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CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      Taking out a chocolate straw from my purse, I pull the wrapper open then stick one end in my glass and the other in my mouth. The wrapper gets tossed on the bar beside the others. This is my fourth drink. I usually don’t drink so much, but after seeing the guy you’ve been dating for the last couple of months with his head between another woman’s legs, I do believe a stiff drink or four is called for.

      After taking a long slurp of my drink, I bite off the end of my straw. I swear they put additives in these things because they truly are addictive.

      Feeling the sudden urge to pee, I set my drink down and get up from my stool. It’s a mistake, because the second my ass lifts from the seat, I realize just how drunk I must be. I tip sideways, and if it wasn’t for a big pair of hands catching me by the waist, my face would be smashed into the dirty floor.

      “Whoa there,” a deep rumbly voice sounds.

      I blink several times, trying to bring my gaze back into focus, and look up at the most handsome face I’ve ever seen. It’s a familiar face I’ve known for years. One I may have fantasized about a time or two when I was in high school. Okay, fine. I have totally fantasized about this man way more than a time or two. It’s probably more like two or three hundred. And okay, I may have had a few naughty dreams about him way past my high school years. The man is hot as blazes, though, so it’s not my fault.

      “Brady?” I ask, squinting my eyes and leaning toward him. “What are you doing here?”

      I let out a little squeak when I’m suddenly lifted by my waist and set back down on my stool.

      “Apparently saving you from face planting on the floor.”

      I probably shouldn’t, given my wobbly state, but I grab my drink and take another sip.

      “Thanks for that. But what I mean is, why are you here and not in Silver Falls?”

      He eyes the drink in my hand before setting his gray gaze on me. Stupidly, my stomach does a little flip when he looks at me. I’ve always been mesmerized by his eyes.

      “Maybe you should call it quits with the drinks,” he suggests.

      I gulp the last swallow of my drink without saying anything.

      He picks up his lowball glass and swirls the liquid. “I like to come here sometimes when I need to think. It’s far enough away from Silver Falls that I can drink in peace, but close enough that I can be back in town if I need to be.”

      I nod. The bar we’re in is a couple counties over from Silver Falls.

      “What are you doing here?” he asks.

      I lift a shoulder. “Like you, I guess. I needed a drink and to be alone for a little while. It’s hard to get the alone part at Whiskey’s.”

      He drains the rest of his drink and holds his hand up for another. The bartender brings it a moment later. Before he walks away, I make a request for another drink, although I should probably take Brady’s advice and stop.

      When the bartender drops my drink off, I ignore the disappointed look Brady gives me and take a long swallow. I damn well deserve this drink, and I won’t let Brady Masters make me feel like shit for having it, no matter how hot he looks giving me the stink eye.

      I twirl my finger around the area we’re sitting, then grab the edge of the bar when I tip sideways a little bit. “This is a judgment free zone, so either keep your trap shut or carry your unwanted opinion somewhere else.”

      He scowls, but wisely doesn’t say anything on the matter. I turn and face the dance floor.

      “Where’s the wife? I’m surprised she let you off your leash.”

      The thing with alcohol—or at least it is with me—it makes you braver than you would normally be. If I were sober, I wouldn’t dare mention the way Addison Masters tries to control her husband. The woman is crazy when it comes to Brady. I’ve seen her lose her shit a time or two when she thought a woman was flirting with him. Of course, this was before he became judge of Silver Falls. Oh, she’s still looney over him, she’s just more sneaky about it now.

      Brady is very much a manly man, so I’ve never understood why he puts up with her shit. And there’s no doubt he knows of the crap she’s done in regards to him. He can’t be that naïve or stupid.

      “The last I checked, Addison isn’t my keeper. I do leave the house on occasion without her in tow.”

      An unladylike snort leaves me. “Does she know that? Because from what I’ve seen, she’s never far behind when you’re out and about.”

      “Are you keeping tabs on me?”

      I look at him and see mild amusement on his face. “It’s not just me who notices, you have to know that. That wife of yours is certifiable, and the whole town knows it.”

      He lifts a shoulder and picks up his drink. “She has her issues, just like we all do.”

      Maybe the man is stupid.

      “You’re just as delusional as her if you think her behavior matches everyone else’s. I’m pretty sure most people wouldn’t slice someone’s tires because they smiled and thanked a person for holding a door open for them.”

      “It was never proven that it was her.”

      I let my eye roll speak for itself.

      “Are we done talking about my wife?”

      “Sure.”

      “Good. Now how about you tell me why you feel like you need to drink alone in this shitty bar?”

      “Are you a shrink now?”

      “No, just trying to help a friend out.”

      “I hate to break it to you, but we aren’t friends. Your wife would go ballistic if we were.” I pat my hair. “I like my hair right where it is, thank you.”

      “I thought we were done talking about Addison.”

      I shrug. “Just stating a fact.”

      He drains his glass and orders another. He waits until it’s been delivered to turn his head toward me.

      “You going to answer my question?”

      It takes my fuzzy brain a moment to remember what his question was. I snap my fingers when it comes back to me.

      “That’s right. You wanted to know why I’m here.” I break open another straw and don’t bother putting it in my drink. I just take a bite off the end. “I walked in on the guy I was dating eating out another woman.”

      Brady nearly spits out the swallow he just took. “Jesus,” he mutters, picking up a napkin to wipe his mouth. “Are you serious?”

      “As a heart attack.”

      “What did you do?”

      I break off a piece of chocolate and throw it in my mouth. “I left with them none the wiser. Went home and tossed out the few things he had at my house. Then left him a very nasty text message.”

      “What an asshole. It was Robert Greer, wasn’t it?”

      I don’t let my surprise show that he knows who the guy is I was dating. “Yes.”

      “You’re better off without him. The guy’s always been a prick. Even back in high school.”

      I nod my agreement. “I was an idiot to give him the time of day. He was a few grades above me, but I remember the rumors of him being a player. Guess I thought he grew up. Apparently, I was wrong.”

      For the next several moments, neither of us says anything. I nurse my drink, because as much as I want to get plastered enough to forget what happened today, I still need to be able to function. I’m not that upset over what Robert did because we weren’t serious, and I don’t think we were even heading in that direction. But no matter how casual a relationship is, no one wants to be cheated on.

      My bladder reminds me that I never went to the bathroom. Tipping my glass to my lips, I drain the rest.

      “Ladies room,” I mutter and get up from my stool. Just like before, I embarrass myself by stumbling and Brady is forced to catch me again.

      I close my eyes for a moment when my vision blurs. Yeah, I probably shouldn’t have had that last drink.

      “How about I walk you to the restroom?”

      I open my eyes and try to focus them on Brady. Men with Brady’s looks should not be allowed to walk around freely. It could be dangerous for unsuspecting females because it could cause them to do stupid stuff. Maybe that’s why Addison is so crazy when it comes to him.

      “Sure.” I hiccup, which causes me to giggle.

      His deep chuckle makes my stomach flutter.

      With his arm wrapped around my waist, he leads me away from the bar and down a hallway. I’d be lying if I said it didn’t feel good to have the side of my body plastered against his. He’s tall, warm, and feels oh so hard.

      We stop by a door with a picture of the outline of a woman. “I’ll be here when you get done.”

      I grin. “Okay.” I lean against the door and my eyes widen in shock when it begins moving. For the third time tonight, Brady catches me. “I’m okay. I’m okay.” I hold my hand up and push it against his chest. “Be right back.”

      I watch my feet as I go to one of the stalls. I accidentally push the door open too hard and it slams against the wall. Movement off to my left has my head turning to find a woman at the sink. Her head is turned my way as she dries her hands with a paper towel.

      “Oops,” I say with a laugh.

      After I’ve finished my business in the stall, I leave it and go to the sink. As I wash my hands, I look at myself in the mirror. I’ve got two reflections, which for some reason, makes me laugh. I’m definitely drunk, and the good thing is, I don’t even care that Asshole Robert cheated on me. He can have all the girls he wants, so long as he stays the hell away from me.

      I almost forget that Brady is waiting on me when I come out of the bathroom door. He’s leaning against the opposite wall, my purse dangling from his hand. I didn’t even realize I forgot it at the bar until now.

      “You good?” he asks, moving away from the wall and stepping so close I smell his cologne.

      “Yup,” I chirp. “I’m great.” I lean close and breathe in deep. “You smell really good.”

      His brow arches. “Thanks?” He poses his reply like a question. “I think it’s time we get you home.”

      I shake my head. “Nope. Not going home tonight.”

      “And where are you going?”

      “To the motel I booked for the night.”

      “You booked a motel?”

      My head feels heavy when I jerk it up and down. “Uh huh. I didn’t want to worry about getting home after I was drunk, so….” I grin.

      With a shake of his head, he puts an arm around my waist and moves us forward. “Then it’s time I take you to your room. I think you’ve had enough alcohol for the night.”

      I pout, even though he can’t see it. “Fine, party pooper.”

      When we walk outside, the cool night air clears my head a little. I look around, spotting my car. I’m confused for a moment when I’m led away from it, but then I remember Brady is with me and he’s driving me to my motel because I’m too drunk to drive myself. He’s such a gentleman.

      We stop on the passenger side of a black Lexus. As he unlocks the door and pulls it open, I use the excuse of being unsteady on my feet to lean against him, but it’s secretly because I just want to.

      “In you go,” he says, grabbing my waist and turning my ass toward the seat.

      Once I’m sitting, he reaches over me to snap my seatbelt. I’m not ashamed to admit, I may have leaned toward his head and taken a whiff of his hair. It smells just as good as the rest of him.

      Closing the door, I watch him walk around the front to his side. I rub my legs back and forth when a sudden ache forms between them.

      Get your shit together, Camila. This man is married. He’s the last guy you should be lusting over. Especially when he has a wife like Addison.

      I mentally pout because I hate that my voice of reason is correct. The little devil on my shoulder says it doesn’t matter, but I shove her off. I will not be that woman.

      As he slides behind the wheel, I cross my arms over my chest to hide my perky nipples.

      “Where to?”

      “The Baymont,” I tell him.

      The ten minute ride is made in silence, something I’m both grateful for and hate. Hearing his deep voice doesn’t help my plight, but it also leaves my mind open to wonder what it would feel like if he were to touch me in places he shouldn’t. Or what his body looks like under his clothes. If he would taste as good as he smells; all things I do not need to be wondering.

      After he pulls into the motel parking lot, he asks what room I’m in. I point to the one on the end. With it being a weekday, there are only a few cars in the lot, and most are parked at the other end of the motel.

      I roll my head on the headrest and look at him. “Thanks for the ride, and for keeping me on my feet.”

      “Are you going to be okay?”

      “Yeah. Robert can shove it up his ass.”

      I unbuckle my belt and grab the door handle. I get out of the car slowly because I’m not sure how steady I’ll be. Brady’s already saved me more times than he should have tonight. I can damn well make it to my door without falling on my ass.

      The thought barely passes through my mind when the heel on my shoe decides to make a liar out of me by breaking off.

      “Shit,” I grumble as I catch myself on the door.

      I look over when I hear Brady get out on his side and walk over to me.

      “I swear I’m not doing this on purpose,” I feel the need to say.

      “Sure, you’re not,” he says with an amused twist of his lips.

      My eyes roll heavenward as I grab onto his arm. He takes small steps so my wobbly ass can keep up with him. Once I’m in front of my door, I dig around in my small purse and produce the electronic key card. Brady takes it from me and holds it over the little box above the handle. A green light flashes then he’s pushing open the door.

      Expecting him to let me go into my room alone, I’m surprised when he follows me inside and closes the door behind him. He tosses the card on the small, round table and looks around the room.

      I throw my useless shoe across the room and do the same to the other. I face the mirror, dropping my purse on the top, and begin working on the many pins holding up my hair.

      “Thanks again for tonight. I’m sure you can’t wait to get away from me.”

      His chuckle is gravelly. “You weren’t that bad. And besides, you had a damn good excuse.”

      I come across a pin that’s holding on for dear life. I struggle and try to untangle my hair from it when Brady’s reflection suddenly appears behind me. He brushes my hands aside and tackles the stupid thing himself. The back of his hand lightly grazes my neck and the touch has goosebumps appearing on my arms. I close my eyes, trying to escape the feelings running rampant through me.

      If you couldn’t tell from my earlier statement about having multiple fantasies about Brady when I was younger, I had a major crush on him. A senior while I was a freshman, I knew I never had a chance. Hell, he probably didn’t even know who I was. I take that back. In a town as small as Silver Falls, everyone knew who everyone was. Brady probably just didn’t care about some peon little freshman. I cared though. I cared a heck of a lot. I cared enough that when he married Addison in college, I felt like my heart was split down the middle. Which was stupid because there was never a chance of us being together. I was too young for him, and I felt he was out of my league.

      I mentally shake my head from my thoughts and realize Brady hasn’t moved away from me, even though the hairpin he was working on is out. He’s moved onto the other pins. My hair slowly falls free, tickling the back of my neck and arms.

      I open my eyes and they immediately get caught by Brady’s in the mirror. One thing I’ve always liked about the man is how tall he is. His chin comes to the top of my head.

      My mouth goes dry at the look he’s giving me, and I dart my tongue out to lick my lips. His eyes drop to the movement and the muscle in his jaw bunches. I wonder what he’s thinking. Is it anywhere near my own lustful thoughts?

      He’s still standing way too close to be considered appropriate. I should turn around and ask him to leave. It feels like we’re playing too close to the edge of something. One slight movement and we’ll both topple over, and what’s at the bottom is something that will leave us both damaged.

      I turn around, my mouth parting to tell him he should go, but then my eyes get caught on the bulge in his slacks. It’s a big bulge, and I’m curious if it’s deceptively big or if he’s actually that big.

      “This is wrong, Camila.” His words are spoken roughly, like he’s having a hard time, like I am, remembering the line we shouldn’t cross.

      “I know,” I say quietly.

      This is wrong. Brady shouldn’t even be in my room right now. He shouldn’t be standing here, looking like he’s ready to devour me. And I shouldn’t be anxiously waiting for his control to snap.

      But no matter how much I try, I can’t remember the reasons why.

      Or maybe they just don’t matter anymore.
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BRADY

        

      

    

    
      Goddamn it all to hell.

      What in the fuck is wrong with me? Why can’t I get my feet to work? I should be miles away from this motel and the woman who’s tempting me to break my wedding vows.

      I mentally roll my eyes at that. My wedding vows are a sham. I know it, and as much as Addison may not like it, she knows it too. Camila said Addison was crazy, but the thing is, she doesn’t even know the half of it. No one does, except for the two of us.

      We’ve been married since our senior year in college, and I’ve hated the woman for just as long. I’ve always been a firm believer in fidelity, even if the husband and wife don’t love each other. In the sixteen years that Addison and I have been married, I’ve never had an affair. I get relief from my hand or the handful of times I’ve hate fucked Addison. The last time was years ago, and each time I’ve thrown up afterwards.

      Standing here with Camila, in her little black dress that I’d like to peel off of her with my teeth, my control wanes. I’ve always prided myself on my control. In every aspect of my life, with the exception of my forced marriage to a woman I hate, I take charge and refuse to be pushed into something I don’t want.

      Right now, though, my body is overriding my common sense. My cock is as hard as granite and my hands itch to put them all over Camila’s body. It’s more of a need than a want. I need to know what she feels like. I need to taste her with my lips. I need to sink my cock so hard and deep inside her she’ll feel me for days afterward.

      I remember Camila Adair from high school. More specifically, the first day of my senior year. I knew who she was all my life, but it wasn’t until then that I noticed the changes in her body. She grew up and filled out over the summer. Since I was a senior and she was a freshman, I never made a move on her. But that’s not to say I didn’t have some damn good jack off sessions in the shower with her in my mind.

      A wave of her perfume brings me back to the moment. My eyes dip down to the front of her dress where a small bit of cleavage peeks out. I want to drop my face there and lick between the valley.

      When she runs the tip of her tongue along her plump bottom lip and images of her doing the same to the head of my cock surface, all my reason suddenly disappears. She must sense it and feel it too because we go at each other at the same time. Her arms snake around my neck as my hands land on her waist, and I’m hoisting her up. Her legs automatically wrap around me and her warm pussy is pressed against my engorged shaft. Our lips clash together and a deep groan rumbles from my chest.

      I haven’t kissed anyone since before Addison and I got married. I refuse to give that bitch my lips.

      I thrust my tongue into Camila’s mouth and tangle it with hers. I know with just one taste, I’m fucked. There’s not a chance of getting this woman out of my system in just one night. I’ll be in hell until my dying day. Married to a conniving bitch while lusting after another woman.

      My hands dig into her ass as I roughly pull her firmer against me. She mewls and the sexy sound goes straight to my cock. Taking a couple of steps forward, I set her down on the dresser. It’s the perfect height because it keeps her pussy snug against my aching shaft.

      Releasing her lips, I trail my mouth down the side of her neck, nipping and sucking the sweet flesh. Her head tips to the side, making it easier. I must hit a sensitive spot because her nails dig into my shoulders and she lets out a low moan.

      “We shouldn’t be doing this,” she rasps, but pulls me closer anyway.

      “We shouldn’t,” I agree, moving my lips to her shoulder.

      “We need to stop.” Her words are breathless.

      “Tell me to stop and I will.”

      It’ll kill me, but if she wants me to leave, I’ll walk out of this room.

      “Brady,” she moans. “What are we doing?”

      To answer her question, I grind my hips forward while I lift my head and look at her. “I have no fucking clue, but whatever it is, it feels damn good.”

      It’s the truth. I don’t know what we’re doing. I just know I want to keep doing it, even if it condemns us both.

      Her glazed-over eyes meet mine as she bites her bottom lip. For a moment, I think she’s going to put a stop to this, but then her eyes drop to the hollow of my throat and her hands move to the buttons of my shirt. Her movements are slow as she begins pushing the buttons through the holes. The heated look in her eyes becomes more desirous the more she reveals of my chest.

      I had my fair share of women in my bed before Addison and I married, but I don’t recall ever having one look at me the way Camila is right now. Like I’m the hottest, most sexiest man she’s ever seen, and she can’t wait to consume me.

      Slipping my fingers in the top of her dress, I yank the flimsy material down and tuck it under her tits. She quickly helps by shoving the spaghetti straps down. Her gorgeous breasts are barely held in place by a strapless bra, so I yank that down too.

      Peach-colored nipples taunt me. Dropping my head, I take one between my lips. She lets out a cry and arches her back. I slide my hands up her thighs, slipping my fingers under the material of her dress. Reaching the bare cheeks of her ass, I pull her against me at the same time I thrust forward. Even through my slacks, I can feel her heat.

      I let her nipple pop free of my mouth and lift my head. Her chest rises and falls in rapid succession as her breathing picks up speed.

      “You are so fucking gorgeous,” I say huskily.

      Her eyes skid away from me and a small smile curves her lips. A light blush crawls up her neck to her cheeks.

      “Thank you,” she responds softly.

      Leaning forward, she presses the sweetest of kisses over one of my pecs. Moving her mouth over, she sticks out her tongue and licks my nipple. I hiss out a breath at the sensation. I’ve never had sensitive nipples before, but fuck if it doesn’t feel good when Camila starts to suck on them. She gives the other one the same treatment.

      My cock strains against the fly of my slacks. Needing relief before I explode prematurely, I find the tiny strap on her thong on each hip and give it a tug.

      “Lift,” I order hoarsely.

      She does so, and I pull them over her hips and down her legs. I pocket them, already planning to not give them back. They’ll be my souvenir of our time together.

      “Fuck,” I groan. “Please tell me you have a condom.”

      She grabs her purse from beside her and digs inside it, pulling out a condom a moment later. She holds it up for me to take. Leaning back on her hands, her lustrous eyes watch me as I yank open the fly of my slacks and slowly roll on the condom.

      As I do this, I look into her eyes. Despite the alcohol she consumed earlier and the drunken state she was in not long ago, behind the desire, her gaze is clear. If I thought for one moment she was too drunk to make a conscious choice, I would stop this. The last thing I want to do is take advantage.

      The moment the condom is fully on, her legs wrap back around me. Anticipation and want shine in her eyes as she waits for me to notch the head of my cock at her dripping hole. We both look down and watch as I slowly sink inside her.

      She’s so fucking tight it feels like she’s strangling my cock. I grit my teeth and hold still, counting down from ten in my head and praying I don’t come too soon. I want this to last as long as possible, since it’ll be the only time I’ll ever feel Camila wrapped around me.

      Camila slides her hands up my chest and laces her arms around my neck. Her mouth meets my ear where she whispers, “Fuck me, Brady. Hard and fast, and so good I’ll never forget.”

      A groan leaves my throat and ends on a guttural growl. Pulling my hips back with my hands on her ass, I yank her forward at the same time I slam back inside her. She lets out a cry so loud, I’m grateful the room next door seems to not be occupied.

      Funneling my fingers through her hair, I pull her mouth to mine. I plunder her mouth as I retreat from her tight body and slam back inside over and over again.

      All too soon, her walls tighten around me and she tosses her head back. Her mouth drops open and a low moan forces its way past her lips. Her orgasm brings on my own, and holy fucking hell is it intense. My balls draw up and seconds later, I’m releasing jet after jet of cum inside the condom.

      My legs are shaky and sweat drips down my temples. I slow my thrusts, leisurely pumping my hips back and forth as my release tapers off.

      Neither of us says a word as I pick Camila up and carry her to the bed. Our bodies disengage when I gently lay her down. Walking to the bathroom, I dispose of the condom then wet a bath cloth with warm water and bring it back out to Camila. I carefully press it between her legs as she watches me silently.

      I toss the rag toward the bathroom then finish getting undressed. Every rational thought inside me says I should leave. What we just did was a temporary lack of judgment. But I can’t find it in myself to walk out the door. Once I leave, this will be over, and I’m not ready for that yet.
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CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      My eyes flutter open with a slow blink. It takes a moment for them to adjust to the dark room. A glance at the window, and the lack of light shining through the small crack in the curtain, indicates it’s still early morning.

      My eyes drift back closed, and I’m so comfortable that I want to go back to sleep, but it’s the last thing I need to do.

      You know when you read in books and see in movies when the person first wakes up after a night of doing something they shouldn’t and they forget for a blissful moment. That is definitely not happening right now.

      I remembered before I even opened my eyes what I had done. I became the woman who slept with a married man.

      I hate that I’m that person. I hate even more that it felt so good. But what I hate the most about myself right now is that I don’t ever want to leave the comfort of Brady’s strong arms. The way his chest is pressed into my back. The feel of his warm breath lightly grazing the back of my neck. The wiry hairs on his legs as our limbs tangle together. The tight embrace he has around my waist. The top of his bare thighs and his pelvis cupping my legs and butt. All of it feels better and more real than I’ve ever felt with any other man.

      How is that possible? How can simply lying in Brady’s arms feel so right when there’s no chance of him ever being mine? Why is life so cruel?

      I let my eyes close for a brief moment and soak in the perfect way we fit together. I don’t let the feeling it gives me time to fully form.

      Taking a slow, deep breath, I open my eyes. Gently wrapping my fingers around Brady’s wide wrist as much as I can, and praying he doesn’t wake up, I carefully move his arm. I squeeze my eyes tightly shut and freeze when his breathing changes. After a moment or so, when he doesn’t wake up, I continue. With slow movements, I slide my body away from his. A sudden chill causes goosebumps to pop up all over my skin when the contact between our bodies is gone. I already miss his warmth.

      Once I’m off the bed, I turn around to face him, half expecting him to be watching me. He’s not. His eyes are closed and his chest goes up and down with his steady breathing. The arm he had wrapped around me rests on the pillow where my head was. It’s hard to see, but from what I can tell, his expression is relaxed. I wish I could reach forward and run my fingers over the light scruff on his cheeks.

      The sheet covering him stops at his waist. Just a few short hours ago, my tongue and lips ran over those firm muscles. He tasted divine and felt so strong beneath my hands.

      Licking my lips and pushing away the tempting thoughts of throwing caution to the wind and rejoining him in bed, I turn away and quietly search for my clothes. It’s difficult to see, but I manage to find most of them. The only thing that’s missing is my panties. They’re probably under the bed or tangled in the sheets somewhere. No way am I taking the time to search for them. Just my luck, Brady will wake up, and that’s the last thing I want to happen. It’s better for both of us if I just sneak away unaware.

      I take one last, longing look at the man who’s starred in most of my teenage fantasies, then head to the door, grabbing my purse from the small table beside it. I thank my lucky stars the door opens without so much as a squeak.

      It’s not until I’m facing the nearly empty parking lot and spot Brady’s Lexus that I remember he drove us to the motel last night and my car is still at the bar. It’s a good thing Uber drivers work all hours of the night. It’s also good that we’re not in Silver Falls because if we were, I’d be trucking it to the bar in bare feet. There’s a hundred percent chance that I’d know any Uber driver in our small town. It’s also almost certain that by the time I made it back home, over half the citizens would know exactly what Brady and I were up to last night. And that’s not a good thing. Especially if Addison finds out.

      I give a little shiver.

      Ten minutes later, I’m sliding in the front seat of a green sedan. I give the driver the address to the bar and off we go. The further we get away from the motel, the more my stomach sinks, and I’m not sure which feeling is overpowering the other.

      Shame for sleeping with a married man. Or wishing I could do it again.
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      I barely hold in my surprise when I look to the back of the room and find a pair of green eyes staring at me. As soon as our gazes connect, hers dart away.

      My dick twitches, which is very unfortunate, since I’m sitting behind my bench in the courtroom. I guess it could be worse. I could be standing. At least the podium hides my wayward dick.

      I look down at the files spread out in front of me, wondering why Camila Adair is in my courtroom. I don’t remember her name on the docket. But then again, I was running late this morning because surprise, surprise, Addison was in one of her moods and threw a bitch fit about something I’m not even entirely sure about now. I learned real quick to block her out when she goes on a rampage.

      As Mr. Mason is being led away after being charged with shoplifting, I discreetly look back at Camila. Once again, she quickly looks away from me, and even with her in the back of the room, I can see her cheeks turning a bright pink.

      It’s been two weeks since the night in her motel room. Two very long weeks. And every single day of those two weeks, I’ve replayed our night together in my head over and over. My showers at home have become more frequent and are longer, because replaying those scenes always gets my dick so hard there’s no hope of the appendage going down without some sort of relief.

      I am so goddamn screwed.

      For the next hour, I force myself to concentrate and do my job as person after person stands before me and pleads their case on why charges should be dropped or why they should be released on bail.

      When I slide the second to last folder to the side, I know it’s Camila’s turn. I curse myself, and my wife, for not having the time to fully prepare. Camila’s name is called, and while she and her lawyer walk to the podium, I take a brief glance at her opened file.

      Charges: Indecent exposure.

      My eyes slide over the details and my lips twitch. Why in the hell was Camila running across the street without a shirt on?

      I look up, and although she’s actually keeping her eyes on me this time, I can tell she’s really uncomfortable. The look on her face is comical, and I have to hold in my laugh.

      I slide my glasses off and drop them on top of the folder then fold my hands together.

      “Miss Adair, would you like to explain to me what you were doing when you were caught outside of your house naked from the waist up?”

      I shift in my chair when the mental image of her running across the street with her tits bouncing forms in my head. I bet that was a sight to see.

      She bites her bottom lip. “Do I have to?”

      “Since we’re here in my courtroom and you’re facing indecent exposure charges, I’d say yes, you do have to. Or if you’d like, you can just accept the charges and pay the fine. The choice is yours.” I pause. When her expression relaxes, I tack on, “Of course, that means it’ll be on your record.”

      “Your Honor,” Mrs. Hamilton, Camila’s lawyer pipes in. “Can I have a moment with my client?”

      I make a point to look at the watch on my wrist. “Mrs. Hamilton, it’s the end of the day, and I’m sure we’d all like to go home. You’ve had plenty of time to discuss this with Miss Adair. She’s been told the consequences of not defending her actions. It’s time she made a choice.”

      She gives a tight nod. “Yes, Your Honor.”

      I look at Camila and raise a brow. Her face pinches, like she’s eaten something sour. Her gaze moves across the room, I’m sure noting the few people sitting around, and she looks like she’s contemplating whether she wants to explain. I get her hesitancy. The citizens of Silver Falls are nosy as hell. There’s no doubt that within ten minutes of her opening her mouth, half the town will know what happened. It’s nearly impossible to have secrets here. Which is damn good that our little romp in the motel was not here.

      “Fine.” She huffs out a breath and straightens her shoulders. “It was purely by accident. I was grabbing a shirt from the dryer after my shower when my cat got sick. I only opened the door a crack to let her out when Winston, my dog, got out. He’s a runner so instinct had me going after him because it’s always a pain to catch him. When I did, my stupid door closed behind me.”

      “And it locked?”

      “Yes.” She lets out a frustrated breath. “I gave my hide-a-key to the neighbor across the street so they could keep an eye on my pets while I was out of town last weekend. They still had it. Since it was during the day and most people were at work, I figured it was safe to cross the street.” She crosses her arms over her chest. “Apparently, I was wrong.”

      “What happened next?”

      “I was halfway across the street when Officer Sampton drove up. I tried to explain what happened and that it wasn’t my fault, but he wouldn’t listen.”

      The last part of her statement doesn’t surprise me. There’s been a lot of complaints about Officer Sampton lately. Unfortunately, nothing substantial has come up, so it’s been tough for the prosecutor to build a solid case. It’s only a matter of time until he fucks up big enough that he can’t worm his way out of it.

      Technically, Officer Sampton giving Camila a ticket was within the law since she was out in public indecently dressed, but I still glance at him with hard eyes. The barely hidden smirk on his face as he looks at Camila pisses me off. He must feel my eyes on him because he turns and looks my way. The smug look disappears and his expression goes blank. He knows he’s on thin ice.

      I bring my gaze back to Camila. “Miss Adair, the charges will be dropped against you since it was an honest mistake and your first offense.” Her shoulders sag in relief. “However, I highly suggest you have the locks on your door fixed so this doesn’t happen again.”

      “Yes, Your Honor. The lock has already been taken care of.”

      The smile that curves her mouth has my cock taking notice of her lips and reminds me of our night together.

      Back the hell down, I mentally growl at my dick. You’re married for fuck’s sake. You already fucked up once. You can’t afford to take the chance and do it again.

      It doesn’t mean that I don’t want to though. I would quite possibly give my left nut for another taste of Camila. I can’t offer my right because I no longer have it thanks to an infection I had as a baby.

      The point is, I really, really want more of Camila. After only one night with her, I feel like a fucking addict.

      Too bad I had to quit cold turkey and it can never happen again.

      With Camila’s case being the last of the day, the bailiff asks everyone to rise. I keep my eyes averted from hers as I get up and walk through the door behind the bench. As I walk toward my chambers, I pull Camila’s name, or what I put as her name—I can’t very well put her actual name because it wouldn’t surprise me if Addison goes through my phone—up on my list of contacts. I put her in the business section just to throw Addison off if she does look at my phone. I don’t know why I did it, but while Camila was in the bathroom at the bar, I dug her phone out of her purse and found her number. I plugged it into mine, opting to not put my number into hers.

      Knowing it’s foolish, and I’m playing with fire, I send her a message. The excuse I give myself is that I want to find out about the look Officer Sampton gave Camila. Something about it set my teeth on edge, and something tells me it’s more than him being pleased with giving a ticket to her. It looked personal.

      That’s the reason I tell myself as I press Send. The information she gives could help authorities with the investigation against the potentially corrupt officer.

      Me: Come to my chambers at 4:15. Doris, my secretary, will be gone by then, so you shouldn’t run into anyone.

      Her reply doesn’t come until I’m seated behind my desk.

      Baymont: How did you get my number?

      Me: Not important. My chambers.

      As I wait for her reply, I straighten my desk and prepare it for the next day. A glance at my phone shows it’s five minutes past four.

      My phone vibrates, and I snatch it up.

      Baymont: I don’t think that’s a good idea. What if I DO run into someone?

      I hit reply.

      Me: I’m sure you can think of a plausible excuse.

      Baymont: Why do you want me to come to your chambers?

      To spread you out on my desk and feast on your delectable body. To push you to your knees so I can feed you my cock. To bend you over and fuck you so hard you’ll walk with a limp for a week.

      That’s what I want to respond with, but for obvious reasons, I can’t. I’m a bastard for even thinking them.

      Me: Something pertaining to your case.

      She doesn’t respond, and when four-fifteen comes and goes, I think she’s not going to show. That notion bothers me for more than one reason, some of them I refuse to entertain.

      At four-twenty-five, there’s a soft knock on my door. Anticipation speeds up my heart rate. I clear my throat and call out, “Come in.”

      The door quickly opens and Camila comes rushing in. She closes it behind her and the sound of it clicking shut echoes throughout the room. I watch with amused eyes as a second click comes.

      “Did you just lock the door?” I ask.

      She spins around and her wide eyes meet mine. “Yes. At least this way it gives me time to hide should someone knock.”

      I chuckle as I get up from my desk. Coming around to the front, I lean against it, crossing my ankles. “I can assure you, once the work day is over, there’s not a person left in the building.”

      “You can never be too careful,” she insists. “There’s a cleaning crew. And isn’t there someone who locks down the building once it’s completely empty?” Her eyes dart around the room before they move back to me. “What did you want to see me about?”

      I’m momentarily distracted so I don’t catch her question at first. My attention is too focused on the outfit she’s wearing. Or rather, the button at the top of her blouse that’s come undone, which is giving a tempting tease of her cleavage. It wasn’t like that in the courtroom, and if I didn’t know any better, I would say she purposely unsnapped it. But it’s plain to see how nervous she is. In my chambers, alone with me, is the last place she wants to be, so it wouldn’t make sense for her to tempt me.

      I mentally shake my head and bring myself back to the moment. Lifting a hand, I gesture to the couch set off against one wall.

      “Let’s have a seat and we’ll get to it.”

      She eyes me warily for a moment before she turns and walks across the room. Unconsciously, my eyes drop to the curve of her ass in her tight skirt.

      I push thoughts of biting the plump globes from my mind as I follow her. She takes a seat on one end, and I sit on the opposite. It’s better we stay as far away from each other as possible. I’m already struggling with her being in my space, and her scent is driving me in-fucking-sane.

      “Has something happened between you and Officer Sampton?” I ask, getting right to the point.

      From her wide-eyed expression, I’ve surprised her. “Why do you ask that?”

      I shift around so I’m facing her better, dropping my elbows on my knees and letting my hands dangle.

      “The look he gave you today suggests there’s something more going on than him giving you a ticket.”

      “Oh.” Her tongue darts out to run across her lips, and she moves her gaze across the room. “He asked me out a while back.” She brings her eyes back to me and lifts a shoulder. “I could tell he wasn’t pleased when I politely declined. I’m sure that’s why he was adamant on giving me a ticket.”

      “Why didn’t you bring it up in court today?”

      “Because I have no way to prove it, so it was pointless. I’m sure he’ll get over his irritation soon enough.”

      My hands ball into fists between my knees, and I have an irrational need to clock Sampton across the jaw.

      “Other than the ticket he gave you, has he given you any problems?”

      Her brows furrow. “No,” she answers. “Why? Is there something going on?”

      I shake my head. “Nothing you need to worry about. Just some recent concerns.”

      I can tell she wants to ask questions, but instead she nods.

      “Is that all? I should really be going.”

      When she starts to rise, I reach out and grab her hand, stopping her.

      “We should talk about what happened that night,” I say quietly.

      She lets out a humorless laugh and tries to tug her hand from my grip, but I tighten my hold until she’s sitting back down. I let her hand go.

      “No, we really shouldn’t.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I would prefer to forget it ever happened.”

      I look over at her and the stiff way she’s sitting. “Is that possible for you?” Her eyes dart to me. “To forget? Because I have to admit, Camila, it’s all I’ve thought about since that night.”

      She rubs her lips together and shifts uncomfortably in her seat. “No, but I’m trying, and talking about it again will only make it worse.”

      I nod in understanding because she’s right. It would be best to just forget it ever happened, and talking about it will dredge it up. But like I told her, forgetting is simply not possible. This woman has left her mark on me as permanent as a tattoo.

      Leaning back on my knees, I look into the space across the room. “You know, the only reason I let you walk out of the room that night is because I knew you needed time to process what happened. No matter how much we may want to pretend it didn’t happen, it did happen, and we need to discuss where we go from here.”

      “What do you mean, you let me go?”

      I turn my head toward her with her question. “I felt the moment you woke up, Camila. It took every bit of strength I possessed to let you leave that bed and not pull you back down and fuck you again.”

      A cute blush pinkens her cheeks and her eyes glaze over a moment, like she’s mentally picturing me taking her again. She shakes her head and the look is gone.

      “What is there to talk about? There is no we, and there’s nowhere for us to go.”

      “You’re right, what we did can’t go anywhere, for obvious reasons, but can you honestly say you weren’t affected by what we did?”

      She’s shaking her head before the words leave my lips. “It doesn’t matter how it made us feel. What we did was a mistake, and it should have never happened.”

      For some reason, her words piss me off. Yes, what we did was a mistake. We both know it. But I still don’t like hearing her say it out loud. I want her to feel as much regret as I do. Regret not for what we did, but that we can’t do it again.

      I get to my feet. “Then I guess you’re right. There is no need to discuss it further.”

      She eyes me warily as she stands. Her mouth opens, then closes, opens again, before she snaps it closed a final time. Hiking her purse strap further up her shoulder, her gaze lingers on me a moment longer before she starts walking across the office toward the door. I can’t help but follow her with my eyes.

      “Camila.” I call her name just before she gets to the door, having no clue what I want to say to her.

      When she turns around, and I see the expectant look on her face, my feet are taking me across the room before I can stop them. Her eyes widen the closer I get and she takes several steps backward until she’s butted up against the door. I don’t stop until I’m in her space, and I can see the dark specks in her eyes.

      Again, her mouth drops open to say something, but I talk over her.

      “A mistake,” I mutter, the word tasting bitter on my tongue. “Since we’ve already made one, what’s one more?”

      I don’t give her a chance to say anything before my lips land harshly on hers. I’m pleased as fucking punch when her mouth immediately opens under mine and our tongues tangle together. She tastes better than I remember, which says a lot because she tasted perfect before.

      I press her back against the door, and my hands travel down her sides to her ass, where I yank her bottom half against my rigid cock.

      “Does this feel like a mistake?” I growl, grinding my hips into her.

      Her fingers dig into the muscles of my shoulders and she tips her head back. It thumps against the door and her mouth parts on a whimper. “Oh God.”

      “Answer me, Camila,” I demand gravelly.

      She lifts her head and her pleasure-filled eyes meet mine. “No,” she whispers.

      “Damn fucking straight,” I grate out between clenched teeth. “Don’t you dare fucking say the best night of my life was a fucking mistake,” I snarl the last word.

      “Brady,” she says in a low pleading voice. “We can’t.”

      I grind my molars together and force out, “I know we can’t.”

      The words leave my lips at the same time I pick her up by the ass and she wraps her legs around my waist. The new position puts her face a few inches above mine, and she looks down at me with pure lust radiating from her eyes.

      “We’ll stop in a minute,” I tell her then bury my face in the space between her neck and shoulder. I take in a deep breath, groaning when her addicting scent hits me. Trailing my lips up her neck, I stop at her ear and nibble on her earlobe.

      I leave that part of her and move my lips back down, across her collarbone, and to the tempting valley between her breasts.

      I swear to fucking Christ I could kiss every inch of her body for days and never get enough.

      Her heels dig into my ass and her hands bury in my hair, forcing my face deeper against her breasts. Holding her with one hand, I reach up and yank her top down. I barely register the snap of one of the buttons. I tug down one of the cups of her bra until her plump breast is free. My lips and teeth latch around the hard bud, and I suck it eagerly into my mouth.

      She lets out a small cry, her hips jerking forcefully against my cock, and I swear I see stars dance in my vision.

      My head is suddenly pulled back by my hair, and I look into her heated gaze.

      “Fuck me,” she moans breathlessly.

      If possible, my cock grows even more. “Are you sure?”

      “Oh, God, yes. Fuck me, Brady. I need you inside me.”

      Not having to be told twice, even though what we’re doing is so fucking wrong, I reach between us and yank open the button and zipper of my slacks. Fuck the consequences. I’ll deal with them later.

      While I work on freeing my cock, Camila wraps one arm around my shoulders to hold herself up and reaches between our bodies. I watch as she shifts her panties to the side, waiting and so damn willing for me to fill her.

      I don’t make us wait. With both of our heads tipped down to watch, I line the head of my cock up with her center, and a second later, she’s slowly sinking down.

      “Yes,” she hisses. “Sooo good.”

      “Fucking hell,” I groan. “So goddamn tight.”

      “More. I need more.”

      Pulling my hips back, I dig my fingers into her ass as I slam forward until I’ve buried every inch inside her.

      She feels good. So fucking good there’s not a chance I’ll last very long.

      “Your tit,” I say. “Bring it to my mouth, baby. I wanna bite your nipple as I fuck your cunt.”

      Her eyes flare, but she does as she’s told. Palming the bottom of her breast, she lifts the tip up to my lips. Her cry is loud enough that I’m grateful the staff is already gone for the day, because they’d surely hear her if they were on the other side of the door.

      I thrust my hips back and forth, and the tightness of her pussy grips me with such force it has my orgasm already right on the brink.

      I let her nipple drop from my mouth and growl up at her, “Reach between us and play with your clit. I’m on the edge, baby, and I want you with me.”

      I keep my movements strong and steady as her hand slides between us. I can feel the tips of her fingers graze my shaft as she circles her clit. It adds to the already intense stimulation.

      I grind my teeth together and deep grunts leave my throat as I slam back and forth into her silken heat. I lock my knees in place and slide her up and down the door with my barbaric thrusts.

      All too soon, her walls grip me so tightly there’s no way I can hold off my own orgasm. When her head falls back against the door and she lets out a loud, hoarse cry, it triggers my release, and I let loose inside her pussy.

      We’re both panting heavily as we come back to reality and the ramifications of what we’ve once again done hits us both. As much as I should feel regret, I just can’t find it in me to do so.

      Camila Adair stole something from me that night in the motel, and I have a feeling I won’t ever get it back.
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      I can still feel him when I pull up to my house twenty minutes later. Not in an imaginary sense. I can physically feel the press of his hips on the inside of my thighs. The stretch of his cock as he pounded into me. The indents of his fingers digging into my ass as he held me up. The warmth of his cum when he shot his release inside me.

      I squirm in my seat as I put the car into park. My panties are squishy from our combined release. I didn’t take the time to clean myself up before I shot out of his office. Having my panties soaking wet should feel uncomfortable, but oddly, it’s not. It’s the opposite, in fact. Is it weird for me to want to stay in them all day, just to have a little bit of Brady’s essence with me?

      Before I ran from the room, I did stop long enough to tell him this could not happen again. I hated saying the words, and from his expression, he hated them just as much. But he gave me a jerky nod anyway. We both know how wrong what we’re doing is and that it can’t continue. It doesn’t mean we have to like it though.

      Why in the hell does he have to be married? And to a crazy bitch, at that?

      When I get out of my car, I see my sister, Harley’s, SUV sitting out front, and it’s then I realize how much I must have been stuck in my thoughts because I’m just noticing it. I really don’t want to deal with my sister right now, but I know she won’t leave until she damn well pleases.

      She’s not in her car, so that must mean she’s already in the house. I can hear music blaring from my stereo as I climb the steps. I can barely hear myself think when I push the door open, and I head straight for the entertainment center to turn it down. I turn and look for my quadruplet, and find her out on my patio. She’s laying out on one of the loungers, clad in a skimpy, bright-pink bikini. The suit is so revealing she may as well be sunbathing naked.

      I walk out the partially closed door and stand over her, blocking the sun. She flips up her sunglasses and looks up at me.

      “Hey, sis,” she chirps with a toothy grin.

      “You have your own backyard for this. Why do you always come here to lay out?”

      “Because the sun hits your backyard better.” She says it like I’m daft in the head. “Also, the eye candy here is a lot better.” She looks to the neighbor’s yard before she brings her eyes back to me and wiggles her brows.

      “Max is married, you dummy. Happily. You have negative chances with him.”

      She scowls and rolls to her butt to sit. “I know that. It’s not like I want to seduce the man. I’m not a homewrecker. I’d never actually sleep with a married man, but that doesn’t mean I can’t look.”

      I wince at her words and shame gnaws at my insides. Is that what I am now? A homewrecker? The type of woman who causes marital problems between a husband and wife? My stomach sours with self-disgust, and I spin away from Harley to go back inside, worried my expression might give me away.

      “Whatever,” I toss over my shoulder. “I’m making something to eat. Are you staying?”

      She follows me into the house, closing the back door behind her. She slips her arms in a flimsy cover-up. “No. I actually have a date tonight.”

      I walk into the kitchen to the fridge. “Oh yeah? With who?”

      There’s a hundred percent chance I’ll know him.

      She plops down on a stool at the bar, leaning across it to snag one of my wrapped chocolate straws and peels it open. She sticks one end in her mouth and snaps off a bite.

      “No one local. He lives in Mahan County. We met through a dating app.”

      I pause as I start taking out the ingredients for a chicken salad sandwich. The motel Brady and I had sex in is in Mahan County. The chances of this guy seeing Brady and I together are really slim, but it still makes me uncomfortable to think about.

      “What’s his name?” I ask, making small talk as my mind conjures all kinds of ‘what if’ scenarios.

      “Jonathan.”

      I nod absently. “And what does he do?”

      “He’s a computer engineer.”

      I look up at her as I combine the chicken salad ingredients. “You sure it’s safe to be dating guys you meet on the internet?”

      One shoulder goes up. “It’s the thing to do these days. I don’t have time to go out enough to meet men in person. This makes it quicker. Besides, are you really questioning me about meeting men over the internet? Isn’t that how you met Robert?”

      And look where that got me? My family doesn’t know Robert and I aren’t seeing each other anymore. Frankly, although they would be right, I don’t want to hear the I told you so’s they would surely throw out. Especially Harley, since she couldn’t stand Robert from the first moment she met him.

      “Just promise me you’ll be careful. And carry your mace with you.”

      She rolls her eyes. “Yes, Mom.”

      “What time is your date? Shouldn’t you be at home getting ready or something?”

      She hops up from the stool and comes around to stand next to me, grabbing a cucumber and crunching on it. She’s still chewing when she answers.

      “A couple of hours. I live five minutes away and it’ll only take me an hour, tops, to get ready. Why?” I feel her eyes on the side of my face. “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

      Yes.

      “No, of course not.”

      “Wait a minute.” She steps closer, leaning in and taking a deep breath. “You smell like sex.” My mouth drops open, and I turn my head to her. “And men’s cologne.” She narrows her eyes in disgust. “Did you just come back from a booty call with Robert?”

      “What?” I practically yell. “No!”

      “Then why do you smell like raunchy sex and men’s cologne?”

      “You’re delusional. I do not smell like that,” I deny, because what the hell else do I say? I certainly can’t tell her the truth.

      “You sure as shit do.” She leans over and sniffs again, but I push her away from me.

      “Stop.”

      “Then admit it,” she demands.

      I go back to fixing the chicken salad. “I’ll do no such thing. Robert and I aren’t even together anymore.”

      “Since when?” she asks, her voice full of doubt.

      “Since two weeks ago when I caught him in bed with Pamela Wiggins.”

      “Are you serious?” she screeches, making me wince. “I knew he was an asshole. Didn’t I tell you he was an asshole?”

      I give her a side eye as I pull out two pieces of bread. “Do me a favor and spare me the I told you so speech.”

      “Fine.” She leans her hip on the counter and regards me. “So, who is he?”

      I decide to play dumb to give me an extra minute to think. “Who’s who?”

      Her eyes roll up then back down to me. “You know who, Camila. Who’s the guy?”

      “None of your business,” I tell her as I drop a big spoonful of chicken salad on a piece of bread.

      “Oh, come on. You can’t leave me hanging like this.”

      I drop a couple slices of cucumber on the chicken salad then plop the other piece of bread on top. I bring my sandwich to my mouth and take a big bite before I answer.

      “Yes, I can, and you’ll just have to deal with it. My lips are sealed.”

      Her eyes turn mischievous. “At least tell me if it’s someone I know.”

      “No.”

      “No, it’s not someone I know? Or no, you aren’t telling me?”

      I grab my water bottle from the counter and point the cap at her before I open it. “The second one.”

      Her lips turn down into a pout. “You’re a bitch, you know that?”

      I shrug. “And you’re a spoiled brat.”

      We both laugh.

      “Anyway. I have to get going.” She wiggles her eyebrows at me. “If I’m lucky, I’ll have that freshly fucked smell on me later tonight too.”

      A snort leaves me. “You’re disgusting.”

      Her grin puffs out her cheeks. “Says the girl who smells like she was just royally banged two ways to Sunday.”

      I shake my head, but keep my mouth shut. A moment later, the front door slams shut. Dropping my sandwich on the plate, I turn and lean back against the counter with my eyes closed. The first thing I see is Brady’s face as he held me up against the door and fucked me harder than I’ve ever been fucked before.

      Heat pools in my stomach and my core starts to throb. I wish I had the ability to rewind time and go back an hour into the past to relive it.

      Even if it does make me a homewrecker and a bitch.
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      I hang my keys on the hook beside the door and walk through the living room with vaulted ceilings and straight to the kitchen where the liquor cabinet is. I need about two gallons of alcohol to help wipe away the memory of Camila’s soft and pliant body wrapped around mine, and even then, I doubt it will help.

      My phone chimes in my pocket and I pull it out to check the screen. I smile as I accept the call.

      “Hey, Wen.”

      “You know I hate when you call me that,” my little sister’s voice greets me.

      “And you know I only do it because it bugs you.”

      Her sigh is audible. “You just live to pester me, don’t you?”

      I chuckle. “You know it.” Unscrewing the top of the bottle off with one hand, I pour myself a small amount of Maker’s. “To what do I owe the honor of your call? We usually do these in the evenings.”

      I bring my drink to my lips as I wait for her response.

      “No particular reason. I’m waiting in the car for Jack to finish up in the auction’s office, and I’m bored.”

      My sister, her husband, and their two children live on a farm in California. Every time I talk to her, I’m reminded again how grateful I am that she found a good man like Jack. After everything she’s been through, she, more than anyone, deserves her happiness.

      I lean against the counter and cross my ankles. “So which was it this time? Cow, pigs, or sheep?”

      “Actually, it was a couple of pygmy goats. Caleb and Emery have been bugging us to get some ever since Jack showed them the jumping videos.”

      I laugh and look down at my loafers. “You guys spoil those kids rotten.”

      Wendy snorts. “You’re one to talk. It wasn’t us who bought Caleb the monster truck Power Wheels and the mansion dollhouse for Emery for Christmas last year. Besides, there’s no way you can tell me you won’t do the same with yours when you have kids.”

      My good mood plummets. Kids are not in my future. Not because I wouldn’t mind having one or two. There’s simply no way I’ll ever have them with Addison, and unfortunately, I’m stuck with the woman.

      Speaking of the evil woman, the back of my neck prickles with unease. I knew Addison was home, but I had hoped I would have a couple of hours of peace and quiet before I would have to deal with her. Addison is an artist, so she spends most of her time at home in her studio. That studio has kept my sanity intact over the years.

      “I need to let you go,” I tell Wendy, the lightness in my voice from a moment ago now gone. “Something just came up.”

      I hang up before Wendy can question my abrupt mood change.

      I don’t turn to Addison right away. Instead, I pour myself another healthy drink and savor the taste as it burns going down my throat. Then, with a deep exhale, I slowly spin around. I haven’t even fully turned when something is thrown at me. I catch it when it hits my chest. I know right away what the silky silvery material is.

      “You want to explain to me why I found a pair of women’s panties in your slacks pocket?”

      Goddamn it to hell. I meant to grab those this morning from the pants I wore yesterday. Every day, since that night at the motel, I’ve carried them with me. It’s creepy as fuck, even I know that, and every day I tell myself I’ll toss them in the trash, but somehow they end up back in my pocket. I’ve even jacked off with them wrapped around my cock a few times. Thank fuck they’ve been washed since the last time I did it. The anger radiating off Addison would be ten times worse had she found the panties filled with jizz.

      I fist the material and bring them to my side as I hold Addison’s incensed stare.

      “What were you doing in my room?”

      Addison and I haven’t shared a room in years. I can’t stand to be around the bitch, let alone sleep in the same bed as her. Of course, she hated it and threw a fit when I moved out of the master bedroom.

      “Seriously, Brady?” She props a manicured hand on her hip and glares at me. “That’s your response?”

      “Yes,” I bite out. “My room is off limits, so why in the hell were you in there?”

      She takes a few steps further into the kitchen, the heels of her stilettos clicking on the tile floor. Sparks fly from her eyes, and if I were a lesser man, the look may give me pause. But I’m used to seeing the ugliness on her face.

      At one point, I found Addison pretty. Slender form with dramatic curves to fit perfectly against a man’s body. Stunning, crystal-blue eyes. Luscious, blonde hair down to the middle of her back. We met and became friends our freshman year of high school when her family moved to Silver Falls. I knew early on she was interested in me, but I never felt the same way. She was sweet and funny and outgoing, but there was something in the back of my head that always made me stop and think when the thought crossed my mind to make her more than a friend. It wasn’t until our senior year of college when I found out what it was.

      I clench my teeth and push those memories away. I hate thinking about the past and the reason I’m in the situation I’m in.

      “If you must know, I was actually gathering your clothes to wash,” she says, her eyes narrowed on me. “You know, being a good wife.”

      I bark out a disbelieving laugh. “You haven’t been a good wife since the day we were married. How about you try another excuse?”

      Her eyes flare and her lips press into a firm line. “You still haven’t answered my question. Who in the hell are you sleeping with, Brady?”

      The hatred I see on her face reminds me of the comment Camila said in the bar about Addison slashing someone’s tires. It was never proven Addison did it, but I knew in my gut she did. For some reason, my wife has a crazed obsession with me. She has since we were fifteen. I just didn’t realize it until it was too late.

      And because of that, she can never know I slept with Camila, because I fear what Addison would do to her.

      “I’m not sleeping with anyone,” I tell Addison, holding her glare with steady eyes.

      “You’re lying!” she suddenly screeches.

      The crazed look that enters her eyes is something I’ve seen hundreds of times.

      “I’m not,” I say.

      “Yes, you fucking are.” She points down to the panties still clutched in my hand. “There’s the proof right there.”

      I hold the panties up, letting them dangle from one of my fingers. “I found these in the men’s bathroom at the courthouse. I kept them to ask around the office who they belong to and to reprimand the culprit.”

      She steps closer, which only leaves a couple feet between us. My body tenses, already knowing what’s coming, and I set my glass down on the counter.

      “I’m not stupid, Brady,” she spews and spit flies from her mouth to land on my shirt. “I know you’re fucking another woman, and I want to know who it is.”

      I hold my ground and keep my voice calm. “You can think what you want, but it doesn’t make it true.”

      Just as expected, malicious intent crosses Addison’s face at the same time she grabs an empty vase from the counter and screams at the top of her lungs, “Tell me her name!”

      Before she can clock me over the head, I catch her wrist mid swing. I keep my grip as light as I can so I don’t leave a mark, but with enough force to prevent her from hitting me with the thick glass. She screams again and tries to jerk away. I catch her other wrist when she tries to bring that one up to use her nails against me. I spin her around and the vase falls to the floor with a loud crash, breaking on impact. Releasing her wrists, I pin her arms to her sides, but she bucks her hips back against me. Dropping her head, she tries to sink her teeth into my forearm, but I lower them so she can’t reach.

      “Enough!” I bark and jostle her some.

      It has no effect. She just continues to squirm and kick her legs, acting like a mad woman. And that’s what she is. She’s fucking crazy.

      “Goddamn it, Addison, I said enough!” I roar, thanking Christ our house is far enough off the road so no one can hear the struggle going on inside.

      After another moment, Addison slumps in my arms. Her chest rises and falls against my arms and her ragged breathing fills the room.

      “Are you finished?” I ask, my tone tight with anger.

      “Fuck you, Brady. I’ll find out one way or the other, and Lord help whoever the bitch is. She’ll be praying for death by the time I get done with her.”

      Rage courses through my veins with her threat, but I learned a long time ago to keep my control around her because she’ll use everything she can against me to her advantage. It’s also why I need to make sure when she gets like this I don’t leave any marks when I have to restrain her.

      Calling the cops and reporting her abusive behavior is out too. There’s not a goddamn thing I can do, but endure this shit on a daily basis.

      I squeeze her enough to get her attention, but not enough to hurt her. I’ve never, in all the years I’ve put up with this shit, laid a hand on her in anger. The most I do is defend myself.

      “Listen to me, Addison,” I growl in her ear. “You need to drop this shit now. I told you where I found the panties. They don’t belong to some mystery affair you think I’ve had. You’re delusional and making shit up in your head.” I grind my back teeth together. “Stay the fuck out of my room.”

      A grunt is my only response, and I already know this isn’t over.

      “If I let you go, are you going to try to hit me again?”

      Her head shakes jerkily from left to right.

      I let her go and take a step back, keeping my eyes on her as she spins around. A glance down at her wrists tells me they are mark free, which has me letting out a relieved breath.

      “You can’t hide her from me forever,” she remarks, her voice low and filled with conviction.

      I lift a shoulder and keep my expression neutral. “If you want to waste your time, go ahead.”

      I’m hoping the more I deny her claim, the more she’ll question her suspicions.

      With her eyes slanted into slits, she turns on her heel and marches out of the room. When I know she’s far enough away, I let out a tired breath and lean against the counter. My eyes drop to the broken vase on the floor.

      What I wouldn’t give to be able to go back in time and see Addison for what she really is. To stop her before she destroyed my life.

      I snatch up the bottle of Maker’s, uncap the top, and forgoing a glass, tip the mouth of the bottle to my lips.
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CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      “You have a good day, Mrs. Miller. And give us a call if you have any problems with that new prescription.”

      “Thank you, dear. You have a lovely day too.”

      I watch as the ninety-year-old woman shuffles away, hoping that if I reach her age, I’m just as spry and mobile as she is.

      Going back to the computer, I pull up the newest round of prescriptions that came in. After verifying each one, I print out labels and put them on the appropriate bottles then pull the medication from the shelves.

      I’m so into what I’m doing that I don’t see a customer walk up until a throat clears. With a smile on my face, I turn, and then freeze in place. It takes me a moment to unlock my limbs to walk over to the counter.

      I dart my eyes around, making sure no one is paying attention, before leaning over the counter. “What are you doing here?” I hiss.

      His lips twist into a smirk. “Picking up a prescription. That’s what people do at pharmacies, right?”

      Cue palm to forehead. Of course, he’s picking up a prescription. He’s certainly not here to see me.

      I plaster on a fake smile. “Is the prescription for you or someone else?”

      His gray eyes watch me for a moment before he answers. “Mine.”

      I feel his lingering gaze on me when I go to the hangers where all the prescriptions are and find his name. I don’t know why, but I’m nervous as I walk back to the counter. This man has seen me naked before. Had his hands on pretty much every inch of my body. I have no reason to be jittery.

      I keep my eyes averted from his as I ring up his prescription. “Will that be all?”

      When he doesn’t answer, I lift my eyes to him. He’s watching me, his gaze full of something I can’t fully name, but it sends goosebumps popping up all over my body.

      “How have you been?” he asks, his voice low.

      I swallow past the dryness in my throat. “Fine. I’ve been fine.”

      His gaze flickers down to my mouth, and unconsciously, I lick my lips. The move has his eyes flaring, heating in a way that has an ache forming between my legs.

      This shit has got to stop. It’s ridiculous how easily my body reacts to him. He doesn’t even need to touch me, and I’m ready to jump him like a dog in heat.

      “How are you?” I ask, desperately needing something else to focus on besides how good he looks in his suit and how much I want to run my fingers through his perfectly styled hair and muss it up.

      “Good,” he answers, and from the rough edge of his voice, I’d say he’s having just as much trouble as I am.

      I jerk my eyes away from him and gesture to his prescription. “Is there anything else you want?”

      “Yes.” My eyes ping back to him at his roughly spoken word. “But, I can’t have the other thing I want.”

      My body warms, causing me to rub my legs together at the meaning behind his statement.

      “Brady,” I start, then glance around us again to make sure I won’t be overheard. “You can’t… we can’t….” I swallow and try again. “This has to stop.”

      His lips press into a firm line and a look of frustration swims in his eyes. “I know,” he grumbles.

      Spotting a customer approaching over his shoulder, I quickly finish ringing him up and give him his total. He pays with his credit card and takes the bag I hold out to him. I don’t know if he does it on purpose or if it’s by accident, but his fingers brush against mine. Just that small touch has my stomach quivering and my cheeks flushing. He feels it too.

      “See you later, Camila,” he says before walking off, and I wonder if he means that literally or it’s just a generic statement.

      I force a smile at the man who walks up after him and try to push away any and all thoughts of Brady Masters from my mind.

      Unfortunately, no matter how much I try, he stays stuck inside my head for the rest of the day.
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        * * *

      

      Later that afternoon, just as I’m waving goodbye to my co-workers, my phone dings inside my pocket. I pull it out and check my notifications. I pause mid-step when I see who it’s from and what the message is.

      JBM: Meet me at the motel tonight.

      I peek over my shoulder to make sure no one’s looking. I feel like I’ve been doing that a lot today. Bringing my eyes back to my phone, I think about how I want to respond.

      My first instinct is to reply, bold and in all caps, YES! But then the rational part of my brain kicks in and screams a big fat no. It’s already wrong to want a married man as much as I want Brady. It’s a whole other ball game to actually have an affair with him. Yes, I’ve already slept with him twice, and there’s absolutely no excuse good enough for either time, but a part of me blames it on the heat of the moment. Neither of us were thinking rationally at the time. The need hit us out of the blue and we acted on pure animal instinct.

      If I meet him tonight, I would be doing it with a clear head. I would be making a conscious choice to sleep with a married man. The same applies to Brady. I have no right to judge him, given my own recent bad decisions, but I can’t ignore the fact that, as a man with a wife, he’s knowingly, with rational thought, cheating.

      I tap reply on my phone.

      Me: I can’t. It’s too dangerous to keep doing this. Not to mention, it’s wrong.

      I push out of the pharmacy doors and instead of going to my car, I turn right, heading toward The Coffee Bean for a peach lemonade. My shoulders slump as I walk down the street, my mood suddenly souring. Why did Brady have to send me that message? Now it’s going to be the only thing I think about today. Knowing I could be in his arms with no one the wiser. I hate the man for doing this to me. For tempting me into making another mistake I’ll feel bad about.

      As rotten as Addison is, she doesn’t deserve to be cheated on. No one does.

      Just before I reach the door to The Coffee Bean, I spot Whitney, a ten-year-old girl, and my neighbor’s kid, walking up.

      “Hey, Whit.” I greet her with a smile.

      She grins back at me. “Hi.”

      I look around for her parents. “Where’s your mom and dad?”

      She turns and points to a shop a couple doors down. “Getting Sammy some new shoes.” She pulls out a five dollar bill from her pocket. “They let me come here to get a smoothie all by myself.”

      “Wow! I guess that means you’re a big girl now, huh?”

      Her smile is so big it shows off the missing molars in the back of her mouth. “Uh huh. They even said I could get a muffin and sit and eat it with my lemonade and they’ll come and get me in a few minutes.”

      I can’t help but laugh at her excitement. “That is super cool of them to let you do that all by yourself.”

      If we were anywhere else besides Silver Falls, I’d be concerned with a ten-year-old girl being left to her own devices. But we are in Silver Falls. It’s very rare that crime happens here. And besides, most everyone that’s in The Coffee Bean will know Whitney and will keep an eye out for her.

      “You ready to go in?” I ask.

      “Yep,” she chirps.

      She’s standing with the door at her back with me in front of her. I reach around her to grab the handle, but just as I do so, it’s shoved open with force. I quickly grab Whitney and pull her to the side, but in the process, I get whacked on the cheek with the edge of the door. I suck in a sharp breath with the stinging pain then lift my eyes and see a pair of angry blue ones glaring down at a wide-eyed Whitney.

      “Watch it, you little brat.”

      The venom that spews out with those words should never be directed toward a child, and hearing them now, pisses me off.

      Wrapping a protective arm around Whitney’s shoulders, I bring her closer to my side.

      “Hey, there’s no need for name calling,” I tell the grumpy bitch.

      Addison directs her glare at me. “She needs to be taught some manners.”

      “And calling her names will do that?”

      “If not, it’ll at least teach her to watch where she’s walking.”

      I feel Whitney shrinking beside me. I’m tempted to grab the drink from Addison’s hand and pour it over the woman’s head. If Whitney weren’t with me, I may have done just that. But she is, so I need to keep this as civil as possible.

      “She was not the problem. She was standing in front of the door. Had you been looking where you were going, you would have seen her before you came blasting out of the door.”

      Her lip curls up into a sneer. “Whatever. Just keep the little brat out of my way.”

      And with that, she spins away and flounces down the street. Whitney and I watch her go. There are so many words I want to toss back at her, but I hold them back. I turn to Whitney, bending slightly so I can see her face better. She looks unsettled, but not distraught, thank goodness.

      “Are you okay?” I ask her.

      Her head bobs up and down. “Yeah.” Her eyes flicker behind me where Addison walked off. “I don’t like her. She’s mean.”

      I wrinkle my nose. “I don’t like her either.”

      Lifting her small hand, she gingerly touches my cheek, reminding me I was smacked with the door. I wince before I can stop myself and Whitney drops her hand.

      “You got hurt.”

      I smile gently at her. “I’m fine. It doesn’t even hurt that much.” I grab her hand. “Come on. Let’s go get that smoothie and muffin.”

      As I hold the door open for Whitney, I cut my gaze down the street, still seeing Addison’s stiff, retreating back in the distance. It reminds me of the text message I received from her husband. As we wait in line, I pull my phone from my pocket and see if he responded to my refusal.

      JBM: I’ll be there at eight. Same room. If you decide to show up.

      I don’t respond. Instead, I shove my phone back into my pocket.

      With the incident that just happened with Brady’s wife, a devious part of me wants to take him up on his offer. To pay the bitch back for her ugly words toward Whitney.

      But would that make me just as bad as her?
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BRADY

        

      

    

    
      I know the minute she’s here and a huge wave of relief washes over me. I was certain she wouldn’t show, and I almost didn’t come myself, but I wanted to be here if there was even the smallest chance.

      We’re walking on dangerous territory here, but I’m caring less and less. There’s no love lost between Addison and me. Even back when I didn’t realize how crazy she was, the most I felt for her was caring as a friend. She knew going into this forced marriage I would never love her. Especially after what she did. But in her delusional mind, she thought she could change that. It wasn’t love that grew for her. It was hatred.

      Flipping my laptop closed, I get up from the small table by the door and slip the curtain over an inch to look outside. Sure enough, Camila is walking from her car toward the door. My cock, which must be in tune with the woman, immediately stands at attention.

      Instead of opening the door right away, I go to it and peer through the peephole. She’s just standing there, her brows creased into a frown and her bottom lip being chewed between her teeth. Indecision is written all over her face, and the look has a dull ache forming in my chest. I hate that whatever it is between us is eating at her. Camila is not a bad person, so for a decision to bother her so much doesn’t sit well with me. Not that making the choice to continue to cheat on my wife has been easy for me either. I just don’t like seeing Camila so troubled because of me.

      I should send her away. Tell her it was a mistake to invite her here. It would be the right thing to do. To make it easier on her and me both.

      But that’s not what I do. She’s here, just on the other side of that door. There’s no way I have the power to send her away.

      Gripping the handle, I yank the door open. The only light coming from the room is from the lamp beside the bed. It’s dark outside, so the dim parking lot lights are on, but since we’re at the end of the row of rooms, they don’t reach us that well. Her face is mostly in shadows, but I can tell by her stiff posture she’s on the verge of bolting.

      Before she can do so, I reach out, grab the front of her shirt, and yank her forward. She lands against my chest with a squeak, and I slam the door behind her.

      Fuck, but she smells good.

      With all of my control gone from the moment I saw her through the window, I smash our lips together, then groan into her mouth when her tongue immediately meets mine. She kisses me back with as much fervor and passion as I’m kissing her.

      It’s been three weeks since I’ve felt her against me. Three weeks too fucking long.

      Grabbing the back of her thighs, I pick her up and she wraps her legs around my waist. I carry her over to the bed and drop her on the mattress. Instead of following her down, I take a step back and look down at her. She’s watching me with half-closed eyes and an expression that has more blood rushing to my cock. The uncertainty I saw on her face through the peephole is gone.

      “Your clothes. Take them off,” I demand with a harsh growl.

      She doesn’t waste time as her hands move to the bottom of her shirt and she begins peeling it up her body. I keep my eyes glued on her as I quickly flick the buttons of my dress shirt then pull it off. My undershirt is tugged off next. By the time I reach for the button of my slacks, her top half is bare, her tits bouncing as she starts working on the zipper on the side of her skirt.

      My cock strains painfully behind the fly of my slacks, so I pull the zipper down. The more skin Camila reveals, the harsher my breathing becomes. The woman drives me fucking nuts with this need for her.

      “Goddamn, you look so fucking beautiful,” I rumble.

      Once we’re both naked, our eyes taking in every inch of each other, I reach for her. Her legs are bent, giving me the perfect view of her glistening pussy. My mouth waters, so I drop to my knees at the end of the bed, then tug her forward so her cunt is right in front of my face. I pull in a deep breath, damn near exploding when her sweet scent hits me.

      “Brady, wait,” she pants. “I don’t—”

      I lift my eyes to hers and her mouth clamps shut with my look.

      “There’s not a chance you’re denying me the taste of this pussy, so you may as well lay back and enjoy it,” I tell her.

      Her eyes flare, the deep green in them darkening with desire, and she nods, opting to stay reclining back on her hands.

      I drop my head and take my first taste. I close my eyes and groan against her wet flesh. I’ve never tasted anything so fucking addicting in my life.

      Starting at her hole, I swipe my tongue all the way up to her clit, repeating the move several times until she’s squirming against my mouth. I pull away and press my palms against her stomach.

      “Sit still,” I demand.

      She falls to her back with a huff, and I smile against her, amused at her frustration.

      I continue eating her out, alternating between sucking her clit and fucking her with my tongue. I add a finger to my ministrations and push the digit into her tight sheath. She cries out and her pussy tightens around my finger.

      “Oh, God, yes!”

      My cock jerks and drips with pre-cum, and I’m on the verge of losing my load without any sort of physical stimulation.

      I’ll be damned if that shit happens, so with one final swipe of my tongue, I get to my feet. My impatience to feel her tightness wrapped around me is too strong to ignore.

      Camila pants, her chest rising and falling, as she gets to her elbows. “What are you—Oh!”

      I flip her over, grabbing her hips and lifting her ass into the air. “I can’t wait, baby. If I don’t get inside your pussy in the next second, I’m going to lose my shit.”

      Her eyes meet mine over her shoulder, looking more fucking beautiful than I’ve ever seen her before with her midnight-black hair falling around her shoulders and slightly hiding her face.

      “Fuck me, Brady,” she mewls seductively. “I need it too.”

      Gritting my teeth, I notch the head of my cock at her opening. Then while holding her eyes, I slam my hips forward, sinking every inch inside her. The tight grip of her cunt has my eyes falling closed.

      She cries out, her fingers clutching the sheets with tight fists. I keep my hips pressed against her ass for a moment, praying to the sex Gods that I can last longer than two fucking minutes.

      Camila squirms, trying to get me to move, but I dig my fingers into her hips to hold her still. “Give me a minute,” I grunt.

      Once I’m reasonably sure I’m not going to come before we’ve even begun, I slide my cock out and slowly sink back inside. Then do it over and over again. The little whimpers leaving Camila as I fuck her unhurriedly has my balls tingling. I fucking love the sounds she makes. Like I’m the best thing she’s ever felt. She sure as fuck is the best thing I’ve ever felt.

      Shoving my hips forward, I press her down until she’s laying flush against the mattress. Without taking my cock out, I move my legs to the outside of hers. This new position doesn’t allow me to go as deep, but the fit is tighter with her legs together, and from past experiences, women love it, claiming it hits an extra sensitive spot.

      Rising to my hands, I grind my hips downward, watching my cock disappear into her tight hole. It glistens with her juices when I pull back out.

      “Yes,” she moans. “Just like that, but fuck me harder.”

      Giving in to her demand, I thrust again with more force and the headboard hits against the wall. I hope like hell no one is on the other side, because if they call and complain, the only response they’ll get is a “fuck off.”

      I pick up speed with each forward motion, making sure to grind against her ass, and she rewards me every time with a loud cry of pleasure. When her cries escalate, and I know she’s close, I drop down to an elbow beside her head and reach under her, wrapping my fingers around her throat. I wait until she opens her eyes before I tilt her head enough that my lips can reach hers.

      My fucking becomes erratic when her walls clamp around me. Just as her orgasm begins to taper off, mine hits me hard and fast, and I release inside her. It’s not until then that I realize we’ve once again had sex without a condom. But I’m so far gone, I can’t find it in me to give two shits.

      I press a kiss against the back of Camila’s neck and hoist my weight off her. She stays exactly as she is as I get off the bed, but her eyes track my movements. My lips quirk up as I take a moment to just look at her.

      “You look quite satisfied, Miss Adair,” I comment, standing beside the bed.

      “I’m dead is what I am,” she mumbles. “You’ve quite possibly killed me.”

      I chuckle as I bend down and pick her up bridal style. “Then let’s see if I can revive you because we’re nowhere near done.”

      She grumbles against my neck. “I’m not sure I can go another round at the moment.”

      “I bet I can change your mind. I plan to take full advantage of our time together.”

      I carry her to the bathroom and set her on her feet just outside the shower. Pulling the curtain back, I turn the water on and hold my hand under the spray until it’s warm enough. Stepping into the shower, I hold my hand out to help her in with me. Pressing my chest to her back, I walk us forward until we’re both partially under the spray. I run my hands up and down her sides then move to her stomach and up to her tits. She moans and pushes her ass against my growing cock.

      I drop my lips to her shoulder. “How is it that I can know a woman my whole life, but it’s not until I’ve had her once that I can’t get enough?” I ask, not really expecting a response, but she gives me one anyway.

      “How is it that I’ve wanted you since high school and managed to keep my hands off of you until now?”

      My hands pause against her breasts momentarily. “You wanted me in high school?”

      She nods, pushing back some wet hair from her face. “Uh huh.”

      Using my thumbs and forefingers, I tweak both of her nipples. “How bad did you want me?”

      She hesitates for a moment before she gives me her answer. “Bad enough that I’ve had quite a few fantasies about you while using the shower head in my bathroom.”

      My cock jerks against the crack of her ass. “Jesus. You seriously played with yourself back in high school while you thought about me?”

      “Oh yeah.”

      “Fuck,” I groan.

      Letting her nipples go, I grab her hips and spin her around, my cock primed and ready for round two. The moment I see her face, though, in the bright light of the bathroom and her makeup washed away, I see a deep purple line running down her cheek.

      “What in the fuck happened?” I ask, my voice rising with each word.

      When she tries to turn her head away, I gently pinch her chin and bring it back to me.

      “Camila, what happened to your face?”

      “It’s nothing. I promise it looks worse than it feels.”

      I clench my teeth together and grit out. “That doesn’t answer my question. Did someone hit you?”

      “Not someone, but something.”

      “Elaborate.”

      She pulls in a breath through her nose and pushes it out through her mouth.

      “I was going to The Coffee Bean to grab a drink after leaving work today. I met Whitney, the ten-year-old girl who lives next door to me. Just as we were about to go inside, the door was thrust open. I pulled Whitney out of the way, but I got hit in the face by the edge of the door.”

      Anger has the muscles in my jaw twitching. “What asshole was it?”

      She waits a minute to answer, and I don’t like the look on her face. “Addison.”

      My hands ball into fists, and I have to force back the incredible need to plant my fist into the shower wall and pretend it’s my wife’s face. I’d never hit a woman, no matter how angry a certain one makes me, but that doesn’t stop me from imagining her face that I want to hit.

      I cup the side of her face and gently stroke my thumb over the mark. The longer I look at it, the angrier I become.

      “Did she at least fucking apologize?”

      She snorts out a humorless laugh. “Not even close. She actually blamed the whole thing on Whitney and called her a brat.”

      My blood turns to lava. It’s a damn good thing I’m a man who is firmly against harming women. Had I been in Camila’s shoes, there’s no telling what I would have done.

      “I’m so damn sorry, baby.”

      Her brows pinch down. “What are you apologizing for? You did nothing wrong.”

      “That bitch is my wife.”

      “And? You can’t control what she does.”

      Bending my knees, I press a soft kiss against her cheek, right over the mark. “I’m still sorry this happened to you.”

      She wraps her arms around my waist, pressing her tits against my chest, and tips her head back. “Let’s just forget about it, okay?”

      She may be able to put it behind her, but I damn sure won’t be able. Even so, I give her a tight nod.

      “Yeah.”

      Addison has gone too far, and it’s about time I put a stop to it.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, or rather, in the wee hours of the morning, Camila and I are still in the motel. I’m half reclining against a mound of pillows and she’s laying sideways on the bed with her head in my lap facing me. She has one hand tucked under her good cheek and the other laying on my chest over my heart. One of my hands is tucked under my head, while my other hand is running up and down her thigh, from her hip to her knee.

      “Why are you with Addison? I gathered from earlier, you don’t like her much,” she asks, breaking the comfortable silence we’ve been in for the last few minutes.

      I jerk my jaw from side to side. “Even if I did like her, I would have reacted the same. But you’re right. I can’t stand the bitch. Haven’t for quite a few years now.”

      “Then why do you stay with her?”

      The hand on her thigh pauses, and I look up at the ceiling. As much as I want to give Camila the full truth, I can’t. “It’s… complicated.”

      I can see the question in her eyes before she asks it. “Complicated, how?”

      I resume stroking her thigh and give her back my eyes. “You have a right to know, but I would prefer to wait to tell you my story.”

      She can’t hide the hurt my words cause, and I feel like an asshole for putting it there. It’s not just me I need to think about, but someone else. I can’t tell Camila the truth yet.

      “Okay.”

      I look down at her hand as she begins playing with my chest hairs.

      “Camila.” She looks at me. “I plan to tell you the dynamics of my relationship with Addison. I just need time to work through some things first. I’m not keeping a secret from you. I’m just asking you to wait to give you my answer.”

      She sucks in a breath, her cheek rubbing against my lower stomach when she nods. “I can do that.”

      She smiles, then lifts her head and presses a soft kiss below my belly button. My abs contract and my cock jerks awake. I move my hand to her ass and palm the flesh.

      “Baby, your lips are way too close to my cock. If you want to kiss something, I can think of a better spot.”

      “Oh yeah?” She moves a couple inches lower, which puts her right above where my trimmed pubic hair starts. My cock grows in length and width. “Am I getting closer?”

      “Fuck yeah,” I growl, slipping one of my fingers between her asscheeks. “But not close enough.” I lift my hips toward her mouth. “Take me in your mouth, Camila. I wanna watch my cock slide between your lips.”

      Getting to her elbow, she rolls so she’s partially on her stomach, which puts her at a better angle to take me into her mouth. The new position puts the lower half of her body close to my wandering hand, and I take advantage by grazing her asshole then slipping past it to her wet hole. I slip just the tip inside.

      With our eyes locked, she sticks her tongue out and swipes it across the already leaking slit of my cock. Pressing the head against her lips, they stretch open as she slowly takes me into her mouth.

      “Goddamn, I fucking love the sight of you like this,” I groan.

      As she takes more of me, I remove my arm from behind my head and tunnel my fingers into her hair. Gently, I apply pressure to the back of her head.

      “More, baby. I know you can take more.”

      She does and it’s not long before she’s taking me to the back of her throat. I keep my hand busy between her legs as she gives me the best fucking blow job of my life.

      Just before I explode in her mouth, I take my fingers from her pussy and pull her off my cock. She’s momentarily dazed at my sudden movements, so I easily navigate Camila so she is laying on her back and her head is hanging off the end of the bed, and I’m standing over her with my cock in her face.

      “I love slow and leisurely, and we’ll have to do it again real soon, but right now, I’m about to fuck the hell out of your mouth. And the best part is, I’ll be able to devour your pussy as I do it.”
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CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      “Did you guys hear about Judge Masters?”

      I jerk my head around to Harley so fast that I feel a twinge of pain in my neck.

      “What?” I ask, trying to keep my voice from squeaking.

      “Supposedly, he was seen in Mahan County coming out of one of those cheap motels a couple of days ago,” Harley answers, looking from me to Penelope, who is on her other side, then back to me.

      I look back down at the string of nail color options, pretending to browse. My palms sweat and my heart races a mile a minute. “So?”

      “That’s not the juicy part.” Harley pauses a moment. “Before he left, he was also seen kissing a woman, that’s not his wife, in the doorway.”

      Shit. This is not good. Not good at all.

      I shift in my seat, sending up a silent prayer that my sisters don’t notice the anxiety that’s suddenly hit me. I want to jerk my feet from the pedicure bath and run from the salon. Then hunt down Brady and ask what in the hell do we do.

      Feeling Penelope’s perceptive eyes on me, I make sure to keep mine away from her. I try to regulate my breathing when I ask, “Whoever saw him didn’t see who the woman was?”

      The better question is, am I going to end up in a shallow ditch somewhere with my throat cut open. Because, I honestly wouldn’t be surprised that Addison would do something like that if she found out about Brady and me having an affair. I said it before, the woman is a psycho.

      “No. They couldn’t make her out, and as soon as Brady stepped back, she went back inside and closed the door. She had dark hair though.”

      “Does Addison know?”

      Harley lifts a shoulder. “No clue. But I would assume she doesn’t or she’d be raising havoc all over town. The woman is crazy when it comes to Brady. Though, it’s only a matter of time before she does find out, and God help whoever the woman is.”

      No truer words have been spoken. Don’t get me wrong. If the altercation were fair, I don’t doubt I could hold my own against Addison. I grew up with three sisters the same age as me. We fought all the time, and it wasn’t just little bickers. We pulled hair, slapped, bit, kicked, and threw shit at each other. Not to mention the abuse we endured by the hands of our father who taught us at an early age to be as tough as nails. And once we were old enough to learn, our older brother, Wesley, made sure we could defend ourselves.

      No matter how Addison chose to come at me, whether physically or mentally, I could take and endure whatever she dished out. If she played fair. That’s the thing with Addison though. She doesn’t fight fair. She’s manipulative, used to getting her own way, and is willing to do anything to get what she wants.

      My thoughts are called to a halt when the door to the salon is opened and Macy Deluca walks inside. Macy and Michael lived across the street from us when we were kids, and Penelope babysat their toddler, Kai, for a few years.

      Macy stops where we’re sitting in the pedicure recliners and greets us all.

      “How’s Kai doing at the office?” she asks.

      Penelope recently hired Kai as an intern for her PR firm. When I first got a look at him after he came back from college, I was floored. He left as a gangly eighteen-year-old and came back as a fully grown, well-built, hot-as-hell man.

      “He’s doing fine. A great addition to the company,” Penelope answers.

      As they chit chat, I go back to thinking about my Brady situation. It’s been two days since Brady and I spent that second night in the motel. If I were smart, I’d make that our last time and just let the memories of our time together get me through the lonely nights.

      But I know that won’t happen. I’ve grown too addicted to his touch, and the more I think about never having it again, the more I crave it.
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        * * *

      

      Thirty minutes later, just as I close my car door, the passenger side is pulled open and Harley plops down in the seat. She stares ahead, her eyes focused on something outside the windshield. I can practically see the wheels turning in her head, trying to come up with a way to say whatever it is she wants to say. I stay silent.

      “I know it was you,” she says quietly before turning her green eyes my way.

      Hiding my growing trepidation behind a confused expression, I play dumb, “You know I was who?”

      She turns more in her seat. “The woman Brady was at the motel with.”

      Picking up my bottle from the center console, I laugh, but I’m afraid it comes out more like a nervous giggle. “You’re crazy.”

      “Come on, Cam. I’m your sister. You can tell me.”

      I gulp down several swallows of water, nearly gagging when the warm water hits my tongue. I wrack my brain, trying and failing to come up with something to tell Harley. She’s my sister, and I know she won’t judge me. I also know she’ll keep her mouth shut, but even so, the more people who know, the higher the chance of this getting out.

      I close my eyes and rest my head back against the headrest. The single word that leaves my mouth is whispered in the close confines of the car.

      “How?”

      “Jenny is the one who saw you. When she described what the woman was wearing, I knew right away who it was. I was with you when you bought that Rainbow Bright shirt.” I refuse to open my eyes and look at her when she pauses. “Do you remember that? I picked on you because you were obsessed with anything Rainbow Bright when we were kids, and I thought it was ridiculous that you still bought stuff with that cartoon on it.”

      Despite my nerves being shot to hell and the seriousness of the situation, I can’t help but smile at that memory. “I remember,” I say quietly.

      The bottle is taken from my hand and Harley laces our fingers together, bringing them both to her lap.

      “What are you doing, Camila?”

      I roll my head to the side and look at her. “I have no clue.”

      “How did this happen?”

      I turn more toward her and it dislodges our hands. I bring mine back to my lap. “It was by accident. We were both at a bar over in Mahan County. It was the day I walked in on Robert going to chow town on a woman who wasn’t me. I was feeling low and sorry for myself. Anyway, things just sort of happened between me and Brady.”

      “You’ve got some massive lady balls on you. If Addison finds out, she’s going to try to nail you to the wall.”

      “I know. Which is why she can never know.”

      She nods. “Okay, so you’ve explained how it started, but that was over a month ago. Jenny saw you a couple days ago, in what I assume is the same motel?”

      “Yeah. We’re kinda still seeing each other.”

      Worry lines appear between Harley’s eyes. “Are you sure that’s smart?”

      “No. It’s dumb as hell, but I just can’t stop.” I lean toward her, looking at her in earnest, “You know I had the biggest crush on him in high school. God,” I close my eyes, “the man is pure fucking magic in bed. But it’s not just his fucking skills that has me not caring that he’s married. I like him.”

      Her eyes ping pong back and forth between mine for a moment. “You say it like it’s more than like that you feel for him.”

      I lift a shoulder and drop my eyes to my phone sitting in the cup holder. A red light flashes on the screen, indicating I have a notification.

      “I don’t know. Maybe it is.”

      She waits until I lift my head and meet her eyes again before she asks, “What are you going to do?”

      Her question has pressure building in my chest, like a sudden weight was just dropped on it. “I don’t know.”

      And that’s the crux of the matter. Brady and I can’t continue our affair forever.

      But how in the hell will I ever find the strength to walk away?
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      Spotting a familiar face I haven’t seen in a while, I head over to a round table in a darkened corner. Instead of taking the seat directly opposite the man, which would put my back facing the crowded bar, I take a seat to his right.

      “Carter Beckett. Long time, no see,” I comment, setting my beer down on the table.

      Carter and I were in the same grade in school and hung out with the same crowd. He left for college and never moved back to Silver Falls. I’ve only seen him a few times over the years when he would visit his parents and younger brother.

      He flashes me a grin. “Brady. Damn, man.” He holds his hand out, and we shake. “It feels like it’s been ages. How have you been?”

      “I’ve been better. I heard you were back in town. You here for good?”

      “Yeah. With the shit that went down with my dad and Mark, I figured Mom would need me close.”

      A few months ago, it came out that Carter’s dad, who was the mayor of Silver Falls, and his younger brother, Mark, were part of a child sex trafficking ring. They’re also being charged with sexual assault against a minor. Sam, the child they abused, is the younger brother of the girlfriend of Silver Falls’ recently retired priest, Wesley, who is also Camila’s brother. Apparently, the abuse had been going on for years. Mayor Beckett and Mark threatened to hurt Sam’s sister, Jersey, if he told anyone. Years ago, Jersey and Sam were put into separate foster homes when their parents died. Jersey didn’t discover the abuse until she went to visit Sam one day at the mayor’s house and saw the marks on his body after Mark brutally raped him. The news was a shock to us all, but none more so than Carter and his mother, neither of whom had any knowledge of what was going on.

      I take a swig of my beer, relishing the bitter hops going down my throat. “How’s your mom holding up?”

      “About as you’d expect. She tries to hide it, but I know how much it hurts not being able to see Sam. I don’t blame the kid for not wanting anything to do with either one of us right now, and she doesn’t either. But it still hurts.” He picks up one of the four shot glasses he has in front of him and tosses it back. “I was already out of the house by the time Sam came along, so I didn’t get the chance to know him that well. But Mom loves him. She was excited when they decided to foster him. The empty nest syndrome, or whatever it’s called, hit her hard when I moved out.”

      “Give him time. I’m sure he’ll come around.”

      “Yeah.” He stares down at the empty shot glass, twists it around and around. “So, what about you? You still married to that bitch?”

      Carter doesn’t know the full story behind my marriage to Addison, only that I was forced to marry her and my hatred toward her.

      “Unfortunately.”

      “Shit, Brady. I figured you would have already split from her by now.”

      I chug back half of my beer before I set it back down with a little more force than I intended. “It’s not that simple. This whole fucking situation is a bitch.”

      With his mouth on the rim of another shot glass, he grunts. “Just another reminder why I’ll never hitch my ass to a woman.” He tosses the shot back then grimaces. “Too much hassle and not enough reward.”

      Something out of the corner of my eye catches my attention, and I swivel my head that way. My slacks become instantly tighter when I spot Camila walking over to an empty table across the room. Two of her sisters are with her; Penelope and Harley, along with Bryan Erikson’s fiancée, Charlotte. Although the three sisters are three parts of a quad and they look alike in many ways, there’s enough different distinguishing qualities about them that I’ve never had trouble telling them apart.

      As if she feels my gaze on her, Camila looks up and meets my eyes. Surprise flickers in them for a moment before they flare with something that has my cock growing even more. My first instinct is to go to her. To yank her against my body and claim her lips. Then drag her out of Whiskey’s to a more private location where I can do wicked things to her body.

      Of course, I can’t do that, and it fucking sucks.

      “I see I’m not the only one who likes to appreciate the Adair quads.”

      Carter’s comment pulls my attention back to him. I shoot him a censoring look. “I have no clue what you’re talking about.”

      “You’re so full of shit.” He laughs while he throws back another shot. “So, which one is it?”

      It’s on the tip of my tongue to lie, but decide at the last minute to give him the truth. Why the hell not? It’s not like he’ll go blabbing his mouth to anyone. He’s got enough skeletons in his closet that he has no right to talk.

      “Camila,” I state.

      His eyes move back to the women before they return to me. “She’s the one in the blue dress, right?”

      “Yes,” I grunt.

      “You sleeping with her?” he asks, rather bluntly.

      It’s one thing to admit my interest in another woman, but an entirely different one to say I’m sleeping with her.

      I hold his stare, neither confirming nor denying it. Understanding dawns in his eyes and he holds his remaining shot up, tipping it to me before throwing it back. “Fair enough.”

      I pick up my beer and slug the rest of it back. Spotting one of the waitresses wandering the room, I hold my empty bottle up, silently requesting another.

      I glance back over to where Camila is sitting. My jaw clenches and a tick forms in my temple when I see a couple of guys standing at the table talking to the women. I don’t give two shits if they talk to Penelope, Harley, or Charlotte, but one is standing entirely way too close to Camila for my comfort. I’m in no position to lay a claim on her, but damned if the sight of her laughing at something one of the guys says doesn’t send a murderous rage through me. That anger builds when he puts his hand on the back of her chair.

      I wait as the waitress drops off my fresh beer then I pull my phone from my pocket. I bring up her name, hoping like hell she has the volume up on her phone, or at least set to vibrate.

      Me: I’m about two seconds away from tearing that guy’s hand off.

      I press send and lift my attention back across the room. It takes her about half a minute before she’s picking up her phone and looking at the screen. Her head jerks up and her eyes dart my way, her brows drawn down. She then looks at the guy’s hand on the back of her chair before she goes back to her phone.

      My phone pings a moment later.

      Baymont: I have zero interest in this guy. Behave. And stop looking at me like that before someone figures out our secret.

      I hit reply.

      Me: Does it make me a bad person that I want to smash his face into the table every time you laugh at something he says?

      Her response comes less than a minute later.

      Baymont: Not a bad person. But it does kinda make me wet thinking about how jealous you are.

      I chuckle to myself. I’ve never been jealous over a woman a day in my life, but I damn sure am now. I want to deck any man who even looks Camila’s way.

      Me: Meet me in the hallway where the bathrooms are in five minutes.

      I look across the room as I hit send on my phone. It seems like it takes forever before she looks down at the screen. Her bottom lip gets tugged between her teeth and a look of concentration crosses her face. She doesn’t look at me as her fingers start tapping the screen. I look down at my own phone, anxiously waiting for her reply. The little bubbles pop up, then disappear, only to pop up again.

      Baymont: Okay.

      My cock twitches, well on its way to filling with blood. Picking up my beer, I down the entire thing before I get up from my seat.

      “Hitting the head,” I inform Carter.

      When he doesn’t answer right away, I glance at him. He’s looking in the direction of the women, and at first I tense, thinking he’s eyeing Camila. It’s not until I notice Harley looking our way that I realize it’s her he’s checking out. I can see the reluctance on his face as he pulls his eyes away from her to meet mine.

      I lift an amused brow at his fascination with Harley.

      “Sure. We’ll catch up more later,” he says.

      I give him a chin lift before I leave.

      Down the darkened hallway I go, stopping just past the bathrooms in front of a door that leads to a utility closet. It’s pathetic that at thirty-eight years old I’m getting ready to make out, and possibly fuck, if I have my way, in a fucking utility closet.

      But then, when it comes to Camila, there are no possibilities I wouldn’t consider.

      Several long minutes later, her silhouette appears at the end of the hallway. With the lights a little brighter behind her, her face is shadowed. She pauses for a moment before her heels click against the tile floor. The closer she gets, the harder my heart pounds. It still amazes me how much this woman affects me. Not just my cock, but in other areas of my anatomy.

      Once she’s only a foot away, I look behind her to make sure no one is coming down the hallway, then I reach for her. Snaking an arm around her back, I yank her against my chest. She collapses against me with a breathy, “Oh.”

      As I drop my head and seal my lips over hers, I reach behind her for the door, pushing it open. I lift her up and walk us into the room, closing the door with a soft snick. I start patting the walls, looking for a light switch. She must be doing the same because a second later, she finds it and a low yellow light fills the room.

      Lifting my head, I take a moment to just look at her. She’s wearing make-up, but I know there’s still a bruise on her cheek. Remembering what my wife did still fills me with rage.

      “I fucking missed you,” I mumble, dropping my head for another kiss.

      She laughs, the sound light and happy. “It’s only been a couple of days.”

      “A couple of days is way too damn long. You’ve put a spell on me, Camila. I miss you the second you leave my sight.”

      Her expression softens. “I missed you too.”

      The last time we saw each other, Camila had messaged me earlier that day on the verge of freaking out. Apparently, someone had seen me leaving the Baymont, after locking lips with Camila. Thankfully, they didn’t see who the woman was. Yes, it may get back to Addison that I was kissing another woman, but I learned years ago how to deal with the bitch. I shudder when I think about what she would do to Camila if she were to find out it was her.

      I slide my hands down Camila’s back, reaching for the hem of her dress. Lifting it, I’m pleased when my fingers encounter her bare ass cheeks and the tiny string between them.

      “I need you, baby,” I murmur between kisses.

      “Then take me,” she responds, her hands already moving to my belt.

      “Are you sure? We’re in a broom closet in a bar.”

      She unbuckles my belt and starts working on the button and zipper of my pants. “I don’t care. I just want to feel you.”

      Goddamn, this woman is a dream.

      One I wish I could hold on to forever.

      But one I fear I’ll have to eventually let go.

    

  







            Chapter 11

          

          

      

    

    






CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      With reluctance, I remove my arms from around Brady’s shoulders and slide them down his chest. He looks just as dejected as I do when I look up at him. As much as I enjoy our time together at these motels—we switched to another one since the Baymont has been compromised—I always feel like he takes a piece of me with him when he has to leave. I wonder how much longer it’ll be before there’s nothing left of me.

      “I fucking hate this,” he mumbles against my lips. “It feels wrong to leave you.”

      “I know. I feel it too.”

      There’s been so many times I’ve almost asked him to leave Addison, but the words always get stuck in my throat. I wish he would tell me why he feels like he needs to stay with her, because I know it’s not out of love. If he loved her, he wouldn’t be sleeping with me. And his eyes wouldn’t hold abhorrence each time her name is brought up. The whole situation confuses the hell out of me.

      Brady asked for time, and I plan to give it to him, but that doesn’t mean my mind isn’t conjuring up a thousand and one scenarios why he and Addison are still together.

      “You need to go.” I push his chest, forcing him back a step and closer to the motel room door.

      He grabs the front of my shirt, stretching the material, as he tugs me against him again. “One more.”

      I smile against his lips. I’m glad I’m not the only one having a difficult time letting go. It makes it a tiny bit easier knowing he doesn’t want to leave any more than I want him to.

      His sigh is loud when he finally releases me. “Alright. I’m going.”

      I trail behind him as he goes to the door and picks up his small overnight bag. I asked him once what he tells Addison about where he goes when he’s not at home at night. He said he gave her as close to an honest answer as he could. That he needed time away from her, so he was staying with a friend. When she asked which friend, he refused to tell her, saying he didn’t want her to show up, something she would definitely do. I’m surprised she’s not pounding on doors throughout Silver Falls, demanding to know if he’s there.

      With his bag in his hand, he turns to face me, cupping the side of my cheek. His head dips down for another quick kiss.

      “Addison is going out of town next weekend for an art exhibit. I want you at my house the whole weekend.”

      As dangerous as it is for me to be at the house he shares with his wife, there’s only one answer I can give him. “Okay.”

      “Text me when you leave here and when you get home.”

      I nod. “I will.”

      Our eyes linger on each other another moment before he’s opening the door. I stay back, both of us having decided to not show my face as he’s leaving. I love that he’s so protective of me.

      The minute the door closes behind him, a dull ache forms behind my sternum and my shoulders slump with sadness. I pull in a tired breath and let it out slowly before I go to the bathroom to gather my toiletries. I have an hour before I can leave, which was another decision we made. You know, just in case someone spots us and decides to loiter to see if someone else comes out of the room.

      It only takes me a few minutes to finish in the bathroom, and I bring my bag out to set on the bed so I remember to put it in my travel bag.

      I’m folding the t-shirt Brady purposely left behind for me to wear to bed when a knock sounds at the door. Ridiculous excitement courses through me at the thought of seeing him again.

      Grabbing the handle and with a smile on my face, I pull it open. “Do you miss—”

      I snap my mouth shut when I see the woman glaring daggers at me. The look is full of so much hatred, I’m surprised I’m not dead on the spot.

      I swallow past the boulder in my throat. “Addison. What are you doing here?”

      “Oh, please. Don’t act stupid.” She puts a hand on my chest and shoves me backward. Not expecting the move, I stumble back a couple of feet. Enough for her to come into the room and close the door. “We both know he just left.”

      I move back a couple more feet to get away from her. I don’t like the crazed look in her eyes. She looks on the verge of coming unhinged. Her usually immaculate hair has frizzed out, and it looks like she’s fisted it a few times. Her eyes are red-rimmed and her make-up around them is smeared, giving her a raccoon look. Her clothes aren’t much better with all the wrinkles.

      If I had to guess, I’d say she slept in her car last night, and I’d bet it was in this motel parking lot.

      I straighten my spine and look her right in the eye, refusing to let this woman intimidate me. “I have no clue what you’re talking about. I’ve been here all night by myself.”

      The laugh that leaves her is maniacal. “I saw him with my own eyes, bitch. Do you really think I’m going to just let you steal my husband from me?”

      The words barely leave her mouth before she’s charging for me. For an instant, I’m frozen, and I just stand there and watch her coming in what seems like slow motion. I snap out of it right before she reaches me, and I manage to duck out of her way. Her hand breezes past my face, and it’s so close I feel the wind from it.

      I spin around, my eyes wide in shock. I’ve always known Addison is a little insane when it comes to Brady, but Jesus, this woman looks like someone you would see in a mental hospital.

      “You need to calm down, Addison,” I tell her, trying to inject as much coolness in my tone as possible.

      “You can’t fucking have him!” Spit flies from her mouth with her screamed words. “He’s mine!”

      Before I know what she’s doing, her hand darts out and she grabs a fistful of my hair. She yanks, hard enough that I fall back on to the bed. She tries to climb on top of me, but I stop her by clipping her jaw with my fist. Unable to put any force behind it, the hit is weak, but it’s enough that she lets my hair go, so I can scramble backward on the bed.

      I expect her to come for me again, so I’m surprised when she slowly gets to her feet. She grins, showing off her teeth, and I notice a little blood between them. I guess I hit her harder than I thought.

      She looks deranged as she stands at the end of the bed, her feet planted apart and her chest rising and falling with her quick breathing. She reaches into her pocket and pulls out the smallest gun I’ve ever seen. Even her small hand looks too big for it.

      Fear sends chills down my spine as I stare at the gun before darting my eyes up to her.

      She brings the gun up and points it directly at me.

      “I wanted to do this with my hands,” she says in a deceptively calm tone. “It would have been much more satisfying, but of course, you’re a bitch and are making it difficult for me.”

      I watch her finger move to the trigger, and I close my eyes. I brace myself, expecting at any moment the loud blast of a gunshot. The only thought in my head is my regret at never seeing Brady again and how much this is going to hurt him. I may not know the extent of his feelings, but I know he cares about me.

      The loud blast doesn’t come. Instead, three knocks come from the door. My eyes snap open, and I jerk my head in that direction.

      “Housekeeping!” A woman with a slight accent calls out. “May I come in?”

      I dart my eyes back to Addison and notice the color has drained from her face.

      “No!” she yells out.

      Just as Addison lowers the gun to her side and begins to frantically look around the room, looking for I don’t know what, the door is suddenly busted open. I yelp in surprise and huddle against the headboard. An officer rushes inside, gun raised, followed quickly by Brady, his enraged gaze going straight to Addison.

      “Drop the gun, Mrs. Masters,” the officer says loudly.

      Brady stands behind him and off to the side, his shoulders rising and falling like he’s having a hard time breathing.

      I look back at Addison just as she screams, “He’s fucking mine! She can never have him!”

      “Addison!” Brady’s booming voice bounces off the walls of the room. He waits until her attention shifts to him before he continues in a lower voice. “Put down the gun and we’ll talk.”

      Her bottom lip trembles and tears pool in her eyes. “You were supposed to love me. After everything I did for you, why couldn’t you just love me?”

      “If you’ll put the gun down, we can go somewhere quiet and discuss it.”

      Despite the calm way he’s talking, I can see the barely controlled rage rolling off him from the way his hands are balled into fists and the slight shake of his legs.

      Addison shakes her head so hard I’m surprised she doesn’t get whiplash. “You’re lying!” She’s back to screaming again. “You hate me!”

      Fear squeezes my lungs in an iron-tight fist when the crazed look in her eyes intensifies.

      The next minute seems to move in slow motion. Addison lifts the arm holding the gun in my direction. Brady roars her name at the same time the officer yells at her to put the gun down. Two loud booms fill the room at once, right as I’m roughly shoved to the side and pushed onto my stomach. My breath gets knocked out of me, so I’m momentarily stunned immobile.

      Pushing against the weight on my back, I try to scramble up, but a rough voice meets my ear.

      “Stay still.”

      I close my eyes and sag into the mattress, never having felt such sweet relief at hearing someone’s voice.

      After what seems like forever, I’m finally flipped around, and I’m met with a pair of worried, gray eyes. After they run over my face for a moment, he gets to his elbows and begins checking the rest of my body. It’s not until he pulls me to a sitting position and I’m wrapped in his arms, does his body relax.

      “Fuck,” he mumbles into my hair. “I was so goddamn scared.”

      I look over his shoulder, spotting the officer down on his haunches beside a deathly still Addison.

      “Is she—?” I trail off, unable to finish my sentence.

      Brady pulls back, cupping my cheeks and bringing my gaze back to him. His jaw clenches when he grits out, “Yes.”

      My eyes slide shut, guilt weighing down my shoulders at the relief I feel. I shouldn’t be relieved Addison is dead, but a small part of me is. It’s obvious something was seriously wrong with her mental state, and she should have gotten help. Unfortunately for her, she went off the deep end before that could happen.

      Brady lets my head go, and I drop it to his shoulder. His arms go back around me, and I lean into his warm and comforting embrace.
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BRADY

        

      

    

    
      A couple of hours later, after the police are done taking down Camila’s and my statement, we’re at my house. An officer was dispatched to Addison’s parents home to tell them what happened. I spoke with Addison’s dad on the phone on the way here and told him I would be by tomorrow to give them the full story. They were understandably upset and wanted me to come today, but my main concern at the moment is Camila. As we walk up the steps of the porch, I notice Camila stumble, so I scoop her up into my arms and carry her inside, kicking the door closed behind me. The whole time I carry her through the house and up the stairs to my bedroom, she has one arm wrapped around my shoulder with her head buried in my neck. I don’t set her down until I’m in the bathroom, and I only do so then so I can turn on the shower.

      She’s been quiet this whole time, and I’ve left her to her silence. I know she’s processing everything that happened. It’s not easy to overcome being attacked by a crazed woman, nearly being shot, and witnessing a person’s death.

      I strip out of my clothes then help Camila do the same. Our shower is short, meant only to try and wash away the horrible events of the day.

      After I dry and dress Camila in one of my t-shirts, I carry her out of the bathroom and straight to my bed. I feel her eyes on me as I pull out a pair of shorts and a black t-shirt for myself. I put them on and leave the room, coming back a couple minutes later with two glasses and a bottle of Maker’s Mark. I pour us both a glass and sit on the side of the bed then hand her one. Surprisingly, she immediately takes it and downs the whole glass. She coughs as she holds out the empty glass to me, indicating she wants another. She doesn’t gulp this one, just holds it in her hands and stares down at the amber liquid. I take a swallow of mine before I set the glass on the nightstand.

      “How are you doing?” I ask quietly.

      She looks up from her drink. “Honestly? I think I’m still in shock.”

      “I would be surprised if you weren’t.” Noticing and hating the bleariness around her eyes has a ball of stress forming in my stomach. “I am so damn sorry you were put through this.”

      She releases one of her hands from the glass and picks up one of mine. “This isn’t your fault, Brady. Please don’t carry that undeserved guilt.”

      I lace our fingers together and bring the back of her hand to my mouth, where I press my lips against it. “It is my fault. She did what she did because of her sick obsession with me.”

      “That last part may be true, but Addison made her own choices. She’s the only one to blame, not you.” She pauses a moment. “How did you know she was there?”

      As much as I hated it, the police separated Camila and I when they questioned us. I understand the reasoning behind it, but I still didn’t like not having her with me. Since everything went down, all I’ve wanted to do is have Camila within touching distance because when she’s not, the memory of almost losing her is nearly overwhelming.

      Taking the glass from her and setting it beside mine, I scoot Camilla over enough that I can sit with my back against the headboard. Picking her up, I set her sideways on my lap so we can still see each other’s face.

      “A block away from the motel, I realized I left my phone charger, and I came back for it. Just as I was pulling into the parking lot, I saw Addison pushing you inside the room. We’ll never know for sure, but I think she followed me from Silver Falls yesterday and she had been waiting until I left to confront you. The woman was batshit crazy, so I knew she was capable of anything.” I start stroking her thigh as she listens with rapt attention. “There’s been… quite a few times she’s come after me with some form of weapon. I knew if she got you alone, she would hurt you.”

      I stop talking for a moment, fighting back the panic at the memory of looking in the motel room through a small crack in the curtain. Addison was pulling out a small hand gun from her pocket and was lifting it to point at Camila.

      Camila’s soothing touch on my face pulls me out of the memory. I grab her hand and lay it over my thumping heart.

      “As luck would have it, a cop pulled into the parking lot behind me. I flagged him down and quickly explained the situation. We rushed to the room. There was a small crack in the curtain. Just enough for me to see inside. I’ve never been so fucking scared in my life when I saw her pointing that gun at you. I knew we needed to distract her, so Officer Nelson grabbed a cleaning lady who was a few doors down and had her knock and announce who she was. The only thing that kept me sane when I walked in that room was because I saw you through the curtain and you didn’t look hurt, plus knowing the gun hadn’t gone off yet.”

      Her fingers curl in my shirt, balling into a fist on my chest. “I’m so sorry, Brady.”

      I look at her, my brows furrowed. “What are you apologizing for?”

      “Because I know this ordeal was hard on you too. I mean, your wife is dead.”

      “My wife,” I sneer the word, “was dead to me the moment I slid a ring on her finger.”

      She frowns. “I don’t understand. Why in the world would you ever marry her if you felt that way? I figured you loved her at first and it just went downhill.”

      Reaching for my glass of Maker’s, I tip it to my lips and toss it back. I hand the glass to Camila and she holds it while I twist the cap off the bottle and pour myself another shot. The only people who know the full story behind my marriage are Addison and myself.

      I let the second shot slide down my throat before depositing the glass back on the table. Drawing in a deep breath, I begin my story.

      “I don’t know if you remember her because she left when you were in high school and has only been back a few times for visits. Wendy, my sister.”

      I see the wheels turning in her head for a moment before she’s slowly nodding. “I think so. She was a couple of grades above me, right?”

      “Yeah,” I confirm. “No one knows any of this except for Addison, Wendy, and myself, and for obvious reasons, it needs to stay that way.”

      I don’t worry Camila will talk, but for the protection of my sister, I still feel the need to say it.

      “Of course.”

      “When this happened, I had already left for college and it was the beginning of her senior year in high school. Do you remember the guy who disappeared your sophomore year? Logan Zeers?” It takes her a minute to nod. “Wendy was out one night with some friends at a bonfire in the woods. She walked away from the group to pee when someone came up behind her and attacked her.”

      I stop, thinking back to when Wendy told me this story and the rage I felt. She sobbed against my chest as the words poured out of her, and I held her with stiff arms, my blood boiling at what happened to my baby sister.

      “He shoved her to her stomach, held her face in the dirt, and raped her, the whole time whispering nasty shit in her ear.”

      Camila stiffens. “Oh, Jesus,” she whispers.

      “Wendy never saw who it was. It was too dark and she had dirt in her eyes. She never told anyone. Her thought process was that it wouldn’t do any good since she couldn’t identify the guy. She held that secret inside her for six months, constantly looking over her shoulder, looking at each guy with wariness because it could have been any one of them. She stopped going out with friends and became a recluse. Mom and Dad knew something was wrong, but they could never get her to talk. I hadn’t been home since she started her senior year of high school, so I had no idea what was going on. Any time I talked to her over the phone, she sounded normal. I found out later that she didn’t want me to suspect anything because she knew how I would react.

      “It was while she was at the grocery store that she heard a man talking in the next aisle over and she recognized the voice. She had a panic attack in the store and tried to leave before he saw her, but she ran into him before she could. It was Logan Zeers. He must have recognized her too, because he threatened to kill her if she ever said anything. Of course, she believed him and was terrified. She locked herself in her room for a week. Mom and Dad were freaking out and called me. I was right in the middle of end of year testing, so I couldn’t rush home until the weekend. But by then, it was too late. Wendy had made her plans and there was no changing her mind.”

      I stop long enough to down the rest of my drink. Camila’s watching me with wide, anxious eyes filled with pain.

      “Addison rode with me to Silver Falls to visit her family. I wanted to go straight home to see what was going on with Wendy, so I was going to take her home afterward. Wendy had no idea we were coming and Mom and Dad were out for the evening. While she was holed up in her room for that week, she planned and plotted a way to get Logan to the house. Addison and I walked in right as Wendy was lifting my Dad’s gun to point at Logan. I never even got the chance to try and talk her out of it before she pulled the trigger.”

      I move my gaze from Camila’s stunned ones and look blankly across the room.

      “I’ll forever remember the look on her face as she shot Logan in the chest, right where his heart was. She looked serene and at peace.” I focus back on Camila. “After, she collapsed on the floor and began crying. Something told me I needed to talk to her before I called the police, so Addison and I took her into the kitchen. The words were pouring out of her mouth before I even asked what happened. I listened to every word she said, my anger growing with each one, and I knew in that moment, had she not killed Logan, I would have.”

      “Oh, God, Brady,” Camila says tearfully. “I don’t know what to say. What Wendy went through… I can’t imagine the horror of it.”

      “She was messed up for a long time because of it. I thought about calling the cops, but I couldn’t take the chance they wouldn’t believe her. And even if they did, the chances were high that she would still do some time because it was premeditated murder. Logan had already caused my sister enough pain. He got what he deserved. It was bad enough what he did to Wendy, but there’s no telling how many other girls he hurt. Wendy, Addison, and I loaded Logan into the back of my truck and dropped his body in Wader’s Swamp. The alligators took care of the rest of him.”

      A tear leaks down Camila’s cheek, and I use my thumb to swipe it away.

      “As wrong as it may sound, I don’t blame Wendy for what she did.” Her tongue slides over her lips, wetting them. “But I don’t understand how this leads to you marrying Addison.”

      My voice is hard, unable to hide my anger. “Addison had always had a crush on me. She never hid it from me, so I always knew. As much as she wanted it otherwise, I never felt anything but friendship toward her. I knew her obsession was intense, but I didn’t know she was truly dangerous. I caught her a few times trying to intimidate a girl I was dating. I shut it down and reiterated again there would never be a romantic relationship between us. I thought she finally understood, because the incidents stopped.”

      A harsh laugh slips free. Camila lifts my hand and presses a kiss against the pads of my fingertips. I pull in a breath and continue.

      “I thought they stopped, but she just hid them better. A few weeks before we came home and everything happened with Wendy, the girl I was dating was mugged. At the time, we thought it was random, but I suspect now it was Addison or someone she paid. A week after we got back from Silver Falls, Addison came by my apartment. It wasn’t until then I realized how delusional and unhealthy her obsession was. She pulled out her phone and started playing an audio recording. The bitch had recorded the conversation we had with Wendy the night she shot Logan. Then she gave me an ultimatum. Marry her or she would take the recording to the police.”

      Camila jerks up straight in my lap, her eyes light with fire. “She did what?”

      I run my hand up and down her back, trying to soothe her anger.

      “I felt the same way. Shocked.”

      “That sick bitch,” she seethes.

      As serious as the situation is, I can’t stop my lips from twitching. I love that she’s so angry on my behalf.

      Leaning forward, I give her a quick kiss before I finish my story.

      “Addison had multiple copies of the recording, so even if I destroyed the one she played for me, there were many others. I was not letting my sister go to prison after what she had already gone through with Logan. So I did what I had to do. I married a woman I hated to protect my sister.”

      Camila spins around to face me, setting her legs on the outside of my thighs so she’s straddling me. She gently cups my cheeks with the palms of her hands and looks deeply into my eyes.

      “I’m so sorry,” she says quietly. “I can’t even imagine how hard your life has been living with that vile woman. I know I should feel sorry that another human being is dead, but I can’t help but be relieved. She didn’t deserve the life she was living.”

      I grab her wrist and move her hand to my mouth for a kiss. “It’s over now.” And fuck if a huge weight isn’t lifted off my shoulders.

      She nods, and for the first time since I left her in the motel this morning, she smiles. “It’s over.”

      “No more hiding,” I point out.

      Wrapping my hands around her hips, I pull her closer so her pussy is sitting right on top of my cock. As soon as her warmth hits me, my shaft wakes up with a twitch.

      Camila’s smile grows. “No more hiding. No more sneaking around. No more worrying.”

      I move one hand up her back to her neck, where I pull her head forward. Our lips meet and the kiss we share is filled with desperation and longing. I need this woman like I need air in my lungs and blood in my veins.

      I lift my head and wait for her eyes to refocus on me. “I love you.”

      I chuckle when her mouth falls open, then closed, only to open once more. “Really?”

      “With every piece of my heart and soul. You had me the first night we spent together, and your hold on me only gets stronger and stronger every day.”

      Ever so slowly, she smiles and her eyes shine. “I love you too, Brady.”

      The words barely leave her mouth before I’m quickly rolling us so I have her on her back, and I’m snuggly settled between her legs. I playfully nip her lips.

      “Care to show me how much?”

      Her laugh is magic to my ears.

      “Forever and ever.”
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CAMILA

        

      

    

    
      As nervous as you’d think I would be, I’m not. I am excited though.

      Brady and I stand on his front porch as we watch a beautiful woman with brunette hair, a handsome, red-headed man, and two adorable little kids walk from the car parked in the driveway. The woman’s smile gets bigger and bigger the closer they get. Brady and her take off at the same time. He takes the steps two at a time and she rushes forward. They meet at the bottom of the steps and he scoops her up into his arms.

      She laughs, and I can’t help the huge smile that crosses my lips at the beautiful family reunion.

      Brady said it’s been almost two years since the last time he saw his sister and her family. Between them living in California and her and her husband’s careers then taking care of their rugrats, they’ve been quite busy. Brady hadn’t wanted to leave Addison alone for more than a day at a time, because her destructive behavior had gotten worse over the last few years. He was worried what she would do if left alone too long.

      It’s amazing how well Addison was able to hide her craziness for as long as she did. I mean, most of the town knew she was extremely possessive over Brady. We just didn’t know to what extent.

      It’s equally amazing how well Brady was able to hide how bad it was at home. After hearing everything she put him through, everything she did to him, the spousal abuse, the constant threats, I wanted to dig the woman up and kill her again. I’ve never been a violent person, but I honestly can’t say I wouldn’t do her harm if she were in front of me.

      Brady lets Wendy go and turns to the man beside her. They shake hands and slap each other on the arm.

      “Jack. It’s good to see you, man.”

      Wendy’s husband grins. “You too.”

      Brady looks down at the two kids. Caleb, who is five, and his three-year-old sister, Emery. He picks them both up, one in each arm and they beam their big smiles at him.

      “How are my two favorite little people?”

      Despite not seeing him in nearly two years, they know their uncle Brady well from all the Skype calls they have several times a week. I’ve been around for a few of those calls.

      While Brady listens to Caleb and Emery describe in detail the plane ride, Wendy shifts her focus on me. A smile plays on her lips as she slowly ascends the stairs to where I’m standing. We haven’t officially met. Not in person anyway. We’ve only seen each other through video chats. I wasn’t present for the conversation Brady had with her about everything Addison had done and the reason behind his marriage to her, but Brady explained she was very upset and felt it was her fault for everything he’s been through. Of course, Brady doesn’t feel the same and was very adamant that she not blame herself.

      The first time Brady introduced us over video chat, I could see the relief on her face, and I think it stemmed from seeing Brady so happy after seeing him despondent for so long.

      Neither one of us says anything at first. We just embrace like we’re long lost friends coming together for the first time in years. We both have tears in our eyes when we pull back, still holding hands.

      “This is so strange,” Wendy says with a laugh. “I feel like I already know you so well, but we’re just meeting.”

      I laugh along with her. “I know. I feel the same. Brady talks about you and the kids all the time. I’m so glad we finally get to meet in person.”

      I felt an instant connection with Wendy the first time we chatted. I don’t know if it’s because I love Brady so much and it’s not hard to see she adores her older brother, or if we just share kindred spirits.

      Brady, still holding the kids, walks up the steps with Jack following him. He stops at my side, and I’m surprised when Emery immediately reaches out for me.

      My heart turns to mush when I gather the girl in my arms and she squishes my cheeks together, planting a smacking kiss against my lips. “Hey, Auntie Cam.”

      Wendy laughs at my surprised expression. “Her and Caleb started calling you that when I told them you and Uncle Brady were getting married, which meant you would become their aunt.”

      One of the reasons for their visit is Brady and I are tying the knot in two days. Six months ago, he asked me to marry him. I yelled out a tearful yes. Then he announced I had six months to plan it, because he wasn’t waiting a moment longer. I was okay with that.

      I look back at the little girl. “Hey there, beautiful.”

      Emery leans forward, like she wants to tell me a secret, but bless her heart, her voice carries so everyone can hear. More specifically, her mortified brother.

      “Caleb finks you’re pretty.”

      Everyone laughs, except for Caleb, making Emery giggle.

      “Mom,” he whines. “Sissy told my secret.” He scowls at his sister. “You aren’t supposed to tell secrets.”

      The little girl looks contrite. “I’m sorry, brother.”

      “You wanna know my secret?” I lean toward Caleb and pretend it’s my turn to whisper. “I think you’re quite handsome.”

      Of course, this makes the little boy blush and we all laugh again.

      We go into the house and straight to the kitchen. It’s a couple hours past lunchtime and expecting the kids to be hungry when they got here, I prepared a variety of snacks and sandwiches ahead of time.

      Brady and I stand back, watching the family of four. Emery tries her best to help her mother make her a plate and Jack stands behind Caleb as he fills his plate to the max. Jack keeps stealing things off Caleb’s plate, making the boy laugh and grab more.

      I smile up at Brady when he wraps his arm around my waist and pulls me to his side. He’s watching them with a soft expression on his face.

      Feeling my eyes on him, he looks down and drops a kiss on my forehead. “What are you thinking about?”

      I grab his hand and bring it to my lower stomach. This isn’t how I wanted to tell him. I wanted to wait and surprise him on our honeymoon. But I can’t think of a better time than right now.

      “I’m thinking it’s a good thing we’re getting married in two days.”

      His eyes widen, and in the next instant, I’m letting out a loud laugh when he picks me up and starts spinning me around.
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