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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. 
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  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. 


  



  A Note from the Author


  



  Thanks to my quick, thorough, and brutally honest beta readers: Terri Thomas, Julie Sumner, and Karen Lawson. Whiskey and Lace is a much better book thanks to your input. 



  



  Like facebook.com/LaceSeries  


  or  


  Follow @AdrianeLeigh on Twitter for regular updates on life, love, and writing. 

  



  Check out Goodreads to see what I'm reading. 



  



  Look for the third and final installment of the Lace Series in February 2013. 
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