up for a moment to shrug his pants off and then was on me once again. I wrapped my legs around his hips and ground my core into him. I wanted to feel him inside me, connected with me. He teased my center with his arousal and slid his length between my folds slowly. I relished the sensation before he slowly positioned himself and slid into me. My body arched in pleasure and I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, clutching him to me. He was the only thing I needed in this moment. Maybe the only thing I would ever need. 


  He slid in and out of me slowly. Gentle and loving, it felt like he was making love to me, and I hoped he was. I wrapped my fingers in his hair and pressed him into me. I moved my hips in rhythm with him and I knew that we couldn't be more perfect. This is what Carter and I did best. It may be hard for us to adjust to each other outside of these moments, but in these moments we were pure perfection. 


  Carter angled my bottom up in his strong hands to hit me deeper and I moaned in pleasure. He sped up and his length hit a new and exquisite spot. My ankles locked behind his bottom and he continued to work in and out of me. 


  "I can't get enough of you, Eva. I won't ever get enough of you." He worked in and out and then his hand slid between us and he massaged my hypersensitive bud. My second orgasm traveled up my body slow and satisfying. Carter's body spasmed and I could feel him jerking inside me. He stroked through his orgasm and then collapsed onto me, holding me tightly in his arms as his chest rose up and down with his breath. 


  Silky locks of his hair tickled my forehead and I smiled and brushed the hair off of his face. He nuzzled into my neck, and rolled to my side, his arms still wrapped around me. I stroked my fingers along his eyebrows and his closed eyelids, the straight line of his nose and his full lips. I trailed a finger along the shell of his ear and around to the back of his neck and pulled him into me to give him a long kiss. I knew in that instant that he was all I ever needed. 


  



  Carter worked from his apartment the next day while I went into the office. I came home the next night and we ordered takeout and watched TV and made love in his bed. It felt like some sort of slice of heaven. I relished waking up next to him in the morning. It was a glimpse of what our lives could be like. Maybe Carter wasn't all wrong when he said if it's right it's hard in the beginning. It was the first time I could see what my future might actually look like with Carter Morgan in it, and my heart skipped a beat at the thought. 


  



  Ten


  



  



  Carter flew back to Boston Friday morning for a meeting and I followed a few hours later. We'd planned to meet for dinner that night. I knew Cate would be mad, having not seen me all week, but Carter and I were in such a good place that I couldn't help but want to live inside our own little bliss for as long as possible.


  Parker met me at the airport that afternoon. I slid into the back seat of the Bentley and shuddered at the thought of all the women that Parker had see in his rearview mirror, giggling over Carter, their hands on his chest, his lips on theirs. My heart clenched. I hated knowing that Carter had a past, but the only thing I could do was avoid thinking about it, which could be hard when it came up to bite me in the ass so regularly. 


  Parker maneuvered through the congested Boston traffic and my thoughts drifted back to the sweet few days Carter and I had spent together in New York. When things were good with us, they were so good, but when they were bad, it was like the bottom fell out beneath us.


  Parker pulled up to the curb of The Hancock and I slid out and gave him a nod of thanks. 


  Carter's secretary waved me into his office with a smile. I walked in and Carter looked up from his desk with loving eyes and a genuine smile. 


  "Come here." He patted his lap. I walked to him, sat down and draped my arms around his neck. "I missed you." He nuzzled into my hair. 


  "It's only been a few hours." I twisted his silky hair between my fingers with a smile. I had missed him too. 


  "What can I say? You're like a drug, I can't live without a taste of you for long." His lips curved up in a sexy grin. I pressed my lips to his softly. 


  "I’ve got something for you." He waggled his eyebrows at me and reached down to pull a white shopping bag up from the floor. I peaked inside and giggled. 


  "I went to La Perla this morning, I thought it was about time I replaced all those panties I’ve been going through." He grinned. Various colors of lace peeked through tissue paper. 


  "Where are all my undies at anyway?" I arched and eyebrow at him. A slow grin spread across his face as he slid open a drawer of his desk to reveal the torn and tattered lace of my panties. 


  "Quite the collector. Isn't that charming." I rolled my eyes.


  "I need something to jog my memory of your hot body when you're not here." His warm hand slid underneath my shirt and caressed my breast. My breathing hitched and I kissed him deeply. 


  "Come on, up you go. You've got to get ready for dinner." He lifted me off his lap and slapped my bottom. "Use my shower if you want, there's something in there for you to wear."


  "Ok." I skipped into the bathroom in his office and peeled out of my jeans and shirt. "Want to join me?" I threw my bra out into his office with a smile. His eyes widened for a minute and then he stalked after me like a cat stalking its prey. I giggled and ducked into the shower, turning on the water so he wouldn’t follow me. He held my eyes with an intense gaze and loosened his tie and slipped it over his head, then shrugged the suit jacket off of his shoulders. My heart began to pound when I realized I would have company in the shower after all. He undid the buttons of his shirt one by one, his eyes never leaving mine, and then yanked his shirt out of his pants. 


  My heart hammered and my nipples hardened and ached in anticipation of his touch. I held eye contact with him while I slid my hand down my slippery body. My fingers found my aching bundle of nerves and began to massage in slow circles. His eyes widened at me and I could see his breathing pick up. I took a deep breath and leaned back against the tile wall of the shower, letting the water cascade down my body. My head tipped back and I began to massage harder, while my other hand slid up to my breast to play with my nipple. 


  I bit my lip and a moan rolled out of my throat. Carter licked his lips and then popped the button and dropped his trousers to the floor in one swift move. He stepped into the shower with me and placed his hand over mine to feel me touching myself. He took my nipple in his mouth and tugged with his teeth. My back arched into him as he pressed my hand harder into myself. A feral growl escaped his throat and then he dropped to the floor on his knees and held my thighs open with his strong hands as he attacked me with his mouth. I moaned loudly and ran my fingers through his hair. I pulled him tighter to me and he tugged gently on my sensitive bud with his teeth. I groaned in pleasure; the hot water cascading down my body coupled with Carter's mouth making love to me was overwhelming and it didn't take long for my body to buck and tremble with my orgasm. My legs were weak and my fingers tightened and pulled his long, wet hair. Carter held me up with his firm hands to prevent me from crumpling onto the shower floor. He slid up my body and I felt his hard length pressed against my soft belly. 


  My brain buzzed with the post-orgasm high, but it didn't dampen my desire for him. He bounced me up on his hips and I wrapped my legs and arms around his body. I dove into his neck and nibbled and licked along the wet flesh underneath his ear. Carter held onto my bottom with both hands and pulled my body away from his just enough to angle his length into me. When he was sheathed inside me he thrust his hips up into me and pinned me against the wall. 


  Carter filling me to my very core was some sort of sweet ecstasy and in that moment there was nothing else I craved more than him. He grunted and thrust into my body as we slid and smacked together under the hot spray of the shower. I held one arm out, flat-palmed against one wall of the shower to help support me as I rode him. He held me firm in his hands and pounded over and over frantically, as if he couldn’t get enough of me. From this angle he wasn't hitting me deep, but the closeness of our bodies was providing shallow stimulation that drove me wild. I knew I would come any second. My other hand tightened in the back of his hair and I groaned and panted in pleasure. 


  Carter's thrusting became deeper and more frenzied before his teeth sunk into my neck. I came instantly at the pain and pleasure combination and Carter gave one long, shuddering groan and came inside me as my body pulsed around him. His body heaved in exertion and I clung to him, afraid to trust my legs to hold me as his long wet hair tickled my neck. Our breathing slowed down and Carter lifted his head. 


  "Christ, I’m so sorry, Eva." He kissed the crevice of my neck tenderly where he'd bitten me. "That will probably leave a mark." He pulled back and looked me in the eye apologetic. 


  "It's ok." I touched my fingers to the tender skin. "It was kind of hot." I pressed his lips to mine firmly, and then bit down on his bottom lip without apology. Carter kissed me back and gave a deep chuckle when he pulled away. 


  "You are insatiable, Miss Austin." He set me down on the floor and smacked my ass playfully. 


  "Only with you." I spun under the stream of water to grab for his shampoo. Carter took the bottle from my hands and washed my hair and body, caressing me slowly and seductively. Carter's big hands all over my wet body threw my system into overdrive. After he was done I took the bottle of shampoo from him and washed his hair lovingly. Running my fingers through his silky, toffee-colored strands and massaging his scalp slowly brought me so much pleasure. I loved Carter's hair. A CEO of a billion-dollar company shouldn't have long, unruly hair, but Carter did and it worked so well on him. His eyes closed and a soft moan escaped his lips as I massaged. Then I ran my hands up and down his body with soap; slowly around his defined arms, across the planes of his toned chest, down to his narrow waist and his strong thighs. Carter's body was the stuff of Greek legend. When Michelangelo sculpted David, he must have had Carter in mind. 


  "Come on, angel, we've got a reservation." He stepped out of the shower and dried himself off quickly before wrapping the towel low on his hips. My eyes narrowed to that sexy pelvic muscle in the shape of a V peeking out atop the towel and I bit my lip as naughty thoughts ran through my mind. 


  "Evangeline." Carter's eyes were hooded with dangerous lust. He turned the knob to shut off the water and held a towel open for me to step into. He wrapped me up and kissed me on the forehead. Then he went to work toweling me off and soaking up the water in my hair. 


  Carter finished and pointed me to the garment bag laying across the vanity. "Your dress. I think there's a blow dryer under the sink, too." He stepped over to the walk-in closet to get dressed. I watched his perfect ass walk away, wrapped in a white towel, and I was ready for him all over again. Carter disappeared and I turned back to the vanity. I fingered through my hair as best as possible without a brush, and then opened the drawer of the vanity to dig for a hair dryer. I found one, along with hair spray and a partially used bottle of perfume. I picked it up with a frown on my face. My first instinct was to throw it at the mirror and head for the door, but I knew Carter deserved more than that, and I did too. We were in a better place now weren't we? We'd learned something over the last few days about ourselves and each other. 


  I sniffed the perfume and recognized it instantly. I jogged my memory trying to recall where I’d smelled it before. 


  The ball. 


  The night Carter and I had first been together. 


  Madeleine. 


  This was Madeleine’s perfume. 


  My grip tightened on the bottle and my heart pounded erratically. I thought they were just friends, why would she keep toiletries here. I knew instantly that they'd been more at one time, but I chose to have faith that it was no longer. Or at least I would give Carter the benefit of the doubt. I decided at that moment that I cared about Carter enough to give him the chance to explain.


  He came back out of the closet dressed in dark wool pants with a black shirt hanging open. That man was impossibly sexy at any given moment. Locks of wet hair fell over his forehead in errant disarray and his eyes flashed in pleasure, as his eyes scanned my still naked form. And then his eyes zeroed in on the bottle in my hands. I locked eyes with him in the reflection of the mirror and stood expressionless. 


  "Fuck." Carter took two steps to me and grabbed the bottle from my hand and tossed it back in the drawer. He wrapped his arms around me and held me tight to him. "It's old. God, Eva, I didn't even know it was still here. I never go in that drawer. I'm sorry." He held me by the shoulders with both hands and looked me straight in the eye. "Are you ok?" He didn't know how to gauge me since I still hadn't said a word. I nodded slowly and took a deep breath. 


  "Yeah, I’m ok. It just took me by surprise. It's just irritating when your man-whoring ways come up to smack me in the face." I gave him a small smile in an attempt to lighten the mood. 


  "Former man-whoring ways." One eyebrow raised up at me, still watching me as if I might explode at any moment. "You're really ok?"


  "Yea." I smiled at him and actually felt it this time. 


  "I left a bruise." His fingertip touched my neck softly. I glanced in the mirror and my eyes widened for a moment, surprised at the damage he'd done to my skin. 


  "It doesn't hurt." I shrugged. He bent down and kissed it tenderly. 


  "I’m sorry, Eva, for this, and the perfume." He locked eyes with me again. "I have something for you." He dodged back into the walk-in closet and then came out holding the Tiffany blue watch case. My eyes darted to his.


  "How did you get that?" 


  "I stopped at your place earlier. Cate gave it to me." He opened the case and took the watch out. "I want you to wear it tonight." His gaze held mine. 


  "I don't think I should keep it." I frowned. 


  "I want you to. It's a gift. Please?" Carter held my wrist gently, clasped the watch closed, and then brought my hand to his lips and kissed my palm. 


  "I feel like a gold-digger." My eyes pleaded with his to understand me. 


  "Don't ever call yourself that." His eyes flicked in anger. "I know you're not, and that's all that matters."


  I smiled weakly at him. 


  "A beautiful girl deserves beautiful jewelry." He placed a soft kiss on my lips. 


  I smiled and tucked my head into his neck and breathed in his scent.


  "Come on, reservation." He gave my bum a quick squeeze and shot me a panty-dropping smile. How did I ever stand a chance of winning a battle against him with a smile like that?


  



  Eleven


  
    

  


  



  Thirty minutes later Carter and I stepped onto the sidewalk to head to dinner. I was wearing a form fitting black mini dress with long sleeves and a mesh neckline that Carter had picked out. The man sure liked his dresses short. I stepped into the back of the Bentley first and settled myself before Carter slid in next to me and raised the privacy glass. His eyes shot to mine with a dangerous glare. 


  "Evangeline, where the fuck are your panties?" My eyes widened in surprise that he'd noticed so soon, and then I gave him a sassy smile. The lack of panty lines must have tipped him off. 


  "I thought I’d cut right to the chase. Didn't want you ruining the new ones you'd just bought for me." I grinned. 


  "Put on some underwear." He tossed the La Perla bag to me. I raised one eyebrow at him. 


  "Or what, Mr. Morgan?" I crossed my legs so the dress shifted higher up my thighs. Carter clenched his teeth as his eyes shot to my exposed leg. 


  "Underwear, Evangeline," he ground through his teeth, still focused on my exposed thigh. 


  "No. I’m good, thanks." I smiled at him sweetly. His eyes shot to mine, surprised at my defiance. He held my glare for a minute before he realized I wouldn't be backing down. 


  "You are incorrigible, woman." Carter ran a hand through his hair and then tugged the dress further down my thigh in an attempt to cover me. I smiled in triumph and my girly bits tingled in anticipation at the hell I would put him through tonight knowing I was without my panties. 


  



  Carter and I were seated at a private table at the Meritage overlooking the waterfront. The city lights reflecting off the water twinkled and the ambiance of the dining room was magical. The waiter arrived and Carter ordered for us.


  "We'll have the '95 Chateau Margaux with the Kobe Beef and the Diver Scallops." He ordered without looking at the menu. 


  "What if I don't want that?"


  "You’re being rather defiant tonight, Evangeline." He regarded me thoughtfully. 


  "You're being rather controlling." I threw back at him. I took a sip of my wine and worried my bottom lip between my teeth as I gazed out at the Boston night. 


  "What's wrong, Evangeline?" Carter said with a hint of exasperation. 


  "Who did that stuff belong to?" My eyes darted to his. 


  "Back to this?" he frowned. "A friend, an old friend. Someone who hasn't been to my office in a long time, Evangeline. I'll get rid of all of it." His eyes implored me to drop the subject. 


  "Was it Madeleine's?" I took another sip of my wine to avoid his eyes. 


  "Yes." Carter shuffled in his seat uncomfortably. 


  "Why did Madeleine keep things at your office?" 


  "We were together at one time." Carter held me with a steady gaze. 


  "Another fuck buddy?"


  "No, Madeleine and I were engaged," Carter deadpanned. The air left my lungs in an instant. What? I was prepared to wrap my mind around the fact that Carter was a former womanizer, playboy, modelizer, but he had been engaged? Somehow in the back of my mind it had been easier for me to accept his former life when I thought he didn't care for them; that they meant nothing. But at least one of them had. 


  I thought back to that night at the ball and what Madeleine had said to me. 


  He isn't someone you build your dreams on. 


  What happened between them that made her say that? What had he done to her? Suddenly her cold demeanor and vicious attitude made sense; she was jealous, she did have a claim on him. She had his heart, at least she had at one time. And may have been the only one to have ever done so. 


  My breathing was shallow and I thought I may be on the verge of an panic attack. 


  "Are you still friends with her?" I set my glass down and stared at him.


  "Yes, but we broke things off a long time ago."


  "You still see her?" My heart was thudding so loud in my ears I could hardly hear my own thoughts. 


  "Yes, we work together on some business things. She's an investor, it's sort of unavoidable that I see her." I bit down so hard on my bottom lip I thought it might bleed. 


  "I need to go to the bathroom."


  "Eva." Carter raised his voice in warning as I stood and rushed to the restroom. When I got there I slammed the door, locked it and plopped myself down on the plush settee. Tears sprang to my eyes as I tried tugging the dress down over my thighs. 


  "Evangeline." Carter's voice boomed through the door as he pounded with his fist. I sat silently and continued to cry. "Evangeline, open the fucking door." He was pounding relentlessly. 


  "Go away, Carter," I whispered through sobs. 


  "Unlock the door or I swear I will break it down," he growled. I took a few deep breaths willing myself to calm down. I walked to the door and unlocked it. He burst through like a bear with an unpredictable look of anger on his face. I sat back down on the settee and waited for him to say something. 


  "What the fuck is the problem, Evangeline?" I continued to ignore him. "So I was engaged a long time ago, that's all over," he pleaded with me in a gruff voice. 


  "The problem isn't that you were engaged," I whispered through clenched teeth. "The problem is that you still see her; you're still friends with her." I was grinding my teeth in anger. 


  "I have to, she's a part of my company. And we're friends, she's always been there for me." Carter's voice softened. 


  "I don't care. Your fucked up past keeps coming up to bite me, and you didn't even tell me she was your fiancé after she sharpened her claws on me that night at the ball," I spit out angrily. 


  "I’m sorry, I should have told you. But she means nothing to me; nothing more than a friend. I hardly see her anymore, she's dating someone else, we've both moved on. I've moved on with you." He dropped to his knees and lifted my chin to look him in the eye. 


  "So I’m supposed to accept that Madeleine is in your life, but you go all caveman about Sawyer?" I glared at him. His teeth clenched in anger. 


  "It's not the same, Evangeline. He still wants you." His eyes flashed angry fire at me. 


  "It is the same. You were engaged to her, Carter. You used to fuck her in your office, and I think she still has something for you." My eyes flashed at him. 


  "No, we've both moved on. She has someone else, and I have you." The pad of his thumb wiped a tear from my cheek tenderly. 


  "I’m telling you she still has feelings for you. The things she said that night at the ball…" I looked away from him. 


  "Well, I don't have feelings for her. You're it for me. And Sawyer had his hands all over you that night at the club. You're mine, Evangeline." He pulled me into his arms and spun me around to face the mirrors with his chest against my back. "I don't want some guys hands all over you. See this?" He pulled my hair back from my neck to reveal the bruise he'd left on me. "This is my mark on you, the one that says you're mine." He held my waist firmly to him and I could feel his length hard against my bottom. I knew I should be angry at his neanderthal ramblings, and I was, but I was mad with lust for him too. I squirmed against him and my eyes flicked to meet his in the reflection of the mirror. 


  He spun me around in an instant and pulled my lips to his in a fierce kiss. He lifted the short dress up over my hips and pushed his palm into my aching center. He rubbed in rough circles and pinched my sensitive bundle of nerves and I groaned into his mouth. He lifted me by the ass up onto the counter and undid his button and zipper quickly before shoving into me roughly. 


  He ground into me, holding one hand on the counter for leverage, and another tightly around my neck to hold my head in place as he kissed and nipped. 


  "I’m so out of control for you, Evangeline. You make me so mad," he ground between his teeth as he pounded into me. I arched my back and thrust my hips to meet his rhythm just as frantically.


  "You're mine. I don't want anyone's hands on you, only mine."


  "Yes," I panted.


  "Say, it. Say you are fucking mine." Sweat glistened on his brow and I wrapped my fingers into the hair at the back of his neck. 


  "I’m yours, Carter."


  "Forever. You're mine forever." He pounded harder. It felt like he was punishing me; reminding me that I was only his.


  "Yes," I panted and Carter groaned and then pulsed within me as I arched and fell over the cliff in frantic pleasure. My body was quivering in passion and exertion; buzzing with erotic bliss. Carter leaned over my body and panted as his sweat-dampened hair tickled my forehead. 


  "Don't leave. I love you, Evangeline." My heart stopped and my fingers tightened around his shoulders. I sat silently, I couldn’t say a word. Carter had just given me a rough and dirty fuck in the bathroom of one of Boston’s most luxurious restaurants and now he was telling me he loved me? 


  He continued to pant and didn't seem to notice that I hadn't answered him. I held his body tight to mine as my mind buzzed in anxiety. Did I love Carter? Could we love each other? I didn't even know if we were good for each other. 


  I scooted away from him on the vanity to break the connection. There was too much to consider, and I needed to not be touching his delicious body when I considered it. He looked up into my eyes with a slow smile and kissed me tenderly on the lips. I smiled back to reassure him, then quietly hopped down from the counter and straightened my dress. Carter zipped his pants back up as I straightened myself out in the mirror to make it look like I hadn’t just been fucked within an inch of my life in the bathroom. 


  "Ready?" He smiled, wrapped an arm around my waist, and kissed my hair. I watched his tender gesture in the mirror and my anxiety doubled. 


  



  Twelve


  



  



  "Home. Thanks, Parker." Carter and I ducked into the back of the Bentley. 


  "No, I need to go to my place." I looked at Carter. His eyes flashed in hurt and confusion. "Nothing bad, I just need to go home, I’ve been gone all week." I touched my hand to the stubble along his jaw with a reassuring smile. What I really needed to do was get away from Carter. We'd enjoyed our meal as if nothing had happened, but in my mind everything had happened. 


  Carter had been engaged to Madeleine. 


  Carter still saw Madeleine. 


  Carter fucked me in a restaurant bathroom and then told me he loved me. 


  I needed distance because he had just turned my world upside down. 


  "Are you sure?" Carter whispered. 


  "Yes." I nodded. If I said anything more I was afraid my voice would crack and the levees would burst. 


  "Miss Austin will be going home tonight, Parker," Carter announced through the intercom. He held my hand tightly the entire way back to my apartment, as if he held me tight enough it would cement the status of his claim on me. The car pulled up outside the townhouse and Parker jumped out to unload my luggage from earlier. So much had happened that it felt like ages ago that I'd flown in from New York. He carried my bags up to my apartment, and Carter handed me the La Perla bag. 


  "Don't forget your panties." A small smirk played across his mouth. That smirk could melt my panties; that smirk was the reason I was standing there without panties on. My heart warred with my mind to invite him up. 


  "Thanks." I smiled up at him. Carter pulled me in for a soft kiss on the lips. 


  "Thank you for a wonderful dinner, Evangeline," Carter whispered. I nodded and smiled again before turning and walking into the building.


   


  "Hey, how was New York?" Cate gave me a warm smile when I walked into our apartment. 


  "It was tiring." I dropped my purse and the La Perla bag on the floor.  


  "Great dress. What's wrong?" Cate set her tablet down and made her way over to me. I heaved a huge sigh. It was beyond comforting to see her. I wrapped her in my arms and sobbed on her shoulder. 


  "God Eva, what happened?" She rubbed my back. I continued to sob on her shoulder, unable to even answer her. 


  "I don't know." I pulled away and wiped the tears from my cheeks. "I don't know what happened. Carter followed me to New York, which was a surprise. He did this weird, staking his claim thing on me with my parents, but that wasn't the big deal. We had this amazing, romantic few days at his apartment. And then when I flew in earlier, I went to his office…" my sobs cut me off again. 


  "Just breathe, Eva, breathe. If he hurt you I will cut off his balls. Seriously,"


  "No, no. It was great. So perfect. And he gave me this dress." I smoothed my hands over the fabric. "We got ready to go out to dinner, and then I found stuff."


  "What do you mean stuff?"


  "In his bathroom. Girl stuff. Perfume." My heart raced at the memory. Cate narrowed her eyes at me, waiting for further explanation. 


  "And not even that was the problem. He explained; I was fine-ish." I gave a weak smile. "But when we were at dinner he told me he was engaged to Madeleine. Engaged, after the things she said to me at the ball, he never told me. And after the huge fight we had about Sawyer. Forbidding me from seeing him, and here Madeleine is his ex-fiancé. And they're still friends. She fucking works with him."


  "Well, that's not terrible, Eva. You can get past that." Cate rubbed my arm reassuringly. 


  "Maybe, but when I got upset and went to the bathroom in the restaurant he barged in and, God I don't even know what happened. One minute he was hollering, I was hollering, and then we were fucking, and then…"


  "Wait, you fucked in the bathroom?" Cate's eyes widened in surprise. I nodded with a small sob. 


  "He told me he loved me, Cate, right after this wild, rough fuck; after we'd been hollering, and I was crying, he told me he loved me." I slouched down onto the bar stool. 


  "Jesus Christ, Eva." Cate sat next to me. "Do you love him?"


  "What?" My head shot up to her. "I don't know. God it's been two weeks. I don't know," my voice trailed off. 


  "I knew he loved you." Cate smiled. 


  "What? What do you mean?" I glared at her. 


  "I just knew. I could tell the way he acted with you. Women chase Carter Morgan, he doesn't chase them. I've been in Boston a few years now; I’ve heard much about Carter Morgan, especially from girls sobbing in bathroom stalls at clubs, but that's besides the point. He was different with you, Eva." She smoothed my hair. "You love him too."


  My eyes shot to hers and held them for a moment. "We're not good for each other, Cate. Really, we're not. We're so fucked up together. One minute it's the best, and the next it's the worst." I was chewing on my bottom lip again. 


  "That's just how you are. The good times make it so worth the rough times though, don't they?" I met Cate's eyes and gave a small nod. 


  "Carter is worth it. The way you feel when you're with him is worth it." She smiled again. "Are you going to be ok?"


  "Yea, I just need to process. I’m going to take a shower, get out of this dress." I pulled the fabric further down on my thighs with a wiggle. Cate gave me a wide smile and a tight hug when I stood. 


  "I love you, Cate." I squeezed her. 


  "Love you too." She smoothed her hand down my hair. 


  



  I stepped out of the shower and threw on a pair of pajama pants and my UMASS sweatshirt. I snuggled into the soft fabric and dropped myself on the bed, curling up with one of my pillows. My mind was reeling. He had dropped me off less than an hour ago and I already felt a little better after talking to Cate and having a hot shower. I just wanted to block out the last few hours and sleep, and then wake up tomorrow with a hopefully fresh perspective. 


  I heard Cate talking and glanced at the clock. After ten already, maybe she was on the phone. Just then Carter burst through the door of my room. His hair was wild and he had a frantic look in his eyes. 


  I bolted up in bed, "What's wrong?" 


  "Eva." He dropped to his knees at the edge of my bed and grasped my hips with both of his palms. He laid his head in my lap and I ran my fingers through his hair. 


  "I knew something was wrong when I left. I knew we weren't right. I tried to go home. I tried to workout, get work done, go to bed. My bed sheets feel empty when you're not there. Your heartbeat helps me sleep. Your breath soothes my soul. I know you're mad, but, please don't leave. Don't run on me Eva, I love you, more than I knew I could ever love anyone. When we're apart I think of nothing but you. You're my everything."


  I took slow deep breaths and watched Carter’s beautiful head in my lap. I ran my hand down his strong neck to his upper back and circled my fingertips on top of the muscles. For so long I had thought he consumed me; that it only went one way; that he would leave me at any moment once he realized I didn't fit into his world. 


  And yet here he was. 


  My hands moved to his face and I held his head in my palms.  "Hey, look at me." 


  His head remained bent. 


  "Look at me, Carter." I forced him to lift his head and look me in the eye. "You consume me. I've got it so deep I can barely even breathe. When we're together you take my breath away and when we're apart I'm lost. I won't run again, I promise. What can I say to make you believe me?" 


  Carter's fiery gaze held mine with an intensity that only he could muster. "Marry me. Go to bed with me every night, and wake up with me every morning for the rest of my life." 


  The air left my lungs. 
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  Chapter One


  



  



  


  "Eva." He dropped to his knees at the edge of my bed and grasped my hips with both of his palms. He laid his head in my lap and I ran my fingers through his hair.  


    "I knew something was wrong when I left. I knew we weren't right. I tried to go home. I tried to work out, get work done, go to bed. My bed sheets feel empty when you're not there. Your heartbeat helps me sleep. Your breath soothes my soul. I know you're mad, but, please don't leave. Don't run on me Eva, I love you, more than I knew I could ever love anyone. When we're apart I think of nothing but you. You're my everything."


    I took slow deep breaths and watched Carter’s beautiful head in my lap. I ran my hand down his strong neck to his upper back and circled my fingertips on top of the muscles. For so long I had thought he consumed me; that it only went one way; that he would leave me at any moment once he realized I didn't fit into his world.  


    And yet here he was.  


    My hands moved to his face and I held his head in my palms.   "Hey, look at me."  


    His head remained bent.  


    "Look at me, Carter." I forced him to lift his head and look me in the eye. "You consume me. I've got it so deep I can barely even breathe. When we're together you take my breath away and when we're apart I'm lost. I won't run again, I promise. What can I say to make you believe me?"  


    Carter's fiery gaze held mine with an intensity that only he could muster. "Marry me. Go to bed with me every night, and wake up with me every morning for the rest of my life."  


    The air left my lungs.  


   


  



  



    The seconds stretched like minutes. I knew for every moment I didn't answer him, he thought my answer would be no. Could I do it? Could I live with him in his big house? Would we get sick of seeing each other every morning? Would he get bored with me? I still wasn't convinced that he was a monogamous kind of guy.  


    Then I checked myself; that had been my problem all along hadn't it? Second-guessing my place in this relationship; my worthiness of such a beautiful and lovable man. I had to take him at his word, if I had learned anything over the past few days, it was that. I had to believe him when he told me he wanted me here, in his life, every morning and every night.  


    "Yes."  


    "Really?" His eyes looked up at me in childish wonderment. Tears sprang to my eyes as I entwined my fingers in his messy hair. "Yes, Carter." I nodded and pulled his lips to mine tenderly. He wrapped his hands into my hair and held me tightly, kissing me with a new kind of intensity.  He pulled away and his lips dusted against mine.  


    "I love you so much." He kissed my lips lightly. And then he pulled away and shook his head, laughing. My heart jumped into my throat for a moment. Had he gone mad? Why was he laughing? Uncontrollably now. My heart beat faster—maybe this was wrong, maybe it was a joke. He didn't want to marry me; I’d been so foolish.  


    I pushed myself further up the bed and turned my head as angry tears sprang to my eyes. How foolish could I be? Carter turned me into a blubbering idiot. When I was with him I didn't know up from down and the logical part of my brain ceased to work.


    "Eva." His voice pulled me from my fog. "You've made me so happy. I don't deserve you. I know I’m hard, Eva, I know I’m so fucking hard to be with. But I’ll be better." He crawled up my bed and wrapped his hands in my hair again, pulling me to him. His lips pressing to mine made my brain buzz and my nerve endings prickle with heat.  


    "Carter…" I pulled his head back from mine gently. He grinned a slow, lazy grin and nipped at my lips. I smiled softly; he looked so young and beautiful and carefree in that moment. Not the CEO who ran a billion dollar company, but a man that looked his age. Playful and sweet.  "You really want to get married?"  


    "Yes. I want to marry you, Eva. I want to be tied to you forever." I frowned at his statement.


    "Carter, we don’t have to get married for me not to leave. I wasn't going to run tonight. I just needed time. So much happened tonight…" My thoughts trailed off softly.


    "I’m not marrying you because I’m afraid you'll run, Eva. I was afraid, but that's not why I want to marry you. I love you. Every day I want to show you how much I love you. Will you let me?" He placed one finger under my chin and lifted my head to look in his eyes.  


    "I love you, Carter, so much." I jumped to my knees and threw my arms around his neck, squeezing him tightly.  


    "Let's go tonight. Let's leave, we'll go to Aspen and get married this weekend," he whispered.


    "What?" I pulled back in shock.  


    "Let's do it, Eva. I don't want to wait a moment longer than I have to." His thumbs danced along my jaw line and around the sensitive skin of my neck.  


    "You don't want a wedding with family?" My heart thumped in my chest erratically wondering if I could do this, if I could jump up and marry Carter this weekend.  


    "No. I mean… I don't care. If you want that, then we'll have that. All I want is you. How I get you, it doesn’t matter."  


    "But Carter…" my thoughts trailed off again. I wondered if he'd forgotten what I’d told him. He waited patiently for me to continue. "I can't have kids." My heart dropped. He wouldn't want me now. He would remember that I was damaged goods. I couldn't give him beautiful children with steely blue eyes and silky toffee-colored hair.  


    "Eva I don't care about that. You're what matters to me, nothing else."  


    I watched him thoughtfully as he stroked my hair and smiled at me with a soft look in his eyes.  


    "What do you say, Eva? Will you marry me this weekend?"  


    My heart flip-flopped in my chest. My brain buzzed with the idea of marrying Carter. I bit my lip, squeezed my eyes tightly and nodded. "Yes, let's do it."  


    He wrapped his arms around me instantly and squeezed. I could feel his heart beating through his chest, and mine meeting it beat for beat.  


    "You’re so beautiful, I can't wait to have you all to myself."  


    "You always did, Carter. It was always just you and me." I smiled peacefully at the revelation in my own mind. I inhaled his delicious freshwater scent and ran my fingertips along the nape of his neck. My stomach swam in a cocktail of lust, passion, love, and excitement.  


    "Let me call Parker." He pulled away from me, pressing his lips firmly to mine, before pulling his phone out of his pocket.  


    "Parker, call Livingston and let him know we're flying to Aspen tonight." He made a few more plans and then hung up his phone. "You've got an hour, baby."


    My eyes widened in surprise. "An hour? Can't it wait until tomorrow?" I smoothed my hands around his shoulders and skimmed my nose along his neck.  


    "I want to marry you, Miss Austin, without delay." A roguish grin spread across his face. "Pack some things. Let's go." He swatted me on the bottom.


    I pouted and then gave him a peck on the lips. "I love you."  


    "Say it again." He pressed his forehead to mine as emotion pulled in his eyes.  


    "I love you." I kissed his nose.  


    "I love when you say that," he whispered.  


    "I love saying it." I smiled.  


    "Now get ready." One of his hands squeezed my bottom. I shook my head with a smile and then pulled away to find a bag to pack some essentials for what would be my wedding weekend. My heart skipped a few beats at the thought.   


  
    

  


  Chapter Two


  



  "Are you ready, Miss Austin?" Carter held my hand tightly in the back of the Bentley, his beautiful eyes regarding me thoughtfully. We'd just pulled up to a private tarmac at Logan International and were preparing to board his private jet.  


    I nodded at him. I didn't think I could speak I was so nerved up. The ride to the airport had been just enough time for the excitement to dissipate and the anxiety to set in. Carter probably sensed my nerves since I’d been so silent during the car ride. He'd held my hand the entire time and caressed it softly with his thumb. It was that brief contact that was keeping me from leaping out of the moving car. It's not that I didn't want to marry him; I wasn’t having second thoughts about Carter, I was having second thoughts about marriage period. I'd never been particularly interested in settling down, as my mother often said. Her vision for my future hadn't necessarily been my own. But then again, maybe I'd never found the right person. And now I had.  


    "Can I still work?" I blurted out. Carter raised his eyebrows.  


    "Of course. If you want. You don't have to." He continued to stroke my hand with the pad of his thumb. "Are you having second thoughts?" he whispered.


    "No." That didn't come out confident at all. "No," I said more emphatically. "I’m just nervous. And I have a lot of questions." I bit my bottom lip distractedly.  


    "Well don't. Because we'll be perfect." He pulled my lip from my teeth with his thumb. "I love you, and you love me, right?" His gaze penetrated mine. I nodded. "Then that's the only thing that matters." He pressed his lips to mine in a searing kiss. Butterflies jumped in my stomach just like they always did whenever he touched me.  


    "After you, Miss Austin." He waved a hand toward the waiting plane. A wide smile slowly spread across my face as his grin met mine. I kissed him quickly one more time, turned, and strode to the plane without a second thought.  


    "Evening, Mr. Morgan. It's a clear night all the way to Aspen. No troubles anticipated." The pilot met us as we boarded the plane.  


    "Thanks Livingston." Carter's hand held mine securely. Although it was probably a possessive gesture, it was oddly comforting. Carter did possess me, body and soul.  


    "Mr. Morgan." An older, blonde flight attendant gave us a genuine smile. Her eyes landed on me. "I’m Karen."


    "Eva." I smiled and took her outstretched hand.  


    "I’ll be accompanying you to Colorado tonight. Can I get you a drink?" she asked.


    "Yes. White wine, please." I was desperate for the butterflies to stop knocking around in my stomach.  


    "Of course. Mr. Morgan?"


    "Whiskey, Karen. Thanks." We made our way to the comfortable leather seats. I slumped down into one as Carter set our bags near the back of the plane and then came to sit next to me.  


    "You okay?" His eyes watched me.  


    "Yep." I reached for his hand and squeezed tightly to reassure him.


    "Aspen is beautiful right now. I don't get a chance to come often in the fall."  


    I nodded with a soft smile.  


    "Have you ever been to Colorado?"


    "No." I shook my head distractedly. My inner dialogue was going crazy. I felt like I was on the verge of a panic attack. In fact, hadn't it been the second time this week Carter had nearly given me one?


    "If there's anything else I can get you let me know." Karen placed our drinks on the table in front of us.  


    "Thanks." Carter nodded to her. He held my hand tightly and picked up his whiskey glass with his left hand. My palms became sweaty and suddenly I was uncomfortable with his hand in mine. I loved him. I knew I did, but my brain couldn't even begin to process what the next forty-eight hours would hold for me.  


    My hand flinched in his. Carter glanced at me out of the corner of his eye as he took a soft sip of his drink. His grip tightened as I reached out with my other to grab the wine glass. I brought it to my lips and drank fully. The liquid washed over my taste buds and moved down my throat, helping to calm my nerves. I took another gulp, and then another, finishing off my drink. Karen caught my eyes and I nodded for another.  


    Carter's eyebrows shot up in surprise.  


    "You're not an alcoholic are you?" His mouth quirked into a teasing grin. I gave him a saucy smile and slugged him in the arm with my other hand. His lip pouted in mock-pain and he grabbed his upper bicep. I rolled my eyes at him.  


    "I love you." He turned his body to me and ran his fingers through my hair. His eyes gleamed with passion and adoration.  


    "I love you, too." I leaned into him and kissed him softly and slowly. I pulled away and smiled just as Karen came back with my wine.  


    "Thanks." I gave her an embarrassed smile because she'd just caught us canoodling. She smiled back and then stepped away.  


    "You okay?" Carter questioned me again.  


    "Yes. I am so much better than okay." I kissed his knuckles, still interlocked with mine, and then readjusted in my seat to get comfortable, preparing for a long flight across the country.  


   


  



    A few hours later the lights were dimmed and the cabin of the plane emanated a soft glow. I had been trying to read on my tablet, but my brain couldn't focus on the words. Carter sat beside me with his briefcase open looking at reports. He'd taken his contacts out and had put on a pair of glasses. The dark, plastic frames had a geek-chic vibe that looked devilishly sexy on him. Worn with faded jeans, the cuffs rolled slightly, and a dress shirt and sweater, he looked delectable. He, coupled with the wine and the quiet solitude of the cabin, had my nerves humming with lust.  


    I sat my tablet down on the table and turned so I could face him fully. He held a pen in his hand with the tip in his mouth, clicking it against his teeth absentmindedly. My attention was drawn to his full soft lips and my heart rate spiked. I wanted him, and I wanted him now. I stood then sat back on my knees in my seat. I lightly ran my hand from his arm to his shoulder and he turned giving me a soft smile before going back to his paperwork. I bit my lip to stifle a groan as my other hand reached up to pull the pen from his fingers. He arched an eyebrow at me and a lazy smile crossed his face. I set the pen and paperwork he'd been working with on the table in front of us and then crawled into his lap.  


    "I’ve never seen you with glasses, Mr. Morgan." I gave him a lusty smile. "I like them." My hands came up to hold his face as I kissed his lips lightly. "In fact, I think they're sexy." I breathed into his ear and ground my hips into him suggestively. His hands wrapped around my waist and his fingertips slipped under the hem of my shirt, whispering along my flesh and causing goosebumps to travel across my body. I nibbled on his ear and my hips slowly rocked into him. His fingers pressed tightly into my lower back.  


    "Eva," he groaned.  


    "Yes, Carter?" I whispered again. I threaded my fingers up into his hair and felt the silky locks between my fingers, and then pulled softly as my teeth tugged on his ear lobe. A moan escaped his throat and he held his hands tighter on my back, stopping me from rocking into him.  


    "I want you," I whispered and dusted my nose along the line of his neck, inhaling his intoxicating scent.  


    "No, Eva," Carter panted softly.  


    "What do you mean, no?" I whispered and moved my hips against his growing arousal. The seam of my jeans against his hardening length was hitting just the right spot and driving me wild with need.  


    "I mean, no. I want you, but not here. Not before we're married."  


    I pulled back and my body stiffened at his rebuff. I arched an eyebrow at him, needing an explanation.  


    "I want to do the honorable thing, Eva. I don't want us to sleep together before we're married."


    A giggle bubbled out of me uncontrollably. "Are you serious? You're going to go all chivalrous on me now?"  


    A small smile played across his lips.  


    "I think that ship has sailed." I pressed my body back into him. "You've had me in your bed…" I ground my core into his arousal, "and your kitchen…" I whispered in his ear, "your office…" I tugged on his ear again with my teeth, "your office shower…" I felt his breathing pick up. Carter couldn't refuse sex; I could plainly feel the evidence of that against his zipper. "I also remember a bathroom in one of Boston’s finest restaurants." I wrapped my hand around his neck and pressed my lips to his in a passionate kiss, my tongue thrusting past the barrier of his lips and smoothing against his. His hands slid up the skin of my back and kneaded almost painfully. He rubbed up and down, and then reached one hand down the back of my jeans. When his fingers reached the lace of my panties a groan escaped his throat. I felt his fingers clench around the fabric and I pressed his lips to mine harder and ground my center into his arousal. His hand slid further down the back of my pants and squeezed the flesh of my bottom. The gesture was so erotic I felt arousal shoot straight to my core. I leaned back off his lap to pull my shirt over my head. I wanted to feel Carter. I wanted reassurance that what we were doing was right. I needed the reminder that we really were perfect together.  


    "No, Eva." He held my wrists in his hands tightly before I could get the shirt over my head. "I want you. You have no idea how much I want you right now." His voice came out strained as he jerked his hips under me, showing me just how much he wanted me. "But I want to wait more."  


    My mouth dropped open in shock. Then my lips turned into a pout. "You are so stubborn." I slid off of his lap and back into my own seat.  


    "There's only one other person I’ve met that's even more so." His eyes twinkled at me and his lips turned up at the corners. I rolled my eyes and grabbed my tablet again, desperate to calm the lust buzzing in my system and to ignore the impossibly sexy and stubborn man sitting next to me.


   


  



    We landed in Aspen at midnight but after two flights in one day, we were both exhausted. Plus we were still on Eastern time, where it was two o’clock in the morning. A dark SUV met us on the tarmac and we were shuttled to Carter's house.  


    The house was located in Aspen's Red Mountain neighborhood, and although it was a pitch black October night, the neighboring houses and gates were lit with an inviting warm yellow glow, a reminder that Carter lived in a world of wealth that I wasn't accustomed to. I slipped my hand in Carter's and rested my head on his shoulder sleepily as the road meandered higher up the mountain overlooking the town. All the driveways we passed were protected by imposing security gates disguised in beautiful rich woods and local stonework.  


    Finally the car slowed and turned into a driveway sheltered by evergreens. The car stopped for a moment as the driver entered the security code, and then we made our way up the driveway to a secluded house nestled among thick evergreens and aspens. The car pulled up to the large entrance and Carter looked down at me tenderly.


    "You ready?"  


    I smiled and yawned, nodding my head. He gave a small chuckle, pulling me to him and placing a chaste kiss on my lips, before we both stepped out of the car.  


    The soft glow of the outdoor lights bounced off the house’s wooden and stone pillars. The home was top to bottom river rock, in every color of gray and beige. The copper-colored stones of the driveway added an inviting warmth, making the home look like it had grown out of the mountainside. Large, reclaimed wooden pillars sat on either side of an oversized wooden door that looked like it belonged on a medieval castle. The estate was, quite simply, breathtaking.  


    "Welcome home." Carter squeezed his hand in mine and watched me thoughtfully for my reaction. The driver set our few bags just inside the door; Carter nodded to him in thanks and we stepped inside.  


    The entryway, which opened into the living room, was an expansive space with a warm, mountain feel. Grey slate floors spread throughout the house, and the river rock walls and dark wooden beams carried in from the rustic outside décor.  


    "Do you want anything? Something to drink? Or eat?" Carter had yet to let go of my hand. I shook my head and yawned. He chuckled again.  


    "Let's get you to bed, my beautiful girl." He grabbed our few bags in one hand and then pulled me up the sweeping staircase. We paused at the open landing that looked out over the entryway and great room, with hallways to either side leading to bedrooms.


    He guided me to a room at the end of a long hallway and, opening the door, we stepped into the master suite. It had a stone accent wall with a built-in fireplace, while the rest of the walls were a neutral cream color. The slate floors from the downstairs continued on the second floor, but a plush cream-colored rug stretched across most of this room. A large king bed, with a thick white duvet and mountains of pillows, faced French doors that opened onto a terrace. I had no doubt there was a killer view out there.


    "Bathroom." Carter gestured with one hand. "Closet." He angled his head behind us to indicate the generous walk-in. I squeezed his hand affectionately and then hopped onto the bed and snuggled into the fetal position. I couldn’t even be bothered to undress; I wanted only to sleep for days.  


    Carter set our bags down by the closet door then came to me.  


    "Here." He sat me up on the bed and pulled my sweatshirt over my head gently. He kissed me on the nose once he'd gotten it off. His fingers got to work on the button of my jeans and then the zipper. Despite how exhausted I was, Carter still had the ability to make my heart flutter. I traced my fingertips up his forearm. I held onto him as he pushed the denim down my hips. He sat me back on the bed, then kneeled in front of me, untying and slipping off my shoes and sliding the jeans off of my legs. He slid his hands slowly back up my legs and thighs until they stopped at my hips, giving me a soft squeeze. He pressed a soft kiss on my belly above my panties and then hugged me for a minute.  


    My body was begging for his touch, especially since I'd been left hanging on the flight, but after his chivalrous promise of abstinence until we were married, I knew it was a lost cause. He stood and pulled the duvet back on the bed and moved a few pillows aside. I crawled up to the head of the bed and dug in, taking a deep breath of the fresh, soft cotton. I snuggled and curled my body into itself. Carter rubbed his hand down my spine and I wondered how he could touch me so sensually without taking it further. My body was humming with arousal from his soft and gentle touch.  


    "I’ll be in in a few minutes." He gave my hip a soft squeeze. I nodded. Carter walked to the bathroom with one of our bags and I heard the shower start. I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep instantly.  


    A short while later I felt the bed shift and Carter cuddled into my body. I could smell his fresh soap scent and I curled my head into the nook at his shoulder. His hair was wet against the pillow, and I ran my hand down his damp body, from his chest, to his abs, and over the waistband of his pajama bottoms. A small part of me that was just barely awake registered a slice of disappointment that he was dressed. I tucked into him tighter as his arm wrapped around my shoulders. He pressed a quick kiss to my head.  


    "I love you," he whispered.  


    "Mmm," I acknowledged him before drifting off again.  


  
    

  


  Chapter Three


  



  



  "Up and at 'em, sleepyhead." Carter kissed me on the forehead. I groaned in protest.  


    "We've got a lot to do today. We're getting married tomorrow."  


    I shot straight up in bed. Carter's eyes widened for a moment before the corners of his mouth ticked up in a smile. He pressed a hot mug of coffee into my hands. I held the warmth between my palms and inhaled the rich aroma. It helped perk me up, and then instantly I handed the coffee back to him. His eyes narrowed in confusion.  


    "Bathroom," I squeaked and jumped out of bed. I heard a throaty laugh behind me.  


    I tossed the bathroom door closed behind me and searched for the toilet. My eyes shifted over the room once, twice, back a third time. How on earth could I not find the toilet in a bathroom?


    The room was a huge, open space, with a large Jacuzzi sitting in the center. Vaulted ceilings and floor-to-ceiling windows showcased a view of the mountains beyond. A large glass-tiled corner shower was off to the side of the windows, and a vanity stretched the length of one wall.  


    And yet still no toilet.  


    I started tapping my foot in exasperation with the urge to go. And then I noticed a small, tiled half-wall tucked away in the corner from the vanity. I rushed over and instantly heaved a sigh of relief as I quickly pulled down my underwear.  


    Finished, I stepped in front of the mirrors. My hair was rumpled and tangled, and not in the sexy bed-head sort of way. My eyes were bloodshot from our late night and I could see a faint hint of dark circles beneath my eyes. I quite simply looked exhausted.  


    There was a large part of me wanted to postpone getting married, no second thoughts, just so I wouldn’t look like hell on my wedding day. I found Carter's shirt from last night draped over the vanity and pulled it on over my bra and panties. I had a flashback of the first time I’d worn Carter's shirt and my heart swelled with love. It had only been a few short weeks ago. I snuggled into his scent at the neck of the shirt and my heart skipped a few times in my chest. I loved him so much. I loved everything about him. Our good times far outweighed the bad times. I closed my eyes as a shiver of excitement ran through me. I would get to go to bed with Carter every single night of my life and wake up with him each morning.  


    A small tap sounded at the bathroom door and I turned to find Carter peeking in.  


    "Everything okay in here?"  


    He looked deliciously sexy leaning against the doorjamb in a pair of jeans and a plain white shirt. I wanted to wrap my body around his and never let go.  


    "Yes." I walked to him, placing a kiss on his lips and then taking my coffee cup from him. "I love you." I dusted my nose along his affectionately. He wrapped a heavy arm around my waist and placed his hand on my lower back, pulling me in for a warm hug.  


    "Drink up, lady. We've got so much to do today. And number one on your list is finding a dress."  


    I coughed on the hot liquid.  


    "Where am I supposed to find a dress? I thought we would just go to the Justice of the Peace or something." My eyes searched his for answers.  


    "Justice of the Peace? Not nearly good enough for my girl." He grinned. "A dress designer from Denver will be here at ten. They're bringing everything they have in your size. I've got to take care of a few things in town, but I won't be long." He led me out of the room by one hand and we went downstairs.  


    We stepped into the beautiful kitchen with vaulted ceilings and a large rich wooden island surrounded by plush stools. There was a small breakfast nook with views of the mountains. I was beginning to think this house boasted a view from every room. The dark granite counter tops contrasted beautifully with the rich wooden cabinets, limestone backsplash and cream walls.  


    "Eggs…pancakes…? I think that's about the extent of my culinary offerings in the morning." He gave me a smile.  


    "I remember your talent in the kitchen, all right." I set my coffee cup down on the counter and wrapped my arms around his waist tightly. "And it has nothing to do with food." I squeezed his behind playfully. He rolled his eyes at me and then scooped his head down to brush my lips with his own. I slid my hands up his chest and pulled on the fabric of his shirt to bring him closer to me. A small moan escaped my throat as he deepened the kiss and ground his hips into mine suggestively.  


    I wrapped my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his lips tighter to mine, grinding my hips against his in a rhythmic motion. I pulled away to take a quick breath as I tickled along the soft skin under his ear with my lips. I closed my eyes and inhaled his luscious scent, leaving me intoxicated with lust.  


    He tightened his grip on my hips and pushed me back gently. "Not happening, Evangeline."  


    I pouted and looked up at him through my eyelashes in the hopes of changing his mind.  


    "Are you sure about that, Mr. Morgan?" I purred and slid my hand across his arousal hidden beneath the denim of his jeans. He sucked in a quick breath and his eyes darkened. I bit my lip and my heart rate sped up to see the look of lust in his eyes.  


    He closed his eyes and ran a hand through his messy hair. "Breakfast, Evangeline." He flicked his eyes open to meet mine with a new look of determination.  


    I huffed with sexual frustration. "Stubborn heel," I mumbled under my breath.  


    His eyes shot up with surprised amusement.  


    "What was that, Miss Austin?" He dug his fingers into my hips and tickled. I tried to squirm away but he was having none of it.  


    "Carter," I pleaded through giggles.  


    "Did you say something, Evangeline?" I tried to squirm out of his grasp. He arched an eyebrow in challenge.  


    "I said, you Mr. Morgan, are a stubborn heel," I pushed back on his chest still trying to escape. His mouth spread into a wide smile. He spun me around and lifted me up on the island, nudging himself between my legs. One hand ran up my back, fisting my long hair in his hand as he tugged softly.  


    "Watch your mouth, Evangeline. I don't take well to teasing." He pushed his hips into my core firmly.  


    "Neither do I." I wrapped my arms around his neck and shimmied closer to him seeking more friction. He ran one finger down the curve of my neck, his other hand still holding tightly to my hair and arching my head to the side. He skimmed his lips along my throat and continued to grind his arousal into my core. A soft moan escaped my lips.


    "I know you don't." His lips pressed soft kisses underneath the sensitive flesh beneath my ear. "What do you want for breakfast?" He breathed softly into my ear and then pulled away from me with a devilish smile.  


    My eyes shot open and I heaved a disappointed sigh. I pressed my lips together and regarded him for a moment before hopping off the island.  


    "Well, since I’ll very nearly starve if I’m to rely on your skills, I think I’ll fend for myself." I opened the door to the pantry and my eyes widened for a moment when I realized it was a walk-in. Practically the size of my bedroom at home. The shelves were stacked floor to ceiling with boxed and canned goods, bottles of water, and more.  


    "Ready for the apocalypse?" I frowned and then my eyes lit on what I was looking for.  


    "Pop-Tarts, Evangeline?" Carter frowned.  


    "They're in your house. Toaster?"


    "I would imagine they were left by my brother. He's got an affinity for junk food." He grinned.  


    I scoffed at him in mock offense. "Shut it and point me to the toaster."


    He laughed and pointed to a cabinet under the counter. I pulled out the toaster and threw the Pop-Tarts in. I leaned my upper body on the counter top and crossed my legs at the ankle, swaying my hips back and forth waiting for my breakfast to pop up. I could feel the fabric of Carter's shirt riding up my thighs and the huff from across the room told me he had noticed too. Just then strong hands circled around my waist and I felt his hips press into my bottom. He held my hips still with one hand and with the other ran it up the curve of my spine underneath the shirt. He stroked softly as he pressed his hardened arousal into me. I pressed back against him and closed my eyes. My breathing became ragged and I willed him to break his promise of abstinence.  


  



    He stroked back down my back and then slid his palm up on top of the shirt to reach into my hair. He brushed his fingers through it tenderly, and then tightened his grip and gave a soft tug.  


    "You. Drive. Me. Insane," he leaned over my body and said in my ear in a throaty whisper. A smile played across my lips as I pushed back into his arousal eagerly wanting to take the next step.  


    "Oh no, Evangeline. Not until after you marry me." And just like that Carter's body pulled away from mine, breaking all contact. I whimpered in disappointment just as my Pop-Tarts popped up. Carter set a plate down on the counter next to me and I flopped my breakfast on the plate and turned to him with a huff and a glare. He smiled, downed the rest of his coffee and then walked out of the room.  


    "Thirty minutes, Evangeline," he tossed out behind him. God help me but I love that infuriating, sexy man.   


   


  



     Thirty minutes later the dress designer, who introduced herself as Nanette, arrived with an entourage of assistants pulling in racks of white dresses. I raised my eyebrows and chewed on my bottom lip, hating that I had such a short amount of time to make such a monumental wedding-dress decision. In fact, Carter had said very little about what he was planning, so I had no idea what to expect. Not that I was terribly disappointed, I was notoriously indecisive; in fact, my feelings about our relationship the past few weeks had proven that, so I was happy to leave the details of our wedding in Carter's very capable hands.


    Carter noticed my unease and rubbed my shoulders reassuringly. "You're going to be beautiful no matter what, Evangeline."  


    I rolled my head back and closed my eyes, trying to relax.  


    "Take your time, beautiful girl. I'll be back in a few hours." He kissed me softly on the lips and then left me with a mountain of white dresses.  


    I stepped into the spare bedroom Nanette and an assistant had set up in. She was eager and friendly, no doubt Carter had offered her ungodly amounts of money to make a house call. She was pleasant, asking me questions and making conversation. One of the assistants on the other hand was standoffish and even bordered on rude.  


    My heart thudded in my chest as the realization hit me that I was getting married tomorrow, to a man that I hardly knew, and who sometimes drove me insane. Maybe I was the insane one to be doing this. But I also knew that I’d never felt like this with anyone else. Carter and I had some irresistible connection—a pull to be together, something that couldn’t keep us apart. While butterflies were fluttering in my stomach, I knew now, more than I had yesterday; I had a feeling, stronger than ever, that this was right.  


    Nanette had me sift through the racks of dresses and pull any that I wanted to try. I pulled the first few away from the rest of the bunch and shook my head immediately. They were beautiful and elegant, but too simple. I knew I was looking for something a little more romantic. A big princess gown was certainly out, so there went nearly half of the dresses they'd brought. I began to worry that I wouldn't find something that I loved after all. I fingered through a few more dresses and separated them from the bunch tentatively. I found myself drawn to the simple A-line dresses with small and beautiful details like beading and lace. I smirked to myself when I pulled out a few lace dresses that Carter would love.  


    I picked a few more out of the bunch and then nodded that I was ready to try on a few. The associate helped me into the first dress and it was an immediate no. The drop waist wasn't flattering. The second dress was strapless, which I didn't love either; it wasn't the most flattering cut for my slightly curvy figure. I skipped over a few dresses that were strapless and landed on an intricate lace and beaded A-line with a halter neck. The assistant zipped me into it. It was beautiful, but it felt too fussy in some ways, and I said so. I turned in the mirror with a frown.  


    "Well, when you get yourself into a situation that requires buying off the rack, options are limited." The assistant looked pointedly at my tummy. Realization dawned that she was insinuating that I was pregnant and this was a shotgun wedding. I glared at her.


    "That is not the situation, actually. If you aren't willing to be helpful I'd be happy to take my business elsewhere." I held her gaze in the reflection of the mirror. Her eyes flickered for a moment before an apologetic smile crossed her face.


    "Of course, I’m sorry."  


    Nanette shot the assistant a warning glance then proceeded to unzip the dress.  


    "We'll find something you love," she said with a genuine smile. She pulled another dress I'd picked off of the hanger and helped me step into it. She pulled the soft white fabric over my body and then turned to fasten the buttons on the back. I turned in the mirror to look at myself, catching my breath. Tears sprang to my eyes as I ran my hands over the white lace of the dress. It was intricate and stunning. Lace covered the dress from top to bottom, extending over a sweetheart neckline and up to my collarbone where it was sheer and romantic. The dress fell in a slight A-line with delicate lace cap sleeves giving it a vintage feel.  


    I turned in the mirror to see the back. While the front was covered fully, the back was almost entirely open. The fabric dipped down to my lower back, that favorite place that Carter liked to interlock his hands when he hugged me close to him. The curve of my back was on display up until the lace met the cap sleeves and connected at the top of my shoulder blades with a few delicate buttons. The dress had a small lace train that drifted behind my feet. It was stunning and intricate and sexy and simple; it was everything I was looking for.


    Tears choked my throat as I nodded my head at Nanette.


    "Perfect.” Her reflection was beaming behind me.  


    "Yes," I whispered as I wiped a tear from my cheek. "It's perfect." I smiled and twirled in the mirror again. And Carter would love it.  


    "I love it too. It was made for you." Nanette smiled happily. "We'll just take a few measurements to check the length, make sure it doesn’t need taking in. Do you have the shoes you'll be wearing?"


    "No." My eyes flashed in disappointment. I'd completely forgotten about shoes.  


    "No worries, dear. I've brought along some samples, I've got a pair in mind that will be absolutely perfect with this dress." She gestured to the assistant. "The Manolos." She waved her off before dropping to her knees and busying herself with a tape measure.  


    I watched my reflection in the mirror as my hands slid over the fabric. I imagined Carter’s reaction the first time he would see it. I imagined him waiting for me at the end of some sort of makeshift aisle, since I wasn't even sure what he had planned.  


    I was never sure if marriage was necessarily in the cards for me, I knew from a young age that children certainly wouldn't be, but when Carter said those words to me, kneeled before me, I'd completely surrendered to the fact that my future was with him.  


    My heart swelled at the memory. I wanted to run my fingers through his hair for the rest of my life. Gaze into his steely blue eyes, wake up to that crooked smirk. I loved him with my entire heart, fully and completely. I couldn't stay away from Carter because I wasn't meant to. He had consumed me from day one and I had consumed him—we were meant to live our lives with each other. It had been rocky, and I was sure we would continue to face bumps in the road, but I also knew that living without him in my life wasn't an option anymore.


    The assistant came back holding a pair of white satin pumps with delicate crystal beading that stretched across the toe. They had a beautiful vintage vibe that would be perfect with the dress. I slipped them on and she took a few more measurements for the hem.  


    "All done. I'll just shorten the length and it will be perfect. It'll only take me an hour." She smiled at my reflection in the mirror. I nodded and the assistant helped me out of the dress. Truth be told I wasn't ready to take it off, I wanted to wear it for days—it was so beautiful. I sighed wistfully and stroked my fingers along the dress one more time before leaving the room.


    I made my way into the kitchen to grab a bottled water before realizing that I didn't even know the price of the dress. I'd been so caught up in its beauty, I hadn't even looked at the tag. My stomach did a few nervous flips remembering some of the other price tags. I could afford the low end of five digits if I put it on my credit card, although I would be paying for it for months and months, however, it would be so worth it. But what if it were the high end? I knew designer wedding gowns could be $25,000 and more. I bit my bottom lip and prayed that wouldn't be the case.  


    I darted back into the guest bedroom where the designer was working. "Excuse me, I forgot to ask, how much for the dress?"


    Nanette lifted her eyes in a reassuring smile. "Not to worry, Miss Austin. It's been taken care of."


    "Oh, well, how much was it anyway? Just so I know?" I could find another dress that was in my budget if need be.  


    "I’ve been told to keep the total to myself, Miss. Something about there was to be no limit on price, and that you weren’t to know the total because, and I quote, 'she is stubborn enough to walk down the aisle naked if she thinks the dress is out of her price range.'" The woman smiled politely.  


    I scoffed and rolled my eyes that Carter had managed to stay a step ahead of me. Now I would never know if the dress was way under my budget, or through the stratosphere over it. I gritted my teeth and vowed to make him pay for embarrassing and outwitting me all in one go.  


    "Well, thank you, I guess, for your help." I smiled at her.


    "No, thank you, Miss Austin." She beamed. I clenched my teeth and knew in that instant that the dress was way over my budget.


  
    

  


  
    

  


  Chapter Four


  



  



  After the dress designer left I wandered up to the master suite Carter and I were sharing and rifled through my purse for my phone. When we rushed out of the apartment, Cate knew we were away for the weekend but had no idea about the proposal or that we were running off to get married.


    I dialed her number. I had no intention of revealing that small slice of information now, but I was going to touch base and let her know we'd made it here safely.  


    She answered on the first ring and we talked for a while. I told her about the gorgeousness that was Carter's home in the mountains. She asked if we were having fun, and I knew she was referring to the hot sex we usually had. I mumbled that he had actually put a halt to that situation.  


    "What?" A shriek came over the phone.  


    "He wants to... abstain until we work some things out." I fibbed. I figured I would meet with some resistance from her about our decision to get married, and I wasn't willing to discuss it from a thousand miles away. It would be easier to break the news when I got home and there was no changing the situation. It wasn't that I was afraid that she could talk me out of it, I knew she couldn't, no one could—and for that reason I wasn't willing to defend myself to someone else.  


    We chatted for a while longer before she wished me a good vacation and we hung up.  I felt immensely guilty for not sharing the biggest news of all with her, but it was the way it had to be for now.  


    I heard Carter come home a short while later and I wandered downstairs to greet him.  


    I hit the bottom of the stairs, searching for him. The house was silent. I made my way around the main floor in search of him. Off of the great room I found a small study with the door ajar. I peeked my head in to find Carter on the phone. When he looked up I gave him a smile and a small wave but before I could leave he gestured me in to sit on his lap.  


    I sat down as he continued his phone conversation. His warm hand smoothed up and down my back as I listened to his deep voice talk to the caller on the other end of the line.  


    Carter continued a few more minutes before finishing his phone call and then placed a sweet kiss on the back of my neck.


    "Did you have lunch?" I asked him.  


    "No, I have a few more calls to make and then we'll find something."


    "I’ll leave you then. I just wanted to check in." I started to get off his lap before his hands slid to my hips and held me firmly.


    "Stay here, I won't be long." He ran one hand up my back and rubbed. I smiled and nodded before his phone rang again.  


    He answered the phone in a clipped voice.  


    I fingered through some of the paperwork on his desk absentmindedly as he stroked up and down my back softly. A framed picture sat on his desk and I picked it up to inspect it.  


    It was Carter and I assumed his parents and siblings outside the Aspen house. An attractive older woman that I assumed was his mom was strikingly beautiful with a warm smile on her face. His father was handsome with salt-and-pepper hair and a charming grin. Carter had one arm wrapped around his mom, and another wrapped around what I figured was his younger sister, who was petite with the same dark hair and bright smile as her mom. Next to her was who I assumed was his brother; a guy who looked similar to Carter, except taller and with the same dark hair as his mom and sister. He had a free-spirited grin spread across his face.


    The warmth and happiness on Carter's face warmed my heart. He wasn't a controlling CEO, or businessman, or playboy, he was at home with his family, carefree and loved. Maybe the only place he felt happy and comfortable. They were clearly his soft place to fall. I hoped that I would be that for Carter someday. Our relationship had been so tumultuous, a thought dashed through my brain that maybe we would only ever cause each other pain.  


    I set the picture down and took a deep breath, never averting my eyes from the beautiful smile on Carter's face that was frozen in time.  


    Carter and I had the spectacular moments too; we just had to find a way to work through the rough ones. Carter must have sensed my unease because he slid his hand up underneath my shirt to make contact with my skin. His fingers slid past the delicate straps of my bra and up to the back of my neck where he ghosted his fingertips and then began to rub in small circles. I sighed deep and closed my eyes. There was nowhere I’d rather be in that moment than perched right on this beautiful man's lap.  


    I turned to face him and snaked both of my arms around his waist and slid my hands beneath his shirt to touch his velvety soft skin. I laid my head on his shoulder and snuggled into his neck while he continued to talk on the phone. His other hand tightened around my waist and dipped underneath the waistband of my jeans to tease the flesh.  


    Carter finished his phone call abruptly and then placed his other hand on my thigh.


    "Are you okay, beautiful girl?" He slid an arm around my body and rubbed my back.  


    "Yes," I whispered. He brought one palm up to stroke down my long hair lovingly.  


    "Promise?"


    "Yes. I love you." I pulled back to look in his eyes. "I just want to make sure we're right doing this. That you're not having second thoughts. We've fought so much…" I trailed off, worried that he would change his mind.  


    "I’m right here with you. There's nowhere else I would rather be but here, marrying you tomorrow. If you're still with me." He tilted my chin up with his hand. "Are you with me?" he whispered.  


    I nodded as tears sprang to my eyes.  


    "No tears." He smoothed one away with the pad of his thumb. "We're going to be so great, Eva. I promise. There's no one else for me but you." He kissed me reassuringly and his hand snaked around my neck to hold me gently against him.  


    "I love you." He pulled away.  


    "I love you, too." I rested my forehead on his with a smile.   


    "Good. Now let's go eat." He gave me that sexy, crooked grin and stood, grasping me firmly to him. I wrapped my legs around his waist and clung to him as he carried me out of the office and into the kitchen, teasing my lips with his own the entire way.  


   


  



    Later that night we sat in the hot tub on the terrace off the master bedroom. The air was chilly but the water was warm and soothing and just what my body needed. We had a sweeping view of the valley with the city lights of Aspen nestled in the center and the mountains in the distance. We'd had pizza delivered for dinner and now Carter poured us wine and insisted we needed to relax before the big event tomorrow.  


    He'd spent the afternoon making calls and coordinating a venue and photographer for tomorrow. I'm sure he was paying out the ear for the last minute arrangements, but he was adamant that we would have the perfect day. I tried to tell him it would be perfect no matter what, but he wasn't hearing any of it.


    He'd also teased me incessantly about seeing my dress. While we may not be having a traditional wedding, I wanted to keep a few of the traditions intact, and that was one of them. I knew he would love the lacy dress, so I wanted the first time he saw it to be when I was walking down the aisle to marry him.


    Something had been nagging at me all day, but I didn't want to ruin Carter's good mood. It had been a sore spot for us, and maybe still was for him, but I couldn't get the thought out of my head.  


    "Can I ask you something?"


    "Anything." He reached for my hand under the water.  


    "Why did you and Madeleine break up?"  


    He assessed me quietly for a minute, probably to determine if this was still a sore subject for me.  


    "I was young. She was… demanding. We dated for a year and she had been hinting for a while that she wanted to take the next step. I think even then I knew I didn't love her, not really, but I knew I didn't want to lose her. So many people in my life, they're not real friends, not trustworthy, other than my family, I didn't let people in my inner circle, until Madeleine. So when she pushed I decided to settle. I thought it was better that than losing her."


    "How long were you engaged?"


    "Only a few months. She got worse; I think since she thought she'd gotten her way on marriage, she could demand other things. And I'm not really one to take orders." He shot me a half smile. "I quickly realized that I didn't love her, not really. So I broke it off." He shrugged.


    "How did she take it?"


    "Surprisingly well. I don't think she loved me either. She's with John now; I introduced you at the gala, he's much older, rich, and lets her do whatever she wants, I think she's happier that way."


    "I saw the picture of your family in the office. They seem lovely."


    "They are. They're great; the best thing that's ever happened to me, before a beautiful girl spilled champagne on my suit, anyway." He squeezed my hand with a smile. "They'll love you."


    "Tell me about them." I took another sip of my wine.  


    "Derek, my brother, is hilarious. Wild and inappropriate, popular with the girls; sometimes raunchy, but never in a mean way. Emma is the sweetest. She's the youngest and full of life, she loves to shop, so you'll have that in common."  


    I rolled my eyes.  


    "I’ve told her about you. She can't wait to meet you."  


    My eyes widened in surprise.  


    "In fact she wanted us to come to my parents’ house this weekend, but then so much happened…" he trailed off. "Anyway, she wanted to know all about you. I never really talk about the women I date, much less bring them home to meet the family. She knows you're special." He gave me that delicious panty-melting grin.  


    "And my mom, Kara, she's amazing. She's warm and understanding, nurturing." He gazed off over the lights of the town and took a sip of his wine. He stared thoughtfully for a few moments and then started again. "When I was little, it was hard. For her the most. They weren't married, she was just out of high school. They had a summer fling and then I happened." He shrugged sadly. "So he just disappeared one night when I was a few months old. Things were already tough when he was around; he drank a lot, and couldn’t keep a steady job. He went out drinking with his friends one night and never came back." He finished softly.


    "I’m sorry, Carter." I held his hand tightly under the warm water.  


    "So after a few days, once she realized he wasn't coming home, she moved back in with her parents. We lived there for a few years; she worked, but they were hard on her. They were disappointed. So she worked two jobs and finally saved enough to start a small catering business. It started to do well enough that she could move out. Her goal was to be self reliant, to get out from under the umbrella of my grandparents. She was determined to overcome the odds, and she did. She was miraculous. I grew up with her cooking and baking all hours of the day and night. It was great. Even then, when things were hard and the months she wasn't sure we could make rent, she had such high spirits. She was an inspiration—is an inspiration.  


    When I was five she met James while she was catering a party at the golf club. He instantly fell for her. And he took me in. He took me fishing, played softball with me; a year later they got married and a year after that Derek was born; Emma came another year later. James saved her; she was so great those years it was just the two of us, but I could tell she was sad. James is so good to her; he makes her happy." The corners of his mouth lifted in a sheepish smile.  


    "We struggled so much when I was little, I swore I would never be in that place again. That's why I'm a little on the controlling side. I refused to ever be faced with the possibility of not being able to afford food or a place to live. We didn't have to worry once my mom married James, but even then she still worked because she liked to." He paused for a moment and swirled the wine in his glass.  


    "The need to control, it just makes me feel better. When things are out of my control I live in a constant state of anxiety. When I was a kid I was plagued with this idea that I wasn't good enough for my dad to stay. I have this thing about the people I love leaving me…" He trailed off thoughtfully.  


    "I haven’t heard from him since, he never tried to find me. That's why I don’t let many people in—if I care too much—I have this ridiculous fear that it's inevitable that they'll leave. It keeps me up at night sometimes. Believe me, I’ve had a lot of sleepless nights since we've been together. So there it is, my life story." He gave me a wry smile.


    "From day one I’ve gone after the things I’ve wanted, and since then it's always worked out for me, in business and pleasure." He grinned at me out of the corner of his eye. I sloshed some water at him with a grin.


    "Wait a minute." I narrowed my eyes at him. "Did you know I was at the coffee shop that day after the party? You didn't just happen to wander in for coffee did you?"


    He arched an amused eyebrow at me. "No, Evangeline. There's an espresso bar on the main floor of The Hancock. I don't need to leave the building to get my coffee." A smirk flirted on his lips.  


    "So, how did you know? If you were watching me, that's seriously creepy, Carter. Like full-on stalker, creepy." I gave him a pointed look.   


    "No, I wasn't staked out outside your apartment." He laughed and then brought his hand out of the water and touched it to my bottom lip.  


    I closed my eyes as my body shivered at his touch.  


    "I did go to your apartment, though. I wanted to take you to lunch. I was going to insist you go out with me in repayment for staining my favorite suit." He gave me a gorgeous grin. "But you weren't there. And Cate was happy to tell me that you were at the coffee shop down the street." I had no doubt he'd charmed that information out of her, and I knew it wouldn't have taken much considering Cate was just as affected by him as every other female.


    "How did you know where I lived?" I breathed softly.  


    "Research, Evangeline." He traced his thumb around the curve of my lips. "When I saw you that night at the party, something hit me. When I looked in your eyes, my whole world froze. You were beautiful. Your smile lit the room. And when you laughed your eyes crinkled." He tenderly traced his thumb across my cheekbone and over my eyelids. "And when our eyes met across the room it was like I was hit straight in the chest. Your eyes were so soft and genuine. You captivated me." He leaned in and skimmed my lips with a featherlight kiss. "I knew I had to have you."  


    My head swirled with emotion and it felt like my body would melt into a pool of liquid love at the bottom of the hot tub. "You affected me too," I whispered.  


    "I know. I could see it. I could feel it." He ran his hands around my neck and twisted in my hair. "I knew I could never get you out of my head until I had you." He brushed his nose along mine lightly. "And then after that night at the club, you made me so angry, but I think I fell for you right there. No matter what I said you refused to listen to me. My beautiful, stubborn girl. You make me feel so out of control, but I couldn't stay away from you. You're exciting and intoxicating and infuriating and unlike anyone else I've ever met. I can't control you, and I like that you're sassy and sweet and loving. I told you, Evangeline, you're my drug, I can't get enough of you." He slid one hand up my thigh suggestively.  


    I smiled at him. "I don't think so, Mr. Morgan. We're being chaste until our impending nuptials, remember?" I gave a soft tug on his hair.  


    "Right." He worked his fingers up to snap the leg of my bathing suit.  


    "Thank you for telling me." I set my wine down and crawled up into his lap to wrap my arms around his neck. "It helps knowing why you're a crazy stalker." I kissed him on the nose. "I’m sorry things were so rough when you were little." I ran my thumbs along his cheekbones softly. "I’m glad you had such a great mom." I played with the hair at the nape of his neck.  


    "Me too," he whispered. "I can't wait for you to meet her."


    "I can't wait to meet her either, and thank her for raising such an amazing loving son that's stolen my heart." I kissed his lips lovingly.  


    His arms wrapped around my waist and his palms spread out on my lower back. I could feel him harden against my thighs and smiled. I curled a hand around his neck and nibbled along his ear as I rocked my hips into him slowly.  


    "Evangeline," Carter groaned.  


    "I know, I know. Chivalry and all that." I grinned, giving him one last kiss and then slipping off his lap. I reached for my wine glass and slipped further down into the warm water and sighed deeply, my head swirling from the wine and all of the new information Carter had just shared. If this was what my life with Carter was going to be like, I had no doubt that it would be beautiful.  


  
    

  


  Chapter Five


  



  



    "Up and at 'em, beautiful. It's your wedding day." Carter brushed the hair off of my face and placed a kiss on my forehead. I groaned, wedding day or not, mornings would never be my thing.  


    I sighed deeply and then the smell of hot coffee hit my nostrils and I immediately rose out of bed.  


    "Coffee," I mumbled. Carter laughed at me. I took a sip and instantly felt a little more energized. I sipped some more and then sat my mug down to head to the bathroom.  


    "I’ll be in the kitchen," Carter tossed behind his back as he left the bedroom.  


    I did my business and then stood in front of the mirror reflecting. I brushed my fingers through my hair and a small smile played across my lips. I was marrying Carter today. I brushed my finger over my lips and thought about how the day would play out. Carter hadn't revealed a single detail. I trusted that it would be beautiful and over the top; everything Carter did was. I leaned my neck to the side to expose my flesh and my fingers touched the soft bruise where Carter had bitten me from our steamy romp in the shower. My stomach flopped a few times at the memory. It felt like ages ago, but it had only been on Friday.  


    I wrapped up in a robe that was hanging on a hook by the door and grabbed my coffee cup and made my way down to the kitchen.  


    "Eat up. Thirty minutes and your entourage will be here."  


    "My entourage?" I watched Carter standing at the stove with a spatula.  


    "Makeup artist and hair stylist. Not that you need any of that."


    I stepped closer to him and he placed a soft kiss on my lips.  


    "So can I expect that your scrambled eggs are better than your omelets?" I smiled as I scooped some onto a plate.  


    "Watch it." He tried to smack me with the spatula in his hand. I giggled and dodged away.  


    "Thank you." I smiled.  


    "How much time do I have?" I asked him.  


    "We're out the door in two hours." He continued to poke at the bacon in the skillet.  


    "That's not much time for me to get ready." I frowned.  


    "Since when are you so high maintenance, Miss Austin?"


    "Since it's my wedding day." I threw a piece of toast at him from across the kitchen. He dodged it with a smirk.  


    "You're beautiful. You don't need time to get ready. Just put on the white dress and you’ll be perfect."


    "Who says it's white?" I grinned.  


    "It better be. I'm a man who likes tradition." He cocked an eyebrow at me.  


    "Could have fooled me," I mumbled as I scooped more scrambled eggs into my mouth. His lips lifted at the corners in a playful smile.  


   


  



    Thirty minutes later I was out of the shower and the makeup artist and hair stylist were waiting in the master bathroom. Carter had moved to a guest bedroom to get ready and promised to give me privacy. The hair stylist, Clyde, was raking a brush through my long dark hair and talking effusively to Rachel, the makeup artist. He was telling her all about a date he'd been on last night that apparently hadn't gone well. They laughed and giggled and were entertaining to listen to, but it made my heart hurt a little bit wishing for Cate.  


    I had so many issues with my mom, and I wasn't especially close to my dad, but if there was one person I wished could be with me on my wedding day, it was Cate. She'd always been there for me and she was going to slay me when she found out I’d gotten married without her. We'd fantasized about our respective wedding days since the fourth grade. I heaved a deep sigh thinking about her smiling face.  


    "Why so sad on your wedding day dear?" Clyde noticed my moment of melancholy.  


    "Not sad, just missing my best friend. I wish she could be here." I sat still as Rachel sponged foundation onto my face. I prayed she wouldn’t make a comment on the bruise left by Carter.  


    "Why isn’t she?" he asked.  


    "This is sort of a last minute thing, I guess."  


     "This isn't a thing, honey, this is your wedding day. You should have exactly who you want here."


    "Oh I know, it's just, our whole relationship has been a rush. It's not a big deal, he's who I want…" I trailed off because the more I spoke and the more I tried to explain it to them the worse it sounded in my own head. But that didn't matter; I didn't need to justify our decision to them. It was right for us.  


    "And I’m not pregnant..." I trailed off and then bit my lip embarrassingly with the word. "It's just, everyone thinks we're rushing because I’m pregnant, and I’m not." I twisted my fingers in my lap. I just needed to shut up now. Clyde shook his head in the mirror.  


    "It's okay, sweetheart. We love who we love. It doesn’t matter a damn what anyone else thinks." He smiled reassuringly.  


   


  



    An hour later and I sat in front of the mirror, Clyde and Rachel's handiwork staring back at me. I looked beautiful, and fresh—natural, like me. They'd given me exactly what I’d asked for. My hair was down and in soft waves around my shoulders; my makeup was light—a warm glow across my cheeks, a little shimmer dusted on my cheekbones, peach eye shadow with warm brown eyeliner for definition. I looked like myself after a summer day spent at the beach. I felt beautiful and natural and I knew Carter would love it.  


    "Time for the white dress." Clyde air kissed both my cheeks and Rachel gave me a quick squeeze and wished me good luck. I assessed myself in the mirror for a few more moments before stepping out into the bedroom. The dress designer was here to personally help dress me along with her assistant from yesterday.  


    "You look so beautiful." She smiled when I walked out. I gave her a nervous nod. The dress designer unzipped the garment bag and my breath caught. The dress was so beautiful.  


    "Ready, dear?" She gave me a reassuring smile. I nodded again, too choked up to speak.  


    "Off these go, then." She tapped my hip to indicate my shirt and yoga pants.  


    I slid the fabric of the pants over my hips and stood in front of the mirror in a pair of panties, my arms covering my chest. Because of the open back of my dress, I couldn't wear a bra. The dress was structured enough through the bodice to provide support, but it was awkward standing in front of two strangers almost nude.  


    Cate would shrug it off with an unabashed grin. I wished again that she could be here to share this with me. As excited as I was to marry Carter, there was a little piece of me that was the slightest bit sad to admit that I was also a little lonely.  


    Nanette held the dress open for me; her assistant held onto my elbow as I stepped into the delicate lace. They slid the fabric over my body and I slipped my arms through the cap sleeves. I closed my eyes as Nanette moved my hair out of the way and hooked the few buttons at the back of my neck. She slid her hands down the fabric and held them at my hips.


    "You look beautiful."


    I looked up at the mirror in front of me. The designer was beaming behind my shoulder. My eyes slid to my form in the mirror and a smile broke out across my face. The dress was somehow more beautiful than it had been yesterday. Dark waves of my hair cascaded around my shoulders, and the lace of the high neckline and cap sleeves peeked out. The effect was overwhelmingly romantic, in a modern and elegant way. It felt perfect for the understated affair that would be our wedding.  


    "Are you ready dear?" Nanette smiled. I took a deep breath and gave her a bright smile.  


    "I am."  


    Her assistant reached for my hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. I walked over to the door of the bedroom and butterflies jumped into my throat as my fingers touched the doorknob. Outside that door was the rest of my life with the man I loved. I had the white dress, the beautiful shoes, and a stunning and sexy groom waiting for me. I was ready.  


    I stepped out of the bedroom door and walked to the top of the stairs. I glanced down to the front door and was saddened that instead of Carter, I found the driver that had been with us the past few days. I frowned and walked down the stairs slowly attempting not to tumble with the high heels and the train of lace behind me.  


    "Miss." The driver tipped his hat. "We'll be meeting Mr. Morgan at the venue." He opened the door for me. I walked into the bright sunny afternoon and inhaled the fresh autumn air. The weather was unseasonably warm and I wasn't at all chilled in the gown.


    I lifted the train of my dress and stepped into the back of the car. The driver shut the door and then slipped into the front seat.  


    "How far are we going?" I was anxious to see Carter.  


    "Not far." He gave me a small smile in the rearview mirror. We pulled out of the driveway and drove for a few minutes before we pulled into a narrow twisting road that climbed farther up the mountain. It felt like miles as we made our way through the sunlit aspens on the gravel drive, but after a few minutes the car came to a stop. The driver came around and offered me a hand out of the car. I stood up and frowned in confusion. It was desolate. We were somewhere high in the mountains, birds chattered around us, and there was a calm breeze, but no sign of Carter anywhere.  


    The driver offered me his elbow. "This way, miss." He led me to the edge of the gravel drive and a small path that curved around a small group of evergreens. We turned the corner and the view opened up before us.  


    The grassy clearing was small, around fifty yards in diameter, and on the opposite edge it fell away into a sloping grass-covered mountain. Across the valley the sun glinted off the yellow and orange leaves that led up to the snow-peaked mountains. The view was breathtaking, and standing in the center of that fantastic view was the man of my dreams.  


    Carter stood at the end of the path that was lined on either side with dozens of vases overflowing with deep purple calla lilies—a reminder of the first time he'd sent me flowers that morning a few weeks ago when he'd given me the Tiffany watch.  


    My eyes traveled up the grass path to Carter. He wore a light tan suit and a striped white and deep purple tie. He also had a small lily pinned to his lapel. His hair was perfectly floppy and the sun's rays glinted off of the toffee-colored strands. He was breathtaking. A wide smile spread across his face and I'm sure my own equally bright smile met his. When we locked eyes I was lost in his steely blue depths.  


    A photographer came up with a camera in one hand and a bouquet of the same deep purple calla lilies interwoven with sprigs of baby’s breath. It was all so beautiful and romantic, and the fact that Carter had orchestrated all of it brought tears to my eyes.  


    The driver led me part of the way to Carter and then let go once he saw that I was well on my way to the beautiful man I'd locked eyes with.  


    I walked slowly with a smile on my face up the path to where Carter stood, never breaking eye contact. The officiant stood next to him waiting patiently to start the ceremony. When I stepped up, just out of arm's reach of Carter, he mouthed the words, "You are stunning."  


    I smiled and took the last steps to him, reaching my hand out for his.  


    His hand was so warm and comforting in my own, all of my fears from the past forty-eight hours slipped away. I was right where I was meant to be, at the top of this mountain, on a beautiful autumn day, marrying the man who made me so happy it felt like my heart could burst. I melted into him for a hug; breaking convention or not, I needed to feel him, to reassure him that he was my dream come true. He squeezed me back and kissed the top of my head.  


    "I love you," he whispered so only I could hear.  


    "I love you," I whispered back. I finally pulled away from him and looked at the officiant with a sheepish smile on my face. He smiled back reassuringly and then Carter nodded for him to start.  


  
    

  


  Chapter Six


  



  



  Just twenty minutes later and Carter and I had pledged our love and our lives to each other. He kissed me passionately when the officiant said we were allowed, as the photographer snapped away from different angles. I was hardly aware of anything around me as my eyes were locked on Carter's the entire time and the smile was so wide on my face it nearly hurt. Carter held my hand tightly in his as we posed for different pictures and signed the marriage certificate. These moments were exquisite. We lingered for more than an hour, taking in the view, our arms wrapped around each other, exchanging small kisses and holding hands tightly. I couldn't bring myself to let go of his hand.  


    As the sun began to set we watched the bright rays reflect off the snowy mountain peaks and light up the sunburst orange and yellow leaves of the aspens in the valley. It was a picture of perfection that would remain in my mind for a lifetime. After the sun set behind the mountains we made our way back to the car and the driver drove us down the mountain.


    "Was it okay?" Carter asked as we drove down the gravel road.


    "Oh, Carter, it was perfect. So breathtaking. I can't believe you did all of this in just a few days." I smiled up at him.  


    "I’m glad it was perfect for you. I only wanted to make it perfect for you, since your family wouldn't be here, and Cate, I know you missed her." He looked at me with sad eyes.  


    "I did, but this was beyond perfect Carter." I kissed him long and soft on his perfect lips to show him my appreciation.  


    "I'm sorry we didn't have time to get rings." He played with my left ring finger, noticeably absent of the ring that normally signified a marriage.


    "It's okay." I smiled and twisted our fingers together tightly.  


    "I thought we could shop around for some when we get back to Boston."


    "That sounds perfect." I kissed his lips softly.  


    "You are breathtaking., so much better than any view on earth. This dress…" he trailed off as he ran one hand around the back and fingered the edge of the fabric against my flesh. "This dress was made for you. And it's lace." He got a devilish look in his eye. I giggled.  


    "I hope you don't mind that we're just going home. I have dinner planned. I want you to myself tonight." His fingers trailed along the high neckline of the dress seductively and butterflies immediately jumped into my stomach at his innuendo.  


    "It sounds perfect." I placed a hand on his cheek and kissed him deeply. He ran a hand through my hair gently and then curled his palm around the back of my neck to pull me closer to him.  


    My body was aching for his touch, I wanted to feel him everywhere, without the barrier of clothing that he'd subjected us to these past few nights. I'd gone nearly insane having him in bed next to me and unable to touch him.  


    "I’ve missed you." I pulled away for a breath.  


    "Not much longer, baby." A devilish twinkle lit his eyes. I nipped at his lush bottom lip quickly and a deep chuckle escaped his throat as his thumb rubbed circles on my bare lower back.  


    "I’m torn between wanting you to wear this dress forever and tearing it off you right here." Carter adjusted in his seat, presumably to relieve some pressure he may have been feeling below the belt. I grinned at him, glad that I wasn't the only one suffering.  


    "I love this dress." I ran my hands down the lacy fabric that fell below my knees and pooled on the floor of the car.  


    "You are so beautiful." Carter's voice lowered and he grabbed my legs and slid them into his lap. He traced a fingertip along the edge of the beautiful Manolo Blahnik's I'd selected. His hand slid up my ankle and then to my calf, rubbing softly but never venturing any higher. I sighed, content. It had been the most beautiful day of my life, and couldn’t have been better even if we'd had a year to plan it. The things Carter could accomplish when he set his mind to it were astounding. A giggle escaped my throat at the thought.  


    "What?" He looked at me lovingly.  


    "I was just thinking, the sky's the limit when you put your mind to something, and then I realized that could be the perfect metaphor for our relationship." I trailed off with a smile.  


    "I always get what I want." He squeezed my calf with a smile. The car slowed as we pulled into the driveway of Carter's home. Our home now. I shook my head at the thought.  


    "Mrs. Morgan." Carter stepped out of the car and held a hand out to escort me. I smiled up at him, unable to keep the happiness off of my face. He escorted me to the doorstep and then slung me into his arms.  


    "Carter." I giggled and wrapped my arms around his neck. The arousal started to burn in my stomach; being so close to his body and inhaling the sweet scent at his neck had me aching for him. I nipped along his stubbled jaw and then licked my way under his ear.  


    "Evangeline…" he whispered.  


    "I want you," I whispered into his ear. A small groan escaped his throat. He placed me on my feet in the open foyer and held my hand tightly, bringing his other hand up to the back of my neck and pressing his lips to mine in a seductive kiss. He kissed me long and hard. I slid my hand down his narrow waist and around to squeeze his bottom. I was so eager for him and wanted him to know it.  He slowed the kiss and then gently pulled away.  


    With his eyes closed he whispered, "Evangeline," on a breathy sigh. He licked his lips then opened his eyes with a renewed sense of determination. "I had dinner brought in. Come with me."  


    I frowned and gave a small huff as he hauled me up the stairs. He took me into the master bedroom and embraced my body in a tight hug.  


    "Thank you for marrying me," he whispered into my ear. Tears sprang to my eyes when I thought about his revelations last night; he thought anyone he loved would leave him. I knew now how much it meant to him when I’d said yes. I knew why he'd been so desperate for me to never leave him, to not run when we'd been together.


    His fingers rubbed my bare back softly and then they trailed up to the lacy neckline and began fumbling with the buttons. My heart leapt into my throat at the thought that he had reconsidered after all—maybe we could skip dinner in lieu of some more intimate activities. My hands made their way up either side of his torso underneath his suit jacket.  


    He unclasped the buttons at the top of the dress and began to pull it down and over my shoulders softly, taking in my slowly exposed skin with lust-filled eyes. He tossed my hair back of my shoulders and ran the silky strands through his fingers.  


    "I’m so lucky. I'll never forget how lucky I am to have you, Evangeline. Not for one day in my life." He slid the fabric down to just above my chest and stopped. He took a deep breath and then closed his eyes.  


    "If I go any further, I won't be able to stop, and I want to stop, Evangeline."  


    My eyes narrowed in confusion. "Carter, I don't want you to stop. I want you to undress me. I want you to make love to me. Please make love to me."  


    He opened his eyes and they bore into mine. It looked like he was warring with himself.  


    "I can't eat. I don't want to. I want you. Please let me have you, right now." I traced my fingertips along his strong jaw line and thought of the night at the club when I’d done the exact same thing that first time. This night felt like the culmination of all of the passion and intensity we'd felt for each other from day one. If I had known the night of the fashion party that I would be meeting the man I would fall so deeply in love with, I think my heart would have burst at the thought.


    "I need you." Tears pooled in my eyes at the overwhelming emotion I was feeling for him. Carter slid his open palms down my exposed back and held me for a few moments. He nuzzled his nose into my hair and inhaled deeply.  


    "I love you so much. I’ll never be able to say no to you. I don't ever want to." He slowly dragged the fabric of my perfect white dress the rest of the way down my shoulders and over my arms. He slid the fabric past my hips and I stood before him in a pair of lace cheeky panties he had purchased from La Perla. A purple pair nonetheless, that so perfectly matched the calla lilies he had picked for today. Little did he know that I had chosen these panties because they too reminded me of the flowers he'd given me.  


    His fingers hooked into the lace of my panties and fingered the fabric as he kissed along the curve of my neck and whispered his love for me in my ear. I moaned and writhed in his grip, my body aching for him. He slowly dropped to his knees on the floor before me and slid his hands down my legs. He lifted one leg out of the pool of lace on the floor and slipped one satin heel from my foot, then placed it back on the floor. He did the same with my other foot then slid his warm palms back up my legs, over the curve of my bottom, landing them locked at my waist.  


    I kissed him fully on his soft lips and my fingers fumbled with the buttons of his jacket. I shrugged the tan fabric off of his shoulders, and then pulled the white shirt from his pants. I continued to kiss him and his fingers ran into my hair as mine worked on each button of his shirt. He released his hands from my hair and I pushed the crisp fabric off his lean shoulders. My fingertips lingered and dusted along the hard lines of his body; around the muscles of his shoulders and collarbone, up the curve of his neck, snagging his ear lobes and giving them a playful tug, before twisting in his tousled hair. I pulled his lips to mine and pressed my body to his. He grabbed my hip with one hand and held me tightly, smoothing his other hand up my thigh to reach the lace of my panties. He played with the delicate fabric, his fingers tracing around the edges and dusting just beneath the panty line, in and out softly, driving me wild. I moaned into his mouth and ground my center into him to show him I was more than ready. A smile played across his lips as he softened our kiss and placed small nips on my bottom lip. He backed me against the bed until my legs hit the mattress.  


    He placed both hands on my bottom and bounced me up to sit on his waist, my legs wrapped around his body. My arms wrapped around his neck as I threaded my fingers in his hair and kissed him hard and fierce; I was so ready for him.


    "I want you. I want my husband." My heart skipped a few beats at the words. His eyes shot open to gaze into mine, a love and passion mix burned in their blue depths. Carter forced my body back onto the bed with my legs still wrapped around his waist, fisting my hair in one hand, while the other was stretched out to support his body, hovering over mine. I kissed, nipped, and ground my body into his. My hands fumbled to release the button of his pants, working the zipper to pull it down over his narrow hips. I was pleased to find that Carter, my sexy husband, was without undergarments again. I was beginning to think he didn't own any. I pushed his pants as far down his thighs as I could before he pulled away from me and pushed the fabric the rest of the way. He kicked off each shoe and slung his pants to the side with one foot and then crawled back on top of me with a hungry look in his eyes.  


    I scooted my bottom up the bed to allow us more room. Carter's smooth, muscled body hovered over me, his mouth planting soft kisses up my stomach, between my breasts, swirling in the hollow of my throat, around the curve, and finally arriving at the skin beneath my ear. His breath came out in ragged pants as his teeth skimmed the shell of my ear. I writhed against his body, grabbing his hips and pulling him down on me. Carter sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth when his arousal made contact with my lace panties.  


    "I want you so much." Carter rubbed his length along the fabric lightly and his eyes remained closed and his jaw tight as he tried to restrain himself. I crushed my center harder into him, attempting to relieve some pressure from my need for him.  


    "I’m ready, I’m so ready, please."


    "Please what, tell me," he whispered with his eyes still shut.  


    "Please make love to me, Carter. I love you so much. Please make love to me," I breathed as my hands ran up his lean torso.  


    "I love when you say that. I love when you say that you love me. You make me so happy, Evangeline. Everyday." He hooked a finger around the waistband of my panties and then slowly slid the fabric down my legs. The lace gliding roughly over my hypersensitive flesh caused my heart rate to spike and my arousal for him to grow. He leaned back on his thighs and slipped the lace the rest of the way down my legs and tossed them to the floor, looking back at me with a crooked grin.  


    "You're achingly beautiful." He ran his hands up my legs to grab my hips. "I don't deserve you," he whispered against my lips. He settled between my thighs and teased his length along the folds, teasing me where I ached for him most.


    "Carter," I groaned in frustration as I thrust my hands in his hair and brought his head to mine.  


    "What baby?" he asked with a small smile as he continued to tease me.  


    "God, please. I want to feel you inside me," I whimpered. A small sigh escaped his lungs as he pushed a little harder and lavished me with his tongue and lips, up and around my neck, down my collarbone, across the tops of my shoulders. He pressed harder again and worked his length up and down through my center, giving me just the amount of friction I craved before he pulled away again. I wrapped my arms around him and grabbed his shoulder blades, digging my nails into his back and forcing my aching core into him. Carter continued his teasing assault on my body and I deepened my hold on his back with my fingernails. He ran his length up my slit one last time and I groaned and scratched my nails down his shoulder blades to the center of his back. I knew I had done it hard; a deep groan escaped his throat and I felt dampness where I assumed I had drawn blood. As soon as I lightened my grip on his back Carter shoved into me and filled me fully. I moaned in exquisite pleasure and Carter sat still within me for a few breathless moments as my body adjusted to his.  


    We were finally connected again. It had been days since we'd shared each other like this, and it had been too long. We'd been through so much in our short relationship, and this part always connected us, made us feel whole again.  


    I kissed along the line of his neck and he began to slowly move in and out of me, taking long, measured strokes that hit me to the core and filled and fulfilled me like no one else ever could. I realized that making love with Carter was so good because we shared a connection. Even our first time, we were so drawn to each other on such a basic, primal level, our bodies had found their mate, and sex from then on had been transcendent for both of us.  


    Carter made love to me for what felt like hours. He moved in and out, he stilled, then sped up, he kissed and nibbled, he brought my nipples into his mouth and caressed, his fingertips danced along my aching bud, always driving my body to the brink, then backing off just enough to delay my climax. If he wasn't doing such a masterful job I would have gone insane with frustration but instead I was in the moment with Carter. I knew he was worshiping me the best way he knew, he was showing me his love fully and completely.  


    Carter moved in and out of me, sometimes pushing deep and filling me, other times taking short, shallow strokes until he finally sped up and took me to the very end. I wrapped my arms around his body and ran my palms along his sweat-slicked skin, down his hips and bottom. I squeezed lightly as he sped up, pounding me with everything he had. My climax shot through my entire body, my nerve endings buzzing on full speed. My toes curled and my brain flooded with a rush of pleasure. I felt an unspeakable amount of love for the man I had pledged my life to earlier that day.


    Carter held my thighs in his palms and thrust into me one last time before he reached his own climax, his body shuddering from head to toe completely. He stroked a few more times, my body squeezing the last of his orgasm out of him, and he slowly calmed his pace and brought his body down flush with mine. We were both sweaty and spent as he lay on top of me for a long, quiet moment.


    We reveled in the post-orgasm high we were both riding, only enhanced by our skin flush against each other, our bodies still connected.  


    Carter moved to pull away but I wrapped my legs around his waist and locked my ankles around him.


    "I'm not ready to get rid of you yet." I grinned and kissed him on the lips.  


    "Hopefully not ever." His fingers played with a lock of my hair.  


    "Never.” I shook my head and pushed errant strands of hair out of his eyes. His gray-blue depths stared back at me and gleamed with happiness. Just seeing his peace caused a grin to spread across my face.  


    "I love you, everyday, forever," I whispered and kissed his nose.  


    "Not as much as I love you, Mrs. Morgan." He ran his thumb along my cheekbone. We kissed again and he laid his head down on my chest and then traced one finger around my breast, coming closer and closer to my nipple, causing it to harden and peak in arousal. He tickled it with his nose and then his tongue darted out for a taste. I giggled and felt tingles between my thighs signaling that my body was ready for him again. I felt him begin to harden inside me and I bucked my hips up into his pelvis.  


    "Insatiable as ever, I see." He grinned and kissed me completely on the lips and then Carter and I made love again.  


  
    

  


  Chapter Seven


  



  



  I woke up early the next morning with a grumbling stomach and an overwhelming need to hit the bathroom. We'd spent the evening and all night in bed, alternating between slumber and loving each other. It was perfect. Carter had one heavy arm draped over my body and I was having trouble wiggling out from under it in a timely manner so I could rush off to the bathroom.  


    He finally sighed deeply and rolled over and I hopped out of bed and headed for the bathroom to take care of my business. When I stepped back out of the bathroom a warm smile spread across my face at Carter sleeping so peacefully, white sheets caressing his naked body. The sheet lay haphazardly, revealing that delicious V at his pelvis and the light dusting of hair that disappeared into the crisp white linens heading for that place my body craved so much.


    Deciding to forgo my grumbling stomach for the sexy man in bed, I slid up next to him and laid my head on his shoulder, dusting my fingertips along the hard plains of his body. I started at his pecs, circling around the dark nipples that slowly hardened at my teasing touch, down and across the lines of his lightly defined abs. My fingers whispered down to that V muscle and lingered around his hips, ghosting back and forth, as my body responded to touching him.


    I crawled over his body and straddled his slim hips between my knees. My hair cascaded around both of us and I dipped to place light kisses along the curve of his neck and collarbone. I let my hair slide down his soft skin as I worked my way down his muscles with my tongue and lips. I finally reached his hips and nipped along the velvety skin.  


    I leaned back for a moment to gaze at him. The sheet just barely covering his hardening arousal, a dusting of hair and the happy trail that led to my other favorite part of his body. The tan, velvety skin contrasted so sharply with the soft white sheets. I wanted to snap a photo of this moment and store it in my mind for the rest of my life.  


    I slid one hand from his hip lower and lower, slowly dragging the sheet with it and revealing him completely. I took him in my hand and bent, my hair tickling along his waist again. I pressed my tongue to the underside of his length and slowly dragged it up to the top and teased around the head, before opening my mouth and going down on him fully. I heard a small groan and then Carter's hands were twisted in my hair and his hips were bucking slowly in pleasure.  


    "Eva, fuck," he whispered. I peeked up at him through my lashes as I traveled back up his length with my mouth, hallowing my cheeks and sucking harder. Carter peered back at me, his steel blue eyes swirling with love and emotion and pleasure and lust, his hair tousled with sleep, a few strands across his forehead. My arousal instantly doubled between my thighs. I closed my eyes again and worked up and down his length with my mouth and my hand, teasing him softly, and then sucking harder, alternating to prolong the pleasure.  


    "Come here, baby." Carter hauled me up his body and my knees straddled his hips. I felt his arousal at my entrance and a small sigh escaped my throat feeling him once again so close to me. I needed him more than anything. It felt like the fist time all over again, minus the frantic lust we'd exhibited. This felt more like loving each other. Passion on a whole other level. Love must feel like that, something I’d never felt before with anyone else.  


    Carter pressed his hands behind my neck and caressed his lips to mine, kissing me slowly and passionately. His hands ran up my torso, came around to kneed the flesh of my breast and pinch my nipple, increasing my arousal tenfold. I bucked into him and ground back and forth, my body aching with arousal . His hand slid down my torso, over my hips to hold on to my bottom as he guided himself into me. Slowly he filled me, and we both exhaled sighs of pleasure as my body adjusted to his. I moved slowly on top of him, taking my time, enjoying his body and pulling the pleasure from him.


    Carter moved slowly underneath me, we rocked together quietly, no words needed to share the pleasure in this moment. My hands slid up his rib cage and I pulled his arms up above his head and held his hands tightly in my own. I used him as leverage to hit the right spot inside me, and we continued to gently grind and rock, soft sighs escaping our throats as my hair cascaded around us and Carter loved me with his lips along my collarbone and neck. I increased my pace and Carter pushed our locked hands up so that I was riding him.  


    "I want to see you," he whispered to me as his eyes locked with mine. My mouth fell open as I panted with pleasure as we made love. My rocking sped up as I came closer to the edge. Carter released his hands from mine, placing one on my hip to help hold me, while his other found that sensitive spot between my legs. He caressed and massaged and pinched and I fell over the cliff softly and gently. The air escaped my lungs and I groaned softly, closing my eyes as pleasure radiated through my body.  


    A choked groan escaped Carter's throat and his hand tightened on my hip as he found his own release. He reached for my hand again and held it tightly as he stroked through the last few drops of his pleasure. His eyes closed and his face tensed in a beautiful expression of culminated pleasure and release. I ground my core into his body a few more times and then brought my body down flush on his chest, resting my head on his chest and hearing his heart pound frantically.


    Still connected, we lay there for endless moments as our breathing slowed. Carter traced a random pattern along my bare back with one fingertip, the movement soft and sweet and comforting. I inhaled deeply and then snuggled my nose up into his neck happily.  


    "Good morning." I smiled with my eyes closed.  


    "A very good morning." He brushed his hand through my tangled hair. "You’re so beautiful. Thank you."


    "Thank you for the wake up call?" I grinned.


    "Thank you for marrying me," he said seriously.  


    I smiled softly and inhaled his delicious scent.   And then my tummy grumbled in protest. A laugh escaped Carter's throat.  


    "Come on, let's get up and get you fed." He smacked me on the bottom lightly.  


    "I kind of just want to stay in bed all day with you." I made no effort to move.  


    "Then we will. After we eat." He pulled me off his body and then headed for the bathroom, completely naked and a treat for my eyes the entire way. I sat on the edge of the bed waiting for him to come back. My body was a limp mass of pleasure, unable to move. He came back out and stood a few steps before me, naked as ever, and quirked an eyebrow. My eyes traveled over his lean frame, from his sleek muscled arms, his defined shoulders, the gentle slopes of his chest, down further, to his narrowed waist and cut hips…


    "See something you like?" A cocky grin played across his lips. I dragged my eyes slowly back up his body and smiled and arched a playful eyebrow at him. His eyes flashed with dark lust and the smile fell away from his lips. My heart thudded a few beats and I thought he was going to come to me again and we could commence the rest of our day of love spent in bed. He heaved a big sigh and then his playful grin came back.  


    "Food. Sooner we eat, sooner we can get back to bed." He grinned mischievously and then pulled on a worn pair of jeans that he had hanging over a chair in the corner. I huffed and pulled a tank top over my head and slipped on a pair of panties. I was only interested in the bare minimum to make me presentable in the kitchen before I could peel them back off again and curl up in that big bed with this beautiful man.  


    "What do you want to eat?" He held my hand as we walked down the staircase and into the kitchen.  


    "Leftover pizza." My eyes sparked with childish amusement.  


    "Sex and pizza seems to be the way to your heart then." Carter grinned.  


    "Something like that." I grabbed the box out of the fridge and set it on the island, choosing a piece.  


    "You're not heating it up?"  


    I glared at him in response. "And ruin perfectly good leftover pizza? Never." I took a bite. "Mm, cold pizza in the morning, nothing better."  


    He smiled and then grabbed a piece for himself.  


   


  



    Carter and I spent the rest of our first day as a married couple in bed, cuddling, giggling, and loving each other. It felt like our own perfect piece of happiness; a state of blissful peace. The serenity that came over Carter's features that day was magical to see. The controlling CEO slipped away—he abandoned his demons and became a man who acted his age, smiled easily, laughed heartily, and loved freely. And I became the confident woman I always wanted to be. Carter loved me, and showed me just how much. I was confident with my body and our relationship. While our time together may have been short, it was pure.   


    The next few days went by in much the same way. Carter took business calls now and again, but we still managed to venture out into town and shop, hold hands and giggle like teenagers, people-watch at the local coffee house, and drive around seeing the Aspen sights. The nights were spent in the hot tub enjoying the cool mountain air, at times snowflakes drifted down softly, landing on our eyelashes and melted in the steaming hot air hovering above the hot tub. We drank wine, cooked dinner together, and ordered pizza, drinking beer on those nights. We didn't talk about Boston at all. We didn't talk about our families’ reactions to our hasty marriage. We lived in the moment, in our own little Aspen bubble, and it was undoubtedly a slice of heaven.     


  



  Chapter Eight


  



  



    The following Friday, our fifth day of marriage, Carter took a few phone calls in the morning and then woke me with coffee in bed. He certainly knew the direct line to my heart was a steaming cup of coffee in the morning. I smiled as I inhaled the aroma.


    "Get dressed, I’ve got something to show you today." He pecked me on the lips.


    "Yes, sir," I simpered over my coffee cup. He arched an interested eyebrow at me.  


    "If we had time I would take you right now, Evangeline, but as it is we've got an appointment."  


    I narrowed my eyes at him in question. He just smiled and tossed a shirt at me.  


    After I’d finished my coffee and grabbed a Pop-Tart for the road, Carter led me into the unexplored attached garage. Inside was a dark green muscle car. It was so out of character for Carter that I looked at him oddly when he opened the passenger door for me.  


    "It's Derek’s. Well, sort of. It stays here, and it's off limits when he's here, but when he's not, what he doesn’t know won't hurt him. When he's here he fawns over it, kind of funny to watch actually." A crooked grin spread across his face, and there was that playful boy I’d fallen even more madly in love with the past week.  


    "It's a 1968 Shelby Mustang. It's rare—an experimental model. They only made one," he said. My eyebrows arched in surprise.


    We pulled out of the garage and Carter drove with one hand firmly locked on my upper thigh. I rested my own hand over his and traced along his long fingers absentmindedly. We drove through town before turning up a quiet drive. The aspens shimmered golden and orange around us and there was a light dusting of snow that hadn't yet melted under the morning sun. I smiled happily and Carter peeked over at me with a smile on his face. He squeezed my thigh affectionately and then softly rubbed his hand up and down the denim. We wound through a wide drive until finally it opened into a huge clearing housing a lodge and a parking lot. I recognized it as a ski resort but the parking lot was nearly empty for so early in the morning.  Carter parked by the entrance and came around the car to open my door.  


    He walked with confident steps, my hand in his, through the front doors, straight through the lobby and to the back of the building where the gondolas ran up and down the mountain. He nodded his head at the operator, who smiled in greeting. We stepped into the gondola, sitting as the operator closed the door. Luckily I’d worn a sweater as the morning mountain air was cold and would only get cooler as we climbed up the mountain.  


    "I’ve never been in one of these before." My eyes darted to the cables running up the mountain with mild concern on the safety of these things. The gondola started with a jerk and I grabbed Carter's thigh tightly to steady myself. He laughed and wrapped an arm around my shoulder and kissed my hair.  


    "This is the longest gondola ride in the country. Eighteen minutes one way."


    I gazed out at the landscape as we traveled up the mountain. Thankfully the gondola was enclosed to keep out the blasting winds and cold air, but the metal seats were still chilly. I stood to get a better view from the window. The city of Aspen was now visible as we climbed further up in elevation. The buildings peeked up over the tree line, the cars traveling the road getting smaller as we climbed. The gondola rode smoothly as Carter stood behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist, and resting his head on my shoulder to take in the view with me.  


    "It's gorgeous." My eyes took in the autumn colors surrounding us. The morning sun lit the bight yellow and flaming orange leaves of the trees across the valley and on the mountains around us. In the distance the mountaintops were barren and dusted with snow, making the scene picture-perfect. The higher we climbed, the further away from reality we seemed to get. I breathed in the crisp air and smiled contentedly. Carter's arms squeezed me and he kissed along the line of my neck and nuzzled into my ear.  


    "You're not looking at the view." I giggled as he tickled me with his nose.  


    "I’ve got the perfect view right here." His hands slid down to my thighs seductively.  


    "You are a cad," I said with a smile.  


    "Only with you, Mrs. Morgan." He grinned and moved my hair off to one side so the back of my neck was exposed to him. He kissed along my tender skin and lightly blew his warm breath against my sensitive flesh, causing a chill to race down my body and land firmly at the apex of my thighs. I tilted my head to one side to give him better access as he ran his nose up my neck softly and dusted his teeth along the outer shell of my ear seductively. Just then the gondola ground to a halt and we were at the top of the mountain. A pouty huff escaped Carter and I smiled and grabbed his hand as I darted out of the gondola to take in the mountain air and the view surrounding us.  


    We stood at the top of the mountain on a viewing deck overlooking the valley. With the birds twittering and the chilly breeze rustling through the leaves, it felt like we were the only people that existed in our perfect world at that moment. I sighed and Carter stood behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and swaying us back and forth with the breeze.  


    "I have something for you," he whispered in my ear. He turned me around in his arms to face him. "You've made me the happiest man on earth, Evangeline." He dropped to his knees in front of me. "I know that we've done things a bit out of sync, but it wouldn't be us if we did it conventional." A lopsided grin spread across his face.  


    I looked down into his eyes that were swimming with emotion. He pulled a black velvet box out of his pocket and opened it, revealing a glistening ring nestled inside. I dropped to my knees in front of him, tears streaming from my eyes.  


    "Carter." The air whooshed out of my lungs. A round, pale-blue, cushion-cut stone was surrounded by dozens of pave diamonds that extended down the band. The ring was stunning and unique and took my breath away, just like Carter had.  


    "It's my birthstone, aquamarine. And your birthstone is diamond, so I think we're covered there." His mouth curved up at the corners. "It's us. You and me, always." He pulled the ring out of the box and held my hand gently in his own, sliding the ring on my left ring finger.  "Will you wear it? For me?" Carter watched me thoughtfully.  


    "Oh, Carter. It's so beautiful. I love it. But I thought we were going to wait until we got back to Boston? When did you do this?" My eyes searched his.


    "I picked it out the day before we were married." A grin spread across his face. "But they had to size it, so it wasn't ready until now." He rubbed the pad of his thumb around the ring on my finger softly.  I watched the light sparkle off the stones.  


    "I love that I have you with me always." I looked up into his eyes as a few tears trailed down my cheeks. His eyes stared back at me, emotion pooling in their blue depths. I flung myself at him; my arms wrapped around his neck, and hugged him tightly to my body.  


    "You are the most beautiful man I have ever met." I held his cheeks in my palms and kissed his lips, slowly deepening the kiss, our tongues dancing together softly.  


    "I'm so glad I spilled champagne on you at that party," I whispered against his lips. A hearty chuckle escaped his throat.  


    "Me too." His hands wrapped around my neck, holding me to him.  


    "Thank you for bringing me here."  


    "I love it here. I love sharing the things I love with you." He stood and helped me off my knees, encircling me in his arms as we took in the view. We gazed out at the sun lighting the valley below. It was breathtaking and perfect. Just like this whole week had been with Carter. A moment of fear flashed across my brain at the thought that the bottom might fall out once we were back in Boston.  


    Some irrational part of me didn't want to go back, afraid that we would lose this perfect part of us if we did. I sighed deep to quell the anxiety and tried to refocus my brain on the beautiful view before me, and the beautiful man behind me.  


    "You're cold, we should head back down."  


    I nodded softly.


    We hadn't yet decided when we would leave Aspen, but I was already dreading it.  


    He pulled me over to the gondola, my hand firmly locked in his. I stood by the window, ready to take in the view on the way back down. Carter's strong arms trapped me, his hands on the rail in front of me. The gondola started again and we descended back down the sunlit mountain. The new addition on my left hand felt foreign and heavy on my finger, but was also comforting.  


    Carter caught me looking at the ring. "Do you love it?" He nuzzled into my neck.  


    "I so love it, Carter." I leaned back into him.  


    Carter placed both hands on my hips and rubbed firm circles, and then dipped a finger under my warm sweater. My body shivered at his cool touch. I smiled and turned in his embrace, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him softly. He held me at the waist and returned my kiss before he slipped his hands back under my sweater and made his way up my ribcage to dust along my already hardened nipples. I sucked in a sharp breath and pushed my hips into his. I could feel his arousal and my nerves hummed with need.


    Carter deepened the kiss and pulled the cup of my bra down, exposing my nipple to his fingers where he tickled and pinched. I moaned into his mouth and Carter ran one open palm up my thigh, pulling my leg up his hip. He slid his fingers further up my inner thigh until he reached my center through my jeans. My breathing picked up and I captured his lips with mine.


    Carter moaned and pulled away from me, his eyes darting to the lodge at the base of the mountain where the gondola would be stopping. I could hear his brain ticking, trying to determine how much time we had.  


    "Fuck it." He grinned carelessly and then turned me around and pulled me back on the metal bench on his lap. He fumbled with the button of my jeans and quickly unzipped them, shoving the denim and my panties just beyond my bottom to expose me. He groaned and ran a finger up my slick center from behind. I moaned in pleasure and then I heard his zipper come down and he pulled me down onto him roughly, filling me in an instant. A small groan escaped my throat as I started to move on his lap feverishly. He slid his hands around my waist and up and underneath my sweater so we were as skin-to-skin as we could be in this cold mountain gondola. His hands traced a heated path up my body to my breasts where he palmed the flesh roughly.  


    I rode up and down on him quickly, my hands on either of his thighs steadying myself and providing leverage. From this angle he was hitting me deliciously deep and I knew it wouldn’t be long at all, which was good because with every passing moment I could see us getting closer and closer to the main lodge.  


    "I’m getting close, Eva. You feel so fucking good this way." He held my hips tightly as he lifted me off of him to gain more momentum with each thrust. A garbled groan escaped my throat when I slammed back onto his lap with force. He pumped into me harder and one of his fingers grasped my aching bud and massaged it in tight circles. My orgasm was building deep in my belly and with one more thrust Carter had me falling over the edge in pleasure. Arousal pulsed through my body and flooded the apex of my thighs. The sensation was so intense, unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. Somewhere in the recesses of my mind I wondered if Carter could feel it, but my brain was lost to sensations coursing through me as Carter continued to slam into me.  


    "Fuck, Eva. You're amazing," he ground through clenched teeth.  


     I moaned his name repeatedly. A satisfying gasp escaped Carter's throat while he pumped frantically behind me, as he pinched my nipple and then reached his own release. His hips jerked into me and I rode him a few more strokes before his head collapsed on my back, his breathing heavy. My eyes glanced up at the closely approaching lodge and I bit my lip.


    "Carter, we're almost there," I whispered frantically. He heaved a few more breaths and then slowly pulled out of me. I heard him zip up his pants quickly as I pulled my pants up and buttoned them with nearly numb fingers. Carter stood up beside me and held my hand as we waited for the gondola to jostle to a stop.  


    "You're lucky it's so quiet on the mountain this morning, Mr. Morgan." I whispered as I placed a kiss on his cheek.  


    "Not luck, babe. Careful planning." He nuzzled into my hair.  


    "Planning?"  


    "Everyone's got a price." He gave me a casual grin. "The resort isn't open so early in the morning this time of year. I made a few calls, arranged for the operator to be here early." He winked at me.  


    "You are shameless." I giggled at him.


    "But it was worth it right? Riding me in the gondola? That was hot, baby. And then when you came all over me...fuck. You made me come," he whispered in my ear just as the gondola jostled to a stop.  My cheeks flamed with embarrassment at Carter's words.


    The operator gave us a smile as he opened the door and we stepped out. I prayed that he didn't suspect what we'd been up to.


    "So worth it." I slid my hand into the back pocket of Carter's jeans and gave his bottom a playful squeeze. He wrapped his arm around my shoulder and pulled me into him, placing a kiss on my head with a wide grin.  


    We drove back down the twisting driveway of the resort and pulled out onto the main road to town. My hand rested on his thigh as we drove, tracing the ridges of the denim delicately in small circles. His eyes brightened and he glanced at me out of the corner of his eye with a small smile.  


    "Do you want to get something to eat?" His eyes were on the road as we approached the town.  


    "Sure, something light. I don't think my stomach can handle too much after that ride up and down the mountain." My cheeks warmed at the double entendre of my statement. He smirked at me when he caught my embarrassment and I smacked him playfully on the chest.  


    Carter parked outside a coffee shop that we'd frequented the past few days that featured pastries and the most delicious coffee in town. We got out of the car and Carter held my hand as we entered the shop. We snagged a table by the window with a view of the snow-capped mountains in the distance.  


    Carter walked up to the counter and placed our order and I dug through my purse to find my pills. I jiggled them into my palm and waited for Carter to return with drinks.  


    He sat down in the seat opposite me and set water on the table and then quirked an eyebrow when he saw the pills in my hand.  


    "I thought you were just on birth control? What's the other pill?" he asked.  


    "For migraines. I’ve been getting them more frequently the past few weeks; turns out I was under massive amounts of stress." I smirked at him, a reminder of the ups and downs we'd gone through the past few weeks back home.  


    Carter's eyes softened and a look of hurt crossed their blue depths.  


    "You were getting migraines?"  


    "Yes. I get them off an on, but they were getting pretty regular for a while." I gave him a small smile as I took the pills and chased them with the water.  


    "Have you had any lately?" he whispered.  


    "The last week? No. Not since Friday." My mind drifted back to the night he proposed at the foot of my bed. A sad look still hung on his face so I reached across the table to hold his hand.  


    "I’m fine, Carter, really. I am so much better than fine. I'm great. And we're great." I gave him a stern look in the hopes that he'd snap out of his mini-funk.  


    "I know, I just feel bad for everything we went through. Everything I put you through. I'm so sorry, Eva." He grabbed both of my hands in his own and looked at me sadly.  


    "We both did it Carter. My insecurities. Your past, it sort of combined together to make a perfect storm. But we're good now and I love you." I smiled at him.  


    "Yes, we are good." He dipped his head down, his long hair falling over his eyes, and pressed a kiss to the inside of each of my palms.  


    "Just promise me we'll always work through anything. You're worth it to me, Eva. I can be such an ass, but please give me a chance to work through it. Don't run," he whispered.  


    "I won't, Carter. I promise. No running." I brought one of his hands to my lips and placed a kiss on his knuckle. Just then a waitress brought our food and coffee. I dropped Carter's hands instantly and reached for my coffee, sipping the hot liquid and feeling the warmth heat through my body. I looked up at the mountains in the distance and smiled.   


    "Large soy vanilla latte?" he asked.


    "Delicious." A wide smile spread across my face and I was so happy I felt tears prickle at the edge of my eyes.  


    "You're breathtaking when you smile." Carter's eyes danced with love. I averted my eyes, embarrassed when he said things like that. I grabbed half of a bagel and slathered cream cheese on it before taking a large bite. Apparently my stomach had calmed and I was now voraciously hungry. Carter grinned and then grabbed a muffin and unwrapped it, popping a bite into his mouth with a smile.   


  
    

  


  Chapter Nine


  



  



  Carter and I spent the weekend holed up in his house drinking wine and watching movies while a snowstorm blew in off the mountains. The weather was finally acting a little more like the Rocky Mountains in late October, and less like the last vestiges of summer as it had been the past week. I was thankful for the warmer temperatures on the day we were married, but there was something that made my heart swell at being snowed-in in the mountains with Carter.  


    His house, while large, had the perfect Rocky Mountain getaway feel with river rock accented walls and fireplaces, exposed wooden beams, and wood floors covered in well-worn rugs. The furniture was sturdy and oversized; his entire house was in direct contrast to the modern style of the one on Beacon Street. I loved them both. There was something so clean and satisfying about the sharp lines of Carter's home in Boston, and something so warm and cozy about this one. When I asked him about it he said that his mom had happily designed the place from top to bottom, even adding a large window on a small wall that butted up into the mountain to showcase a trickle of spring water forever running off down the rocky ledge. It felt like the house was a living, breathing part of the landscape.  


    Sunday afternoon, one week after we'd been married, Carter was fielding some calls from Boston in his office and I wandered into the library on the opposite side of the family room. The room was small and intimate, with a few brown leather chairs situated around a heavy, round wooden table. It looked like a place where gentleman sat to play cards and smoke cigars.


    The walls were floor to ceiling bookshelves and each shelf was packed with old books. I wandered and dragged a finger along the spines of the books. I found classics like Chaucer and Shakespeare, modern design books, histories of Colonial America, Colorado, and the American West.  


    I grabbed a book about the history of Aspen and curled up into one of the chairs and leafed through the pages. The book contained beautiful old pictures of the main street, and some of the buildings were surprisingly recognizable.  


    "Found the library." Carter traced a hand along my shoulders and touched his warm palm to the back of my neck beneath my hair. I smiled at his touch.  


    "It's beautiful in here." I twisted around and faced him as he plopped down in the chair next to me.  


    "My dad loves books. He's a collector."


    "How long has your family been coming to Aspen?"  


    "A long time. We took ski trips out here when I was kid, since Derek and Emma were a few years old. We always rented a place, but when I started making money, one of the first things I did was buy a house out here, sort of a thank you to them for everything they've done for me. I gave Mom full control of design; she loves interior decorating, and the only thing Dad wanted was a library, and he insisted on a round table for poker playing." He ran his hand along the beveled edge. "I’ve played a lot of poker here, and you know..." His eyes glinted at me mischievously. "I’ve always thought it was the perfect height…" His voice trailed off as he stood and lifted me out of the chair, placing me on my bottom on the edge of the table. I quirked an eyebrow up at him and laughed.  


    "I've wanted to fuck on this table since I got it." He ran his hands up my bare legs and fingered the fabric of my shorts teasingly. "You're so hot when you run around the house in these little shorts. Every time you walk away from me it drives me wild." He ran his palms further up my thighs under the cotton.  


    "You've got a great ass, Evangeline." He rocked his hips into my center. "Lift up your bottom," he whispered into my ear as he scraped his teeth along the sensitive flesh. My heart thudded erratically in my chest and I placed my palms flat on the table and lifted my bottom. Carter took the moment to rip the fabric down my legs roughly and flung them on the floor next to his feet.  


    "Told you I wanted you naked as much as possible when we were here," he growled into my ear. I slid my bottom closer to the edge of the table, my core seeking out some relief from the building pressure. He jerked his hips into me so I could feel his arousal under the denim of his jeans. My breathing hitched as the raw fabric dragged along my slick core.  


    "Put your feet up on the table and spread your knees, Evangeline." He backed away and his eyes held mine with a dark and lusty look. My breathing sped up as my gaze locked with his. Those steely blue eyes penetrated me with emotion and passion, setting my body on fire.  


    I did as I was told, lifting my feet to the edge of the table, leaving me exposed and vulnerable for him. He grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head, sucking in a sharp breath when he realized that I wasn't wearing a bra.  


    "You do this to tease me." He bit his bottom lip.  


    He reached his palms up to my knees and ran his hands down my calves gently. His eyes flicked from my eyes, to my bare neck, my aroused nipples, down my stomach and then landed at my very center. I squirmed a bit under his gaze. His tongue darted out and wet his bottom lip and then his gaze darted back to mine with hooded intensity.  


    "Hold your ankles and don't move."  


    There was the controlling sex god that my body craved. Locking my hands to my ankles, I felt slightly contorted, my ass nearly hanging off the table and my heels firmly planted on it. Carter flipped the button on his jeans and unzipped his pants quickly, never breaking eye contact with me. The intensity reflected back at me had hot passion pooling between my legs and I inadvertently squirmed again, gasping for breath.  


    Carter leaned over me and ran a hand through my hair, pushed it back off my shoulders, and exposed my neck.  


    "Do you want me to fuck you on the table, Evangeline?" he growled softly.  


    I nodded. I was so aroused my brain was unable to form words.  


    He held my neck with one palm as his other held my hip tightly, keeping me firm on the edge of the table. He teased the head of his length in and out of my folds, running it up and down gently, gathering my arousal and causing him to slip around my entrance, never entering me, just teasing, gently playing, driving me insane. I bucked my hips into him with a moan.  


    "I said don't move, Eva." He continued to tease my folds, running his length up and down giving me just enough friction without causing me to fall over completely.


    "I want to feel you," I whispered softly.  


    "I know you do." He continued to tease. "I love how you feel wrapped around me." He pressed a little harder as he ran his length up and down my cleft. My breathing ratcheted up another notch. "I love being inside you, Eva," he whispered as he tickled around my ear with his tongue. My body was sitting on the cliff, unable to get enough friction to fall over, but so close, so nearly there.  


    "Do you want to come, Eva?" he breathed in my ear.  


    "Yes."  


    His fingertips ghosted up my rib cage and palmed the flesh of my breast roughly. He teased around the nipple and just when they became achingly hard, he would pinch roughly, almost too much, and an exquisite sense of pain and pleasure ran through my body and hit straight to my core. I moaned in both pleasure and frustration.  


    "Carter, please."  


    He ran his length up and down my center slower and harder, providing just slightly more friction at the hypersensitive nerves at the top. I moaned and threw my head back, my hair falling behind me and brushing along my bare back, just another delicious sensation on my oversensitive flesh.  


    Carter held one hand firmly at the base of my back holding me in place as he moved harder up and down my cleft as I bucked my hips into him. My body was so aroused my brain was losing conscious thought.  


    "Are you going to come, Eva?"


    "Yes," I choked out. He moved quicker and harder and the sensation caused my toes to curl.  


    "Come, Eva. Come for me," he said the words and he stroked quicker when I exploded from the combined sensations of his stimulating arousal, his hands massaging my back, my hair sweeping back on the table, and his words pounding in my brain. The fireworks burst behind my eyelids and I cried out in pleasure.  


    "Carter, oh God," I groaned, my chest heaving.  


    "You are so beautiful when you come." His thumb continued to dance around my nipple, prolonging the sensation of my climax. He continued to keep me on the edge of arousal, not letting me come back down, as he slowly slid into me. I closed my eyes and groaned. He ran his large palm up my leg and grabbed my hip and held tightly, pounding into me fiercely.


    "You feel so fucking good, Eva."  


    "Yes," I moaned, "You feel perfect." I panted as he continued to thrust, holding me firmly in place on the edge of the table.  


    The feeling of him fully inside me, buried so deep because of my position on the table, my legs spread wide and my feet planted on the edge, was almost too much to bear. He pulled completely out of me and I whimpered at the loss, and then he slammed back into me quickly, not willing to be without my body for long.  


    "You're so perfect, Evangeline. So fucking perfect. This…" he slammed harder, "is so fucking perfect for me." His hair fell over his forehead and I wanted so badly to reach a hand up and touch it; remove it from his face, but if I let go of either one of my legs it would interrupt our perfect cadence.


    He continued to pound into me relentlessly, sometimes pulling out fully, and then slamming back in.


    "I’m going to come, Eva. Are you ready? Come with me," he groaned, his eyes shut tightly.  


    "Yes," I panted and nodded frantically. He thrust his thumb onto my hypersensitive bud and I was lost to the pleasure. I assumed Carter had reached his own climax because I heard him groan and pant my name repeatedly, but my brain was lost into a whole other stratosphere. The sensations from edge of the table sex, the way he'd pounded into me so deeply, my brain wasn't able to form thoughts. I was awash with pleasure, sensation, and heat. My limbs felt like liquid, my core trembled, my toes curled with heat, my brain buzzed with the aftershocks of pleasure.  


    I felt Carter lean forward, his head resting on my shoulder to catch his breath. I felt him twitch inside me as the last bits of his orgasm continued to pulse through him, emptying into me. His hair brushed across my oversensitive skin and I sucked in a quick breath at the added sensation.  


    I let go of my ankles and dropped my feet to hang over the table. Curling my fingers in his damp locks I leaned back flat on the table and sucked in deep breaths of fresh air, trying to catch my breath. Carter's body heaved on top of mine. We were still connected at the center and the mental image of what we must look like lying there caused my heart to thump a few beats. Such an erotic image—another mental-picture memory to lock away in my heart forever.  


    I twisted my fingers in his hair and rubbed my other palm up and down his velvety, sweat-slicked skin. I had the urge to taste him, so I darted my tongue out and licked along the skin of his neck beneath his ear. He tasted salty and sensual and masculine.  


    Carter must have been still lost in pleasure because he didn't acknowledge my sensual lick in a normally sensitive spot for him. I took a deep breath and inhaled his delicious freshwater scent that drove me wild. Another memory to lock away forever.  


    "You are amazing," he whispered when his breathing had slowed enough to talk.  


    "So are you," I whispered softly as I continued to rub up and down his back with my hand. I ran a finger down the center of his spine, feeling each ridge as I went down, then felt the dip of his lower back, and then as it flared out again to the cheeks of his sexy, toned bottom. I gave him a quick squeeze on one cheek, making sure to dig my nails in with a giggle, and he pulled his head back to look me in the eye.  


    "That's kind of hot." He grinned at me. I rolled my eyes at him. "Not ready for round two yet?" He smiled.  


    "You've just fucked me into next week on a poker table, Carter. I think I’m going to need at least a few hours to recover."  


    He laughed and pulled me up off the table with him. "Come on, let's hit the hot tub. Might help relieve some of those aching muscles." He smiled. I bit my lip and followed him upstairs to the master bedroom then out into the cool mountain air where we slipped into the hot tub and enjoyed the swirling hot water caressing our bodies.


     


  
    

  


  Chapter Ten


  



  



  The following week I went back to work, albeit from a living room in the Rocky Mountains. Carter worked out of his office, but left the door open, so we were always in each other’s sight. Sometimes I curled up in the oversized leather chair in his office with my laptop and we worked together. It was perfect and peaceful and sweet. A sense of serenity had come over our relationship. We hadn't yet talked about when we would go home, and a part of me was dreading it. This is as peaceful as Carter and I had ever been, it was like the sweet mountain air filled our hearts with love and respect and contentedness. I had an irrational fear that going back to Boston would cause the bubble to burst.  


    We woke up the following Saturday morning with plans to go to a wine festival. It featured local wineries only—Carter loved to discover and support local businesses. Since we both enjoyed wine, it was the perfect way to spend the late fall day.  


    We held hands as we walked through a park, set up with a dozen or so local wine tents. Each tent had displays with a brief history, beautiful pictures of their estates, and a selection of their best wine. I was wrapped in a chunky, colorblock, cable sweater and leggings and Carter's hand was entwined with mine. He wore a pair of sexy faded blue jeans that fit his bottom so perfectly it was like they were custom fit to his body, which on second thought, perhaps they were. He wore a dark gray V-neck shirt with a sexy leather jacket over it. That coupled with his ever-constant bed-head hair, left my body in a state of semi-arousal.  


    We walked hand in hand and tasted the wine offerings from each vendor. Carter chatted with the owners and was knowledgeable about wine and grape growing. Was there anything this man didn't know? Carter took a few cards from his favorites saying he would order some when we got home. When he said that word it made my stomach clench.  


    Carter must have noticed my silence in response because he squeezed my hand as we sat down on a bench overlooking a fountain.  


    "Everything okay?" He tipped my head up to look in his eyes.  


    "When are we going back?"  


    "Home?" he shrugged. "This week. I have a meeting Thursday that I can't miss, I’d like to get home a few days before that to get organized. We've been gone nearly two weeks, Eva." He watched me thoughtfully.  


    "I know."


    "You aren't ready to go?"  


    "Not really. I love it here." I fiddled with the oversized ring on my finger. The light caught the stones and fractured in a million different directions. It represented my thoughts in that moment. I felt like my heart and my head were being pulled in different directions. My heart would follow Carter anywhere, but my head held so many fears about our future.  


    "I do too. Especially all of the memories we've made." A small grin cracked his face. "But I have to get back. We can come back soon. We can come for Christmas, unless you want to go to your parents…" he trailed off in question. I shook my head quietly.  


    "Do you not want to go back to Boston at all?" He narrowed his eyes in confusion.  


    I sighed deeply, contemplating what to say.  "I just love it here… I love us here. It's been perfect…" I trailed off.  


    "And… you're afraid that back in Boston it won't be perfect?"   


    I didn't answer as I twisted the ring nervously around my finger.  


    "Hey, what we've found here, it's not going to leave us. This is you and me. It has nothing to do with Aspen. It's us. I promise." He gave me an encouraging smile.  


    "But, you have so much history back there. I hate running into it at every turn," I mumbled.


    "Back to this, then?" He removed his hand from my thigh and my whole body instantly felt the loss. My heart sped up because this felt like a break. His small movement away from me in exasperation felt like a signal of our future, that at any sign of trouble, he would throw up his walls again.  


    "You still see… some of those people." I chose my words as wisely as possible.  


    "But I married you." He grit his teeth in anger. "I’m not doing this here. This is such a non-issue, I don't know why you keep bringing it up. I thought I’d proven to you that you were it for me. I put a fucking ring on your finger. You're mine and I’m yours. I told you no one else matters before you." He glared at me. The anger burned in my stomach and I steeled my jaw.


    "Whatever, Carter." I stood and started walking back to the parking lot.  


    Carter's long strides followed a few steps behind me until we reached the car. I stood at my door and crossed my arms waiting for him to unlock the doors.  


    "Are you not talking to me then?"  


    I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye but kept my mouth shut.  


    "Eva, fuck. Grow up. When things get tough you always walk away, but I’m your husband, there's no more walking away." He grabbed my elbow and spun me to face him. I let him hold my arm and continued to glare at him. The memories of all of our fights over the last weeks flashed through my mind like a highlight reel. A burst of anger shot through my body.  


    "Let me go, Carter." I wrenched my arm from his grip.  


    "Don't make a scene." He warned me.  


    "Then open the fucking door." I held his gaze. He unlocked my door and held it open for me to get in. I huffed down in the seat and crossed my arms again, staring straight out the windshield.  


    Carter strode around the other side of the car and got behind the wheel. He turned the key and the car flared to life. He threw it in reverse and peeled out of the parking lot. I rolled my eyes. We drove in silence a few miles and out of the corner of my eye I could see his fists tightening around the steering wheel, white-knuckled.  


    "So we're just never supposed to go back to Boston then? That can't fucking work, Eva. I would love to keep you here naked all the time, fuck you whenever I want, but I’ve got a business to run. Everything can't be about you," he spit out.  


    I bit the inside of my cheek. "I just wanted to talk about it Carter. We have a bad history. We're such a fucking roller coaster, I wanted to talk about it with you, but you went all fucking crazy. Not that I should be surprised, you've been crazy from the start," I spit out as I glared out the window at the bright yellow trees speeding by. All of a sudden the car wrenched to the right and we were sliding into a small trail that climbed up into the mountains. The trail was rough and definitely not made for a vintage car.  


    "Where are we going?" I whipped my head around to glare at him. Even in profile I could see he was angry enough to spit bullets, but the hardened set of his chin, the straight edge of his nose, his bunched eyebrows over his long dark lashes—he looked dangerously handsome. My heart was pounding in a mixture of anger and arousal. The man drove me fucking insane.  


    "You drive me crazy, Eva." He pulled the car over into a small turnoff so we were hidden from the main road. He slammed on the brakes and the seat belt dug into my skin. I gritted my teeth together and watched him. He squeezed the steering wheel with his fists.  


    "You drive me so fucking crazy all of the time." He opened the door of the car and jumped out, kicking a tire.  


    "FUCK!" he hollered and twisted his hands in his hair. The action caused his shirt and jacket to rise up and reveal just a sliver of the smooth, golden skin above the waistband of his jeans. My eyes darted to it instantly and the sight was an instant turn-on.  


    "Mother fucker!" He kicked rocks. "So fucking insane!" I watched him silently from the car carrying on outside.  


    He paced farther up the trail and walked around a slight bend so he was just out of my sight. I waited a few moments wondering what to do before wrenching the door open and slamming it as hard as I could. I didn't care if it was vintage or not, that man made my insides boil.  


    I balled my fists at my sides and stomped down the trail and turned the corner to find Carter leaning against a tree, elbows up over his head, his forehead resting on his forearms. His long legs were stretched out at an angle away from the tree and he looked impossibly sexy. I rolled my eyes, angry with myself for being so impossibly turned-on by him.  


    "Can we get back in the car?" I said from behind him. He didn’t move. I could see him taking deep breaths, probably trying to calm himself down.  


    "Can we just do this at home?" I rolled my eyes at his childish behavior.  


    "No, apparently we can't, because home is Boston, and apparently you don't want to go back there. So I’m not really sure where to go." I saw his fists clench above his head.  


    "Carter, God, don't be so dramatic."


    "Dramatic? I'm not the one being fucking dramatic, Evangeline."  


    In a flash he was in front of me and had both his hands on my shoulders tightly. My eyes widened in shock that he could make it to me so quickly.


    "I just wanted to talk about it, I should be able to tell you what I’m thinking without you going all fucking nuts on me." I glared at him. His eyes flashed fire at me, his jaw clenching.  


    "You pretty much told me you don't want to go home with me, Evangeline. What am I supposed to do?" His eyes were shooting daggers at me.  


    "I didn't say anything like that, don't put words in my mouth." I turned and walked back to the car. Carter caught up with me and spun me around in his arms again, his hands holding my upper arms firmly.  


    "Then what were you saying?" he spit out.  


    "I was saying that your past is fucked up and I hate it," I said vehemently.  


    He bit his bottom lip and anger flashed in his eyes, and then something else. He pulled me flush against his body and held me there tightly. Our thighs, our hips, our torsos were aligned tightly. One hand wrapped around the back of my neck and pulled me to his lips and suddenly we were crushed together and kissing fiercely. I could feel the angry way his tongue twisted with mine, this was his outlet for anger. He was turning his rage into passion for me. I threw my arms around his shoulders and jumped up to wrap my legs around his waist. A sensual moan escaped his throat as I held his head tighter to my lips, returning his kiss with just as much ferocity as he was aiming at me.  


    He walked us back to the hood of the car and sat my bottom on it, my legs still wrapped around his hips as he leaned over, pushing my body onto the cold metal. I ground my core into his hips and rocked rhythmically.  


    My fingers fumbled with the button of his jeans. My head leaning up to kiss him, our lips still attached, Carter fumbled and then pulled my pants off me. His fingers fumbled with my panties and then I felt him rip them off my body; the tearing of that delicate fabric only ratcheting my passion for him. The palm of his hand pressed into my center, applying the delicious contact my body was craving. He slid one finger through my wet folds and then thrust it into me. I bucked my body in pleasure at his long finger invading and pumping in and out of me. He was doing it so roughly, with such unbridled passion. His lips met mine and I came instantly around his finger. I screamed in pleasure and I heard my passion echoed in the trees around us. Somewhere in the back of my mind I registered that there could be a house up the trail out of sight, someone could hear us, but my brain was too frazzled to care.  


    Carter slid his jeans down and thrust inside me before I had time to ride the high of my first orgasm.  


    I groaned at the instant fullness and propelled my hips into him, rocking wildly as he pounded in and out of me.  


    "You make me so fucking mad, Evangeline." Carter gritted through his teeth and held my gaze with his own fiery blue eyes.  


    "Why do you make me so fucking mad?" He grabbed one of my bare legs and twisted it to the side in front of him, then held both my ankles together so he was pounding me sideways. The increased friction had me panting in pleasure and I felt my release burning hot in my belly.  


    "I don't know," I panted out to him.  


    "You’re the only one that's ever made me feel this way. I love you so much, but you make me so fucking angry." He punctuated the last word with another deep thrust. So this was another angry fuck from Carter. In some fucked up part of my brain I registered that they may have been my favorite kind.


    "You do it to me too. You make me mad," I panted as he hammered, one hand sliding up my bare thigh holding my hip roughly to keep me steady. My hand clenched around his forearm and my nails dug into his flesh.  


    "You can't run on me, Eva. You always fucking run, but you're not fucking running this time. I won't let you. We're married, you're mine."


    "God…" I groaned in pleasure, his words spurring my release. "I’m not. I won't." A moan escaped my lips.  


    "You can't be another person that leaves me. I won't let you." He pumped frantically, fast and long and deep and my release ripped through my body, searing-hot pleasure spiking through my system. My head fell back against the hood of the car and my body was wracked with heavy pants as I tried to catch my breath and let my brain calm from the blissful high.  


    Carter pounded and slammed into my body, holding both of my ankles in one hand and angling in with his other holding my hips tightly. He pounded again, full and deep and then shuddered and groaned with his own release, his face twisting in a combination of pain and pleasure. His chest heaved as he released both of my legs and collapsed between my thighs.  


    I came down from my high and instantly remembered that I was half naked in the mountains in October. My body shivered and Carter slowly pulled away.


    "I’m sorry," I whispered to him. His eyes flicked to mine with a look of intense sadness. My lips parted slightly in shock, Carter was always great after sex; it was the one thing guaranteed to boost his mood, but he looked more devastated than ever.  


    "No, I’m sorry, Eva." He pulled his pants up and reached down to hand me mine. I watched him pocket my lace panties and turn away from me. I sat naked on the hood of the muscle car feeling utterly alone and abandoned, even though I’d just been fucked seven ways from Sunday by the man I loved. I watched his back as he ran one hand through his hair. Sex on the hood of his car hadn't been a stress relief for him—it had somehow created more anxiety.


    Tears sprang to my eyes and I wiped them away. I slid off the hood and pulled on my pants then turned to look at him, still facing away from me.  


    "I'm ready," I whispered. He nodded once and then turned and we both got back in the car. Carter started the engine and we drove home in complete and utter silence.   


  
    

  


  Chapter Eleven


  



  



  Monday morning we woke up and packed to leave. We were flying back to Boston and would be home early in the evening. All day Sunday an uncomfortable silence had fallen over us. The tension in the house was palpable as we went through the motions. I checked work emails, did some research on a story I had to write, wandered into the library, and leafed through some books. I even spoke to Cate on the phone for a while. She still had no idea we'd gotten married. And at this rate maybe she would never need to know. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't keep my mind off our fight and the angry fuck that had left Carter even more despondent.


    I was sure Carter had overreacted but maybe I had offended him by bringing up his past in some way. I was so confused, I wasn't sure of anything anymore. And while Carter had only been in my life for a few weeks, he had his patterns, and lovey post-orgasm Carter was who I’d grown used to; somber post-orgasm Carter was new, and frankly, I was afraid.  


    I had been worried about going back to Boston, but now I was worried that Carter was worried about being married period. And frankly, maybe I was too. My brain was working in such a confused jumble; I'd lost my appetite and felt on the edge of nausea all day.  


    I’d gone to bed Sunday night by myself and I’d heard Carter slide in much later, once he thought I was already asleep. He didn't touch me, and slept facing the other way all night. I knew because I had been wide-awake, a softball-sized lump in my throat and an impossible ache in my heart.  


    When we boarded the plane Monday afternoon we settled into our respective seats silently. We had the same flight attendant as last time and she beamed when we stepped on the plane, and then her face fell when she picked up on the tension between us. She brought me a water and Carter a whiskey. Alarms immediately went off in my head when I recalled the last time we'd fought and he'd had whiskey. Did I need to be concerned that he was headed down that path again? Should I ask him not to drink it? Should I tell him not to? I was his wife, I thought that gave me some sort of right to say something, but I didn't know how he would take it, so I didn’t.  


    I put my headphones on, cranked the music and opened a book on my tablet. I normally had no problem getting lost in the words, but for the entire flight I read the same few sentences over and over as my mind wondered about my future.  


   


  



    We landed that afternoon at Logan International. Carter had nursed a few glasses of whiskey on the flight, so he wasn't drunk like he'd been last time, just quiet. Parker met us at the airport.  


    "To Beacon Street, sir?" Parker questioned once we'd gotten in the car.  


    "Chandler Street. Thanks, Parker." My eyes shot to his profile. Carter was taking me home. He was dropping me off at my apartment after we'd gotten married and spent two blissful weeks in Aspen. I glanced at the shimmering ring on my finger. It suddenly felt so heavy, like a burden weighing me down. Thoughts raced through my brain at the possibilities and implications of those two words.  


    Chandler Street.


    I kept hearing his emotionless voice repeat them over and over. My heart was pounding wildly in my chest and I felt like I was going to choke; my anxiety had instantly skyrocketed.  


    I tried to keep my focus on my breathing the entire twenty-minute ride. The car glided smoothly, the cars went by out the window, the buildings came into view, The Hancock was plainly dominating the Boston skyline—life had gone on for everyone here. But it hadn't for me, my entire world had halted, rotated and was now spinning on an entirely new axis. I'd gotten married to a man that consumed me, body and soul. I'd had the most beautiful few weeks of my life with him. And now I was heading back to my life before, apparently Carter had made the decision that it would be a life without him in it.  


    My body began to tremble uncontrollably and my breaths were shallow, my body spiraling into a full-blown panic attack. The Bentley turned onto my street and I watched the beautiful bright orange maple trees slide by, cars parked along the street, leaves swirling around the tires.  


    Parker pulled the car up outside my apartment and I immediately threw the door open and hunched over, taking deep breaths of cool New England air. I sucked in a few more and then heaved, losing the little I’d eaten that day on the sidewalk outside my townhouse. The anger burned hot in my stomach and tears stung my eyes. I tried to hold my long hair out of my face while I lost the contents of my stomach. I heaved until it felt like there was nothing left in my body and as I came back to reality I felt Carter's large palm caressing my back and holding my hair out of my face.  


    "Are you okay?" he murmured quietly. I nodded quickly and wiped my mouth. I stayed hunched over a few more moments wondering what to do, what to say. I took a few more calming breaths and suddenly I was thankful to be home. And all I really wanted to do was run up those stairs and throw myself into Cate's arms.  


    I stood slowly, making sure I had my balance. Parker had already brought my few bags up to my apartment. He nodded at me with a somber look on his face as he stepped out the door and headed for the front seat of the car. I steeled my jaw, the cold fresh air a relief to my aching lungs. I sniffed and then stepped away from Carter. I kept my back to him for a moment.  


    "Thank you… for everything." I pressed my lips together tightly and then strode toward the doorstep.  


    "Eva, wait." Carter's voice trailed after me softly. I kept walking.  


    "I’m sorry," I heard him whisper as I climbed the steps and slammed the door behind me.  


   


  



   


  



    The End
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  My shoulders hunched and sobs escaped my throat as I walked up the stairs. I had no idea what my future would hold and if Carter would be in it. What I did know for sure was that I needed Cate. 


    My head swirled with the prospect of telling her that Carter and I had gotten married in Aspen. At that point I had no idea if I would tell her. I hadn't seen Parker haul the white garment bag out of the car, so I didn't think he'd brought it in, which meant Cate wouldn't be clued in to the most monumental secret of my life. I approached the door to our apartment and paused. I looked down at the glistening ring on my finger and tears choked my throat. I slid it off and nestled it in the pocket of my jeans. It hurt my heart to take the ring off, but I didn't know if I had the emotional strength to delve into that with Cate. 


    I stepped into the apartment and found the few bags that I’d taken with me just inside the door. The apartment was silent as I looked around for Cate. I wandered down the hallway to her bedroom, peeked my head in the door and found her propped up in her bed with a book. 


    "Hey! How was Aspen?" She hopped off the bed and embraced me tightly. 


    "Okay," I squeaked. 


    "God, what happened, Eva? Are you okay?" She pulled away from me and held me at the shoulders. I shook my head no. "Tell me." She sat me down on the edge of the bed and held me tightly, patting my head while running her fingers through my hair soothingly. Sobs wracked my body for long moments. I inhaled Cate's favorite perfume and felt at home with her. Carter had been a temporary interlude. Cate was my home. Cate had always been my family and that would never change. I should have known Carter would make me need him and then stomp all over my heart. I had been foolish to think that he had changed for me. When I'd said yes, perhaps I was overwhelmed at the thought that he needed me; I surely hadn't been thinking straight to marry a man I'd known for only a month. 


    I warred with myself if I should tell her that I was now a married woman. 


    I finally pulled away and wiped the itchy tears off my face. She jumped up and ran to her bathroom returning with tissues for me. 


    "What happened in Aspen?" she prodded gently. 


    "It was amazing. God, it was so amazing, Cate. We talked. We were perfect. He told me things. He told me about the first time he saw me at the boutique opening." A wry smile crossed my face. "It was perfect… and then it wasn't," I trailed off sadly. "I was afraid to come home. We have such a bad history here, and I mentioned that I wished we could stay in Aspen forever and he exploded. We got in a monumental fight and I don't even know whose fault it was anymore. Maybe I shouldn't have said anything. He can't stay away from Boston; he has a business. Maybe I was selfish…" I finished. 


    "No Eva, you just tried to talk to him. You're allowed to bring up your concerns. He shouldn't have reacted that way. Carter fucks you up so monumentally in the head. I'm so over him." 


    Tears started to trail down my cheeks again at her words. Little did she know that I couldn't be over him—I was married to him. My hand slipped to the ring in my pocket and I fingered it from outside the denim. I struggled to take a breath.


    "I just need to take a shower. I'll think more clearly after a shower."


    "Okay." She squeezed me in a tight hug before I stood and crossed the living room of our apartment. I picked up my bags on the way and tossed them on the bed, shut the door to my room, and stood in front of the dresser. Slipping the ring out of my pocket, I turned it toward the evening light cascading through the windows. The rays reflected in every direction, fragmenting and glistening. A few stray tears trailed down my cheeks. I slipped the ring on my left hand and caressed it lovingly. His birthstone. He was so sweet and thoughtful to think of it that way. It was Carter and me, right here on my ring finger, for what was supposed to be an eternity. Tears locked in my throat as the thought crossed my mind that I may have to give his symbol of our love back to him. My stomach suddenly churned as I thought about a life without him. I felt like I could be sick again. 


    I slid the ring off my finger and set it on the dresser before walking into my bathroom, stripping, and standing under the hot spray of the showerhead, praying that the water would wash away my anguish. 


    "Eva!" Cate screamed from my bedroom moments later. 


    "What?" I jumped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around my body as I ran into my bedroom. 


    "What is this?" Cate's eyes were the size of saucers. She held my ring between her fingers. I bit my bottom lip firmly, willing the self-inflicted pain to distract me from the thoughts swirling in my head. 


    "My wedding ring," I mumbled. 


    "You got married?" Cate was still shrieking. 


    "God, Cate. Quiet." I pressed my eyelids together tightly, trying to will myself out of this situation. I heard Cate huff from across the room. 


    "You and Carter got married?" Cate whispered. I nodded in confirmation. 


    "Shut the fuck up." She flopped on the bed with the ring still held firmly between her fingers. I opened my eyes slowly to catch her reaction. Her eyes were darting from me to the ring in her palm. I dropped on the bed beside her dejectedly. 


    "Well, this puts a whole new spin on things doesn’t it?" She flipped the ring between her fingers. "That man has impeccable taste in jewelry," she whispered thoughtfully. 


    "Cate," I groaned. She shrugged. 


    "So what are you going to do?" She handed the ring back to me. 


    "I don't know. I'm sorry I didn't tell you. At the moment it all feels like a dream, I don't even know if it was real anymore. It was so beautiful in Aspen. We were so perfect, but Boston fucks with us." I worried the ring between my fingers.  


    "It's okay. I mean, you're a bitch for getting married without me… oh my God, did you have a dress? Don't tell me you went to the justice of the peace?" She shot me an appalled look. A giggle bubbled out of my throat. It felt so good to release some of the tension that had built up the past few days.  


    "No, no justice of the peace and yes, I did have a white dress. It was beautiful." My heart swelled at the memory. "There was even a photographer." My insides twisted at the pain that would undoubtedly come when we got the proofs back. 


    "Thank God. You're still a bitch for doing it without me."


    "I know. I'm sorry, Cate." I peered up into her eyes sadly. 


    "I’m sorry, Eva. I’m the bitch for making this about me." She wrapped me in a hug again. "Are you going to call him?" She pulled away as I wiped more tears from my eyes. 


    "I don't know. I think he needs time. He just dropped me off here. He didn't even ask. I don't think he wants me." A sob escaped my throat and I crumpled into an incoherent ball against Cate. She rubbed my back gently. 


    "He wouldn't marry you and then suddenly not want you, Eva. You just have things to work through. You don't marry someone after knowing them for a month without having some things to work through." She stroked my wet hair. "Maybe you should just sleep on it tonight. Maybe you both need time to think. Call him tomorrow." She smiled and pushed me off the bed. "Can I make you anything?"


    "No, my stomach is in knots. I don't think I can eat." I took a deep breath and grabbed pajama bottoms and a shirt and headed for the bathroom. 


    I stood in front of the mirror and looked at the broken girl staring back at me. Carter had called me Mrs. Morgan all week, and my stomach had done delicious flips every time. I loved him so much, but just because you love someone doesn’t mean they're good for you. 


    I arched my neck in the mirror and fingered the spot where Carter had left a bruise weeks ago. The spot was clean, the pink flesh unmarred. It was like it had never happened at all. Tears trickled down my cheeks at the thought.


    I ran a brush through my hair and then pulled on my pajama pants and shirt before curling up on the bed and hugging my pillow tightly. Thoughts swirled as I saw the ring glinting in the light on the dresser. My heart hurt at the memory of him giving it to me. 


    It's us. You and me, always.


    My body shuddered in pain at the memory of his words. 


    Will you wear it? For me?


    A sob choked my throat and I covered my mouth with my hand and ran to the bathroom. I heaved over the sink but my stomach was empty. I had nothing left inside to lose. My body was literally sick at the thought that Carter had just dropped me off here without a word.


    "I'm so sorry, Carter." I whispered into the empty room. Life without Carter was going to be hollow and painful. I made my way back into my bedroom and threw myself on the bed in the fetal position and fell into a restless sleep. I couldn't even escape him in my dreams. 


  Two



  



  The following night I still hadn't heard from Carter but I felt better. I put it in perspective and thought we could actually get through this. I had the strength to fight for him. I still didn't know why Carter had dropped me off without a word—what was going though his head? 


    I had checked my phone repeatedly throughout the day for missed calls and texts but found none. I still couldn’t put on the ring; I wanted to wear it, I wanted it on my finger, I wanted to be his, but I didn't know if he wanted me anymore, and I knew even if he did we had so many issues to work through. 


    After dinner, I took the first step. I worried my lip between my teeth as I stared at my phone. My stomach clenched in anxiety as I pressed his name to dial. 


    The line rang once, twice, three times. My heart fell with each ring. 


    "Hi." His voice sounded empty and hollow as my heart thudded in and out of my chest. 


    "Hi," I choked out. God, I miss you. Can we put this behind us? Do you still want me? "How are you?" I whispered. 


    "Not good," his deep voice answered. 


    "Me too." A few tears trickled down my cheeks and I sniffed as my nose began to run. "Can I see you?" The words escaped my lips before I could stop them.


    "You want to?" Carter's voice came across the line emotionless. 


    "Always." I whispered. 


    I heard a sharp intake of breath. "Do you want me to send Parker?" 


    "Okay." I paused, unsure of what to say. "Carter?"


    "Yeah?" he replied. 


    "I’m sorry." The air escaped my lungs in a quiet breath. 


    "Parker will be there in ten." He hung up the phone. 


    I sat with my head in my hands for a few moments wondering what that brief conversation had meant. Carter's voice was completely emotionless. He sounded exactly like that last day in Aspen—few words and painfully quiet. My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. 


    I stood, grabbed my purse, and threw on shoes all ready for Parker's arrival when my eyes landed on the ring. My heart ached again at what he'd said; how we'd shared each other in the gondola on the ride down. Tears sprang to my eyes. I squeezed them shut to try to push the pain away. I needed to be strong and deal with this head on. I had had the last twenty-four hours to sob and cry, now was the time to move forward, with or without Carter.


    I walked out the bedroom door, leaving the ring behind. 


   


    The car ride was silent as Parker drove me to Beacon Street. I refused to over-analyze the situation. No more thinking, I had to start doing. I made my way up the steps, the lamplight off the street throwing shadows around the limestone pillars. It felt dark and unknown. I knocked lightly at the door. 


    "Come in." I heard from inside the house. I turned the knob and opened the door, taking soft steps into the foyer. The house was bathed in silence. 


    Removing my shoes, I walked barefoot through Carter's home. The home that I had thought would be mine for those few short weeks in Aspen. I found the kitchen and the living room dark and empty. Walking down the hallway, I found a soft light emanating from a cracked door. My fingers touched the dark wood and I peeked in. There sat Carter, behind his desk. 


    I stepped in the room and his eyes watched me blankly. His face was expressionless. He wore a plain black shirt and faded jeans with one leg crossed ankle to knee, barefoot. God, I loved seeing him barefoot in a pair of worn jeans. His reading glasses sat perched on a stack of paperwork. I held his gaze as I sat down in the chair facing the rich mahogany desk. His eyes looked bloodshot and hollow.


    I registered a bottle of whiskey open on the desk and his hand wrapped around a nearly empty glass. My eyes shot to his. I'm sure he could see the question in my mind. My thoughts were filled with the last time I’d seen drunk Carter, angry and unpredictable. I closed my eyes and sighed deeply. 


    "Are you okay?" I opened my eyes and held his steely gaze with mine. 


    "I told you I’m not." His eyes seemed to look right through me. 


    "Are you mad?" 


    "Of course I’m mad." He took a sip. My brain searched for answers. I still didn't feel like what I had said warranted this kind of reaction. 


    "Do you... want to have the marriage annulled?" I whispered as fear seized my heart. 


    His head whipped up and indefinable emotions blazed in his eyes. "Is that what you want?" 


    "I... no. But if it's what you want..." I trailed off. 


    "It's not. But I would understand..." He turned his head to stare out the window into the black night. 


    "I’m sorry you're upset, Carter, but I don't regret telling you how I felt…" I trailed off. 


    "I’m not mad at you, Evangeline. It was terrible, what you said, I don't know what you expected me to do. But I’m mad at me, too. I shouldn't have reacted that way. And what I did after… it shouldn't have happened." He dropped my gaze and took a long draw from his glass. 


    "What shouldn't have happened?" My brain tried to recall the events of that day. 


    "After, on the car. I nearly…" He trailed off. 


    "Nearly what?" I whispered, afraid to hear his answer. He squeezed his eyes tight as if he were trying to rid an image from his brain. 


    He heaved a great sigh. "I nearly raped you," he said through clenched teeth.


    "What?" I choked out. 


    "Don't do that, Evangeline. Don't pretend that it was nothing. What I did to you was terrible. I can't even believe you're here right now. And when you let me drop you off at home, I knew then. I knew that was it for us. It broke my heart, but I deserve it. You're too good for me, Evangeline." He ran his hands through his hair. "We had such a perfect time, and then I did that to you. I’ll understand if you never want to see me again." 


    I sat stunned speechless. My brain couldn't even begin to comprehend what he was saying. "Carter, that's not—"


    "Don't bother. I'll have Parker send the rest of your things to your apartment."


    "Carter, no—"


    "Eva, fucking stop. I hurt you. You should leave. I'm no good for you."


    "You're the best thing in the world for me," I whispered, tears clouding my vision. His eyes shot to mine. 


    "How can you say that?" he said, his voice laced with anger.


    "Because you are. I came alive when I met you. You make me feel things that I didn't even know I could feel. And Aspen… Aspen was beautiful, and I knew if our life together was like that, I knew I’d made the right decision the day I said yes." A sob choked my throat. 


    "Eva, please don’t cry." He rushed to my chair and sat on his knees in front of me. "I hurt you all the time. You were right when you said my past is fucked up, and you're the one that has to pay for it. My past and my future are colliding and I don't know if we'll survive it." He wrapped his arms around my waist and held me close to him. 


    "I want to Carter. I want to survive it. Please, let's survive it. Tell me you still want to. I just... I don't think I can live without you," I whispered. 


    "Eva…" His eyes found mine. "I lost control. The person that matters the most in my life, I hurt. How can you forgive me?"


    "That's not what happened, Carter." I placed my hands on his face and held his gaze. "I loved it. I loved what happened after. You didn't do it to me, we did it together."


    He gazed at me with a confused look on his face. "I was so rough." 


    "You're always rough. I like you rough," I said with a wry smile. His eyes narrowed in confusion. 


    "Are you kidding me?" 


    "Not for a minute." I shook my head and leaned into his ear. "It was hot, Carter. It makes me hot just thinking about it." I pulled away and his eyes were huge. He dropped his hands from my sides and looked down at the floor. 


    "Is that why you've been mad? Is that why you brought me home yesterday? Why you didn't talk to me at all on Sunday?" My heart wrenched at the memory. Maybe I was the angry one now. 


    He nodded slowly. 


    "If we would have talked about this we could have avoided so much pain, Carter." I heaved a sigh. 


    "I’m so sorry, Evangeline. You'll never know how sorry I am for what I did to you; how I acted, and then I didn't even talk to you about it. I’m sorry for taking you to your apartment. I'm so fucking sorry for everything." Emotion pooled behind his blue eyes. 


    "You have to talk to me next time. You can't just shut me out."


    "I was ashamed," he whispered. 


    "Well next time say that, don't just fucking drop me off without a word. You don't want me to run, I don’t want you to throw up your fucking walls and block me out. You hurt me so much when you left me at my apartment. I thought we were over, Carter. I thought that meant you didn't want me." Tears ran down my cheeks uncontrollably. 


    "God, no Eva. Please stop crying. Please. I always want you. I never for a minute didn’t want you. I was just so ashamed, I thought you'd never want to see me again." 


    My shoulders heaved as my body was wracked with sobs. I was so confused. I wanted him in my life desperately but so much had happened between us. We'd caused each other so much pain. We loved each other but were we good for each other? I knew without a doubt that if we could be as happy as we were in Aspen we could be amazing, but could we find that here in Boston?


    I literally felt like I was at a fork in the road. My heart said, “Stay, work on it, love Carter and let him love you.” My brain told me, “You’ll only get hurt. He'll go back to Madeleine, the only woman he admitted had always been there for him. He'll never be able to resist the charm and beauty of Nikki the next time she flirts with him at an event.” My stomach rolled in agony over the decision that I had to make.


    "Will you take me back, Eva? Will you ever want me again?" He placed both hands on my shoulders. 


    I took a deep breath and shook my head. "I always want you, Carter, but we have a lot to get past. There is so much behind us and so much we still need to get through." I sat in front of him dejectedly. 


    "We will. I promise we will. No more walls. I swear to God, I’ll never block you out again. You make me whole in a way no one else ever could." He caressed my cheeks with his hands. I leaned into his body and let him envelop me. 


    I curled into him as my body shuddered with all of the tears I’d shed over the last day. My brain swirled with anger and hurt and love and confusion. 


    "Here, let's get you some water and then we can talk. Or we don't have to; we can do whatever you want. Just let me take care of you, Eva." He held me tight to him and placed a kiss on my forehead before picking me up in his arms. I wrapped my body around his and nuzzled into his chest as he carried me up the stairs. He laid me in his bed and then passed me a bottle of water. I took long sips from it and then curled up in his arms and slept the rest of the night.  


  Three



  



    "Wake up, beautiful girl." Carter nuzzled into my neck and placed sweet kisses on my sensitive flesh. I released a happy sigh and rolled into him, curling my arms around his neck. 


    "As much as I’d like to stay wrapped in your arms all day, we have lots to do." He continued to place kisses on my neck, my nose and my lips. A smile curled up at the corners of my mouth as I pecked him back. 


    I stretched my arms above my head and heaved a sigh before my eyes fluttered open. 


    "You are beautiful first thing in the morning." His handsome smile came into my vision. I rolled my eyes. They felt swollen and heavy from crying so much the last few days.


    "You slept like a rock. I think I heard snoring coming from your side of the bed," he smirked. 


    "I definitely do not snore." I grinned at him. 


    "Sawing logs. Kept me up last night."


    "No way!" I tossed a pillow at his head. 


    "You're right. That wasn’t what kept me up." He slid his hands up my torso suggestively. I relished his touch after the last few days worrying about what our future held. 


    "I would love to stay here all morning with you, Mrs. Morgan, but I’ve got calls to make. First line of business is getting you moved in." His eyes gleamed with happiness. 


    I heaved a heavy sigh as his words rattled around in my brain. 


    "I also want that ring back on your finger, like, yesterday." He grabbed my hand and placed a kiss on my naked left ring finger. 


    "Carter." My eyes pooled with emotion. I dreaded bursting his blissful bubble. "We need to talk."


    "We will. But we can still get you moved in here."


    "No."


    "What do you mean no?" He pulled away from me and narrowed his eyes in what looked like hurt and confusion. 


    "I want to talk first."


    "I told you, we will talk. But we can talk while you go to bed with me every night and wake up with me every morning." One of his hands rested on my hip and held me firmly. I bit my bottom lip dreading where this conversation may lead. After I expressed doubts in Aspen at the wine festival, he didn't have a very good track record for taking them well. But he would just have to get over that. 


    "I don't want to move in first. Our relationship has been a whirlwind—from meeting, to dating, to proposing, to marriage—it makes my head spin. And with the most recent situation..." I trailed off quietly. After the emotional shitstorm of the last few days I was wary of bringing this up again. "I just want to get to know you better," I finished. 


    "You know me better than anyone," he said frankly. 


    "Well, I want to know you better," I shot back. He stared at me for a few breathless moments. I held his gaze, refusing to back down. 


    "We're married, Evangeline. We'll get to know each other as man and wife."


    "Don't even pull that Neanderthal bullshit on me, Carter Morgan. We got caught up in the moment when we got married. It was beautiful, and the time we spent in Aspen was perfect, but we have a ton of shit to work through. I love you. I want to stay married to you. But I want to move a little slower than what we're used to. I want to talk, a lot. I don't even know your middle name; there's so much we need to figure out." I crossed my arms and glared at him. 


    "Jonathan."


    "What?" 


    "My middle name. Carter Jonathan Morgan. Mom calls me Carter Jon when she's mad." He crossed his arms and watched me. I rolled my eyes at the mock faceoff we were having. 


    "I'm not moving in yet, Carter Jon." A small smile played on my lips.


    "This discussion is not over." He grinned as he backed off the bed. "Coffee's in the kitchen." He sauntered out the door. I narrowed my eyes at his retreating form. If his ass didn't look so delectable in those jeans I still might very well be mad at him. 


  



    "Are you going to work today?" I stepped into the kitchen a few minutes later and poured coffee into a mug. I walked to the fridge and found the creamer I liked. He must have noticed the flavor I'd used in Aspen. A smile lifted my cheeks that he'd noticed something so small, but that was Carter, oblivious was never his style. I drizzled creamer into my coffee and then joined him at the small kitchen table. 


    "No. I thought we could stay in today and talk." He gave me a sarcastic grin. 


    "Well, I have stuff to do, I can't stay in." I sipped my coffee and peered at him over the edge of the mug. His face fell instantly. 


    "What do you mean you have stuff to do?" He glared. 


    "I have to work for a while. And I promised Cate and Sawyer lunch." I froze as soon as the name slipped past my lips. Carter's eyes narrowed and his jaw clenched. 


    "You're going out with Sawyer?" 


    "And Cate." I arched an eyebrow, daring him to say more. He watched me for a few moments before he brought the coffee mug to his lips and took another drink, never breaking eye contact with me. 


    "Is that a good idea?" 


    "Why wouldn’t it be?" I shrugged nonchalantly. I knew I was baiting him, but there was no more hiding. We'd had this discussion, and I wasn't willing to revisit. 


    "Just want to make sure. We have a lot of things to talk about, I don't want you to get distracted." 


    "I won't." I smiled at him innocently. A small huff escaped his mouth and my eyes gleamed in victory as I took another drink of my coffee. 


    "Make sure you wear your ring," he grunted.


    "Will do, sweetheart." I gave him my best charming smile.


    "Cute. You can spare a few hours for your husband, can't you?" He rose from his chair and tipped my chin up to meet his lips. He engaged me in a long and leisurely kiss. I knew it was an invitation.


    "Are you trying to seduce me, Mr. Morgan?" I pulled away with a smile. 


    "If that's what it takes." He hauled me up out of the chair and carried me into the living room, our lips locked the entire time. He laid me down on the couch and curled up with me, one leg thrown over my own, an arm slung around my waist and his fingers dusting along the exposed skin at my hip. The small touch made my heart race and my nerves buzz. There was that electrifying charge in the air between us again.


    I leaned into his body and played with the hair at the nape of his neck. I caressed his lips with mine slowly… teasingly… savoring his taste. I slid my hand along the sharp right angle of his jaw, making my heart quicken. He slid one hand into my hair and held me firmly at the nape of my neck, increased the pressure of our kiss, urgently taking me deeper. 


    I rolled over onto him and made contact with his body, my front lying fully against his. Our bare feet tangled together and he held my head with both of his hands, fingers entwined in my hair. I moved my body against his minutely and could feel him, hard against my center. A soft groan escaped his throat as I pushed into his body firmly.


    "I missed you so much," he whispered against my lips. I moaned into his mouth as I slid my tongue against his. "I want to be inside you, Evangeline," he whispered in my ear, his breath tickling my neck and causing goosebumps to run down my body. His hands slid under my shirt to make contact with my skin. He smoothed and caressed and tickled. One hand grabbed the back of my bra and tugged roughly as he bucked his body into me. I pulled away from his lips slowly, my teeth scraping along his bottom lip, nipping just before I let go.


    "You drive me wild," he exhaled in a throaty groan.


    I pulled away for a moment, lifting my top over my head. His eyes shone with lust as they perused my body. I crossed my arms over my chest sliding the straps of my bra down each arm. 


    "Tease." He grabbed the top of each bra cup and pulled down, exposing my aching breasts to him. My nipples hardened as I felt his gaze devour me. He pinched and pulled, almost to the point of pain, while I arched my body and groaned with pleasure. 


    "You sound so beautiful when I touch you." He leaned up and sucked a nipple into his mouth, teasing with light flicks of his tongue then sucking hard, elongating it even further. My body arched again and I held his head tighter to my chest. 


    "Do you still want me, Evangeline?"


    "Oh God, always." The answer escaped my lips before I even had a chance to think. 


    "I’ll never get enough of you." He fumbled with the button on my jeans. Once they were loose I lifted his shirt over his head then we both stood to slide our jeans down our legs. I landed back on his lap wearing only a pair of lacy underwear and my bra. I rubbed against his now naked form and he inhaled a sharp breath as the rough fabric of the panties scraped along his sensitive flesh. 


    "You're such a fucking tease."


    "Only with you, Mr. Morgan," I groaned and rocked into him harder. He unhooked my bra and flung it on the floor, squeezing the soft flesh of my breast roughly. 


    "This better just be for me." He nipped at the hardened peaks and a shiver ran through my body. "Wrap your legs around me," he ordered. I did as I was told as he moved the scrap of fabric between my legs to the side and eased me onto his erection slowly. I moaned as he filled me, my body adjusting to his size and absence of more than a few days. 


    With my arms locked around his neck and my legs wrapped around his waist, I groaned, rocked, and moaned as Carter filled me slowly and sensually, our position creating an intimacy that we both needed desperately to feel. 


    His arms draped diagonally across my back, one palm holding my shoulder firmly while the other hand fisted in my hair, tugging gently and arching my neck so he could taste the sensitive flesh there. I groaned as he slid a palm above my ribs and pinched a nipple between his fingers, making a shot of fire blaze straight to my core. I arched my back, allowing him to reach me deeper with each thrust, while I rocked on top of him. His pelvis provided the friction I needed for a slow release to overtake my body, starting at my core and radiating down my legs to my toes. 


    Carter continued to suck and caress my nipples causing my climax to linger and prolonging the pleasure. I released a long and low moan and arched my body back all the way. Carter took the opportunity to hold my back and devour my chest with his mouth. He pressed into me faster, bouncing me against his pelvis, then groaned and thrust through his orgasm; finally finished he collapsed onto the couch. I landed on top of him and our bodies melded together as we fought to regulate our breaths.


    "Move in with me," he whispered when his breathing came back to normal. 


    "No." I answered him. A deep chuckle escaped his throat. He ran his hand through my hair and down my bare back. 


    "I love you, even if you are the most stubborn woman on earth. I can't help but love you."


    "It's exactly the reason why you love me." I snuggled against his chest. 


    He laughed again. "You're probably right. Just know that I won't stop asking until I get what I want." His hand palmed my backside roughly. 


    "I wouldn't expect anything less." I grinned happily. 


  Four


  



  


  



    "So what have you been up to?" Sawyer slid into the seat at a taco bar near Fenway. Cate and I had arrived just a few minutes earlier. The place was packed with business people and students.


    "Nothing—"


    "Eva got married this weekend," Cate interrupted and gushed to Sawyer. 


    "What?" Sawyer glared at me. I bit my lip; I was not ready for this conversation at all. 


    "Cate, you bitch." I elbowed her. 


    "He's my brother," she shrugged and threw a tortilla chip in her mouth. 


    "You married that asshole?" Sawyer continued to glare. 


    I huffed a sigh and rolled my eyes. "He's not an asshole, Sawyer."


    "Why would you marry him? After the way he was with you at the club and some of the fights Cate told me about."


    I shot Cate a nasty look. 


    "It's not too late to get it annulled." Cate arched an eyebrow at me. 


    "I'm not getting it annulled."


    "Well, just so you know all of your options. The way you came home the other night…"


    "How did you come home? How did she come home?" Sawyer glanced from me to Cate. 


    "He dropped her off, no word why. They got married in Aspen, had an amazing few weeks, they have a fight and he just drops her off, no explanation."


    "Cate, that wasn't what it was like." I cringed because that was exactly what it had been like.


    "It was just like that." Cate arched an eyebrow, challenging me to disagree. 


    "I thought you liked him?" I shot at her. 


    "I do. But I like you more," she shrugged and popped another chip in her mouth. 


    "You need to tell me what the fuck is going on." Sawyer resumed staring at me. 


    "We got married in Aspen," I shrugged. 


    "Okay… you're fucking insane to do that, but what's going on now?" 


    "Nothing, we're okay."


    Cate arched an eyebrow at me. "Is that why you're wearing his ring on your right hand instead of your left?" Cate said. I only glared back and played with the ring on my finger nervously. 


    "We're working on it. We talked last night; we're not fighting. I know why he dropped me off Monday night, we're over that."


    "So you're moving in with him then?" Cate asked. I worried my bottom lip between my teeth. 


    "Not exactly. At some point, but not right now."


    "This is fucked up, Eva," Cate said. 


    "I know, but we just have more to work through. I know we'll get there, but Carter and I always throw ourselves in without thinking first, so now I want to think first. I want to take things slowly," I trailed off. 


    "That's ridiculous. You married him." Sawyer maintained his angry gaze. "Did you tell him about your problem?" Sawyer shot me a nasty glance. 


    "What problem?" I dipped a tortilla chip in salsa.


    "The fact that you can't have kids. I'm sure he's a man who wants an heir to pass on his legacy, I can't imagine he'd be all right with your problem."


    My mouth dropped in surprise. Sawyer didn't usually hit below the belt. "Fuck you, Sawyer. Fuck you." I stood and slammed my chair into the table and walked out the door. I heard Cate reprimanding him as I walked away. 


    It felt like Cate and Sawyer had ganged up on me and I wasn't willing to sit through lunch facing their accusing questions. I slipped into a cab to head for home when I got a text.


    - How was lunch pretty lady? 


    - Have to say, I’m getting very used to your endearments :) Lunch wasn't great. Heading home now. 


    - To Beacon St? :) I rolled my eyes even though he wasn't there to see. 


    - No. To my apt. Work to do.


    - What happened at lunch?


    - I left early.


    - Oh?


    - I’ll tell you about it later. 


    - Okay. Can I see you later? We can talk about us. I heaved an exasperated sigh. 


    - I'm exhausted. I don't think I feel up to talking. 


    - We can do other things besides talking ;) I rolled my eyes again. 


    - I just rolled my eyes FYI. Seriously, don't feel up to it tonight. 


    My phone rang an instant later. Carter's beautiful, smiling face flashed across the screen. I'd snapped a picture of him while we were sitting in the hot tub the night before we'd gotten married. He looked young and carefree, the Carter I loved desperately. 


    "Why don't you want to see me?" Carter's angry voice came across the line. I groaned in exasperation. Apparently, I couldn't just take time—he was proving that already. I was going to hit the steel wall that was Carter Morgan whenever I wanted to do something he didn't like.


    "I don't mean it like that. I'm just exhausted. I haven't slept since..." I paused, wondering what to call whatever was going on between us, "since this all happened. I just need the night off." I recognized the error in my words the minute they escaped my mouth. 


    "The night off? From me, Eva? That's ridiculous." 


    I chewed on the inside of my cheek thinking about how to dig myself out of this one until I realized there was no way, because it was the truth. 


    "Maybe it's not. We're hard work. I just need a minute to process."


    "Eva… are you running?" The hurt in his voice was palpable. I wanted to reach out and touch him through the phone. I wanted to run my hand along his cheek, slide my fingertips across his forehead and move the hair that was undoubtedly tousled there. I wanted to comfort him, even though I’d spoken the truth. 


    "I'm not running, Carter. I promise. I really just have things to do tonight. And then I'm going to try to get to bed early. I promise I'm not running, I'll never run from you." I knew it probably didn't make sense; I'd told him yesterday that we needed to talk, and yet here I was telling him I didn't want to talk. It didn't quite make sense to me. The only thing I knew for sure was that I was too exhausted to even consider hashing out the entire future of our relationship tonight. 


    "I wish you were doing those things on Beacon Street, then going to bed early with me," he said quietly. 


    "I know, but just give me some time."


    "Okay… I miss you though," his voice ached over the phone. 


    "I know. I miss you too." I wanted to run into his arms and squeeze him tightly to me, never letting go. He heaved a big sigh. 


    "My sister wants us to come over this weekend. She wants to meet you. My parents are having a barbeque before the weather gets cold."


    "Okay…" I trailed off. 


    "Will you go?" He sounded worried. 


    "I would love to." 


    "I have to get back to work," he sighed. 


    "Okay."


    "I love you," he whispered.


    "I know." 


    "Move in with me," he demanded. 


    "Not yet." I smiled. 


    I heard him chuckle as I hung up the phone.  


   


  ***


  



    "I'm sorry, Eva." 


    I sat perched on my bed with my laptop an hour later when Cate got home from the lunch I'd stormed out of. 


    "It's okay, I know you're concerned. I just didn't appreciate being ambushed by you and Sawyer." I set my laptop on the bed next to me. 


    "I know. I didn't mean for it to be like that. Sawyer's really upset, I think he had some delusion that he still had a chance with you." She shrugged, "I'm worried about you." She frowned. 


    "I know, but I'm not just going to walk away from him, and I don't want to. I married him, Cate. That's important. We just have some things to work out. I want you to support me, though, and not tell Sawyer everything." I glared at her. 


    "I know. I'm sorry. And I do support you, one hundred percent. Do you forgive me?" She gave me a small smile. 


    "Of course. Promise no more telling Sawyer stuff?" I gave her a stern glare. 


    "Promise." She embraced me in a tight hug. "I brought food home for you." She pulled away and passed me a brown paper bag. I scrunched my nose as my stomach lurched. 


    "No thanks. I don't have much of an appetite these days. My brain has been consumed by this whole situation. Even when I do eat I feel nauseous. I think I'm going to have a breakdown." I gave her a small smile. 


    "I saw on the news that there's a nasty strain of the flu going around. Maybe you're getting sick."


    "Maybe. My immune system is probably out of whack from all the stress."


    "You should take a nap."


    "I can't do that either. I'm exhausted but when I finally lie down I can't sleep. My brain races." 


    "I have some sleeping pills. Maybe you should take one and get a good night's rest. You need it. You look exhausted."


    "I am." I heaved a tired sigh. 


    "Here, I'll go get one and bring you some water." She jumped up and headed for the kitchen. 


    "No, it's okay. Sleeping pills scare me. I'll be fine, Carter and I just need to work this out." I pulled my laptop back into my lap. 


    "Are you sure? If you're getting sick sleep is the best thing for you." Cate stood at the doorway with a hand on her hip. 


    "I'm sure." I gave her my best reassuring smile. 


    "Okay. If you need anything let me know."


    "Will do, mom." I smiled before she rolled her eyes and left the room.


  Five


  



    - I made reservations for dinner tonight. Be ready in twenty minutes. Carter's text flashed across my screen the following evening. 


    - You are unbelievably demanding. Maybe I have plans tonight. I grinned as I texted back. 


    - Do you like to make me angry?


    - Maybe :)


    - Be ready, MRS. Morgan. 


    - Yes dear. I rolled my eyes at the phone. 


    We hadn't seen each other since I’d left his house Wednesday morning. We'd left on good terms, and I wasn’t mad at him. I knew he didn't understand that, despite the number of times I'd tried to tell him we both needed time if we wanted this to work. I wished we could avoid talking and live purely in the moment. I just wanted to be with Carter, without having monumental discussions about us, although I knew it was something we needed to do. 


    I gazed down at the ring I was now wearing on my right hand and twisted it thoughtfully. On second thought, maybe we'd done more than enough living in the moment and were paying the consequences for it now. The all-consuming lust we had for each other was what had landed this ring on my finger in the first place.  


  



    "Is there a special occasion, Mr. Morgan?" I slid into the back of the Bentley. I wore a plain black top tucked into a leather and lace knee-length skirt and black leather booties. I knew the juxtaposition of sweet and sexy would not go unnoticed by Carter. He hauled me across the seat and into his lap, pressing my lips to his roughly. 


    "Del Frisco's." Carter pulled away from my lips and instructed Parker before the privacy screen went up. His hands went up my thighs and squeezed tightly. He fingered the lace of my panties and I wondered if he'd rip them off right here in the back of the car. He palmed the cheeks of my ass and squeezed as he kissed me so hard he left my lips tender.


    "Do I need an excuse to see my wife?" he mumbled against my lips.


    "No," I croaked in response.


    "Don't you look tempting tonight, Mrs. Morgan?" He continued to knead the flesh of my upper thighs with his fingers. 


    "Why do you keep calling me that?" I whispered against his lips as I fisted my fingers in his hair and pulled. 


    "Because that's your name." He kissed and nipped at my lips. 


    "Not technically." I rocked my body into his. 


    "We'll have to remedy that. I've already got the paperwork started." He held my head firmly with his hand as he kissed me. 


    "What?" My breathing came out in pants, my brain hazy with lust. 


    "Your name change. I started the paperwork. Just need you to sign it," he informed me between heady kisses. 


    "I don't know that I want to change my name." I continued to grind into him. 


    "What?" His lips pulled away from mine in a flash.


    "I hadn't thought about it, but professionally, I’m Eva Austin. I don't know if I want to change that."


    "So don't change it professionally, but you're doing it personally." 


    I heaved a sigh in exasperation. "I’ll think about it."


    "You'll do it. You're mine and I want the entire world to know it. Speaking of which, are you wearing your ring?" He lifted my left hand to find it empty. His eyes flashed in fury to mine. 


    "It's over here." I lifted my right hand.


    His jaw clenched. "Not good enough." He continued to glare. 


    "I’m wearing it, aren't I?" 


    "On the wrong fucking finger. It means nothing on that finger. It should be on your left hand, Evangeline."


    I bit my lip as my brain processed his words. 


    "Do you not want to be married to me?" 


    I could see the hurt in his bright blue eyes. 


    "I do." I caressed the five o'clock shadow along his jawline. 


    "Could have fucking fooled me. No ring, you won't change your name, you won't live with me. Actions speak much louder than words, Evangeline, and yours are crystal clear." He lifted me off his lap as the car pulled up to the curb of the restaurant. Parker opened the door and Carter stepped out, hauling me behind him, his hand locked firmly with mine. 


    "I won't let you get rid of me." He growled in my ear as he placed a firm hand on my back. 


    "I don't want to." I stared into his eyes imploring him to understand. I never wanted him out of my life—I just needed time. 


    We walked into the low-lit restaurant and the server led us to the table Carter had reserved in an intimate corner with a view of the harbor. I slid into the circular booth and Carter slid in next to me. He held my hand firmly as he ordered a scotch for himself and white wine for me. 


    "I don't mean to push you away, Carter." I turned to him and squeezed his hand reassuringly. 


    "Good, because you don't have the option. You're my wife and I’m determined to show you in every way that I want all of you, all of the time. And that you can't live without me." His voice lowered seductively. My heart thudded in my chest as he slid his hand up my thigh. The server stepped up and before he could say a word Carter ordered for both of us in a clipped tone. I sent an apologetic smile to the server as he nodded and stepped away. 


    "You are being insufferable tonight," I snipped at him. 


    "Every night is insufferable without you." He took another sip of his scotch.


    I sighed in defeat. "I want you, Carter. I know it looks like I don't, but I do," I whispered. 


    "Then give me something, Evangeline. The ring, the name, something," he growled. 


    "I'm just afraid, Carter."


    "Afraid of what?" He turned and shot me a glare. 


    "Afraid that if we jump right in... we won't last. We have a history of misunderstanding each other, and I don't take marriage lightly," I mumbled. 


    "Do you think I do? I told you about my childhood, do you think I'd really take marriage lightly? When I married you it was forever. I fully intend to keep my vow," he growled. 


    "You think I don't intend to?" I shot at him under my breath. 


    "I think you're running scared."


    My mouth dropped open in shock. Tears sprang to my eyes and my heart thudded in my chest. I started to defend myself and then thought better of it. God, was he right? Was I running without even realizing it? 


    Understanding choked my breathing when it dawned on me what my greatest fear had been all along. It wasn't anything Carter had done, or anything we'd done together. I was afraid that he would run back to Nikki or Madeleine the minute we hit a bump in the road, even though he'd never given me a reason to think that. I was the one sabotaging our relationship because of my own fear and insecurity. 


    "Carter, I—" Just as I was about to answer we were interrupted by a familiar voice. 


    "Carter, nice to see you." Carter's eyes darted to the edge of the table as John Davis smiled brightly down at us. The man from the gala. The one who was now with Madeleine, Carter's psycho ex-fiancée. My heart sped in my chest as my eyes darted around the restaurant looking for her. Please God don't let her be here. 


    "John." Carter nodded to him. 


    "And your lovely companion. Evangeline was it?"


    "Yes. My wife, actually." Carter squeezed my thigh under the table. Although John couldn’t see I knew it was meant as a possessive gesture for my benefit. 


    "Wife? I hadn't heard. Madeleine didn't say anything."


    "It was last minute."


    "I see. Well, congratulations. I'll be sure to tell Madeleine the wonderful news."


    "Is she here?" I managed to choke out before Carter could interrupt me.


    "Madeleine? No. I'm here with a client. Congratulations again. It was lovely to see you, Evangeline." He cast a genuine smile to me. I smiled as Carter nodded back.  


    "I can't believe you told him," I whispered as he walked away. 


    "Why? It's what you are. I'm sick of keeping it a secret."


    "My parents don't even know, Carter. God, what if it gets back to them?"


    "Then I guess you should tell them sooner rather than later." He took a casual swig of his scotch. 


    "You are so immature."


    "Why?" His eyes shot to mine. 


    "You're trying to force my hand."


    "If that's what it takes," he shrugged as the server brought our food. He kept his hand on my thigh as he took a bite of his lobster. I rolled my eyes and pushed the food around on the plate. I had no appetite after our constant head-to-head. 


    "Eat, Evangeline." 


    "I’m not hungry," I sighed and sipped my wine. My earlier revelation was swirling around in my brain. Should we move in together then? Should I wear his ring on my left hand? Should I abandon all of the fears I had and give Carter everything? I was terrified of the pain I'd feel if he walked away.  


    "Eat, and then I’m going to take you home, our home, and we're going to talk this all out." 


    I narrowed my eyes at him as I slid my thigh away to try and loosen his grasp on it. I needed to go home and process everything that had happened tonight. Or maybe it was a good idea to talk it through with Carter, although I knew what his opinion would be on the matter. I was more confused than ever. 


    He squeezed my thigh tighter and slid his hand further up. He was testing the boundary; he was trying to show me I was his in any situation. And I wouldn't have let him have his way if he hadn't already made it to edge of my panties. His fingers rubbed across the fabric covering the sensitive flesh and my breathing hitched. 


    "Are you insane?" I glared at him. 


    "Only with you," he gritted and lifted another bite to his mouth. His full lips closed around the utensil and my breathing hitched as I imagined his mouth going down on me. Those full lips sucking and his soft tongue swirling. My heart beat frantically in my chest as a wave of arousal flooded between my thighs. His thumb and finger continued to press and knead the flesh through the lace. 


    "Tell me you don't like it and I’ll stop."


    "I don't like it." I squirmed in my seat and my eyes darted to the tables around us. We were completely hidden from prying eyes. I wasn't sure if I was disappointed or elated. 


    "Your body says otherwise. You're soaking wet, Evangeline." He slipped his hand under the fabric and ran a finger up the slick flesh. My breathing hitched.  


    "Fuck you," I moaned softly. 


    "I plan to do just that to my wife, repeatedly, tonight." He slid one finger inside me and began to move back and forth with slow, deliberate strokes. My heart sped up and my breathing came out in quick pants. My fingernails dug into the fabric of his dress pants and the hard muscle of his thigh. 


    "Carter," I moaned softly and faced him so my hair curtained around my face and hid my expression.


    "Is everything to your liking, sir?" the server was suddenly asking politely. 


    "Everything is delicious. Thank you." Carter continued to thrust his finger in and out of me as he spoke to the server. I bit my lip to keep composure and prayed the man would leave. 


    "Can you be quiet while I make you come at the table, Evangeline?"


    "Oh God," I moaned as his thumb massaged my clit with aching precision and my orgasm flooded through my body with all of my nerve endings exploding in pleasure. My head lay on Carter's shoulder for a few silent moments as my breathing calmed and my brain came down from the high. 


    "I hate you," I whispered when I finally lifted my head. 


    "But no one can make you come like I can." He slid his hand out from underneath my skirt and lifted his fingers to his lips, swirling them in his mouth. No one around would know the difference but his eyes sparkled and I could see the wetness from my arousal glistening on his lips. My nerve endings tingled again. 


    "You know what I think, Evangeline?" 


    I only continued to glare at him. 


    He shook his head and chuckled. "I think you're not sure if you love to hate me, or hate to love me. Maybe it's both," he shrugged with a smirk. I smiled right back at him and palmed his rock hard erection beneath the table. His eyes widened in surprise. 


    "Everything okay, Mr. Morgan?" I continued to rub up and down his length firmly, pressing my palm flat against him. I could see his breathing speed up and his eyes darken with arousal.


    "Come." He hauled me out of the booth by the hand. 


    "I just did." I gave him a wry grin. 


    He dragged me through the restaurant with strong and confident steps. We headed down a dimmed hallway, passed the doors labeled as the restrooms before Carter opened a door and we ducked into a small closet. 


    "What are you doing?" I whispered frantically. 


    "I’m going to fuck some sense into my wife." He flicked a low light on in the closet and then his hand went up under my skirt and tore the dainty lace of my panties. I heard the zipper of his pants come down roughly and then I was heaved up into his arms. 


    "There's a bar above your head. Hold tight and don't let go," he growled. I did as I was told and as soon as I had a good grip Carter thrust into me with both hands holding my thighs in his tight grip. I clenched my teeth together at the overwhelming sensation. 


    Carter drove into my body relentlessly as I held on to the bar above my head. I was stretched taut before him and had an odd sense of weightlessness as my body was alternately suspended by my hands and then supported by his body ramming into me. 


    "You. Are. Moving. In. With. Me. Tonight," he ground out through thrusts. "I won't live separately from my wife anymore. I gave you all of the time I can give you. You’re mine and I want everyone to know it."


    "Oh, Carter." The gasp of pleasure escaped my throat. 


    "You’re moving in with me. Say it."


    "Carter," I panted.


    "No." He pumped faster, barreling into me with all of the force he had in his body. "You're moving in, say it."


    "Carter, please." A choked moan escaped my throat. 


    "Say it," he ground through his teeth as his finger pressed and pulled on my clit. 


    "Yes, Carter. God, yessss," I hissed as my orgasm tore through my body.


    "Fuck, Eva." He thrust in and out then his own release hit him as I felt him shudder inside me. His chest heaved breathless pants and his hands slid up my torso, past the exposed flesh of my arms until the reached my wrists. He smoothed over the sensitive skin there and then slowly released them from the bar. 


    "Are you okay?" he whispered as he held me against his body. 


    "Mhmm," I sighed as my head lay against his shoulder. 


    "I love you, beautiful girl." He worked his thumbs over my wrists, soothing the muscles. 


    "Mhmm." 


    "Tell me you love me." His palm rubbed the muscles at my neck. 


    "I love you, you unbearable and controlling man." I smiled up at him. 


    "There's my girl." He ran a hand down my hair. "Let's finish dinner." He flicked the light off and we exited the closet as if we had every right to be there in the first place. 


    "How did you know that closet was there?" I whispered as we walked back to the table hand in hand. 


    "I own the restaurant." He waited while I slid into the booth. I arched a brow in surprise. He only shrugged with a small smile. 


    "Full of surprises, Mr. Morgan."


    "Keeping you on your toes, Mrs. Morgan." 


    I rolled my eyes at him. 


    "Finish your meal so I can take you home."


    "Home, huh?" I watched him. 


    "You did say you'd move in with me." His eyes flashed to mine in challenge. 


    "While you were fucking me in a coat closet."


    "I’ll take what I can get." He gave me that delicious panty-dropping grin and then took another sip of his scotch. 


    "By the way, I’ll be making weekly stops at La Perla at the rate you're going." I speared a scallop with my fork and popped it in my mouth.


    "I’ll gladly buy you beautiful undergarments every week if you let me rip them off your delectable body." He shot a crooked grin at me.


    "Pervy panty collector," I mumbled.


    He turned his head and the corners of his mouth lifted in an amused grin. "Pervy panty collector, huh? I kind of like that…" his voice trailed off as mirth danced in his steely blue eyes.


    "God, you would Carter." I rolled my eyes as I took another bite.


  Six


  



    Thursday night I stayed at Carter's and the next morning he went into work. I had distracted myself all week with work and as a result I had submitted a few articles early, so I had all day Friday to myself. I lounged in his beautiful townhouse, our townhouse as Carter kept insisting, before leaving to run errands and hit Newbury Street for some shopping. 


    I was sifting through a rack of clothes in the back of a new boutique when I heard a conversation from a dressing room. Just as I started to move away, a certain name hit my ears that piqued my interest. 


    "He's just using her. Carter Morgan doesn't do relationships. Her hold over him will expire and then he'll be back. He always comes back." 


    My mouth dropped open and a few angry tears pooled in my eyes. It was Nikki. It had to be. I knew Madeleine’s voice and it definitely wasn't her. My heart thudded in my ears as I wondered what to do. I wanted to run. I glanced at the door, counting the steps until I could be out of the store but my brain had ceased to function. My feet were cemented to the floor. 


    "Are you okay, Miss?" A sales associate passed me with a concerned glance. I nodded slowly, but could tell I didn't look it by her expression. I clenched my fists as my brain turned hazy. Just then Nikki and her companion walked out of the dressing rooms. She glanced at me and her eyes flickered in recognition. 


    Of course she knew who I was. A picture of Carter and me had hit the gossip blogs the morning after the gala. 


    A snide grin spread across her face. She knew I’d overheard. 


    "Evangeline Austin." She gave me a wide smile. Her companion's eyes flicked to mine with the same grin spread across her face. 


    "Nice to finally meet you." Her tone dripped with sarcasm. "I didn't realize you could afford to shop on Newbury, or are you shopping here on Carter's account? He likes his girls to look the part.” She smiled as she made a point of looking me up and down. I suddenly felt dowdy next to the long-legged, thin as a rail, Russian beauty standing next to me. Why hadn't I worn heels today of all days? Because I didn't typically wear heels unless it was a special occasion. Nonetheless I cursed myself for not making the effort to look as gorgeous as she did on any given day. 


    My brain suddenly decided to cooperate and I sucked in a deep breath to give me strength. 


    "I’m not using Carter's account."


    "Oh?" Her eyes shot up. "Your expiration date must be sooner than I thought then." She grinned at me as she proceeded to the counter to pay for her purchases. 


    "Nikki?" 


    She turned on her heel with an interested look. 


    "I think your expiration date has long been up. Carter told me he was only one in a long line of men you bedded for the photo op. But I'll tell him you said hi." 


    "You bitch. You're not good enough for Carter. Don't think you mean anything more to him than any of the other whores he's been with." Her eyes shot daggers into me. 


    "Is that why he gave me this?" I lifted my right hand and fingered the glistening stone. Her eyes flicked to it and widened. "And why he asked me to marry him? And then flew me to Aspen and did just that?" I shot her a ruthless grin and then walked out of the store and on to Newbury Street. 


    My heart pounded in and out of my chest as I continued to walk, tears blurring my vision. I had to get off this street before Nikki walked out and caught me in her crosshairs again. I darted into a coffee shop and threw myself in a chair, my bag dropped to the floor next to me. I was suddenly too exhausted to do anything but head home and curl up in bed.


    I walked to the counter and ordered a soy vanilla latte, returning to my seat to wait for my name to be called. 


    My head swirled and my stomach knotted as my brain reviewed the encounter with Nikki. Did he always go back to her? It certainly seemed that way. Did he still have contact with her? He'd said he never wanted to see her again, but how long could a former man-whore stay away from a stunning girl like that? 


    A server brought my latte over and set it on the table in front of me with a smile. 


    "Thank you." I gave her an apologetic grin. I'd been so immersed in my thoughts I must have missed her calling my name. 


    I wrapped both of my palms around the warm cup and inhaled deeply. The rich aroma that usually brought a sense of calm to my system suddenly had my stomach lurching. Just the thought of drinking it made bile rise in my throat. My stomach was in knots over the confrontation with Nikki and my mind refused to calm down. 


    I pulled my water bottle out of my bag and took long draws, emptying the contents. I took a few deep breaths and closed my eyes, trying to forget the words Nikki had said in the dressing room. 


    Breathe, Eva. Breathe. 


    I tried to remind myself that he'd married me. I couldn't let my fear sabotage us.


    I picked up my latte and took a sip, praying for the hot liquid to calm my nerves. My stomach rolled and I set the coffee down. I feared that if I took another sip I would be sick all over the floor. If the thought of my beloved java had my stomach in a twist clearly the situation with Nikki had gotten to me much more than I thought.  I rolled my eyes; not only had the she-bitch from hell ruined my shopping trip but now she'd ruined my latte. 


    I grabbed my shopping bags, left my drink on the table and exited the coffee shop to head back to Carter's house. He'd said he'd try to get home early so we could spend the afternoon together, but I secretly hoped I could sneak in at least an hour nap before he made it home. 


  



    I walked up the sidewalk outside of Carter's townhouse and my brain vaguely registered the moving van outside with burly men hauling boxes up the sidewalk. I got a few steps closer and my eyes widened in surprise to see them carrying boxes through Carter's door. My blood immediately boiled. I hadn't yet made a decision about moving in with him. Apparently Carter had taken my assent in the throes of passion seriously. I should expect nothing less from that man. Carter Morgan was never to be underestimated. 


    I gave the movers a polite smile as I stomped through the door and made my way back to Carter's office. I was pleased to find him home from work and on the phone. I walked through the door of his office with single-minded determination. Carter’s eyes shot up in surprise as he continued the phone conversation. I narrowed my eyes at him and the tiniest of smiles flitted across his mouth once he realized the source of my anger. 


    I leaned down into his body, purposely giving him a clear view of the top of my cleavage, and pressed his lips firmly to my own, holding his head against mine so hard I was sure my lips would bruise. This was an angry kiss and I wanted him to know it. I pulled away and my teeth scrap;)ed along his bottom lip roughly. I saw him wince as I released it. I licked my lips and tasted the slightest hint of blood. Well good, Carter could use a reprimand.


    I met his eyes and they flashed with a look of anger and lust. Carter was going to learn not to coerce me into doing things he wanted while I was mid-orgasm. I dropped to my knees in front of him and spread his legs apart. His arousal was already hard and tented against the soft wool. I popped the button and dragged the zipper down quickly, freeing him from his pants. His eyes widened again as his breathing picked up. I grabbed him in my hands and squeezed roughly, stroking up and flicking my thumb over the head. His breathing hitched as I continued to stroke. Carter settled into the rhythm and managed to carry on his phone conversation in a clipped tone. 


    A smile spread across my lips as we made eye contact and then I bent my head and took him in my mouth. A small choked groan came from above me and I heard Carter murmuring over the phone, his words nearly indecipherable now. I sucked as hard as I could as my mouth rose up his length, my hand tight around the base. I stroked and sucked and smoothed with my tongue, flicking and rimming the head before hallowing my cheeks and sucking again. Carter's hips bucked into me as one of his hands fisted in the hair at the nape of my neck. I wasn't sure if he was trying to control my rhythm or trying to maintain control of the phone conversation considering the circumstances he found himself in. Just as his hips began to buck wildly I pulled away and left him hanging with a smirk. 


    His eyes flicked to me to see what was wrong and then an angry, lust-filled look descended on his bright blues. I could see his jaw clench as he gritted his teeth in frustration. I gave him a coy smile as I leaned over his desk and fingered through some paperwork absentmindedly, the hem of my dress flirting at mid-thigh. I crossed my ankles and swayed back and forth before his hand caressed my thigh as he continued the phone conversation. 


    Just as I was starting to relax and assuming his anger at my payback had passed, Carter's fingers hooked in the fabric of my panties and pulled them over my bottom roughly then he thrust two fingers inside me. A shocked groan escaped my throat as my head fell to the table. I was not expecting that in the slightest. Carter still mumbled on the phone as he pumped his fingers in and out of me. I wavered between removing his fingers from my body and walking out and slamming the door behind me, or giving into the pleasure and riding his hand. 


    My eyelids fluttered closed as Carter rubbed firm circles around the sensitive flesh. My breathing came out in ragged pants as Carter stroked, when my moaning got too loud he would still his fingers—a reminder to keep quiet considering he was in the middle of a business call. He moved his fingers again and built my body back up to the orgasm that was sitting just on the cliff. Just as I was about to fall over, Carter would pull his fingers completely out of me. I moaned in frustration at the loss of contact. 


    I turned and his eyes burned into mine with intense lust. I bit my bottom lip in anger. I was supposed to deny him an orgasm to teach him a lesson, not the other way around. Now I was too wound up to even think straight. 


    I pushed myself up on the desk directly in front of his chair and spread my legs, a foot resting on each of his thighs. Carter's eyes flickered from my own, down my body before zeroing in on my exposed center that was aching with arousal. I arched my back, thrusting my chest out as his hands slid up my leg, dusted behind my knee and then continued up my thigh. He ran one finger through the swollen flesh making my breath hitch. My nipples hardened and ached with arousal. Suddenly Carter barked an order over the phone and slammed it on the desk. 


    "You are in a world of trouble, Evangeline."


    "Please," I whispered as he stood before me, his erection suddenly slipping in between my wet folds. 


    "What do you want?" He pressed harder between the swollen flesh and growled. 


    "You. Fuck, hurry."


    "Is something on your mind, Evangeline?" He thrust into me roughly, my bottom bouncing back on the desk. Carter dug both hands into my hips, holding me tightly. I knew I would have bruises there in the morning. 


    "Yes."


    "Do you have something to say to me?" He continued to pound in and out of me, our bodies rocking against the wood of his desk. 


    "Yes," I panted. 


    "Well?" He ground through clenched teeth as one hand kneaded the flesh of my breast through my dress. 


    "Moving in. I didn't agree…" the words came out in erratic pants. 


    "Of course you did. I believe your exact words were 'Yes, Carter. God, yessss.'" His hand slid along my thigh and hitched my leg around his hips. The sensation coursing through my body caused tingles to erupt. 


    "No," I panted.


    "Yes."


    "No. God, Carter," I moaned and writhed underneath him. 


    "Too late. Your stuff is already here. You. Live. Here. Discussion over."


    Just as my body started to quiver with release Carter pulled out completely. I gasped at the loss. 


    "Carter," I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut in near pain from the loss of my orgasm. 


    "Say it. Be a good girl and say you're moving in with me."


    "Do I have a choice?" I bit my lip as my body continued to rock against his seeking friction. 


    "Nope." He teased his length up and down my entrance denying my body what it needed to send me over the edge. 


    I groaned in frustration. 


    "I hate you," I whispered through clenched teeth. 


    "I know, but I love you enough for both of us. Is that a yes, Mrs. Morgan?" Carter continued to tease around my entrance without ever sliding in.


    "Yes, ass," I said through clenched teeth. I heard him laugh and then he slammed back into me with full force. 


    "I love you." He continued to grin as he worked in and out of me. 


    "I hate you."


    "No you don't."


    "I know."


    "Good girl." His thumb massaged my clit as he thrust in and out of me and I fell headlong over the cliff crying. My head thrown back and my body wracked in pleasurable heaving pants. Carter slammed once more and then reached his own release as he groaned, his orgasm shuddering through him. He slowed his movements and placed a hand on the desk on either side of my body, hovering over me without resting fully on me. 


    "You are amazing."


    "You are a controlling ass." I willed my heart rate to return to normal. Another chuckle from Carter as his long, lean body hovered over me. He brought his lips to mine and kissed me tenderly—long and slow and drawn out. I placed one hand along his jaw and tangled the other in his unruly hair. 


    "I love you," I whispered as I pulled away to catch my breath. 


    "I know you do."


    I lay back on the desk and heaved a few more breaths, willing the oxygen to fill my lungs. 


    "That was an incredible ending to a stressful day, Mrs. Morgan."


    A smile lifted the corners of my mouth. Indeed it was, the memory of Nikki was long gone.  


  Seven


  



    I spent Saturday unpacking a few things, mostly clothes, as Cate was the owner of most of the things in our apartment. Any furniture that had been mine I’d let her keep since I wouldn't need it at Carter's house. I felt bad to have moved in with her just a few months ago and here I was moving right back out again, but she assured me it was more than fine. Cate's parents had given her the gift of a substantial down payment on the apartment she owned on Chandler Street, so she assured me I was not leaving her in a bind financially.


    I'd hung clothes in the massive walk-in closet and wondered how Carter and I had gotten to this point. He'd managed to fully insert me into his life; just what he'd been doing from the start, forcing my hand, bulldozing and railroading, refusing to take no for an answer. He was lucky I loved him, otherwise I wouldn’t dream of putting up with him. 


    I wasn't entirely upset about moving in with Carter—more irritated at the way he'd gone about moving me in. After my realization at the restaurant, that I was the one putting a strain on our relationship because of my insecurities, I'd decided to go all in with Carter. He deserved it; we deserved it. Whenever fear would start to get the better of me I remembered our blissful few weeks in Aspen and reminded myself that we would work and our life together would be beautiful and happy. 


   


    "Everything okay?" Carter ran his hand up and down my leg. We were in his Aston Martin going to his parent's home late Sunday morning. 


    "I’m nervous," I whispered as I twisted my hands in my lap. 


    "They're going to love you."


    "How do you know?" 


    "Because I love you." He shot me a crooked grin. "Plus I've told them all about you. They're excited to meet you."


    "You didn't tell them everything did you?" I raised an eyebrow at him. 


    "That we're married? No, but I wish you'd let me." He frowned. 


    "I need to tell my parents. I need time." I stared out the window watching large brick homes with perfectly manicured lawns and perfectly symmetrical hedges pass by. 


    "It feels like you're ashamed of us." Carter stroked my leg in small circles with his fingertips. 


    "I’m not, Carter. It's just that no one is going to understand why we did it so fast. I don't even know why we did it so fast." I placed my hand on top of his and squeezed. 


    "I do. I love you. I wanted to make you mine. I wanted you in my life forever. It's as simple as that. And I don't give a fuck what anyone thinks. I wish you felt the same." I could sense his pain mingled with irritation. 


    "I do, Carter. It's just more complicated than that," I sighed. 


    "Not to me, it's not."


    "I know to you it's not. It never is to men." I rolled my eyes as Carter turned into a long driveway, heading toward a stately brick colonial with white pillars and black shutters. The lawn was a vibrant shade of green and a gentle sloping hill stretched out on either side. It was the classic, wealthy New England home in the classic, wealthy New England neighborhood for the classic, wealthy New England family. The butterflies that had been fluttering around in my stomach jumped into my throat.


    "Enough with the nerves, Mrs. Morgan." He placed a soft kiss on my lips after he put the car in park. I surrendered myself to his mouth and kissed him back, darting my tongue along his soft lips, silently asking to prolong the inevitable. He pulled back with a small smile. 


    "Later." The corner of his mouth lifted in a grin. I heaved a giant sigh. 


    Carter walked around the car and opened the door, helping me out, and then walked with my hand firmly locked in his to the front steps of his parent's home. He opened the heavy black door and all of a sudden we were bombarded. 


    His sister, Emma, sprinted up first. She threw her arms around Carter's neck and stood on her tiptoes to hug him. 


    "I’m so glad you guys are here!" she squealed and then turned to me and enveloped me in a tight hug. My eyes widened for a minute in surprise before I put my arms around her small frame and gave her a light hug.


    "It's so great to meet you! Carter has told me so much!" Her bright eyes shown back at me. 


    "It's great to meet you, too." I smiled at her genuinely. Her bubbly attitude was infectious and made me feel a little more at ease. 


    Carter's mom walked up behind Emma and embraced Carter warmly, kissing his cheek. 


    "We're so glad you could come, Evangeline." She turned and wrapped me in a soft hug. I awkwardly placed my arms around her; hugging was not something we did often in my family, but it did make me feel welcome.


    Carter's brother and dad trailed behind the women of the house and nodded and exchanged friendly greetings. 


    "Everyone. This is Evangeline. Evangeline, this is everyone—my mom Kara, Emma, Derek, and my dad James." Carter squeezed my hand. 


    "Hi," I said softly. 


    "Let's head out to the deck. Food is nearly ready." Carter's mom placed a hand on Emma’s shoulder and hustled everyone through the foyer and towards the French doors on the opposite end of the house. 


    "Can I help with anything?" I offered. 


    "Not at all, Evangeline." Carter's mom smiled as she placed a hand on my shoulder. "Just make sure that boy of mine gets you something to drink."


    "What do you want, love?" Carter wrapped an arm around my shoulder and pressed a kiss on the top of my head. Kara's eyes flickered in delight. 


    "Whatever you're having?" I looked up at him. 


    "A beer?" 


    I scrunched my nose and shook my head. 


    "We have wine or lemonade," Kara offered. 


    "Wine would be good." I smiled up at Carter.


    "Sure thing. I'll bring it out to you." He guided me out the French doors to the patio. I sat down next to Emma and she immediately asked me about my job. I knew from Carter that she was interested in fashion so I wasn't surprised. 


    "Carter says you’re a fashion editor." 


    "Yes, I work at Trend29."


    "Oh, I love that website! I'm a bit of a shopaholic. Carter said we'll get along great!"


    I laughed at her exuberance. We chatted for a while about fashion and her future. She was enrolled at Boston University for marketing and hoped to own a boutique someday. I told her Cate was a designer, and surprisingly she had heard of her. Emma was more up on the fashion scene than I’d thought. 


    Carter set a glass of red wine in front of me as his dad pulled steak and seafood kabobs off the grill. Carter's mom brought an assortment of sides to the table and everything was served family style. 


    The weather had just the slightest chill in the air but was still warm enough to enjoy the last fall days before winter slipped in. Carter's mom asked us how we'd met then about the charity ball that Carter and I had attended. She explained that she was involved with that charity so Carter was a generous supporter. Everything was delicious and the wine had loosened me up enough to enjoy the conversation. 


    Carter's family gave me a warm and fuzzy feeling; they were exactly the kind of family I’d always dreamed of having. While things weren't ever bad in my own family, I was often lonely as an only child and my parents were more reserved. Not the sort of family that overflowed with love and affection as Carter's seemed to be. 


    Carter's hand caressed my thigh under the table and he shot me sexy glances every once in a while. The love shown in his eyes—he looked like the happy, carefree Carter I'd seen in the photo on his desk in Aspen. When conversation turned to the Red Sox, Carter leaned over and whispered in my ear. 


    "Let me give you a tour." His breath washed over my skin and my nerve endings tingled. He gripped my hand and we stood and walked through the house. He took me straight to the stairs off the foyer and I arched an eyebrow. 


    "What about the living room? Or the kitchen?" I giggled. 


    "I really just wanted to show you my bedroom," he said. Those few words sent shock waves straight between my legs. Arousal throbbed through my veins and had my head buzzing in anticipation. The wine no doubt had my body teetering on the edge of lust.


    He led me up the stairs and down the long hallway to the last room on the left. He opened the door and we walked into a tasteful navy blue bedroom with pale wood floors and white trim.  


    I walked around the room, Carter's hand held tightly in mine. The two windows on the far wall overlooked the sprawling back lawn and had a view of the loving family sitting around the patio table, laughing, smiling and exchanging stories. It made my heart swell with happiness. 


    "I love your family." I wrapped my arms around his waist and leaned my head into his shoulder. 


    "I knew you would." He kissed me on the head. "They love you too."


    "How do you know?" 


    "I can tell. I think Emma and mom love you more than me." He pulled away with a grin and gave me a peck on the lips. He slipped his hands low down my back and locked them above my bottom. The gesture was sweet yet still suggestive enough to cause the blood to thicken in my veins. I slipped my hands up under his shirt and smoothed them along his soft skin. I explored and stroked as he rocked me back and forth with a gentle rhythm. 


    "I love you." I looked up at him with a soft smile. 


    "I love you, too," his husky voice said before he lowered his lips and kissed me slowly. Our tongues danced together, smoothing and searching and caressing. I kept one hand under his shirt stroking his chest and the other slid out and up his torso to tangle in his hair and pull his lips firmer to mine.


    We stood kissing like teenagers in his bedroom for long moments before he pulled away. 


    "You know..." He rested his forehead against mine. "I’ve never had a girl in here." He slid his large hands over the curve of my bottom and stroked softly. His soft, kneading fingers caused arousal to dampen between my thighs. The wine was no doubt making me much more susceptible to his seduction than normal, if that were possible.


    "Never, Mr. Morgan?" I quirked an eyebrow at him in surprise. 


    "Not for lack of trying." He gave me a devilish grin. His hands slipped further down the cheeks of my bottom and pulled the fabric of my dress up so he could stroke the top of my thighs. 


    "Carter," I whispered into his neck. My head was swimming with need. I couldn’t think straight if I wanted to. 


    He captured my lips with his own and walked us back toward the large bed. He pushed me to sitting without breaking the contact of our lips. My neck was stretched to meet his soft mouth as he held his palms behind my head, and leaned over, pressing his lips to mine. My body arched to meet him and I knew it was an erotic image that would be emblazoned in my brain forever. 


    "You're so beautiful." One hand smoothed down the curve of my neck and palmed the flesh of my breast through the fabric of my dress. I moaned and arched my neck back further with pleasure. "Have I told you today that I’m the luckiest man alive that you said yes?" His lips whispered against my own. I groaned in response and wrapped my fingers around his neck, pressing his lips back to mine. 


    He pulled away from me and reached for the hem of my dress. "Bottoms up, beautiful." I lifted my bottom off the bed and Carter peeled the fabric from my body. My hair spilled around my shoulders and Carter dropped the dress and fisted both of his hands in my hair, pulling my lips to his own. 


    "Not here, Carter," I whispered. 


    "Definitely here," he growled. My breathing picked up as I grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it over his head, breaking contact with his lips only for a moment. Our mouths crashed back together as my fingers fumbled with the button on his jeans. I pulled the zipper down and my eyes were heavy with lust as his thick erection was revealed. It always took my breath away when I was reminded he wasn't a man that liked to wear undergarments. I pulled his jeans down just enough to free his erection before I wrapped my hand around it and covered him with my mouth. Carter groaned and his hips arched into me as one of his hands tangled in my hair, holding my head softly, the other kneading my breast. He licked at my nipple through the lace of my bra, causing it to stiffen in an aching peak. My mouth moved up and down his length and I swirled my tongue whenever I reached the swollen head. 


    "I need to be inside you." He pushed my body back on the bed and locked both of my wrists above my head in one of his big hands. I moaned and writhed beneath his glorious body as his eyes appraised me. Arousal flooded between my legs and a hot knot of need landed straight in my belly as his eyes took me in. He pulled the fabric of my panties down my legs and discarded them on the floor near his feet. 


    "Wrap your legs around my waist." He held my thighs in his palms and kneaded the flesh. The rough denim of his jeans between my thighs doubled my arousal and I pulled his body tighter to mine as I locked my ankles around him. I felt his erection nestle between my legs and my breathing picked up as I watched him. He smoothed his hands up and down my thighs and was rocking into me softly and gently. 


    "You are so beautiful." He leaned down over me and sucked on a nipple through lacy fabric. My breath caught in my throat and I arched into him. "And so responsive." He took his erection in one hand and slid it between my slick folds, rocking up and down, teasing me and caressing the slick flesh. 


    "Can you be quiet, Evangeline?"


    I nodded my head in response. 


    "If you're not, everyone will know what we're doing up here." He continued to slide up and down my center, gathering the wetness and spreading it around. My heart pounded in my ears as a soft groan escaped my throat. 


    "I can be quiet." My hand went up to knead my breast. 


    "Fuck." Carter's eyes flashed to my hand as it pressed and pinched the sensitive flesh. Then he thrust into me, filling me fully and causing my breath to catch. I arched my back and tightened my legs around his body, sliding him deeper. His hands locked on my hips and he continued to rock in and out of me, sometimes slow and deep and other times quick and shallow. His eyes were locked with mine as his breathing escalated and he pushed me into a state of bliss. My eyes finally closed and I bit down on my lip to keep from moaning. His hands tightened on my hips as his rhythm picked up. 


    "You feel so fucking good, Evangeline. So wet and hot and tight. Can you feel how good we are together? How fucking perfect we are?" He continued to thrust and a small groan escaped my throat. 


    "Yessss," I hissed in pleasure.


    "I want you in my life always. No matter what, I’ll never stop wanting you in my life. Live with me, take my name, wear my ring, I’m yours forever," he mumbled through clenched teeth.


    "Yes, Carter, yes," I moaned. One of his hands slid around between my legs and kneaded and massaged my clit, sending me falling over the cliff into pleasure. My orgasm tore through my body, causing my limbs to turn limp; if my ankles weren't locked around his waist my legs would have dropped to the floor. Carter slid in and out of me with two more long strokes before reaching his own release. His beautiful blue eyes held mine as his orgasm ripped through him. His face twisted in a beautiful grimace of pleasure as he stroked through his orgasm slowly before slowing down. He leaned down over my body, bracing himself on either side of my torso with his forearms. He captured my lips in his and placed soft kisses and nibbles. 


    "I can't get enough of you." He stroked a few more times with a crooked grin as my breathing came back to normal. A sated smile spread across my face as I brushed the soft hair off his forehead. 


    "You look thoroughly fucked, Mrs. Morgan." His eyes glistened in amusement. 


    "That I certainly am." I grinned back at him. He slid both hands up and down my torso, prolonged pleasure pulsing through my body. I sighed contentedly. He continued to kiss and suck on my bottom lip. 


    "We should get back," I whispered. 


    "I’m sure they'll know what we've been doing. The evidence is clear on your face."


    I blushed profusely as Carter slid the pad of his thumb along my cheekbone with a smile. 


    "Carter!" Emma's voice echoed down the hallway. My eyes widened in horror. He kissed me one last time on the lips and then pulled out of me, bending to pass me my dress and then throw his shirt over his head. I hurriedly threw my dress on and my eyes darted all over the floor for my underwear. 


    Just then Carter's door opened and his sister poked her head in. The bright smile fell off her face, replaced with a saucy grin. 


    "What's been going on in here?" She arched an eyebrow. 


    "We're heading back down." Carter grabbed my hand in his and walked me to the door. Emma opened the door all the way and crossed her arms, assessing us. 


    "You were up here for a while." She wasn't going to let us off the hook so easily. Emma and Carter had a stare down as my eyes darted to the floor behind me looking for my panties. 


    "What do you want me to say, Emma? That I fucked her brains out in my bedroom?" 


    My head whipped around to him. This situation couldn't get any worse. 


    "If it's the truth," she shrugged with a laugh. 


    I pulled my hand out of Carter's and pinched him in the arm. 


    "Ouch." He grabbed his arm with a wince. 


    "Nice ring, Eva. Is it from Carter?" Emma’s eyes bore into me with the slightest hint of a smile on her face. 


    "Uh, yeah." I held the wedding ring out on my right hand, caught off guard by her direct question. Carter had insisted I wear it, but I had insisted not wearing it on my left hand until the time was right to announce it to our families. 


    "I love it. Is that Carter's birthstone?" Emma came closer and held her hand out. I placed my hand in hers and she inspected it and then her eyes shot to Carter's and she raised her eyebrows. 


    "Yea, it is. Aquamarine." I chewed on my bottom lip. I felt like there was more going on here than I knew. 


    "Let's go." Carter grabbed my hand out of Emma's and headed out his bedroom door and back down to the rest of the family. 


    We walked back to the patio where Derek sat. Emma joined us and I sipped the rest of my wine nervously. Carter stood with one hip leaning against the railing of the deck and an arm slung over my shoulder talking to his brother. When Derek and Emma got into a sparring match I leaned in closer to Carter.


    "What was that up there?"


    "What?" He took a long swig of his beer. 


    "With the ring?"


    "Emma knows we're married. Or at least she knows I've asked you," he responded. 


    "What?" 


    "I told her ages ago that I wanted to use birthstones for an engagement ring."


    "Carter," I groaned. "Will she tell your parents?"


    "Nah. She'll wait for us to. She may torture me in the meantime, but she won't say anything." He hugged me closer to him. I looked back at the table and found Emma’s eyes trained on us, a smile dancing behind her eyes. I ducked my head back into Carter's chest, embarrassed that she knew. 


    "Nice panties, big brother. Didn't realize pink was your color." Derek leaned back in his chair and plucked the lacy fabric out of Carter's pocket. I choked on my wine as Carter's brother dangled my underwear off his finger. 


    And the day had started out so well… 


    I closed my eyes in mortification. Maybe there was a downside to being part of a close family after all. 


    "You fuck." Carter swiped the fabric out of his brother's hands and shoved it deep into his pocket. His brother clutched his stomach laughing, as Carter smiled shaking his head. What a memorable introduction I'd had to Carter's family. I couldn’t even bear to think about the impression I’d left them with. 


  Eight


  



    A few days later Cate was with me at Carter's house helping me unpack more boxes, mostly clothes. I'd quickly come to realize that the majority of my paychecks over the years had gone to filling my closet. Cate sat in the closet arranging shoes and I sat in the bathroom organizing an entire box worth of hair products. 


    "So how has it been so far?" she asked from the closet. 


    "What?" I pulled things out absentmindedly. 


    "What do you mean what? Living with Carter?"


    "Oh, that. Good. It's only been a few days, but it's been really good. We went to his parent's house on the weekend. That was an experience."


    "What are they like?" 


    "Amazing. Completely amazing. Perfect, in fact. Until his brother pulled my panties out of Carter's pocket and his sister found out we were married."


    "Oh my God, Eva." She ducked her head out of the closet to glare at me. "Why were your panties in Carter's pocket? And how did his sister find out?" 


    "Well," I smiled as I set three separate cans of hairspray on the vanity. "We may have christened his childhood bedroom." I smiled at her. "And just as we finished his sister made an appearance." My cheeks blushed at the memory. "Anyway she noticed my ring, and apparently she knew Carter wanted to do a birthstone engagement ring someday. So that cat was out of the bag. But before she popped her head in I couldn't find my panties, turns out Carter had shoved them in his pocket, but not deep enough, as his brother noticed later," I finished. 


    "Oh my God, thank God his parents didn't see them first."


    "Oh God, Cate. What if they did?" I whispered. 


    "You slut." She laughed and then went back to digging through shoes. "These are hot, I forgot you had these. I need to borrow them sometime," Cate spoke to herself from the walk-in. 


    I got to the bottom of the box I’d been working on and found a box of tampons buried under the rubble. My heartbeat doubled in my chest. I couldn’t for the life of me remember what the date was. I struggled to remember the day Carter and I had gotten married. When was my last period? Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. My brain continued to rattle off the possibilities of why I hadn't needed a tampon in well over a month. 


    "These are mine! What are you doing with my Ferragamos?" Cate hollered from the other room. I was frozen in my spot, my hands holding the box of tampons. 


    "Eva! What the fuck?" Cate leaned out of the walk-in to look at me with the shoes dangling from her fingers. "What's wrong?" 


    My lip trembled and I couldn’t hear her over the roaring in my ears. 


    "Eva." She dropped the shoes and darted into the bathroom. "What is it?" She took the box from my hands and turned my head to her. "Eva! What is going on?" She gave me a soft shake. 


    "Tampons."


    "Yea?"


    "Tampons," I whispered. 


    "Do you need one? What's going on?"


    "No, Cate, I don't need one is the problem." 


    "Eva, no," she trailed off and lowered herself to the floor, taking me with her. We sat cross-legged and I bent my head in my hands and fisted my hair at the scalp. 


    "Do you think it's stress?" I murmured. "Please dear God, let it be stress. Let it be stress. That happens right? Cate, I’m on birth control and I can't even have kids."


    "Okay, chill out. You're freaking me out."


    "That's because I’m freaking out, Cate! My periods are never late. Never," I screamed at her. 


    "Okay, okay, okay! I’ll run to the pharmacy on the corner and get a pregnancy test. Just stay here I’ll be right back."


    "Get like five of them."


    "Okay." She jumped up and sped out of the room. 


    I sat shaking my head in my hands. My stomach lurched in anxiety, except now I didn't know if it was anxiety or morning sickness. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. How could this happen? This can't be happening; I can't have kids. The doctor said it would be nearly impossible. 


    Nearly. 


    My head landed on the last word. My breathing came out in pants the more I considered the past few weeks. Carter and I were in Aspen for two weeks. By the time we left I was starting to feel sick. But we were fighting. I wasn't eating right. I was exhausted. I puked on the sidewalk on the way home. But it was an anxiety attack. That happens right? Please let it be stress induced. 


    Carter. I grabbed for my phone to check the clock. I needed time to process this, if indeed there was a little thing growing inside me that needed processing. It was only two o'clock, which meant I still had a few hours before he got home from work. Please don't let today be a day he comes home early from work. 


    Oh Jesus, I’d drunk so much wine the past few weeks. What if the little monkey had fetal alcohol syndrome? Oh my God my brain couldn't even process anything rationally anymore. 


    Just then I heard Cate rush back into the bedroom panting. 


    "Here. I got one of every brand." She tossed a bag on the floor at my feet and half a dozen pink boxes fell out. Wasn't this the sweetest image? Me sitting on the floor shaking uncontrollably with my head in my hands surrounded by pregnancy tests. A poster for abstinence that should be plastered across every high school in the country. 


    Please don't let Carter come home early.


    "Take one, come on. I need to know if I’m going to be an aunt." Cate hauled me off the floor. 


    "Cate, shut up." My hands shook as I picked a box up and tried to open it. 


    "Here." She ripped it open and threw a test at me. I rolled my eyes at her as I went to the toilet and pulled down my jeans. 


    "I’m too nervous to pee." I looked up at her with terror in my eyes. 


    "Eva, come on," she laughed. "Just relax."


    "God, what if it's positive Cate?" I whispered.


    "Eva! Come on! Just pee!" Cate threw another test at my head to snap me out of my funk. I heaved a big sigh, closed my eyes and concentrated on waterfalls and warm running water. I held the stick between my legs and prayed that it was in the right position when my body relaxed enough to go. I looked up into Cate's eyes as tears streaked slowly down my cheeks. 


    I didn't even have words to explain to her how I was feeling. I couldn't have kids. This couldn’t be possible. My whole life I was prepared for a future without kids, so it couldn’t be the case now. I emptied my bladder and put the cap on the stick and placed it on the counter next to me before I placed my head down on my knees and sobbed. 


    "Eva." Cate rushed to me and flushed the toilet. "Come on, honey." She pulled me off the toilet and I pulled up my jeans and buttoned them. "Let's go lie down." She pulled me into Carter's bedroom, my bedroom, our bedroom, and lay me on the bed.


    "Whatever that test says in there it's going to be okay, Eva." She smoothed her palm on my back as I lay face first with my head in a pillow. 


    "I don't even know what I want it to say, Cate. How messed up is that?" I sobbed some more as the knot in my throat released and tears came pouring out. "I’m not supposed to be able to have kids. Carter and I... God, he drives me insane!" I sobbed harder. "But a baby? A little baby… what if he or she has Carter's hair? Or his beautiful eyes? God Cate, can I raise a baby? What kind of mom would I be? What kind of dad would Carter be?" My voice rose at the end. Carter's issues with control—how would he be with a little toddler tornado drawing on the walls and puking on his leather furniture? 


    And then I remembered what he'd told me in Aspen. That his dad had left. How it had torn his heart out. I knew Carter wouldn't leave. He would never do that to his own child. Would he? 


    "How long for the test?" I lifted my head and sniffed. 


    "Do you want me to check it? It should be done…" Cate trailed off. 


    I stared at the bathroom door with bright light cascading out. My future was waiting for me in that bathroom. One way or the other, it would determine what happened next. Maybe my future would be more of the same. A life with Carter, just the two of us, driving each other insane. Or maybe we could adopt. Would I want to adopt? I hadn’t given it much thought before. 


    But then again, if there was a little pink plus sign in the window, what would my future hold? Would Carter be in it? Am I the right kind of person to give my entire life to another little human being? My heart clenched at the thought. A vision floated in my head of a little toffee-haired boy with my bright green eyes. My heart ached for him. Was I wishing him into existence? Or mourning for what could never be?


    "I’ll do it." I sat up on the bed and rubbed my sweaty palms against my jeans. "Will you come with me?" I held Cate's hand tightly in my own. 


    "Of course." Her eyes swam with emotion as she watched me. I stood on shaky legs and we walked to the bathroom. We crossed the threshold and I saw the little white test stick on the far end of the vanity, all by itself, the keeper of my fate. 


    I squeezed Cate's hand as I walked closer to it. My chest rose and fell in quick breaths as I bent to see the window on the stick. I was too afraid to touch it. Too afraid what it would tell me. 


    My vision blurred and my head swam. 


    A pink positive. 


    We were pregnant. 


    We'd made a baby. 


    My heart roared in my ears. 


    "Cate." Fresh tears sprang to my eyes as I snatched the stick up in my hand and thrust it in her face. 


    "Eva! Eww!" She shoved my hand away. 


    "Cate, we're going to have a baby." Tears flowed down my cheeks as a wild smile spread across my face. 


    "Congratulations, honey." She captured me in a tight hug. I sobbed into her shoulder and held her tight for support. I feared my legs would give out and I would land in a puddle on the tile floor. 


    I pulled away from her and looked at the test in my hand again. That beautiful pink plus sign. I didn't realize I’d wanted to see it so badly. I didn't realize I’d secretly been hoping to see it. I hadn't allowed myself to hope.


    My other hand went down to my tummy and caressed it. There was a little person in there, a little person that was equal parts Carter and me. The idea made me deliriously happy. I sobbed joyous tears and my smile was so wide it hurt my cheeks. 


    "When is Carter going to be home?" Cate asked. 


    "I don't know, should I call him?"


    "I don't think that's the kind of thing you tell a guy over the phone." Cate frowned. 


    "Right. God, I don't even know how he's going to react, Cate." Fear leapt into my stomach again. 


    "I have a feeling once he sees your reaction he'll be overjoyed." Cate wiped her own eyes. "Fuck, I can't believe I’m going to be an aunt," she giggled. 


    "No cussing in front of the baby!" I squealed and rubbed my stomach. 


    "Oh Jesus, don't even start." Cate rolled her eyes. "Do you want me to go? Maybe you should call him and tell him to come home early?" 


    "Yea, I guess I should do that. I'm afraid, Cate." I chewed on my bottom lip. 


    "I promise this is going to be okay, Eva. And your mom is going to get the grandbaby she always dreamed of!" A bright smile flashed across her face. 


    "Oh my God, my mom… she doesn't even know we're married yet."


    "Relax. You guys do everything backwards anyway." She grinned. 


    I pushed her out of the bathroom. 


   


    I'd called Carter and asked if he could come home a little early today. I explained that there wasn't a problem, just a surprise. I only hoped he'd see it as a happy surprise. 


    After I got off the phone I changed into my favorite, curve-hugging wrap dress and settled on the couch, waiting to hear the door open. I fingered the label on a water bottle and dreamed of the future Carter and I would have with our beautiful little baby. I thought about the alcove off the master suite and how it would be perfect for the nursery. I could envision swinging a toddler between us as we walked across the street and watched him or her run through the park. I sighed as I thought about being nine months pregnant, wearing maternity clothes, going to doctor appointments, and seeing our little monkey on the ultrasound. 


    My heart swelled to double its size with love for the little person I hadn't even met yet. 


    And then I heard the door open and butterflies choked my throat and my brain seized up. 


    "Hey, babe." Carter left his briefcase on the side table and walked into the living room. He looked delicious in a pale grey suit with a white shirt and thin black tie. His hair was perfectly tousled and his soft lips were curved in a warm smile as he walked toward me. He hauled me off the couch and planted a kiss on my lips. "You look gorgeous." His hands roamed around my back and down to my bottom.


    "Thanks." I heaved a sigh. Maybe we could skip this conversation and I could beg him to take me upstairs and press me up against those windows in the bedroom.  


    "Everything okay?" He dipped his head and his gorgeous blue eyes regarded me thoughtfully. 


    "Yea, everything is perfect." I chewed on my lower lip. 


    "Then why this?" He quirked an eyebrow and pulled my lip from between my teeth. I looked anywhere but in his eyes. "Eva?" A worried tone entered his voice. 


    "Sit down." I sat and patted the couch next to me. He arched an eyebrow in mild surprise before taking the seat next to me. I grabbed for his hand and stroked the soft skin. I think it was more to soothe my nerves than his. 


    "I love you so much," I started and then paused thinking how to word it. 


    "Yes?" He dipped his head to catch my gaze. 


    "I… don't really know how to say this," I whispered without looking at him. 


    "Just tell me, Eva. Anything. Whatever it is just tell me."


    I bit my lip and my heartbeat roared in my ears as I slowly lifted my head to meet his eyes. Oh God, I can’t do this. 


    I can't. I can't. I can't. 


    But I have to. 


    "Carter, we're… we made a baby." I stopped breathing in that instant. 


    He only stared back at me. No words. No reaction whatsoever. It was like I hadn't spoken the words at all. Did I say them out loud? Did I only think I’d said them? Should I repeat myself?


    "Carter," I whispered and brought my hand up to his jaw for a soft caress. His muscle flinched at my touch and a dark look crossed his eyes. I could see his chest heaving with his breath as his eyes penetrated mine. 


    "Carter." I pressed my palm a little firmer to his cheek. 


    "I thought you were on birth control." The words escaped through clenched teeth.


    "I was. I am." I barely had the words out before his hand grabbed my wrist and wrenched it away from his face. 


    "How did this happen?" He looked at the paintings on the wall across the room. 


    "I… I don't know," I stuttered. But I’m happy, Carter. I’m so happy. Please be happy.  


    He sat for a few breathless moments, or a million, I wasn't sure. Then he stood up and headed out of the room. 


    "Where are you going?" I whispered, the heartache cracking my voice. 


    "To get a drink." He shrugged the jacket off his shoulders and tossed it on the back of a chair. I watched his beautiful form walking away from me, the muscles of his shoulders clearly defined beneath the perfectly fitted white dress shirt. I ached to run my fingers across his back, up his neck and into his hair. I wanted to soothe his mind. Tell him we would be okay, that this could be a good thing.


    He went to the side table and poured a glass of whiskey and slung it back. He slammed the glass on the counter before pouring more of the amber liquid into it and then downing that too. I watched the beautiful, feral, angry man before me, slamming shots of whiskey because I was carrying our child.


    "I’ll be in the office," he said through clenched teeth before leaving the room. My heart fell onto the granite tile and shattered into a million pieces and then uncontrollable sobs followed. 


  Nine 


  



    I woke curled up on the bed the next morning, still in my clothes and on top of the sheets. I had stumbled up here late last night after Carter had stayed holed up in his office for hours. I stretched and then ran to the bathroom to empty my bladder. My eyes felt raw and heavy from all the crying I’d done the night before. Carter obviously hadn't come to bed last night. What did that mean for us? Was this the end? Had he thrown his walls up and our little monkey and me were firmly positioned on the outside? My heart wrenched at the thought. 


    I took a shower and let the scalding hot water rush over my body. I rubbed my tummy and talked to the little human growing inside. I told him that I loved him, and that he was so wanted and so cherished already. I told him that his daddy would come around because he loved both of us, but deep down I wasn't sure if I believed it. 


    Tears streamed down my cheeks and sobs escaped my throat. I was deliriously happy to be given the one thing I’d never thought I could have and I was devastated that the one person I dreamed of sharing it with may not want us in his life. I stood in the shower for an untold amount of time. I didn't know if I’d washed my hair or my body, I couldn't remember, but by the time I stepped out I was pulling from a place of strength deep down inside. 


    If I had to raise our baby alone I would do it. I couldn't make Carter want us but I knew that I wanted this little baby and that would be enough. It would have to be. Carter's mom had done a beautiful job raising him, so I knew if I had to do it, it could be done. My heart tightened at the memory of his pain that night in the hot tub talking about his past. I hoped he wouldn't make that decision, but I had no control if he did. 


    I wrapped my hair in a towel and threw on my bathrobe before padding barefoot  to the kitchen for orange juice. Then I remembered I’d have to pick up some prenatal vitamins today and schedule a doctor appointment. I didn't know who to go to, but I’d find out and I’d manage. The thought crossed my mind that perhaps Carter's parents could recommend someone, but clearly that wasn't an option since I didn't even know if Carter would be in our lives at this point. I sipped my orange juice in the kitchen and gazed out the window lost in thought. 


    "Good morning, ma'am." An older woman stepped into the kitchen. 


    "Hi, I’m Eva." I gave her a small smile. 


    "Nice to meet you, Mrs. Morgan. I'm Joan, the housekeeper. Mr. Morgan told me you'd be down shortly." A warm smile brightened her face. 


    "Nice to meet you, Joan. Do you know where Mr. Morgan is?" I asked casually. 


    "I believe he went for a swim." She bustled in the kitchen wiping counters. 


    "Thanks." I set my glass in the sink before leaving the kitchen. 


    I didn't know if I should look for Carter; I didn't know if he wanted to see me, but then again I didn't know that I shouldn't either. And at the very least I was going to stick up for us, our little monkey and me, and I only hoped that Carter would too. I climbed the stairs to the fourth floor and exited onto the terrace and then climbed the small stairwell onto the roof. I turned the corner and saw the infinity pool open up before me to the Public Garden and the Boston skyline beyond. Steam rose off the heated pool and mingled with the cool November air. 


    The beautiful man that was my husband and the father of my child cut through the water with quick and confident strokes. His long arms sliced the water and his back muscles rippled with the movement. His broad shoulders glistened in the morning light and my eyes trailed down to his slim waist and the fitted black swim trunks he wore. His muscled legs kicked smoothly and soundlessly. He took my breath away. 


    I stood and watched him silently and rubbed my tummy though the thick bathrobe. A small smile played across my lips that I'd managed to land such a beautiful man, but my mind reminded me that he might be on the verge of throwing me from his life. I desperately hoped that Carter could break down the walls he always managed to build up to let our little monkey and me in. I decided not to ruin the beautiful moment and turned to make my way back down the stairs to the master suite. 


    I dried my hair and dressed to run some errands. By the time I went downstairs I saw that Carter's briefcase was gone so I knew he'd left for work. Joan confirmed it. My heart broke a little more at the thought that he hadn't said a word to me before leaving. 


    When I returned from the pharmacy with prenatal vitamins Joan was in the living room dusting Carter's beautiful paintings. I'd done some research before I'd left this morning on Boston obstetricians but the options were overwhelming. 


    "Joan?" I wandered up behind her.


    "Yes, Mrs. Morgan?"


    "Please, call me Eva." I gave her a warm smile. "I was wondering… Do you know of any obstetricians? There are so many to choose from, and I don't know anyone to give me a recommendation…" I trailed off. 


    "Oh, Mrs. Morgan are you and Mr. Morgan expecting a baby?" A bright smile covered her face.


    "Um…" Could I tell her? Would Carter want her to know? Did it even matter what he wanted at this point? "Yes, I'm having a baby." I wasn't sure if Carter would be a part of our little monkey's life, but I certainly would be.


    "That's wonderful news, Mrs. Morgan—Eva. Dr. Burke is who my daughter saw for both of her pregnancies. Her office is right on Harrison Street. She loved her."


    "Great. Thank you, Joan." I smiled and headed for the master suite to make an appointment with Dr. Burke.


   


    I sat perched in the middle of the bed later that afternoon researching an up and coming designer for an article when a text flitted across my screen from Carter. 


    - Can you meet me at my office? I stared at the screen for a few moments. 


    - When? 


    - Is right now okay?


    - Yes. I typed back and heaved myself off the bed. 


    I pulled on my Tory Burch riding boots—my first splurge once I'd landed the job at Trend29. Paired with an oversized sweater I knew I fell somewhere between frumpy and royal-family-on-Welsh-holiday casual, but I was too tired to think about impressing anyone. I'd had a chance to flip through a pregnancy book I’d picked up at the pharmacy and learned that exhaustion was common in the first trimester. Daily naps would now be a happy addition to my schedule.


    I stepped out of the townhouse and inhaled the crisp fall air. It was cool, and the smell of the decaying leaves made my born-and-raised-upstate heart swell. I decided to walk the ten minutes to The Hancock. 


    I cut through the Public Garden and enjoyed the cool breeze and the shimmering burnt orange leaves. I saw kids, dogs, and happy moms chatting with coffees as they pushed strollers. Whatever Carter had to say to me I knew I was willing to do this on my own. I wasn't willing to let the beautiful opportunity of raising a child slip through my hands—an opportunity I never thought was mine to dream. 


    I exited the Garden and passed the La Perla store. A sad smile crossed my face. This was undoubtedly where Carter had gone to replace all the panties he'd torn off my body in moments of passion. I hoped those days weren't over for us. My heart ached at the thought of a future without him in it. I held my tummy as I walked until The Hancock came into view. My memory drifted back to the day a few months ago when I’d seen Nikki stepping out of this very building from this same corner. I shook the memory from my mind because we now had much more important things to discuss.


    I entered the building and the security guard waved me on with a smile. I rode the elevator to the 60th floor and braced myself the entire way, not wanting to lose my lunch from the quick ascent. 


    The doors opened and I turned the corner, nearly running head first into Madeleine Snow. My breathing caught in my throat before I steeled my backbone and narrowed my eyes at her. The last words we'd had that night at the gala hadn't been pleasant ones. This woman had been the cause for much of my heartache the past few months. 


    "Well, I see you got what you wanted." She cast an accusing eye to my stomach. "Such a desperate grab to catch a billionaire don't you think? Getting knocked up is so low class." She lifted her chin and swirled past me into the elevator, her heavy perfume, the same I’d found in Carter's office bathroom, left in her wake. The scent made my stomach churn. 


    I clenched my teeth in anger. Did Carter want me to see her here? Was this his way of ending it with me? What a low blow. He knew what a bone of contention she was for me. 


    I stood for a few breathless moments with my fists clenched in anger before turning back to the elevators and punching the button to leave Carter's office and The Hancock. 


    Clearly Madeleine knew about the pregnancy, and she'd only heard it from one person. Why would he tell her after everything we'd been through? He had to have known that that would cut me to the core. Did he want me to run into her? He had been the one to text asking me to stop by. My brain swirled with all of the possibilities as the elevator whirred down to the main floor. The doors opened and I exited the lobby and out the doors on Clarendon. I turned toward Beacon Street and then thought better of it. I wasn’t ready to go there. I turned in the opposite direction and headed for Chandler Street and my old apartment.  


  



    A while later I awoke to jingling keys and heels on the wooden floor. I remembered that I'd come to Cate's apartment and let myself in with my key. Cate hadn't been home so I'd curled into the fetal position on the couch and fell into a restless sleep. 


    I glanced at my phone on the coffee table and found that I’d been asleep for a few hours. There were also nearly a dozen missed calls from Carter. 


    "Hey honey, what's up?" Cate came to me with a concerned look on her face. 


    I rolled my eyes in response. "What isn't up?" I gave her a sad smile. 


    "So I assume you told Carter?"


    "Yes, he didn't take it well to say the least. I didn't say much beyond we were going to have a baby and he clammed up and starting tossing shots down his throat. I haven't seen him since." That wasn’t entirely true; my brain flitted back to the memory of Carter's beautiful form cutting through the water in the pool this morning. My heart ached with love for him. 


    "Then he texted earlier and asked me to stop by his office. I thought he wanted to talk, make amends or something, so I went and ran into Madeleine coming out of his office. She had a few choice words for me. He told her about the pregnancy. She said I was a gold digger who got knocked up on purpose. For all I know maybe Carter thinks the same thing," I shrugged sadly. 


    "Eva, you know he doesn't."


    "No, Cate, I don't know anything. He's blocked me out again."


    "So why are you sleeping on my couch?" She arched an eyebrow at me. 


    "I dunno. I just didn't want to go back to his place."


    "Technically it's your place now too, you know."


    "It doesn't feel like that. It feels like I’ve been inserted into his life only for his convenience."


    "I’m sorry." She rubbed my shoulder. "You can stay here as long as you want. I won't even make you sleep on the couch." She winked at me. 


    "Thanks. I miss when it was just the two of us and life was simple."


    "Yea, but you didn't know what you were missing then."


    "What was I missing?"


    "The most beautiful man on the planet who would move heaven and earth for you, for one," she said. 


    "And who drives me straight up the wall, for two." I smiled. 


    Just then a pounding hit Cate's door. 


    "I know who that is." I frowned. 


    "Do you want me to get it?" she offered. 


    "No, I need to talk to him. Thanks for offering to face the beast though." I smiled at her before getting up to answer the door. 


    "What the fuck, Eva?"


    "Hello to you too" I rolled my eyes. 


    "Don’t be smart. Why didn’t you meet me? I was worried when you didn't show up. You can't keep doing that. Do you know what was running through my head?"


    "I’m sorry," I deadpanned. 


    "Why didn't you show up?" He clenched his jaw in anger. A small piece of me wanted to run my hand along the sharp right angle, tuck my nose into his neck and inhale his sweet fresh scent. 


    "I did. I ran into Madeleine at the elevator." I pressed my lips together to maintain a sense of control. 


    "Oh."


    "Yeah, oh. I don't want to do this now, Carter. I'm so tired. I just need time and I think you do too. I'm staying here tonight." I tried to close the door but he stopped it with a firm hand. 


    "You're not shutting me out." His eyes blazed with fury. 


    "I’m not. I'm just shutting the door. I'm giving us both the break we need. I'll be in touch."


    "Eva," he sighed and his eyes pleaded with mine, for what I wasn't sure. 


    "Look, Carter. Clearly you needed a break last night and you took it. I'm taking one now."


    "But we were still in the same house, Eva. I didn't leave." His voice wavered on the last word. 


    "I’m not leaving. I'm having a sleepover with Cate. I'll talk to you tomorrow."


    "Eva, I hate this," he whispered. 


    "Me too, Carter." I held his gaze. "Tomorrow." I slowly closed the door on his sad steely blue eyes.  


  Ten


  



    "Are you sure you don't want me to go with you to the doctor appointment?" Cate watched me from the kitchen island as I searched for my phone and purse. 


    It had been two days since Carter and I had spoken at Cate's front door. We texted back and forth briefly the previous day and he'd asked me to come home. I'd told him not yet. He had taken it surprisingly well, for Carter. 


    My first appointment wasn't scheduled for another week, but they'd called at the last minute and offered me a cancellation in less than an hour so I was scrambling to get ready and make it on time. 


    "Are you sure you don't want to call Carter?" Cate frowned. 


    "No, its okay. It's just confirmation of the pregnancy anyway, it's too early for anything good. I'm sure he's busy at work anyway." I slipped my shoes on. 


    "Okay, see you later, lady." She smiled as I bustled out the door. 


    A short while later I was waiting in the lobby of the doctor's office twisting my fingers nervously. Maybe I should have called Carter, or at least brought Cate with me. What if there was bad news today? So many things could go wrong early on, and with my history my mind was now racing a million miles an hour with all of the terrible things that could happen. I had been under so much stress the past few weeks, surely that wasn't a good thing. 


    "Evangeline Austin?" the nurse called from the open door. I smiled and made my way to her. After weighing me and taking my vitals she left me with my rampant running thoughts as I waited to see the doctor. God, I didn't want to be here and I did not want to be alone. My heart knocked around in my chest and my palms were sweaty. 


    After what seemed like an eternity, the door creaked open and soft steps entered the room. I heaved a sigh and cast my eyes up to meet the only man I'd wanted in the room with me from the beginning. 


    "Carter." Tears sprang to my eyes and I stood and wrapped my arms around his neck. 


    "Hey, baby," he whispered in my ear and rubbed my back. 


    "How did you know?" 


    "Cate called me." He pulled away and gave me a soft lopsided grin. "Are you okay?" He guided me back to the table and sat me down. 


    "Yes. I'm just nervous. I'm so afraid with my history…" The tears poured over and ran down my cheeks in a torrent. "I’m afraid something bad could have happened."


    "No, baby. No, everything is going to be okay. This baby is a miracle. Everything will be perfect." He held me and rubbed my back. 


    "I’m so glad your here," I whispered into his chest 


    "Me too, Eva. I love you so much. I know when you told me I didn't react well, I was just so surprised…" he trailed off. 


    "It's okay now. Can we talk more later?" My tears subsided and I wiped the trails of wet off my face. 


    "Of course, anything you want." Carter passed me a tissue just as the door opened again and the doctor came in. 


    "Hello, Evangeline." The doctor shook my hand with a smile. "And you're the father?" She looked at Carter expectantly. My breath caught in my throat and I prayed he wouldn't have an adverse reaction to the word. 


    "I am. Carter Morgan." He smiled at her. I heaved a sigh of relief.


    "Dr. Burke. Nice to meet you both." 


    She asked routine questions and determined that I was approximately four weeks along. We'd conceived around our wedding day after all. She said we could expect the baby to arrive late next July. My heart did flip-flops at the thought that before next summer was over we'd have a little baby in our arms. 


    Carter held my hand tightly through the entire appointment and all my worry and concern slipped away. He was there when I needed him. It may have taken him a few days to get here, but he was here and that's what mattered. This is where I needed him most. 


    Carter asked the doctor a slew of questions. Apparently he thought I should be on bed rest for the next eight months. Dr. Burke reassured him with an indulgent smile that I could go about my normal life. I told her that I had had more than a few glasses of wine in the last month before finding out that we were expecting. She assured me that that too was okay, there was most likely no harm done. She also explained that it probably was the migraine medication I had been taking that interacted with the birth control, although she explained that she'd birthed more than a few babies that had defied the birth control odds.   


    She exited the room and left a little bliss-filled bubble in her wake. 


    "Ready, baby?" Carter helped me off the table. I stood on my tiptoes and placed a soft kiss on his lips. 


    "I'm so ready," I smiled. 


    "Good. Me too." He held my hand as we walked out of the office and into the chilly November air. "Will you come home with me? To Beacon Street?" he asked after he'd settled me into the back seat of the Bentley. 


    I regarded him thoughtfully. His eyes were soft and pleading. He still held my hand in his own and he stroked my palm back and forth with his thumb. The small touch caused butterflies to leap into my stomach. 


    "Yes," I nodded. 


    "Good. I've missed you." He pulled me to him and kissed me on the lips before instructing Parker to take us home. 


    "You're not going back to work?" I pulled away from him. 


    "Not now I’m not. I want to bring you home." He pulled me back and we kissed again.  


  



    Later that night, after we'd ordered pizza and watched Seinfeld reruns on TV, Carter turned toward me on the couch and held both of my hands in his. 


    "Can we talk now?"


    I frowned at him playfully. "And ruin a perfect night?"


    "It won't ruin it. I just want to explain a few things." He waited for me to agree. 


    "Okay." 


    "First, you ran into Madeleine at my office the other day because I called her in."


    My breathing hitched in my throat. Maybe I wasn't prepared for this conversation after all. 


    "I bought out her share of the company. I have no reason to see her anymore. And I won't. She wasn't happy about it, she dropped by unexpectedly, I didn't realize when I texted you that she would be there. I'm sorry you saw her." His eyes watched me intently.


    "I guess that was why she wasn't happy when I ran into her," I said aloud. 


    "She wasn’t happy. Angry in fact," he mumbled. "Did she say something to you?"


    "Yes, but it doesn't matter."


    "It matters to me," he prompted. 


    "She said that I’d trapped you by getting pregnant. That I was a gold digger." I cast my eyes down and rubbed my tummy with one hand. His hand that was still holding mine tightened marginally at my words 


    "I’m sorry she said that to you. I didn't mean to tell her, she was angry and ranting about why I was buying her out. She thought it had something to do with you. It just slipped out. I'm sorry, Eva." He tilted my chin up to look at me. 


    "It's okay," I said softly. 


    "It's not okay." He tucked a piece of hair behind my ear with a sad smile. 


    "Did you..." I paused for a moment. "Did you give Madeleine an engagement ring with your birthstone?" I whispered, afraid of the answer. 


  His eyes flashed with sadness before he answered. "No. She picked out her own engagement ring."


  "Oh." I exhaled the breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding. 


  "She's my past, Eva. You're my future—both of you." His hand settled over mine on my tummy. Tears pooled in my eyes. Damn the pregnancy hormones. I was barely a fine line away from breaking down into uncontrollable sobs. 


    "I also need to apologize for how I reacted the night you told me. I was so shocked, but it's not an excuse. I know now how it must have made you feel, and I could tell that you were so happy. I'll regret my reaction and not being there for you for the rest of my life."


    "I was afraid that you wouldn’t want us." A large lump formed in my throat. "I didn't know how much I wanted this baby until I saw that little pink plus sign in the window."


    "I know. We never got a chance to talk about it, but Eva, I never not wanted you or the baby. Never for a minute. I know now that it must have looked that way, but I swear that thought never crossed my mind. I was just so scared. It was never, ever on my radar, and suddenly there it was. And the past few weeks had already been up and down, it just took me by surprise is all. But I promise I always wanted you and our baby. Always. When I heard you that morning in the shower…" his voice filled with emotion and I lifted my head to look into his beautiful blue eyes. "My heart broke that I had given you the idea that I didn't want you. And you were so strong. I could hear it in your voice when you were talking to our baby. It was beautiful. I'll always have that image with me. I knew right then that I could do this, and that we could do it together. I can do anything as long as I've got you." He wrapped his hand around my neck and caressed my jaw with his thumb. Tears streaked down my cheeks at his admission.


    "Are you okay? I’m sorry that I’m upsetting you," he said. 


    "No, they're happy tears. I'm so relieved. I was prepared to do this alone if I had to, but I’m so relieved that I don't. I'm so happy that we're going to do this together."


    "Not for a second were you ever alone." He squeezed my hand reassuringly. "Not for a single second, Eva." He brought me into his lap and hugged me fiercely. 


    "Thank you," I whispered into his neck. 


    "I love you, Evangeline."


    I nodded with another soft sob. "I love you, too. I'm such an emotional wreck now days." I pulled away from him and wiped the tears off my cheeks. "I need to get hold of myself, we have so much to do."


    "Like what?" Carter questioned as he continued to rub my arm. 


    "I need to tell my parents we're married first." 


    Carter's eyes darted up and held mine. "Really? You're ready?" Happiness danced across his blue irises. 


    "I’m ready." I nodded with a smile. "I’m also ready to wear this ring on my left hand." I held my right hand out to him. He took the cue and slipped it off my finger and slid it onto its rightful place on my left hand. 


    "Thank you," he whispered and kissed the gleaming gem. 


    "I also thought since we're going to be a family, maybe we should be the Morgan family."


    Confusion flashed across his face for a moment. 


    "I thought I would change my name, Carter."


    "Really?" Childlike glee spread across his face. "You don't have to Eva, it doesn't matter to me. I mean it does, but not really. I just want you here, every day with me."


    "I want to do it Carter. I want to be the Morgan family. Carter, Evangeline and baby Morgan." A smile spread across my face and I kissed his soft lips. He could hardly keep the grin off his face. 


    "You are the most amazing woman." He placed both hands along either side of my face and kissed me fully on the lips. 


    "Why, thank you. You're pretty amazing yourself." I grinned between kisses. "Can we go to bed now?" I wrapped my arms around him and laid my head on his shoulder. 


    "Definitely, although sleeping is the last thing on my mind." Carter ran his hands up my torso and thumbed the fabric underneath my breast. 


    "I didn't say anything about sleeping, Mr. Morgan." I crawled up into his lap and kissed along his jaw. 


    "Mmm…" he moaned. "Insatiable as ever Mrs. Morgan." He held me tightly as he stood and I wrapped my body around him and held on for the ride. I kissed along his jaw and flicked my tongue on the sensitive skin beneath his ear as he climbed the stairs. I ran my fingers through his hair and tugged softly. 


    "I missed you so much, Mr. Morgan," I whispered into his ear. A ragged groan escaped his throat as he palmed the cheeks of my ass. 


    "Keep that up and we won't make it to the bedroom."


    "I don't mind." I caressed the shell of his ear with my tongue before dragging my teeth down his earlobe. He stopped on the next landing and bent us over a settee in the corner. 


    I moaned and arched into him as his hands slipped under my shirt and made contact with my skin. He lifted my arms and slid the shirt off my body and then leaned back as his eyes took me in reverently. 


    "You are so beautiful, Evangeline. You bring so much light into my life," he said as he slid the straps of my bra down my arms and pulled the cups down to reveal my breasts to him. I groaned and arched my back as he took a nipple in his mouth and sucked softly. I thrust my fingers into his hair and pushed him closer to my chest, needing more friction along every inch of my body. 


    "What do you want, Evangeline?" he whispered as he moved to my other nipple, while his hand pressed against my aching center from the outside of my jeans. 


    "Fuck me, Carter." I pulled his hair to bring his lips up to mine. I pressed a hard kiss against his soft lips and our tongues twisted together passionately. 


    "I'll fuck you senseless later, right now I'm going to make love to you," he whispered as he popped the button on my jeans and slid them down my thighs. He slid to his knees on the floor, removing my jeans and spreading my thighs. My breathing hitched when I realized that he was going to make love to me with his mouth. 


    "Carter," I moaned his name and writhed beneath his firm hands holding my thighs in place. He dipped his head and I felt his soft hair tickle the sensitive flesh between my legs. 


    "Keep still, baby," he said in a throaty whisper before laving his tongue up my center. My body relished the contact as I threaded my fingers through his hair and pressed him closer to me. He thrust two fingers inside as he circled his tongue along my clit. 


    "Carter," I gasped and bucked into him. "God… please."


    "You're so fucking wet, Evangeline. I'm going to make you come so many times tonight you won't be able to walk when I'm done," he said before sucking my clit between his lips and pulling. Amidst a haze of swirling and massaging and thrusting I fell apart panting his name. 


    "Not even close to being done, love." I heard his zipper come down and he aligned his arousal with my center and entered me slowly. He rocked in and out, never fully entering all the way, caressing the sensitive nerves at my entrance. I groaned and threw my head back in pleasure. 


    "Look at me. I want to see your beautiful eyes when we make love." He continued to rock gently as my eyes fluttered open to meet his. Bright blue irises shone back at me with love and emotion. He rewarded me by thrusting deeper into me, hitting me to the hilt quickly and then dragging his length back out slowly, caressing every nerve on the way. I gasped when he thrust and shuddered each time he pulled back. My teeth locked down on my lip as I held eye contact with him. A lopsided grin crossed his face. 


    "Let it go, baby. Let me see the pleasure I give you." He gripped my ass in both his hands and began to pound relentlessly, lifting my hips to meet him and hitting a sinful spot deep inside that had me screaming and writhing with pleasure. My body clenched around him and I heard his own erotic groan as he hit his release. My nerve endings tingled and stars flitted in my vision as I squeezed my eyes tightly while deep breaths wracked my body. 


    Carter collapsed onto me and I held his body tightly to my own, caressing the firmness of his back with my fingertips. Carter carried me the rest of the way to our bedroom moments later and proceeded to fuck me senseless and make love to me the rest of the night. 


  Eleven


  



    The next few weeks went by in a blissful blur. I stayed with Carter at his house; it was now our house as he reminded me at every moment. I happily signed the paperwork to make my name officially Mrs. Evangeline Morgan. My heart swelled with love that the three of us would be a united family. 


    I wasn't naive enough to think that all of our problems were behind us, and I would be lying if I said that once and a while I didn't fear that Carter would throw his walls up and lock me out, but he hadn't and I wanted to believe deep down in my heart that those days were behind us. 


    I’d also bit the bullet and called my parents and broke the news that Carter and I had gotten married. My mom was understandably devastated. I was her only child; she'd always dreamed of being at my wedding some day. She cried, I cried, but I explained that Carter and I were happy and working on our future together. Dad on the other hand wasn't so receptive, but I knew Mom would bring him around. 


    Carter and I had decided to wait to share the news with our families about the baby; I was so nervous that something bad could happen at any moment, I was still holding my breath every passing day until our next appointment. Carter also broke the news to his parents that we'd gotten married and they were beyond excited. Emma had in fact known that day at the barbecue and gushed on the phone that she was so excited to finally have a sister and that she'd nearly burst with wanting to spill the beans.  


  



    "Are you nervous?" Carter had taken the day off to take me to my six-week appointment. This was the big one, the one where we would hopefully hear the heartbeat. 


    "Always," I frowned. The nurse called me in and took my vitals. Everything was as expected. The nurse guided us into a room and I sat on the table while Carter held my hand and caressed my wrist softly with the pad of his thumb. 


    "Maybe we could get lunch after this? Or make a stop at La Perla?" he breathed in my ear seductively. His warm breath tickled my neck and sent shivers down my body. When I wasn't sleeping or peeing my desire for him was through the roof, apparently a side effect of all of the hormones in my system. Carter wasn't complaining in the slightest. 


    "Carter, you're making me nervous." I tilted my head to block his access to my neck. 


    "I’m trying to distract you." He pulled the hair off my neck. The cool air caused another wave of shivers to race through my body. 


    "You're making it worse," I whispered. 


    "It doesn’t sound like it." He trailed his lips along my sensitive flesh. 


    "Good morning, Evangeline." Dr. Burke breezed into the room with a nurse following behind her. Carter pulled away from me in a flash.


    "Good morning." I smiled. 


    She shuffled through her paperwork and then turned to me. "Six weeks today, huh?" She stood and placed a hand on my shoulder. 


    "Yep," I sighed nervously. 


    "So we're going to listen for the heartbeat today. We should be able to hear it, but if not it's still early on and not abnormal. Lean back on the table and lift your shirt." 


    Carter laid me back slowly and waggled his eyebrows with a mischievous smirk. I rolled my eyes at him. 


    Dr. Burke turned around and placed a probe against my belly and turned up the volume on the box in her hands. I held my breath as she moved around my belly searching for the little heartbeat I was desperate to hear. Carter held my hand tightly and continued to caress the skin with his thumb. It was taking what felt like forever. I kept reminding myself that if we didn't hear it to today it didn't mean anything was wrong. 


    She moved the probe to just above my pelvis and then a small whoosh-whoosh echoed through the room. 


    "Is that it?" My eyes darted to hers.


    "That's the baby." She smiled brightly. The whooshing sound filled my ears and a smile spread across my face so wide it hurt. Water pooled behind my eyelids and I heaved an immense sigh of relief. I looked at Carter and his own wide smile matched mine. 


    "I can't believe it."


    "Me either," he whispered. 


    "That’s interesting." The doctor shook us out of our blissful baby bubble. 


    "What?"


    "I think I’d like to get a closer look." The doctor turned to the nurse and whispered a few indecipherable syllables before the nurse stepped out of the room. My heart clenched in my chest. 


    "We're going to do an ultrasound, Evangeline." Dr. Burke pulled away the probe and the whooshing that had filled the room with so much love moments ago was now absent. 


    "Is everything okay?" I choked out through a lump of fear in my throat. 


    "I just want a closer look." She patted my leg. She meant it as a reassuring gesture but it only served to ratchet up the fear that had settled in the pit of my stomach. The nurse came back in wheeling a cart with a monitor perched on top. 


    This was terrifying and wrong. Something must be off. What could she have determined through that sweet whoosh whooshing of the heartbeat we'd heard just a few moments ago? Could she tell if there was a defect? 


    Oh God, please just let our baby be healthy. The fear choked my throat and a few stray tears traveled down my cheeks. Carter took notice and wiped them away with the pad of his thumb. 


    "Everything is going to be okay, baby," he whispered and kissed me on the forehead. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. 


    "This is going to be cold." The doctor squirted gel on my stomach. Carter continued to rub my forehead and stroke his large palm down my hair. It calmed me to have his soothing hands reassuring me. 


    Dr. Burke swirled another probe around my belly and then pushed hard above my pelvis where she'd found the heartbeat.


    "There's the baby." She turned the monitor to us and pointed at the screen. "That little flickering there is the heart." We watched as a little black dot on the screen flickered inside a tiny white blurb. The doctor shifted the probe around more and the baby moved off the screen. She pushed and prodded and then the baby came back into view from a different angle. 


    "And there's baby number two." She smiled brightly. My world froze in time as I stared at the second flickering heartbeat on the screen, now obvious next to the first one.


    "Oh my God. Twins?" My eyes widened.


    "Yes, congratulations. You'll be welcoming two babies next July."


    Carter's hand stilled on my forehead and the hand holding mine tightened to almost the point of pain. I realized that he hadn't said anything and I turned to him. 


    "Carter…" I whispered as I watched his intense gaze staring at the screen. He didn’t respond to me, just stared straight ahead, holding my hand tightly. 


    "Carter?" No response. Oh God this wasn't good at all. Please don't let him have a meltdown right here in front of the doctor. He'd just wrapped his brain around one baby. My stomach flip-flopped at the idea that we would now be bringing two babies into our home. 


    "Carter?" I squeezed his hand to shake him out of his shock. 


    "Twins?" he whispered. 


    "Twins, Mr. Morgan," the doctor replied with a gleam in her eye. 


    "Fucking hell," he whispered and collapsed on a chair next to the table. My mouth dropped open in shock. That certainly wasn't the reaction I was expecting. 


  Twelve


  



    "Are you okay?" I held his hand as we stepped out into the chilly December air. I directed us both toward the car. Carter still had a dazed look on his face. 


    "Yeah," he grumbled. We reached the car and I stopped. 


    "Are you okay to drive?" 


    "Of course." He helped me into the passenger seat and then strode around to the driver side. I twisted the strap of my bag in my hands. He was so clearly not fine. Not fine at all. I had just gotten the news that we were expecting twins too; it was a shock, but I certainly wasn’t going into shock. I wanted to haul off and deck him at the moment. 


    "Where are you going?" I looked out the window and took notice of our surroundings. 


    "Home," he replied. 


    "I thought we were going to lunch." My stomach was empty and not happy about it. 


    "Oh, right." He moved into another lane of traffic. "Anywhere in particular?"


    "You're asking me?" I arched an eyebrow in surprise. 


    "Of course."


    I rolled my eyes. Of course my ass. Carter never asked my opinion on where we were eating. Ever. 


    "Wherever. Somewhere close, and fast. I'm starving." I rubbed my tummy. 


    Carter slid into a parking spot in front of a deli. I jumped out of the car and bee-lined for the door with Carter a step behind me. We ordered sandwiches and then sat at the only available table in the crowded room. 


    I took the pickles off my sandwich and ate them separately. Carter huffed from across the table and then picked them off his sandwich and set them on my plate. I smiled up at him. It felt like he was coming back to normal, at least marginally. I ate his pickles and then took a bite of my sandwich. I chewed and watched him. 


    He inspected his sandwich before taking each bite, but I knew he wasn't really seeing it. His mind was racing with the information we'd just been given. I took another bite and chewed and then set my sandwich down. I took a drink of my lemonade, my eyes on him the whole time. I could see that his beautiful steely blue irises were a million miles away. 


    "I know it's a shock," I offered. 


    "Yeah," he breathed a sigh. 


    "Are you okay?"


    "Yeah," he answered again without looking at me. 


    "Carter, seriously. You're worrying me. Or killing me. Or I’m going to kill you. I haven't decided yet."


    He finally looked up and his eyes met mine. They melted before my eyes and came back to normal. I reached for his hand across the table. 


    "We're going to be okay. It's a lot, but we can do it." It was my turn to reassure him. He'd been telling me throughout our entire relationship that I was it for him; that we were meant to be together. Now it was my turn to tell him that this was exactly how it was supposed to be and somehow we would manage. I had complete faith that not only would we survive two screaming toddlers ransacking our house, but we would also thrive together. I smoothed my thumb over the knuckles of his hand. "I promise."


    A half-hearted attempt at a smile lifted the corners of his mouth. 


    "I love you more than my own life." He lifted my hand to his lips and pressed a soft kiss there. 


    "I know." A happy smile lifted my cheeks. He rolled his eyes at me with a grin. "I love you, too." I beamed back at him.


    "I’m sorry I was a basket case back there." He dusted his lips along the knuckles of my left hand. 


    "And that you swore in front of the doctor?" I arched an eyebrow. 


    "I did?"


    "I believe the exact words were 'fucking hell'." 


    "Oh, right. I'm sorry for that too." His eyes danced with amusement. 


    "Are you okay now?"


    "Yes. I just needed a minute to process." He set my hand back on the table and sipped through his straw. 


    "I know. Me too." I plucked a pickle off my plate and popped it in my mouth. "So no more breakdowns?" I watched him cautiously. 


    "Nope." He grinned at me. 


    "Good, because I thought we could shop for baby clothes. Maybe furniture, too."


  Carter coughed on his drink. I laughed at him and took another bite of my sandwich.   


  Thirteen


  



    My parents had driven down for Christmas and stayed with us for the long weekend on Beacon Street. We spent Christmas day at Carter's parent's house in Belmont where Carter's mom had pulled out all of the stops for dinner. I was thankful for many things in my life—one, I’d been blessed with a mother-in-law that had amazing skills in the kitchen. I let Carter spill the news around the table of our impending surprise. 


    Carter said he was thankful that we could all be together. He said family was a wonderful thing to be blessed with and I'd made him the happiest man alive when I'd agreed to marry him. He then proceeded to say the second happiest day of his life was the day he saw two tiny heartbeats on the ultrasound screen.


    Everyone's eyes whipped to me, and my mother's green gaze looked terrified. She probably thought there'd been a mistake. 


    "Evangeline?" she whispered. 


    "Twins mom." A sob escaped my throat as she came around the table and held me in her arms. Congratulations spread around the table and we left that evening happy and exhausted. 


   


    It was now New Year's Eve and I was feeling better than ever. The morning sickness had passed, the constant peeing had subsided—at least for now, and I had more energy now than before I found out I was pregnant. 


    "Why are you all dressed up and looking delicious? I thought we were staying in tonight? I believe you said you required sweatpants and ice cream only?" Carter walked in the bathroom off our master suite. 


    "I have a surprise for you—reservations at Anthony's on the Pier. Jump in the shower. We leave in twenty." 


    His eyebrows arched in surprise. "I quite like this new controlling you." He wrapped his arms around my waistline and nibbled on my earlobe. I giggled and leaned back into him. His warm palms caressed my expanding belly and then one hand trailed up to the V-neck of my wrap dress. "I also quite like this dress on you. Are you sure you don't want to stay in tonight, Mrs. Morgan?" He fingered the edge of the fabric that revealed my ever-increasing cleavage. 


    "Later you sex fiend," I giggled. 


    "Or maybe round two at the restaurant?" He swayed me back and forth and I felt his growing erection against my bottom. I sighed as my body began to hum and my nerves tingled with desire. 


    "Can I persuade you to join me in the shower?" he whispered in my ear. 


    "No, now go." I turned and pushed him away from me, smacking his bottom as he turned toward the shower. I turned back to the mirror and ran a brush through my hair. 


    My eyes darted to Carter shrugging off his dress shirt in the reflection in the mirror. It dropped to the floor and he popped the button of his trousers and slid them down his hips. I moaned as his lean naked form bent over and twisted the knob in the shower.


    "See something you like, Mrs. Morgan?" He'd turned and quirked an eyebrow at me in the mirror. My cheeks reddened in embarrassment. 


    "Always," I grinned. He shook his head with a laugh and stepped behind the glass door.  


  



  ***


  



    "Dinner was perfect, baby." He wrapped me in his arms as we stood on the chilly boardwalk overlooking Boston Harbor. We'd just stepped out of the bustling restaurant. Carter looked delicious in Oxfords, wool pants and a double-breasted coat, completed with a scarf around his neck. I stretched on my tiptoes and brushed his soft lips. The cold wind whipped around us as I tucked tighter into his form. Damn myself for wearing a dress in winter. I was wearing a wool knee-length white coat that blocked the majority of my body from the chill. Thankfully the winters in Boston weren’t as freezing as they were in Upstate New York. 


    We walked a few steps away from the restaurant and found ourselves alone overlooking the water. 


    "I have something for you." I stopped and looked up at him. 


    "Oh, yeah?" His eyes gleamed with love. 


    "Yeah." I reached into my pocket and pulled out a black box. His eyebrows rose in surprise. He took the box from my hand and opened it; I saw emotion pool in his steel blue depths. I took the box back from him and held the wedding band up in the light. The beveled platinum band shined in the light of the streetlamps.


    "I love it," he grinned. 


    "It's engraved." I tilted the band. "It says, ‘You and Me. Always.’" I smiled up at him. 


    His eyes held mine and I saw love and passion reflected back at me. He held his left hand up and I slipped the ring on his finger, twisting it lovingly. 


    "It's perfect," he whispered. 


    "It's true." I wrapped my arms around him and snuggled into his warm embrace.


  Epilogue


  



  I stood looking out over the landscape laid out before me like a postcard. The summer waves crashed on the shore, meeting the blond sand and leaving ripples in their wake. Sea grass blew in the wind; the smell of sweet summer on Cape Cod filled my nostrils. Voices and soft music hummed from down the beach and I inhaled a breath of fresh sea breeze, thankful for the small moment of peace. 


    "There you are, beautiful." Carter came up and slipped his hands around my waist. I laid my head back on his shoulder and closed my eyes, reveling in the moment. "I’m thankful for so many things today, but seeing you in this dress again is the one I am most thankful for." He smiled and turned me in his arms, placing soft kisses up the line of my neck and running his fingers into the hair pulled softly off my shoulders. The wind grabbed fallen tendrils and swirled them around my face. 


    "I’m so glad we could do this—have everyone here when we renewed our vows. My mom has guilt-tripped me since I told her we married without her." I shook my head with a smile. 


    "It meant the world to my mom that you let her plan it, and have it here." We had just completed a small vow renewal at Carter's parents summer home on the Cape with family and close friends.


    "It meant the world to me that she did it. Everything was beautiful."


    "Most of all my girls," Carter whispered in my ear. I grinned remembering their sweet little toddling steps walking down the aisle to meet Carter and me. They were meant to be flower girls, but they'd dumped the petals in a pile at the end of the aisle and giggled and jostled into each other the remainder of the way. 


    "They were precious." 


    "Completely." Carter continued to nuzzle into my neck. "Caroline has your beautiful green eyes." His fingertips played with the edge of the lace fabric of the wedding dress I’d worn more than two years ago in Aspen. 


    "I think Kaitlyn got her chocolate brown eyes from my dad. And they both have your toffee-colored hair." I wrapped a hand behind his neck and tugged on his locks for emphasis. 


    "Toffee-colored, huh?" 


    "Didn't I ever tell you that you have toffee-colored hair?"


    "I don't think you mentioned it." He captured my lips with his own and ran his tongue along my bottom lip. I parted my lips and our tongues tangled together in a slow dance. I inhaled his sweet scent and the ocean breeze that swirled around us.


    "I’m hoping this one has your gorgeous brown hair." He ran his fingers through it and rested his palms on my cheeks, nipping at my lips. 


    "When are we going to tell them?" I asked in between light caresses. My hand instinctively trailed down to hold the very small bump of my belly. 


    "I vote for when we get back. I'll do it during the toast?" He placed a warm hand over my own on my belly. 


    "Sounds perfect."


    "Just like you." He ran his thumb along the curve of my mouth. 


    "Just like us," I corrected him. 


    "You and me always?" He lifted his left hand and spun the platinum ring on his finger with his thumb. 


    "You and me always." I smiled and leaned in for another kiss. 


  



  The End


  A Note from the Author
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