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LOVE KNOWS NO BOUNDS. 

I have to remind myself of that.

Friday morning, I stop at the jewelry store to pick up Finn’s Easter gift. His ring won’t be ready until next week. When I pull over for gas halfway to Dover, I double-check my directions. I really need a GPS, which, along with getting a new phone, which Finn keeps telling me. I will sometime. Still, I make it to Dover in just under four hours. Not bad.

I find the street and notice the sizeable pink brick house at the end of the cul-de-sac, with an expansive front yard. A dentist and an architect can live in a house like that, I suppose. With mine and Finn’s salaries, we couldn’t afford it. He doesn’t make as much as Rod imagines.

The driveway is a half-circle deal with a four-car garage off to the side. I park next to the black Mustang. Definitely Finn’s rental.

Smiling, I roll my eyes and open my door, stretching while readjusting my ponytail. Running my hands over my gray T-shirt and my black nylon pants, I feebly attempt to look presentable. It was comfortable for the drive. 

Popping my trunk, I walk to the rear of my car, still fixing my clothes. As I do, I nearly walk into a blue T-shirt. Startled, I look up, and my favorite lips are on mine. Finn’s lips feel good, especially after a long drive. Hauling me closer, he wraps his arms around my waist. Moving his lips to my cheek, brushing my skin, he whispers, “I missed you, baby. I’m glad you’re here.”

I angle my head to see his face, my gaze falling to his jubilant, full lips. I’ve missed his sexy smile. I tease, “I see that.” I giggle and kiss his stubbly cheek, which isn’t as prickly as a few days ago. “You shaved.”

Finn shrugs. “Had to. I don’t want a full beard.” He kisses me again, and my hands slip down to his chest, my fingers scratching over his shirt. Too soon, he pulls away, biting his lip like he’s uncomfortable. He nods to the house. “Let’s get your things inside.”

Finn picks up my suitcase, and I ask, “Where is everyone?”

“Ricky’s downstairs in the rec room, watching a movie. Chrissie is visiting friends. No clue about Simone. Mom is in her room.”

“Were you watching the movie with Ricky?”

“I was but couldn’t sit still. It was annoying him, so I came upstairs and sat in the living room.”

“Why so anxious?”

He grins. “I couldn’t wait for you to get here.” He nods his head to the big picture window. “I was watching for you.”

Giggling, I ask, “Like a doggy waiting for its owner to come home? Aww.”

“I’ve told you. I’m yours.” When I smile in response, he abruptly bends to kiss me, making me smile more. Almost as fast, he grabs my hand, leading me to the house and through the front door. Watching him go up the stairs with my suitcase, I notice his pants resemble mine. We often think alike. Before following him, I hear footsteps.

“There’s my girl!” I smile at Julie Stansborough. Roundish and bubbly, her short, dark blonde hair, matching glints of Finn’s golden hair. She bestowed her deep brown eyes upon my boyfriend. Out of the four kids, Finn got his good looks from her.

Setting my makeup and shower bags on the chair next to me, I walk into her outstretched arms. Squeezing me, she says, “It’s been too long! I missed you!”

I hug her, but she refuses to let go of me, another trait Finn inherited from her. Laughing, I say, “I’ve missed you, too!”

She sways us in our hug. “I can’t get enough of my beautiful Hadley.”

“We have something in common,” Finn declares from the staircase. Julie releases me, and Finn circles his arms around my waist, towing me into his chest.

Julie claps. “You two are adorable! I love it! I need to get my camera!” She ducks into the living room and spinning me to face him, Finn leans down to kiss me. My hands automatically go up to his enchanting hair, pulling him closer. His soft groan vibrates our lips.

A clicking sound makes me jump, but Finn holds me. “Gotcha!” Julie squeals. “I’m hanging it in the living room!”

“Mom.”

“Shut up, Finn. You have no say, my dear boy.”

“I’ve noticed.”

She says, “I’ll send you each a copy for framing. I want more pictures. Come on. Hadley, stand in front of Finn, so he can put his arms around you like before.”

I scowl and anxiously pull at my ponytail. “I look horrendous.”

Julie frowns, and Finn holds me tightly, his cologne sparking desire. “Finn, tell Hadley how beautiful she is. She’ll believe you.”

“No, she won’t.” When Julie checks her camera, Finn goes to my ear. “You’re turning me on. You’re always stunning.” He slides his hands down to my hips, pressing my lower back into him, his stuttered breathing in my ear. Awkward with his mother in front of us. He’s not full-blown aroused, but he’s getting there.

Finn swiftly raises his head. “Okay. I think we’re ready. Let’s get this over with.” He returns his hands to my waist and rests his chin against my temple. Feeling his smile makes me grin.

Julie takes pictures and then laughs. “You’re lucky to have such a pretty girlfriend, but Hadley’s even more beautiful on the inside. Don’t forget that, Finn Robert.” His mom hates Finnigan. I love his name.

“I know this, Mom,” he grumbles like a teen told to clean his room.

“What do you know?” Simone mocks as she skips down the stairs, her straight, light blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders. “I doubt it’s anything that will change the world.”

“Go back into your cage, Sims.”

“Make me, Wilderness. Hadley! It’s been forever! I swear the last time I saw you was when you broke your wrist.”

Finn loosens his grip on me. “That was three years ago. You’ve seen her since.”

“You never bring her around,” Simone states as she hugs me. In her early twenties, she’s never short on candor, enthusiasm, and optimism. I need all of those in my thirties.

“Do you blame me?” Finn scoffs.

Julie scolds, “Be nice.”

Simone releases me and clasps her hands together, bouncing. “That’s about to change, though! I’m transferring to VCU next semester. I’ll see you more often!”

“That’s so cool! Are you moving in with your brother?” He’s dying for a roommate.

Making a face, she nods to Finn. “That loser? He’ll lower my IQ. I’m staying in a dorm for now until I get an apartment.”

Julie asks, “Where’s Ricky? Still watching a movie?”

Finn replies, “Yep. He probably fell asleep, though.”

Simone impishly grins. “I’ll wake him up.”

Sliding his fingers between mine, Finn retorts, “You only want to scare him. I’m telling you, Ricky Tesco is always on alert.”

Simone shrugs. “Whatever. I’m going downstairs. You guys coming?”

Julie says, “Dinner isn’t until later. Hadley, did you want to go to the grocery store with me?”

Finn irritably answers, “No, she doesn’t. She just got here.”

Hopping over, Simone reaches up to pinch his cheek. “Look how grouchy you are, big bro! Does that mean what I think?”

Before Julie leaves the room, she points at Simone. “Don’t tease your brother.”

I give Julie an apologetic smile. “I’ll stay here and watch a movie if that’s okay.”

“No problem.” She spins around, warning. “Be good, Simone.”

As Julie leaves the foyer, Simone shouts, “I think you need to tell your son that! He has that look!”

Finn glowers at her. “What look?”

She pokes his chest, and he glances down to her hand. “You’re up to something, Finn Wilder. I know it.”

“And so are you, Simone Garrison. I’m positive.” He squeezes my hand, and Finn pulls me into the living room to the basement door. Many pictures of Chrishelle, Leighton, Finn, Simone, and Jack’s son, Beau, at various ages, fill the staircase walls. 

I abruptly stop. Finn yanks my hand and looks over his shoulder when I don’t move. In one senior picture, Finn leans against a blue muscle car—not sure what kind. His magical hair is tousled, and he’s wearing blue jeans with a short-sleeve shirt, unbuttoned three down from the top. With his devilish smirk, Finn looks nearly the same, except shaggier hair and no stubble. He was hot. And now, he has more muscles from his crazy dares. 

“What?” he asks.

Still mesmerized by the picture, I say, “We graduated the same year. I wish I had known you. Went to school with you.” I furtively glance at him, and he smiles, moving his fingers against mine.

“Me, too, baby. We would’ve been the class couple our senior year.”

“You weren’t half of a class couple your senior year?”

He peers up at the picture. “No. I didn’t really date.”

I quietly mutter, “You wouldn’t have dated me then, either. You were a baseball jock.”

Dragging my gaze away from the picture, I hesitantly look at him. Finn shakes his head. “I would’ve seen you, and that would’ve been it for me. Not a doubt in my mind.” I smile and roll my eyes, but he doesn’t smile or look away from me. “Total truth, Becks. I’m the same person as I was back in high school.” He pauses as he twists our fingers together. “I would’ve wanted you.”

Astounded, I stare at him, not knowing what to say. Without further comment, he walks me down the four steps to the first landing, but then brusquely pivots. He whispers, “Baby, we were meant to be, no matter when we met.” 

I smile and mouth, “Okay.”  

He kisses me. “I want to show you my dare.”

I’m suddenly nervous. “I can’t wait.”

“I can’t, either. We’ll watch it, and then we’ll go to my room.”

“You’ll show me your room?” I coyly ask, biting my lip.

“Along with something else,” Finn whispers and kisses me again. His free hand moves to my butt and pushes me closer to him. I drag my fingers over his chest. Tersely, he grabs my hand and brings it to his mouth, kissing it.

Giving me another quick kiss, he tugs me down the rest of the stairs, walking past the gleaming black bar with black-and-silver stools, and through a large doorway leading to the family room with cream carpeting and black leather furniture. I think of Rod’s stupid comment about Tonya and leather, and I hate myself for giggling. 

Drinking a beer on the couch in front of the enormous TV, Ricky sees us, his habitually unkempt black hair shooting up in all directions. “Hadley, what’s up? So glad you’re finally here. Finn was driving me fucking nuts waiting for you.”

I look up at Finn, who rolls his eyes. Not taking my eyes off of Finn, I ask Ricky, “He was?”

“Yeah. Checking his phone or watch every five seconds, pacing and couldn’t sit still. I made him go upstairs. He’s so damn pussy-whipped.” I grin at Finn’s darting eyes and uneasiness.

“Shut up,” Finn gripes, letting go of my hand and grabbing his laptop from the sprawling bar. Enjoying his teasing, Ricky laughs and takes another swig of his beer.

“What’re you guys doing?” Simone asks, coming down the stairs and going behind the bar to open the refrigerator.

I sit on the other couch against the back wall as Finn follows with the laptop and answering, “Showing Hadley my Dare of the Week.” Hadley! Such a turn-on.

“I want to see!” Simone squeals and bounds over to us. She sets her drink on the coffee table and plunks down on the other side of me. “Don’t you want to see it, Ricky?”  

He stretches his arms above his head and yawns. “Nope. Witnessed the dare firsthand. I stopped by before my shift. Old news.” Drinking his beer, he returns to his movie.

Finn pulls up the video and settles against the couch, putting his arm around me. He taps his fingers against my shoulder, and when I look at his face, he seems nervous. I turn to the computer as the video starts with Finn smiling at the camera.

“Hey, everyone. I’m here with my good friend Ronin, who’s helping me with this week’s dare. How’s it going, Ronin?”

“Great, Finn. I’m eager to get this started.”

“Same here. This week’s dare comes from someone who means the world to me. My girlfriend, Hadley, who is my heart and soul. We’ve been together for three years, and they’ve been the best years of my life...so far. She dared me to prove how much I love her. Well, challenge accepted, Hadley.”

I glance up at Finn, and he looks back to me. My stomach flips before I return my attention to the screen. His hand balls into a fist on my shoulder. I can’t believe he admitted on camera that he has a girlfriend, and my name, no less. 

“So, Ronin is going to hook me up. Ronin, tell everyone what you do.”

“I own Screaming Ink, a tattoo parlor here in Richmond.”

“I’ve been here before, six times to be exact. I want a seventh. Do you think you can help me with that?”

“Totally. We already drew up the design. I just need you to take off your shirt.”

Finn looks at the camera and smirks. “That’s what they all tell me.”

Ronin laughs. “Show off. Just do it.”

I’m too shocked to move my eyes away from the screen.

“You got a new tattoo?” Simone asks, peering over my head at her brother. From the corner of my eye, I see his slight nod. What the hell? I never dared him to get another tattoo! This is not a marriage tradeoff!

In the video, Finn unclips the little mic on his red polo shirt and pulls the wire out of it. Then he removes the pack from behind him. He hands it to someone off-camera and then peels his shirt over his head, prominently displaying his tattoos and his sexy body. He fluffs up his hair, which makes him even hotter. If I’m salivating, his Finnatics will die over this.

“How long do you think it’ll take?” Finn asks as he hands over his shirt.

“It depends. Four hours, give or take.”

“Thank you for the last-minute set-up. I appreciate it.”

“No problem, Finn. After six tattoos, I’m excited to be a part of your show.”

Finn turns to the camera. “Obviously, we can’t show you the entire process, so we’ll film various phases of the tattoo and then the result.” He turns to Ronin. “Shall we?”

Ronin grabs a few things from a table. Smiling, Finn sits on what looks like a dentist’s chair. He turns to the camera. “I’m pretty nervous about this dare. Unlike other dares, this one is close to my heart, literally, since it’s where I’m getting my tattoo. Hadley, my Becks, this is for you, baby. I love you.” His smile widens as he looks away.

My eyes fill with tears. I wipe them away and cross my arms over my chest. Finn pulls my right arm away from me, resting our hands on his thigh.

Ronin hovers over Finn, prepping the area with alcohol and a razor to shave Finn’s chest, right above his left nipple. The video skips to Ronin, applying a stencil to Finn’s chest and purple ink to his skin. When he lifts it, the camera zooms to scrawled, purple lines. I see a heart with an unadorned keyhole in the middle. A chain wraps around the heart, with a cross hanging at the bottom. A waving banner loops under the chain, and in elegant writing is Becks.

The tears stream down my cheeks, and I cover my face with my left hand. Finn squeezes my right, pulling me close to him as I try to watch the rest of the video.

In the next shot, Ronin applies the needle to Finn’s glistening skin. Milo pans to Finn, who is biting his lip. He looks over to the camera and grins, a real smile, while he’s getting a painful tattoo for me. 

The video jumps ahead to the tattoo nearly finished. With his head back, staring at the ceiling, he still grins, with occasional wincing. It’s so sexy.

The video skips more, and the tattoo’s border is a few shades of red. The heart and chain have a metallic look to them. 

Ronin writes my name, forever a part of Finn Wilder. I cry again as I watch the video, Finn smiling at the colorful ink adorning his chest.

Finally, the video shows Ronin sitting back, checking his stunning art. Finn’s nickname for me is now permanently etched into his skin.

Finn turns to the camera. “It’s done. Hadley doesn’t know I did this, so by the time this airs, she had found out a few hours before. My nickname for her is Becks. I wanted her name close to my heart since she holds the key to it. I hope you love this as much as I do. Thanks for daring me. Best yet.”

As I try to stop my tears, Finn adorably smirks at the camera and promotes Ronin at Screaming Ink.
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SIMONE HUGS ME SWIFT and hard. She then reaches in front of me to push Finn’s arm. “That’s so damn sweet, Wilderness! Let’s see it!” Finn sets the computer on the coffee table, and he sits back, not yet looking at me. Impatient, I shift to drag his T-shirt up to his neck. There it is, with a colorful show-room glow. 

Simone squeals over my head, “Wow, bro! That’s the coolest thing! 

Finn doesn’t move, and I can’t stop staring at the heart. His skin isn’t as angry-looking as in the video, but it’s scabbed up in places.

He huskily whispers, “You haven’t said anything.” 

Not taking my eyes off his tattoo, I softly answer, “I don’t know what to say.”

He hesitates, asking, “Do you like it?” 

Still staring at the tattoo, Finn’s chest stops moving, as if he’s holding his breath. More tears slide down my cheeks, and I promptly chase them away, especially having Simone next to me. Tearing my eyes from the tattoo to his worried face, I say, “I love it, Finn.” He noticeably slumps and exhales in a whoosh. Dropping his shirt, I grab his face, kissing him, not caring if it’s in front of Ricky and Simone. Finn’s hands move to clutch my head, his fingers gently tugging my ponytail as he eagerly kisses me back.

Simone sighs while from his couch, Ricky says, “Great. Here comes the thank you.” Remembering we’re not alone, I pull away to see Finn flipping off Ricky. Tugging down his shirt, Finn draws me to him, and I snuggle close, laying my head against his shoulder. Still in complete shock. 

Ricky grabs the remote. “Simone, pick a movie.”

Simone jumps up and peruses Ricky’s stash of movies on the table. “I’m glad you like the same action movies I do,” she states, choosing one and opening the case.

Ricky rises from the couch while Simone changes the movie. “Are there any chips or pretzels down here, Wilder or Garrison?”

Simone points over to the bar. “Probably underneath the counter. There should be bowls under there, too. Grab me one, and I’ll have whatever you’re having.” Ricky saunters out of the room as his hair bounces to its own beat.

Without an audience, I whisper, “I can’t believe you did that for me. You carved my name into your body.”

“You wanted me to prove I’ll love you forever, so I did,” he whispers back, tucking hair behind my ear. “Your name is forever written on my heart and soul.”

I smile. “I love you.”

His eyes gleam with his responding smile. “I love you, too, Becks. Forever.”

“Knock it off,” Ricky complains, stopping to hand us a bowl of chips. Going over to Simone, she takes the bowl from the crook of his arm.

Simone says, “Thanks, Tesco.” She flips the wall light switch, darkening the room. Simone then takes a seat in the recliner facing the TV.

Ricky lies down on the sofa across from Simone, glancing back at us, and then to Simone. “It’s awfully dark in here, Simone. Do you think that’s a good idea with the lovebirds back there?”

Simone twists to glare at us. “Hey, if you two get frisky, go up to your room, Wilderness. Ricky and I do not want to hear your heavy breathing.”

Finn scowls. “Shut up, Sims.”

Ricky says, “You got that right.” He gives Finn a sharp look. “The movie will be loud, but not that loud.”

“Kiss my ass, Tesco.” Turning away, Ricky laughs and props his head on the couch pillows.

I lean my head against Finn’s shoulder, careful not to press the sensitive skin over his tattoo. My tattoo.

Finn offers me chips, but I shake my head. He sets the bowl on the end table and then reaches for my hand, resting our hands on his thigh. Ricky and Simone talk about the actors as the movie starts.

Shifting closer to me, Finn burnishes his bristly chin against my forehead, and I glide my fingers back and forth with his, matching his fervor. I want to slip my hand down the front of his pants, bringing him to life, though he’s probably there. Our joined fingers rub together more heatedly, they could start a fire.

His lips brush my temple, and I close my eyes, basking in the feel. When I open them, watching the movie starting, I stroke his jaw, lightly scratching through his scruff with my fingers. From the corner of my eye, he rapidly swallows, and his jaw tightens. Squeezing my hand, his free hand goes to my cheek, and he quietly swoops in to kiss me. I instantly lick his lower lip, and he plunges his tongue into my mouth. Already panting, he painfully clenches my hand, sliding our hands up and down his thigh, from his knee to nearly his groin.

We’re making out in front of his best friend and little sister. They have their backs to us, but it’s pretty ballsy of me, at least. Uncaring, Finn’s kisses intensify as his stubble scrubs my skin with each move. 

His hand skims from my face to my ponytail, draping it over my shoulder and letting my hair slip between his fingers. His hand then falls from my hair, and he pulls at something behind me. He drags the throw blanket, laying it across us. His hand then dives underneath, traveling to my lap. His fingers drift between my legs, and I open more for him. Finn abruptly stops kissing me to look over at Simone and Ricky, who are already engrossed in the movie. While watching them, Finn caresses me through my pants, and I inhale. I need him to rid the burning ache inside me he ignited.

Satisfied with Ricky and Simone’s attention elsewhere, Finn leans down and kisses my neck, his breath heating my body. He licks my neck and then lightly blows on the trail he made. Moving my shirt up, he then sends his hand down my pants. I bite my lip and peer at Ricky and Simone, still oblivious. 

Watching the two in front of us, I turn more towards Finn and proceed my hand along his thigh to his rock-hard erection. He softly groans against my throat as I wrap my fingers around him through his pants. He props his foot up on the coffee table, as I crawl my fingers through the hair above his elastic waistband. His mouth near my ear, when I reach into his pants, gripping his burning shaft, his breathing stutters.

“I love your touch,” he whispers. Finn slightly thrusts his hips as he pushes his index finger into me, and I gasp, but it’s lost to the volume of the movie. He works his finger in and out while panting in my ear, and goosebumps emerge. Finn gruffly bites my earlobe, and I almost shriek. Though we’re in a darkened room, I keep my movements subtle against the glow of the TV and light filtering in through the small egress windows.

He hardens more in my hand. As we fondle each other, our kisses grow more heated, but we strive for slow and quiet since we’re not alone, which only heightens our arousal to the point of painful urgency.

Halting our makeout, I furtively check on Ricky and Simone, and Finn moves his mouth to my ear. “Becks, I need to come inside you. I could put you on my lap right now and take you.” He sucks air in between his teeth and gasps as I jerk him off faster. “I’d rather have you in my bed, making you scream with me.” I nod as his finger prods faster into me. “Your pussy is so wet. I want my dick to feel it.” I bite my lip hard, stifling a moan. I lightly whimper, and I feel his smile against my ear. I try to articulate words, but I can’t. “Tell me what you want, baby.”

Turning, I scrape my face over his prickly jaw. He angles his head, and I whisper, “I’ll move in with you.”

Finn immediately stops his finger, and I hear him swallow, even over the loud movie. “What?” he asks in a normal conversational tone, his voice full of shock. I glance over at Ricky and Simone, but they didn’t hear him or care if they did.

I whisper again, “I’ll move in with you.” 

Finn pulls his hand out of my pants. “Are you serious?” His eyes glitter in the semi-darkness.

Still holding his erection, I answer, “As serious as my name tattooed on your chest.” His eyes scour my face, his expression a combination of apprehension and excitement. “I’ll move into your apartment. I want to be with you.”

“Becks.” He grins and kisses me. I continue stroking him, and his mouth returns to my ear. “Let’s go upstairs.”  

I let go of his dick and move my hand to my lap. He slyly looks at Ricky before he stands and quickly walks into the other room. I toss the blanket back over the couch and glance at Ricky, who looks at me and knowingly smirks. “Where are you two going?” 

Simone glowers. “Upstairs. It’s about time. Their lip-smacking was unbearable. People in love suck.” Ricky laughs at Simone’s pouting. As I leave the room, I hear her say, “I love them together, though.” She then yells, “We better not hear you down here!” 

I meet Finn by the stairs. He grabs my hand and hurries us upstairs, pulling me through the living room, straight up the staircase to the second floor. We turn left, and he takes me down a hallway. Pushing open the second door on the right, he yanks me into the room, kicking the door closed behind him.

Looking around the blue room with the gray carpet—the colors of his apartment bedroom—I smile. There isn’t much furniture, except a full-size bed, a large desk with stacks of papers on it, a nightstand, and a tall dresser in the corner. 

“You’re moving in with me?” he asks, locking the door. Holding his breath, Finn stares at me.

“Yes.”

“Do you know what that does to me?” I glance down at his pants. It’s obvious what it does to him. He steps closer as I back up to his bed. “You’ll move farther away from work? To be with me?”

I nod with a smile. “You got a tattoo for me?”

He walks closer. My heart pounds so hard it hurts. “You dared me, Becks. I couldn’t turn down your dare.”

Winded by that statement, I narrow my eyes. “Are you sure about that?”

“Positive.”

I shake my head, overwhelmed with wonder. “My name is on your chest.”

“I did it for you.” Stopping in front of me, he asks, “Will you believe me now when I say we’re forever? I’m committed to you. Proof.”

I grin. “Why don’t you believe me?”

“It seems too good to be true. I’ll see you before you go to work, after work, for dinner, watch TV together, go to bed together...”

Keeping a straight face, I tease, “Maybe I don’t want to watch TV with you.”

He sexily grins. “I promise we’ll find something else to do.”

I count off my fingers. “Not when it’s baseball season, hockey, soccer, basketball, football, or...” Finn stoops, shutting me up with a hard kiss that yanks me into our own world. He moves his mouth down to my neck, and I stutter, “You’ll tire of my things all over your apartment. My makeup, clothes, and shoes will drive you insane.”

He drags his teeth over my skin, and I close my eyes. “I want you all over my apartment, my life, and me, baby.” Moving my T-shirt, he kisses over my shoulder. “We’ll find a bigger place with bigger closets. Problem solved. I can’t get enough of you, Becks. Don’t you get it?” Kissing down my neck, he mumbles, “I’m losing my fucking mind without you.” 

I smile. “Do you know how much I love you?”

He pushes his erection into my stomach. “Show me.”

“I’ll show you so hard, Finn Wilder.” I giggle, and he laughs on my shoulder, lightly biting me, which turns to sucking. I moan, and he increases his effort.

Finally, he lifts his mouth and returns to my mouth. With our lips connected, I slowly sit down on the bed, and he bends over me. Reluctantly, I break our kiss to take off my shoes. He steps back and does the same with his sneakers, followed by the speedy removal of his pants.

Before I can do it myself, he tugs at my pants and hauls them down my legs. When I’m free of them, I crawl under the light blue comforter. Finn reaches behind his head, dragging off his blue shirt. I can’t help but gawk at his tattoo. When he notices, he whispers, “Need a closer look?”

I nod. Hesitant, Finn climbs into bed with me. I’m careful not to run my fingers over the beautiful colors and my scrawled name. I ask, “Is it still sore?”

“Sensitive. Feels like a mild sunburn. That’s why I had to stay away. I wanted it to heal enough. I couldn’t wait to show you but didn’t know if you’d like it.”

“I love it. But you didn’t have to it.”

Finn instantly nods. “I wanted to.” He lowers his voice, whispering, “I’m yours, Hadley.”

A smile creeps across my face. “You know what that does to me, Finnigan.”

He inches his head toward mine. “Yeah, I know.” His lips meet mine in an avid kiss. He lifts my arm, gently putting my hand on his tattoo. I don’t move in fear of hurting him, yet he groans, kissing me even more ravenously. Yanking at my shirt, he shoves his hand under my bra.

Unexpectedly, he pulls away from me. “I’ve never had a girl in this bed before. You’re my first.”

“Really?” He answers me with a kiss, forcing his tongue into my mouth as he rolls my nipple between his fingers. I move my lips from his. “You’re to second base already.”

“Uh-huh,” he mumbles before kissing me again. I loop my fingers through his hair and pull. He drags his hand out of my bra, down my stomach, and inside my underwear. His fingers drift over me, teasing as he nears third base.

“Finnigan.” I sigh and kiss his bristly jaw. Trailing my lips down to his neck, I suck on his skin. Finn gasps and suddenly climbs on top of me but not interrupting me from marking my territory.

He growls, “Becks, I need you.”

Leaving his bruised neck, I coyly whisper, “In this bed?”

“Fuck, yes. Do you know how much of a turn-on that is?” He drives his hard-on against my underwear. “I mostly had this bed when I was a virgin.” He kisses me and whispers, “Fuck me. Be my first and last here.”

“That’s so sexy,” I declare before kissing him. I dip my fingers into his waistband and tug him closer. He tries pushing into me again, managing to work into me some. Almost frenzied, he lifts his hips, and his hand dives into my underwear waistband, alternating sides and almost ripping them. Sitting back, he forcibly pulls them down my legs.

Before I can remove his, Finn stabs into me as far as possible. I gasp in surprise, “Finn!” He huffs and thrusts further into me, the material chaffing. I whimper, “I don’t have birth control.” He ignores me and shoves again. I virtually hear the rush of adrenaline feeding his high.

“Fuck, Hadley. I need to feel all of you.” Finn heaves his weight from me and pushes down the front of his underwear. When he moves to plunge into me, I squeeze my legs closed. He looks up at me. “Open your legs.”

“Stop!”

He pulls on my legs, but I keep them locked. His eyes flash to my face. “Don’t you want to fuck?”

“You know I do!” How can he do this again? He continually claims he won’t do it and frequently says he’s sorry. 

Putting a hand on my forehead, I close my eyes. “Stop doing this! We have this argument every time you’re in one of these fucking adrenaline stupors! It’s not fair!” I will not cry again. I will not cry again.

“Becks.” He frowns, pulling back. “I want to feel you. I’m sorry.” Another apology that doesn’t matter.

I open my eyes and peer at him as he sits before my clenched knees. “It’s more than that. You get stuck in a tunnel vision, and you can’t stop.”

“I’m sorry,” Finn offers again. He slowly climbs up the bed to lie beside me, the adrenaline crashing as his eyes plead for forgiveness. He cautiously leans over, his lips nearly touching mine, and his breath hotly blowing across my mouth. Blinking, stuck in my own stupor, I guide him to my lips. Our kiss is careful as if he’s afraid to spur me further.

We soon heat up again. His hand moves down my stomach until he slips a finger inside of me. I moan into our kiss, and he shifts closer to me. He adds another finger, moving with purpose until I’m panting.

“Finnigan.”

“Hadley, please let me in.”

I answer him by returning my lips to his. Turning, but not breaking away and still keeping his fingers inside me, Finn stretches for his nightstand, returning with a condom. Shifting, he tosses it onto the bed to take off his underwear. He then covers me, his dick dangerously close.

Our kiss amplifies, and he grabs the condom, but I wrap my arms around his neck, keeping him on me. Concern paints his beautiful face. “What?”  

I look up into his brown eyes and brush my fingers through his mystical, brown hair. “Forget the condom. On one condition.”

His dubious gaze glides over my face. “What’s that?”

I take a deep breath. “I dare you to get me pregnant.” I slowly exhale. 

Finn’s entire body stiffens. “What?”

I try again. “Knock me up, Finn Wilder. Make a baby with me.”

He lifts himself off me and irritably grouses, “We’ve talked about this.”

“No, we haven’t,” I sullenly reply. “You said you didn’t want kids. End of discussion.”

“Okay. So, why are you asking me again now?”

“Can’t you change your mind? I did about moving in with you.”

His gaze hardens. “Oh, so this is a bargaining chip? You’ll move in with me, but I have to knock you up?”

“No, but...”

“No. The answer is still no.”

“We still can’t talk about it?”

“Right before I fuck you?” I cringe, and he sits up. “Damn it,” he mutters, rubbing a hand over his face.

Sitting up, I say, “It’s not the best time, but you could have gotten me pregnant if I hadn’t stopped you, Finn. It can still happen through your underwear. Didn’t you pay attention in health class?”

He moves to the edge of the bed, impatiently running his hands through his hair. He then goes to his suitcase for another pair of underwear. Without looking at me, he asks, “Are you trying to get pregnant? Without me knowing?” What the fuck?

“I can’t believe you asked me that, Finn Wilder!” I prop myself up on my knees. “I’m the only one who’s trying not to!”

Walking to the window, he peers through the blind slats. He then crosses his arms and stares at the wall, again evading me. “Maybe you’re not keeping your end of the birth control.”

I’m nearly knocked speechless. I scoff, “I am! I would never do that to you! I wouldn’t want to be a single parent!”

“I would never turn my back on you,” he growls at the wall.

“But you are!” Finn sighs and faces me. His brown eyes are empty. My voice breaking, I ask, “You don’t trust me?” Tears threaten, but I bite my lip and fight like hell to keep them from pulling me under.

His irritated gaze slides past me. “Yes, but this issue might cloud your judgment.” Is he fucking serious?

Patting my chest, I raise my voice even louder. “My judgment? You’re saying that to me after what you were about to do?” I know I’m yelling. I only asked him to have a baby with me, not trade in his precious Mustang for a minivan. 

Glancing at the door, he argues, “You mean, make love to you?”

I lower my voice. “You would’ve fucked me without a condom or my birth control. And you wouldn’t have stopped until it was too late.” Finn always comes fast after a week of us apart.

Frowning, he aimlessly motions, frustrated. “I said I was sorry. I got—”

“Carried away. As usual, which is okay for you. That’s your thing. I know how you think, Finn.” His eyes widen, and he appears alarmed. “You love the danger, the possibility of getting me pregnant, without being successful. It’s like a high for you. Don’t you know your teasing hurts me?”

Finn tries several times to reply, but nothing comes out of his mouth. He shoves a hand into his hair, forcing his head back to look up at the ceiling. “I’m not trying to tease you. I know the things you want, Becks, but how far will you go?” I stare at him as I vehemently concentrate not to sob. Still gazing at the ceiling, he licks his lips. “You want a...baby.” He says it just like marriage, with as much contempt as possible. “Will you cheat on me if I don’t give you one?” What the hell? 

Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I stand. Finn angles his head down to see what I’m doing, and I glare at him. Pivoting, I angrily snatch my underwear from the floor. “You’re an asshole to the nth degree.” 

I hear his incredulous gasp, but I can’t look at him. Keeping my back to him, I blow out a huff of air as I put on my underwear. He quietly repeats, “Would you cheat on me?”

I bend to pick up my pants and whirl around to face him. “No!” I yell, causing his eyes to fly to my face. He then goes on as if I didn’t answer him. “Or would you dump me?” Looking away, he swallows hard.

Stomping over to him, I grab his chin to force him to look at me. “Finnigan Wilder. How could you think that?”

I drop my hand, and he mumbles, “You might be that desperate for a kid.”

Throwing my hands up on top of my head, I bow slightly in frustration. Why doesn’t he understand? Why doesn’t he get it? My arms fall out to my sides, and we angrily gawk at each other. “Don’t you get it?” I throw his words back at him. “I don’t want just any baby. I want your baby. Ours, Finn. I’m not so desperate for a baby to go behind your back.” I step away from him and cross my arms. “Not even yours.” I sweep the damned tears from my face. “I thought you knew me better than that. I thought you loved me more than that.”

“I do love you, Becks. I’m just... I don’t want...” He sighs and puts his hands on his hips, looking at the ceiling again, before uttering, “I want you to go on the pill.”

I’m stunned. Speechless. Flabbergasted. Thunderstruck. Bowled over. “The pill?” I spit with as much contempt as he uses for certain words.

He nods and drops his apathetic gaze to my astounded one. “Yeah.”

“Why? You don’t believe in me taking it!”

His dark eyes flare. “I changed my mind.”

“What the fuck, Finn? How do you know I’ll take it? Maybe I’ll forget.” I pace over to the other side of the room. Shakily, I spin around to see him watching me. “Will you monitor my daily dose? Stand over me like a nurse while I take it? I hope you put it in one of those tiny paper cups, so I get the whole experience.”

“Becks.”

“Don’t even.”

He takes a step toward me, throwing out a hand. “What else do you want me to say?”

“You do not want me to answer that.”

He angrily sighs. “I’m not trying to be a dick! I’m just trying to avoid us making a mistake that’d fuck up our lives!”

My eyebrows yank together, and I grit my teeth. “A mistake? Having a baby with me would be such a gigantic mistake that it would ruin your life?”

“I didn’t mean it like that.”

“Let me get this straight. You want me to go on the pill—go against your beliefs—so you don’t have to clean up a condom? Or is it the high of fucking me into submission?”

He sends both hands into his hair. “I’m not ready for a kid!”

“When will you be, Finn?” I roll my eyes. “Never. That’s right.”

A knock at the door makes both of us jump. “Are you two okay in there?” Julie asks from the other side of it. I wipe my cheeks and watch Finn retrieve his pants.

He mutters, “We’re fine. We’ll be down in a few.”

Turning, I throw open the door, not caring Finn is only in his underwear. I squeeze past Julie and hurry downstairs. I go out the back door, not knowing where I’m heading but feel like I made it to hell already.
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I FAINTLY HEAR MY NAME yelled from inside the house. Julie. Figures she’d be the one looking for me. Venturing to the end of the yard, I duck into the small, white gazebo at the corner of the lot and sit on the white bench. There’s not anywhere else to go unless I run into the Delaware wilderness. It’s better than the current wilderness claiming my life. How apt of Simone.

Finn would be such a good father. I’m almost thirty-four years old. I don’t want to wait much longer to have my first child. All of my friends have children, except Rod. I suppose I should take comfort in that fact. 

I lean my head against the lattice. The birds chirp and a stream gurgles somewhere nearby. When Finn lived here, did he come to this spot when he needed to think?

I can’t believe he told me to go on the pill. As usual, no discussion needed when it comes to a crucial topic affecting my body or our relationship.

Rustling grass startles me. I peer through the diamond shapes of the lattice to see Simone. She warily regards me, and I glance down at the cement floor as she says, “Hey.”

Without looking up, I respond in kind. “Hey.”

“What happened, Hadley? Ricky and I heard you and Finn arguing over the movie. What did Finn do?”

“How do you know it was him?”

She frowns. “Because he’s so fucking stubborn.”

I bite my lip to stop my smile and tears. Taking a seat next to me on the bench, she sighs. “Mom tried to get him to talk to her, but he wouldn’t. So, Ricky and Finn left. I think to pick up more beer. They’ll be back by dinner.”

“Great. He’ll spill his guts to Ricky, telling him I’m unreasonable.”

Leaning against the gazebo and crossing her legs, she asks, “What the hell happened?”

“We’re not in agreement.”

“About getting married?” Is my desperation written all over my face? Fantastic.

I shake my head. “Not this time.”

“You want a baby.” I glance at her, my eyes widening. “You do.”

I tightly cross my arms and legs, wishing I wasn’t such a damn harpy. 

“He’s mentioned before he doesn’t want kids. That’s what you fought about.” I don’t respond. Instead, I stare at my crossed legs. She goes on, “I wish he’d rethink things. He’s losing you, isn’t he?”

Impulsively, I look up and shake my head. “I love him, Simone. I’m with him no matter what.”

“You were so happy earlier.” With a smirk, she scoffs, “You were making out for crying out loud! He wasn’t very sly about wanting to get laid. What happened?”

Glancing past her, I say, “It’s too personal.” I can’t talk about this with his little sister.

We sit in silence for a minute, but she finally asks, “You asked him in the middle of sex with him, didn’t you?”

Anxiously licking my lips, I grumble, “We weren’t that far yet. There’s more to it.” I sigh, noticing the rose bushes outside the gazebo. No flowers, only buds since it’s early spring. “Simone, I don’t think I’m what your brother needs. We want different things. Finn wants us to live together but not get married or have a family.”

“Who says Finn doesn’t want to get married?”

I raise an eyebrow. “Finn. Several times.”

She sneers, “My brother is so full of shit. He wants to marry you.” 

My eyes nearly bug out of my head, and she rolls her own blue eyes at my reaction, and I argue, “He doesn’t. He can’t stress that enough.”

“He may not be afraid of trains, planes, or automobiles at high speeds, but the thought of marriage scares the shit out of him.”

Gaping at her, I delve, “He said it’s because of your mom’s divorces.”

She nods. “It is. He’s always been angry about them.”

“I would never divorce him, but he doesn’t believe me.”

She sighs. “Things happen, Hadley. Sometimes love dies. He’s afraid that’ll happen. He hasn’t admitted it aloud, but I read between the lines.”

“He keeps so much from me. Until recently, he wouldn’t even introduce me to his coworkers. Everyone thought he was single until Monday when I surprised him, showing up to one of his location shoots. He introduced me to people, but I think he felt compelled to do that. His tattoo stunt was the first time he’s ever publicly acknowledged he has a girlfriend.”

She shakes her head. “Damn. He is a cagey bastard.” She puts her hand on my shoulder. “Even if you aren’t legally married, I still consider you my sister-in-law.” I smile at her and look to the yard, overwhelmed by that.

Simone asks, “Why don’t we help Mom set the table for dinner? She’s up there worried about you. I had to tie her to the banister to keep her from coming down here. I surmised you’d rather not have her cross-examination yet.”

I nod and lightly laugh. “Thanks.”

She stands. “Come on. Everything will be okay. I’ll kick my brother’s ass for you, too.”

I laugh again as we walk out of the gazebo and back to the house.
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“ARE YOU OKAY, HONEY?” Julie throws down two potholders and promptly walks over to me. “What happened earlier?”

I sheepishly smile as I look past her to the kitchen cabinets. “We had an argument.”

She replies, “Well, we all knew that! What did my jackass son do to you?”

I shake my head, catching Simone’s gaze. “It was me.”

Julie laughs. “I doubt that. I swear, if he chases you away, I’ll kill him.”

Shrugging as I glance at the window, I mutter, “We don’t agree on everything.”

“Did he hurt you? He wasn’t dressed, so...” She must think I’m sex-crazed.

“Mom!” Simone shouts as she grabs a stack of plates. “She said they’ll be fine! Let it go!”

Julie squeezes my upper arms. Like a solar eclipse, I still can’t look directly at her. “Hadley, if you need to talk, I’m here for you. I promise I’ll take your side.” I laugh, but Julie doesn’t, and I finally regard her. “I’m dead serious. Finn is like his dad. He knows how to ruin a good thing.”

Simone bursts out laughing. “Henry? Right, Mom.”

Julie looks at Simone. “What?”

Rolling her eyes, Simone mumbles, “Nothing.”

Hearing the front door open, I feel sick. I’m not ready to face him. 

We all look to the kitchen doorway as Chrishelle enters. “Hey, guys,” she greets and then sees me. “Hadley, how are you?” She saunters over, and I move away from Julie to hug her. Chrissie’s hair is almost shoulder length and lighter than her mother’s. However, unlike Julie and Finn, her eyes are blue. She’s dressed in skinny jeans and a baggy white top with a baby-blue tank top underneath 

“How have you been, kiddo?” Kiddo. I always thought that was funny. She’s only four years older than me.

Forcing a smile to stay on my face, I reply, “Fine. What about you?”

She laughs. “Can’t complain. Nobody will listen anyway.”

“You’re complaining now, drama queen,” Simone grumbles while folding napkins.

“Zip it, Oscar,” Chrissie retorts. I laugh, thinking of my bridesmaid trash can.

“Children, please!” Julie trills. 

Walking to the refrigerator, yanking out the milk, Chrissie asks, “So how’s my brother doing? I haven’t seen him yet.”

“Um, he’s okay.” I look down at the brown-and-black-flecked granite countertop, feeling all eyes on me. Shit.

Chrissie asks, “Did I miss something?”

Simone answers, “No. He’s still a loser.”

Chrissie refutes, “Says you, megamouth.”

“Chrissie, please take the casserole out of the oven for me,” Julie asks, attempting to deter her daughters.

Chrissie grabs the potholders and turns to the stove. “Did you move in with my bro yet?” Here we go.

“No, but I told him I will.”

“Really?” three women ask, amidst metallic clanking of Julie dropping something on the counter.

“Yes?” I falter, wishing I hadn’t opened my stupid mouth.

Julie clasps her hands together beneath her chin, grinning. “When? I’ll help in any way. I’ll take time off work.”

Chrissie rolls her eyes. “She didn’t announce she’s pregnant with your first grandchild. Damn.”

Julie’s eyes widen. “Are you?” Simone and Chrissie stop what they’re doing to stare at me too. This is disturbing.

“No.” I nervously glance out the window, wanting space aliens to kidnap me.

Julie glumly sighs. “Someday, I hope.” She’ll be waiting until the first of never if her son gets his way. I did not expect to head down this rocky one-lane road...on a mountainside...after an ice storm...during an earthquake.

Needing to shut this down, I shrug. “We’re not ready.”

Chrissie knowingly smirks. “You mean, Finn isn’t ready.”

Simone gripes, “He needs to grow a pair. He has to marry Hadley and give her a baby.” Where are those damn aliens? I’ll even gladly accept illegal aliens kidnapping me.

“I don’t know if that’ll happen,” Chrissie asserts with a frown. “I can’t blame him. No offense, Hadley. I’m not exactly a fan of marriage, either. I guess we’re two peas in a pod. I got married once, but it didn’t work out. That doesn’t help your case, though.” Yep. Finn uses her as an exhibit to his argument.

“I’ll talk to him,” Julie says, returning to her mixing bowl.

“No!” I yell. Everyone again looks at me, and I glance down at the counter. Shit.

Julie sulks, “Why not? I’ll get through to him.” I tentatively look as she props her hands on the counter and leans onto them. “Hadley, he wants you to move in with him. You’ll be living as man and wife. He should know you’d want to get pregnant, eventually.”

Simone giggles. “Just go off the pill without telling him.” She and Morgan should start a club.

Chrissie scowls at Simone and then says, “Ugh. Do not do that. He would never trust you again, Hadley.”

“I wouldn’t. I couldn’t, anyway.”

“Why?” Simone asks. Shit! I’m the megamouth!

“Nothing.” I quickly walk to the window, crossing my arms, staring at the quiet street leading up to the driveway.

Julie asks, “You’re not on the pill?” Fuck...

I sigh, and since I’m in over my head anyway, I stupidly admit, “No.”

Simone presses, “An implant? Shot?” I shake my head at the window. She shrieks, “Well, then it’s easy for you to have an accident!”

Turning away from the window, I say, “I could never do that to him. I wouldn’t forgive myself.” I walk back to the counter, grabbing the pile of beige napkins Simone had put into blue ceramic rings.
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