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Preface




The first time Carter saw Harper, she was leaning over her porch railing, a glass of wine in her hand and the late-summer sun catching the soft curve of her smile. I wasn’t supposed to notice her the way I did. She was older, married, and more self-assured than any woman I’d ever met. But the way her blouse clung to her, hinting at the fullness beneath, the way her hips swayed when she shifted her weight — it wasn’t something a man could simply unsee.

Harper wasn’t just beautiful. She was dangerous.

It wasn’t just her looks; it was the way she held my gaze a little too long, the way her lips parted as though she were letting me in on a secret. Every casual touch seemed to linger, every laugh carried a suggestion, every movement made me wonder what it would feel like to close the distance between us.

I told myself it was nothing — just harmless attraction. But every time I heard her laugh from across the street, every time her perfume drifted past me in the warm night air, I knew the truth: I wanted her. And more than that, I wanted her to know exactly how badly.








Chapter 1 – The Heat Between Us

The late August heat still hung thick in the air as I carried the box toward Harper’s front door. I’d offered to help her move a few things around in her house — she’d said she “needed a strong pair of hands,” her voice dipping low on the word strong.

When she opened the door, my pulse kicked up. Harper stood there barefoot in denim shorts that hugged her hips and a loose, off-shoulder top that slipped just enough to reveal the smooth line of her collarbone. A single strap of her bra peeked through, pale against her sun-kissed skin.

“Well,” she murmured, her eyes flicking down over me in a way that felt almost deliberate. “I wasn’t expecting the delivery to come with muscles.”

I laughed, but it came out rougher than I intended. “Guess you got lucky.”

Her lips curved slowly, the kind of smile that made you think she was already imagining something you shouldn’t. “We’ll see,” she said, stepping aside. As I passed her, my arm brushed against the soft swell of her chest — light, accidental, but enough to make my skin burn.

Inside, the air was cooler, but the tension wasn’t. Harper led me to the living room, her hips swaying in a way I couldn’t not notice. She stopped beside the coffee table and bent slightly, her blouse loosening just enough for me to catch a glimpse of the lace beneath.

I set the box down and straightened, trying to ignore how my jeans were already feeling a little tighter. “Where do you want the rest?”

She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dropping briefly — very briefly — to the front of my jeans before meeting my gaze again. “Upstairs. In the bedroom.” The way she said bedroom was slower, thicker, like she was letting the word wrap around us.

As I followed her up the stairs, the view was almost too much — the shorts, the smooth skin of her thighs, the faint sway in her step. Halfway up, she turned her head, catching me mid-glance. Instead of calling me out, she gave the faintest smile and kept walking.

When we reached her room, Harper leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed loosely under her breasts, which only made them lift and press together in a way that tightened my throat. “You work up a sweat carrying boxes?” she asked.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
Scanrllet

HUNTING HOUSEWIVES |

P





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

Preface





		

Chapter 1 – The Heat Between Us





		

Chapter 2 – Edges We’re Crossing





		

Chapter 3 – One Step Too Close





		

Chapter 4 – The Pulse Quickens





		

Chapter 5 – Racing Hearts, Shaking Bodies





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













