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      Scarlett

      “This year I am going to have a baby.”

      I re-read the group chat on my phone, the message from my Oak Ridge University alumnus and Mi Alpha Alpha sorority sister adding to my resolve.

      Stacy:

      Remember, ladies. Do it. Whatever it is you want to do. Wherever you have wanted to go. Whatever you want to try, to taste, to feel, to live....do it. This is our year.

      I take a deep breath and focus on my reflection. “I am going to have a baby.”

      The words don’t sound real even as I say them. I stare down at my ringless left hand and the wedding dress hanging in my open closet, and I wonder if this is a terrible decision. When Bryce left me last year, a day before our wedding, I’d thought I’d never recover. I’d just lost everything I’d planned for. My entire future, gone with one short sentence. “I don’t want you.” But now, it’s New Year’s Eve and I’m ready to take the steps I need to get the life I deserve. Part of that is my family. I don’t need a husband to have a baby. I just need a willing guy to provide his half of the DNA.

      My hands shake as I grip my phone and stare at Max’s number. He’s my brother’s best friend, the guy I grew up with, and the perfect choice for my proposal. Never mind that he has gorgeous brown eyes and a perfect swimmer’s build. He’s also completely unattached, successful, driven, and smart. All qualities I want passed down to my child.

      I type a quick text and hit Send before I can chicken out.

      Hey, is the invitation to your NYE party still open?

      He responds within a few seconds, bringing a smile to my lips.

      Always for my favorite girl. What time will I see you?

      I bite my lower lip, a thrill of excited energy running through me. I can see him now, standing at the balcony of his rooftop bar, looking over the chilly streets of New York.

      I’ll be there by 11.

      I’ll be waiting.

      Rushing to my closet, I rifle through the few sparkly cocktail dresses I’ve designed over the years. My fingers slide over the fabrics, sequins, beads, shimmery metallics. All of them would work, but for this I need to break out the big guns. I pull out the dress I wore to my engagement party. It’s silver with a back low enough I can’t wear underwear. I’ll have to be careful tonight. Something tells me Max won’t want me flashing any of the bar patrons.

      A text comes through and I grin, hoping it’s Max. Instead I see it’s from my brother Logan, and I frown.

      Max says you’re going out tonight.

      My frown deepens. I don’t want my big brother interrupting me tonight.

      It’s NYE. I’m single. Of course I’m going out.

      Last I heard, you said you’d be a hermit forever.

      I changed my mind.

      He doesn’t know about the pact I made with my girlfriends. We all resolved to do something we’ve never done before, take a step we wanted to take, or make a change. My resolution is all of those things, but I can’t share that with my brother. He won’t understand.

      Want me to come out too?

      My reply is lightning fast. No.

      Hot date?

      No way. But you never know where the night will lead.

      Just be safe.

      I smile. He’s always been protective, but after our parents died when he was eighteen and I was fourteen, he took on a fatherly role. I promise.

      Slipping the dress over my head, I wiggle and watch the hem swish and sway, the glitter in the fabric catching the light. I look a little like a disco ball, and that makes me grin. Even if this doesn’t work, I’m sure I’ll have fun. Max always makes things fun.

      Fifteen minutes later, I’m in a cab heading to SoHo, nerves fluttering in my belly, heart racing. Max could say no. He could laugh at me. Or…he could say yes and change my life.
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      The club is filled with New Year’s Eve revelers. They’re all laughing and drinking, dancing closely as their inhibitions slowly vanish. My eyes scan the crowd, searching for Scarlett. It’s a big step for her to come out since that asshole fiance of hers left her high and dry. But I can’t say I’m upset she didn’t end up married last year. It had felt like a gift from God when she announced the wedding wasn’t happening. And now that it’s been a while and she’s had a chance to heal, I’m ready to make my move. I’m going to make her mine tonight.

      I see her the moment she enters, her silver dress hugging her curves and making her look like a fairy in the lights. White blonde curls tumble down her back and I want to wrap my hands in the strands and tug until she moans my name. Shit, I need to pull myself together. I can’t walk around my club with a fucking hard-on.

      She smiles at someone. Someone decidedly not me, and a wave of jealousy rushes over me. But then I watch her wrap another woman in a hug and the two of them start up a conversation. They wander to the balcony, and I just…watch. I don’t want to break through her peaceful moment with a friend. God knows she needs some happy in her life.

      The two of them finally sit on one of the couches and I can sense a lull in their conversation by Scarlett’s expression. Her friend pulls out her cell phone and I know this is the time to make my move. When the ball drops, I’m going to give her the kiss that starts our forever.

      I cross the floor, shoving through the dancers, not caring about the yelps of annoyance. I’m focused on one thing. Her.

      “Hi,” I say when I get to where she sits.

      She looks up my considerable height and offers me a beaming smile. “Hi.”

      “You look…” I can’t finish my sentence. I have no words to truly describe her.

      “You too.” Her cheeks turn red and I take a step closer.

      “Drink?”

      She nods then gestures to the crowded bar. “It’s busy.”

      I can’t stop my laugh. “It’s New Year’s Eve. Everyone’s out tonight.”

      My chest tightens at the flash of sadness in her eyes. “I’m glad you’re here. It’s been too long since we saw each other.”

      “Not for my lack of trying.” I’d called and texted, stopped by her apartment, even gone to her office to see her after everything went down with Bryce. She wouldn’t see me. She wouldn’t see anyone but her brother.

      “I’m sorry. I was embarrassed.”

      “What? You have nothing to be embarrassed about.” I take her hand and pull her to stand, the electricity between us sizzling. “You dodged a bullet.”

      A soft smile turns up her lips. “I realized that a little while ago. Especially since I hear Bryce is already divorced from the woman he left me for.”

      A slow song starts on the sound system and the lights go down to a dim pulse with the beat. I pull her onto the dance floor and wrap my arms around her waist. “You never should have been with him in the first place.”

      Her eyes are shining with something I can’t name. “Who should I have been with, Max?”

      I dip my head, closing the distance between our lips, ready to finally kiss her for the first time. But someone crashes into my shoulder and I have to release my hold on her so I don’t fall to the ground and take her with me. The air is filled with shouts and gasps as two guys attack each other on the dance floor. Fists flying, they pound each other’s faces in while one of my bouncers and I work to tear them away from each other. Sharp pain blossoms in my cheek as an elbow connects with my cheek and my vision goes white at the impact. Finally we cart the two of them to the door, a girl following behind us, her softly muffled sobs making me wonder what happened between the three of them. I can guess, but all I can think of is that these people interrupted the most important moment of my life with their drama.

      “Get them out of here,” I tell Vince, as he takes up my place at the taller guy’s back.

      “You’d better get the first aid kit, boss,” Vince says, gesturing to my face. I reach up and touch my cheek, my fingers coming away wet with blood. Damn.

      Scarlett is there, her small palm resting on my forearm. “Come on. Show me where you keep the first aid. I’ll get you patched up.” Her eyes are wide with worry.

      “I’m fine.”

      “No, you’re bleeding. Come on.”

      “You didn’t come here to play nurse. You’re here to have a good time.”

      Honestly, the thought of leaving her alone out here makes my skin itch with unease, but I don’t want to be the reason she misses out on her first night out in months.

      “Max, I came here to be with you. I don’t care about dancing or drinking. I just wanted…you.”

      A rush of need hits me square in the chest, its warmth spreading through my body. She wants me. Nodding, I take her hand and lead her up the stairs and to my office. In my small bathroom I grab the first aid kit from under the sink. She’s sitting on my desk when I return and her skirt has ridden up high enough that most of her thighs are exposed. Soft and creamy, she looks like a decadent dessert I want to eat.

      “Give it to me,” she orders, holding out her hands and grinning.

      I place the kit in her palms and take a seat in the plush leather chair behind my desk, desperate to hide my growing erection. She hops down, her tits bouncing under the thin fabric of the dress and I bite back a groan at the thought of what those breasts will look like when I have her naked and under me. Shit. I need to get ahold of myself.

      “Now, this is what you get for playing hero.” She opens the box and pulls out an alcohol wipe. “This is going to sting.”

      She’s fucking right. Fire races through my cheek as the alcohol hits my cut. But in a few minutes she’s applied a butterfly bandage and the bleeding has stopped. My pain is just a dull ache. Scarlett is standing between my knees, her fingers running over my cheek and a frown pulling her brows together.

      “What?” I ask.

      “I’m just…thinking.”

      I slide my hands over her hips and she stiffens. At first I think I should release her, that maybe she doesn’t want me in the way I’ve wanted her for years. “About?”

      She lets out a shaky laugh. “I wish I had a drink.”

      I laugh. “I was supposed to get you one.”

      “Instead you broke up a fight and got hurt.”

      Tense silence falls between us. I want to tell her how I feel. I need to know that I’m not alone in this.

      The clock on my wall chimes. “It’s midnight,” she whispers.

      “Happy new year.”

      “I don’t have anyone to kiss.”

      The fuck she doesn’t. Pulling her close, I shove her skirt higher up her thighs so she can straddle me. With every fiber in my being, I pray she’ll move closer. “You have me. You can kiss me forever if you want.” She settles over my lap and wraps her arms around me.

      “Happy new year, Max,” she murmurs.

      Her lips find mine and I nearly explode from the feeling. She’s sweet like strawberries and as my hands run up her legs and to her hips, I find nothing but smooth skin. Fuck, she’s not wearing panties. She came to my club, came here for me, and she’s not wearing a scrap to cover her tempting pussy.

      I break our kiss and murmur, “I need you, Scarlett.”

      She backs away and blinks at me. “What?”

      “I’ve been waiting until the time was right, but I can’t wait any more.”

      “I…I…” she stammers.

      “I know this is unexpected.” She grinds her bare pussy against my length and I wish I’d already freed myself from the confines of my slacks. I want to sink inside her, make her mine. I groan and thrust up against her. “I’ve wanted you to be mine for so long.”

      “Max, I came here because I need to ask you something,” she says on a moan.

      “Anything.”

      “I want to have a baby.” Her words make my heart stutter as she stares into my eyes. Completely serious. Determined. “And I want you to give it to me.”
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      Max looks at me like I’ve just pulled the rug out from under him. I guess in a way, I have.

      “What did you just say?” he asks.

      “I said I want to have a baby, and I want you to be the sperm donor.”

      He frowns. “Wait. Donor?”

      I nod, getting off his lap. “I realized that the whole reason I wanted to marry Bryce was to start my family. But I don’t need a husband to have a child.”

      “Don’t you want one? A husband, I mean. I’ve heard the whole raising a kid thing is hard even with two people.”

      I shrug. “People do it alone all the time. I want a baby. I’m ready. I don’t want Bryce to be the reason I wait. He’s already taken enough from me.”

      He drags a hand through his dark hair and stands, the obvious erection in his pants drawing my gaze down his body. God, his lips felt so good on mine. I got caught up in it all, in the intense connection between us, the feel of his hands on my body, the smell of his cologne—rich leather and some dark spice. “So you thought you’d just come out tonight and seduce me to achieve your goal?”

      Unease curls in my belly at the hurt in his tone. “That’s not exactly what I’d planned.”

      “But you did plan it. You came here in that fucking dress, looking like my dream come true. Christ, Scarlett, you’re not even wearing panties.”

      “I can’t in this dress,” I say, and he lets out a groan.

      “Why now? Why me?”

      I bite my lower lip and avert my gaze. “I could go to a sperm bank.”

      He growls low in his throat. It’s a sound of pure male jealousy and it sends a thrill through me.

      “I wanted it to be with someone I care about and who I admire. You’re handsome, smart, caring, kind, and I know you’d never hurt me. Who would be better than someone like you?”

      “And you expected me to just agree and let you raise my kid alone?”

      There’s fierce possessiveness in his eyes and words. Oh, I hadn’t planned on this kind of reaction. “I didn’t want you to feel obligated to anything.”

      “Obligated?” The exasperation in his voice has a glimmer of hope burning in my chest. “It’s my fucking child. Obligated isn’t the right word. Devoted. That’s the word I’d choose. If I were to give you a baby, I’d be devoted to them—to you.”

      “So, you won’t?” I hold my head up high, but the disappointment is a crushing weight. I have to get out of here.

      “No, I won’t give you my sperm so you can take my child and live your lives without me.” I nod and fight to hold back the sudden wave of tears. His phone rings and he answers with a harsh bark of, “What?”

      He turns away from me, something on the other end of the line upsetting him. I use that as my excuse to leave. I was stupid to come here like I did, to get carried away in the fantasy of him. I should have just asked for him to go donate at the clinic, not let myself be swept up in everything I love about him.

      I make my way out of the club, down the stairs and out to the bitter cold of a New York City winter. Using my phone, I order a car to come get me and pray it takes less than the ten minutes the app suggests. Despite my coat, I’m freezing—shivering so hard my teeth hurt.

      “I’m sorry.” Max’s voice catches me off guard. Turning on my heels, I find him directly behind me, his expression pained. “I was harsh with you and I shouldn’t have been.”

      “I was presumptuous. I really didn’t come here to seduce you, but the way you were looking at me when we were dancing, and the way you ran your hands over me—you’ve never touched me like that. I let the fantasy take over.”

      He smirks. “What fantasy?”

      “The one I’ve had since I was sixteen. You holding me down, kissing me, taking me and making me yours.” My nipples tighten at the memories of the nights I spent dreaming of him.

      “You really wanted me back then?”

      I nod. I need to be honest about the crush I’ve always had on him. “You’ve always been the unattainable. I hated that you saw me as the annoying kid sister.”

      He shakes his head and steps close, pulling me into his arms. “You’ve never been that to me. It nearly killed me when you announced your engagement. I wanted it to be me so fucking badly. I’ve been in love with you for years, Scarlett.”

      Shock rolls through me. “You’re in love with me?”

      “Madly.” He presses our foreheads together. “I never knew how to tell you, and I couldn’t explain it to Logan. He’d kill me for wanting his baby sister the way I do.”

      “I’ve been in love with you all this time too,” I admit. “I never said anything because you always seemed so uninterested in me.”

      “I was interested. I was so interested it hurt. I forced myself to stay distant. You mean everything to Logan and I couldn’t risk damaging your relationship with him.”

      My heart lifts. “And now?”

      “Well, you’re talking about letting some random guy knock you up. The stakes have gotten significantly higher. No one is filling you with a baby but me.”

      I grin. “So you’ll do it?”

      “No.”

      I frown. “But you just sa—”

      “I’m not donating my DNA to you only for you to keep me out of your lives. I’m going to love you and knock you up, but only when you’re my wife. We’ll be a family and I’ll fill you with as many babies as you want.”

      My heart lurches. “Are you…proposing?”

      “Fuck yes, I am. Marry me, Scarlett. Start this year off the way it should have been a long time ago. Be mine.”

      I close my eyes and let the picture of my future come to me. I see him. I see us. And I say, “Yes.”
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      I didn’t know one word could cause so much happiness. Scarlett’s whisper of, “yes,” has me pulling her into my arms and crushing my lips to hers right there on the sidewalk. Right now there’s nothing but the two of us.

      The car she called pulls up in front of the club entrance and she breaks away from me. “Can you leave work and come with me?”

      I don’t take my gaze off her. “I’m the boss, I can leave my club whenever I want.”

      Her grin is filled with elation, the sight making pride swell in my chest. I am making her happy. It’s me and no one else. I hold open her car door and watch her slide inside the sedan, then as though her heart is tugging mine along with it, I follow.

      She links her fingers with mine and nestles her body against my side, but neither of us want to share our intimate needs with the driver in the front seat. What I have with Scarlett, what I’m about to do to her, is for our eyes only.

      As soon as the car stops in front of her building, I’m out of the car and holding the door for her. She slides to the edge of the seat and I get a quick flash of perfect inner thigh from the hem of her short as fuck dress. I bite back a groan and hope I convey my desire for her in my heated gaze. I’m going to burst into flames if I have to wait much longer.

      We don’t speak as I pull her toward the lobby of her building and into the elevator, but as soon as that damn door slides shut, I close the distance between our bodies.

      “It’s not a long ride,” she pants.

      “I don’t fucking care.” I claim her mouth, sliding my tongue past her lips to dance with hers. Her moan vibrates through my entire body and it’s all I can do not to slip my fingers under her dress to test how wet she is right now.

      There’s a ding as the elevator stops and the two of us part, both breathing heavily, her lips swollen from my kiss. The walk to her door is eighteen steps from the moment we hit the hallway. Eighteen steps of pure torture. But her key is in the lock and the door is open, and heaven is in my grasp. I scoop her into my arms before she steps into the apartment and she lets out a giggle.

      “Max! What are you doing?”

      “I’m carrying my bride over the threshold.”

      “But we’re not even married yet.”

      I shake my head. “Doesn’t matter. You said yes. Tomorrow we’re getting our marriage license and I’m taking you to the courthouse to make you mine.”

      “And tonight?”

      “I’m taking you to bed.” My voice is heavy with need and she’s perfection in my arms.

      Her room is small, the double bed taking up most of the space, but that’s fine. That’s all I need. I place her gently on her feet and stand in front of her. “This dress needs to come off,” I growl.

      She nods and slips first one strap, then the other over her shoulders. “And so do your clothes.”

      Her lips tempt me with their softness. I want to be kissing her again, but kissing her while we’re both naked sounds like a much better plan. Her dress pools to the floor and my mouth runs dry at the sight of her. Perfect full breasts, tipped with tight, rosy nipples are on display, just ready for my attention. “My God, Scarlett.”

      “What?”

      “You are my fantasy come to life.”

      She grins. “And you’re still dressed.”

      I tear at the buttons of my shirt, shuck my jacket, rip open my belt, and before long, I’m just as nude as she is, but where she’s soft and full, I’m hard as stone. My cock juts out and I’m unashamed of my need for her. This is what she does to me, what she’s always done to me. Her eyes widen as she takes a step forward. “Touch me,” I say, desperate to hold on to the control in my voice when my body is about to explode.

      She wraps her warm palm around my aching length and gives me a cursory stroke, the sensation enough to have me throwing my head back and groaning. I can’t take it. The feel of her hand on my sensitive dick is too much to bear. I need to be inside her when I climax. I need to fill her.

      “Lie back,” I say, grabbing her hand and removing her palm from my erection. “I can’t…fuck, I need to taste you, then I need to make love to you.”

      My Scarlett bites her full bottom lip and settles on the bed, she spreads her legs wide as she lays flat on the mattress. Her pussy is plump and pink, glistening with her desire, and I can’t wait to make her scream. My fingers toy with her, running over the tender flesh before dipping inside her heat. She moans and squirms, but when my tongue finds her swollen little clit, she screams. I bring her to orgasm in record time, the telltale clench of her walls around my fingers making my cock jerk.

      “Please, please, please,” she whimpers, clutching my head and tugging hard on my hair.

      I move then, positioning myself at her entrance. “Condom?” I ask.

      She shakes her head. “I want all of you. If we get pregnant, we’ll start our family, if not, we keep trying.”

      Fuck. The thought of the two of us making a baby tonight makes me ache. I sink inside her slowly, watching her expression change from shock to utter pleasure. The sounds of her soft little cries fill the room with every inch I press forward, and then the two of us let out a collective groan when I’m seated fully inside her. I roll my hips, grunting and shaking with the effort not to orgasm, but she’s already clamping down on me, her tits bouncing every time I bottom out inside her heat.

      “I’m going to come,” she says, her nipples hard little points as the climax hits her.

      “Fuck, me too.” I let go and flood her with my seed while she cries my name and claws at the sheets.

      I’m still shaking as I come down from my high, but her eyes are on me, open and trusting. “I love you, Max,” she murmurs.

      I press our foreheads together and say, “I love you, Scarlett. Always.”

      “What the fuck?” a booming voice calls out from behind me.

      Scarlett’s eyes go wide and her face pales. “Logan!”

      “Whoever the fuck you are, you’d better get your dick out of my sister so I can kill you,” Logan says.

      I turn my head to face my best friend and all I see in his eyes is betrayal.
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      “Get the hell out of my room, Logan,” I screech as Max pulls a blanket over us and rolls off me.

      “Are you fucking kidding me? Max? How long have you been fucking my baby sister?” Logan is shaking with rage, his face red, eyes wild.

      “Listen, man, you don’t under—” Max starts, but Logan interrupts him.

      “Don’t tell me I don’t understand. You’ve been sticking your dick in my little sister. I understand exactly what this is. She’s fucking vulnerable. You saw your opportunity and you swooped in to get what you’ve always wanted.”

      The venom in my brother’s tone says he has no idea that what Max always wanted was me—all of me--forever. “You have no clue what you’re talking about,” I say. “Max loves me.”

      Logan laughs. “Oh, did he tell you that? Max loves fucking pathetic girls who’ll fawn all over him, treat him like a god.”

      Before I know what’s happened, Logan is on the ground and Max stands over him. He winces and shakes out his already reddening hand.

      Logan groans and sits up. “You hit me. You fucking hit me.”

      Max’s chest heaves as he takes in heavy breaths. “And I’ll do it again if you ever talk badly about the woman I love. She’s not sad. She’s everything. And I’m going to marry her as soon as the courthouse opens.”

      My brother’s eyes widen. “What?”

      “He asked me tonight,” I pipe up, pulling on my robe and tying it tightly.

      “Are you serious?”

      Max nods. “I’ve never wanted anything more than I want her. I’m sorry you had to find out like this, man. It all happened so fast, but once we realized we’d both been in love for years, I knew we couldn’t waste another damn day.”

      Logan nods, sighs, and runs a hand over his face, his right eye bruised and black. “Damn, this hurts. I need a minute to work through all this. I’ll be in the kitchen, icing this fucking shiner.”

      I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. “There’s a bag of frozen peas in the freezer.”

      My brother waves in acknowledgment as he walks away, but then calls over his shoulder, “Put your fucking cock away, Max. I’ve seen enough of you to last a lifetime.”

      Max laughs, looking down at his completely nude form before grabbing his boxers and pants. He closes my bedroom door and turns toward me. “I guess we can check, tell Logan, off the list.”

      I erupt into uncontrollable laughter. I can’t help myself. “Oh my god. I…I can’t…I can’t believe that just happened.”

      Max’s eyes sparkle with amusement as he reaches for me. His hand finds mine and he pulls me close, dropping a kiss on my lips. “I see you still have your wedding dress,” he murmurs.

      Shoulders stiffening, I follow his gaze and see my beautiful gown in my open closet. “I couldn’t bear to get rid of it.”

      “Did you design the dress yourself?”

      I nod. Angry that something so special has been tainted by Bryce. “It was months of work.”

      He presses a kiss to my temple. “We can’t get married tomorrow.”

      My blood runs cold. Not again. I can’t lose him already. “What?”

      “You deserve to wear that dress, to be the bride you dreamed of being.”

      “I’ll wear it to the courthouse.”

      He shakes his head and takes my face between his palms. “No. You’ll wear it as you walk down the aisle to the theme song from The Princess Bride played on classical guitar, with honeysuckle in your hair, and wildflowers scattered in your path. Except this time, it’ll be the right man waiting for you. This time, it’ll be me.”

      Tears fill my eyes as he describes the dream wedding I’d played out in my head so many times. Somewhere along the line, I lost sight of what I wanted, and when I was engaged to Bryce it turned into exactly what his mother deemed appropriate. “Are you sure?”

      His lips find mine and I melt into his embrace. “It should have been me all along. We’ll get married, that I can promise you. But you deserve to have exactly what you dreamed of.”

      I kiss him again but this time there’s fire behind my lips on his and his answering moan sends a shockwave of lust straight between my legs. “God, Max, I want you again already.”

      “Good, because I’ll never stop craving you.” His erection is insistent and pressing against my belly. “Can you keep quiet?”

      I bite my lip. “Maybe.”

      He turns me around and bends me over the bed before freeing himself and sinking inside my waiting body. I moan, causing him to shudder as he begins thrusting slow and deep. His hand finds its way over my mouth as he picks up the pace, dragging my orgasm from me in a few sure strokes. His thrusts become erratic and he gasps as his own release takes over. Then the sound of music in the living room makes us both still as we bask in the glow of our love.

      “Too late to drown us out,” I murmur.

      His teeth graze my shoulder, bringing a shiver of longing over me. “I’ll deal with Logan. I expect you to be in this bed, waiting for me once I’ve smoothed this over.”

      Nodding, I stand and kiss him before making my way to the bathroom. “I can guarantee now that he knows we’re engaged, he’s already over his anger.”

      He drags a hand through his hair and sighs. “Yeah, but I owe him more than what I gave him.”

      I smile as he leaves the room and I step into the bathroom. This man is so clearly who I was meant to be with. Why hadn’t I had the courage to seek him out in the first place?

      My phone buzzes from my nightstand and I turn on the shower before going back to my room to see who it is.

      Stacy:

      Happy New Year, ladies. We’re going to make this year count. Decide what you want and get it.

      I grin and set the phone down, hand resting over my heart. That’s exactly what I did.
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        * * *

      

      Scarlett is angelic as she walks down the aisle toward me. A guitarist plays, candles light the small church, and the scent of honeysuckle fills the air as she draws closer. We decided to keep the wedding intimate, just us, my good friend Lincoln and his wife, as well as my parents and Logan. She reaches me and everything stops. My gaze never leaves hers.

      “I love you,” she whispers.

      “I love you. Are you all right?”

      She glances down and then back to me, nodding and smiling as she covers her lower belly with her wildflower bouquet. We found out she was pregnant a few weeks ago and the morning sickness has been a struggle.

      The pastor clears her throat and begins the ceremony, but I barely register the words coming out of her mouth. All I can focus on is the woman I’m about to pledge my undying love to. We say our vows, exchange our rings, and kiss. The tidal wave of emotion that cascades over me nearly brings me to my knees when our lips touch. She’s mine. Scarlett is mine forever and I’m never letting her go.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you for the first time, Mr. And Mrs. Maxwell North.”

      The small crowd cheers, but I’m still kissing my wife. I spent years wanting her, I’m not going to waste any more time. I’ll never get enough of this woman, but now, I don’t have to worry. Scarlett has been my dream, and now she’s my reality.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Read All Our Resolution Short Stories
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      Resolution: Baby Batter

      by Frankie Love http://smarturl.it/BabyBatter19

      Resolution: Baby Fever

      by Kim Loraine http://smarturl.it/BabyFever

      Resolution: Bad Girl

      by Angel Devlin http://smarturl.it/BadGirl19

      Resolution: Double Dare

      by Dee Ellis http://smarturl.it/DoubleDare19

      Resolution: Eating In

      by Tessa Blake http://smarturl.it/EatingIn

      Resolution: Exposure

      by Tracy Lorraine http://smarturl.it/Exposure19

      Resolution: First Kiss

      by Kelli Callahan http://smarturl.it/FirstKiss19

      Resolution: Free Fall

      by Fiona Starr http://smarturl.it/FreeFall19

      Resolution: G String

      by Olivia Hawthorne http://smarturl.it/GString

      Resolution: Good Text

      by Deana Farrady http://smarturl.it/GoodText

      Resolution: Road Trip

      by Sierra Hill http://smarturl.it/RoadTrip19

      Resolution: Rock Out

      by Alexis Adaire http://smarturl.it/RockOut19

      Resolution: Snow Job

      by Laney Powell http://smarturl.it/SnowJob

      Resolution: Take Off

      by Dori Lavelle http://smarturl.it/TakeOff19

      Resolution: Wanderlust

      by Rebecca Gallo http://smarturl.it/Wanderlust19
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      Contemporary Romance

      

      Until the Stars Fade Get this FREE by joining my Facebook Group: Loraine Lovers

      

      The Royal Virgins

      

      The Virgin’s Playboy Prince

      

      The Virgin’s Royal Guard

      

      The Virgin’s Forbidden Lord

      

      The Virgins

      

      The Virgin’s Fake Fiancé

      

      Rescuing His Virgin

      

      His Hollywood Virgin

      

      The Cocktail Girls

      

      His Whiskey Sour (A Stand Alone Rock Star Romance)

      

      The Halloween Honeys

      

      His Wicked Witch

      

      Santa’s Coming

      

      Mistletoe Magic

      

      The Golden Beach Series

      

      Restoration

      

      Renovation

      

      Foundation

      

      Resonance

      

      Redemption

      

      Resolution

      

      Devotion

      

      Remnants

      

      Paranormal Romance

      

      Such Violent Delights: A Holiday Paranormal Anthology

      

      Reverse Harem

      Their Vampire Princess (A Reverse Harem Romance)

      

      Their Shadow Queen Book 1

      

      Their Shadow Queen Book 2

      

      The Siren Coven

      

      Eternal Desire

      

      Cursed Heart

      

      The Excalibur Duet

      

      Wicked Temptation

      

      Immortal Flame

      

      The Fallen Angel Trilogy

      

      Waking the Watcher

      

      Denying the Watcher

      

      Releasing the Watcher
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      Kim Loraine writes steamy romances in both the contemporary and paranormal genres. When not writing, she’s busy herding cats (raising kids), trying to keep her house sort of clean, and dreaming up steamy ways for fictional couples to meet.

      Sign up to get two free steamy paranormal books from me!
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