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To my procrastination. Because of you, I put important things off and lose too much sleep trying to meet my writing goals. I hope you’re happy, bitch.
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Important Notes

This book contains explicit sexual content and profanity.

Some topics may be sensitive to some readers, including but not limited to:

Violence

Breeding Kink

Mild BDSM

Mention of drugs

Slurs

Emotional abuse

Panic attacks

Pregnancy

Physical abuse

CNC Play

Blackmail


One

Amber

I follow the huge biker through the neighborhood, my anxiety skyrocketing when we pass the last possible street to turn onto. I scrape my nail across the stitching in my steering wheel, hoping like hell this guy knows the house I’m looking for. I was in a panic when I realized my calls to Ava wouldn’t go through, even though I had a full signal.

I flagged the guy down because I saw the motorcycle and just assumed it would be one of her new so-called ‘friends’, but now my doubts are creeping in. The guy rides a bike big enough to hold up to his hefty weight and height, but I’m not going to lie; he’s fucking terrifying.

The road stretches on long enough that I’m starting to think I should turn around now and go back home, especially when the guy starts to weave from one edge of the pavement to the other in front of me. Eventually, we slow down and turn onto a roughly paved driveway that I would never have found by myself. I let him pull in ahead of me, hesitant to follow behind the giant; this could be a trap.

Trees hang over the driveway, barely allowing a peek of light from the house to come through from the road. There’s hardly any sign of life until a few fireworks shoot up to the sky from somewhere close by. Taking a deep breath, I take the turn and say a silent prayer, hoping this guy hasn’t led me to a shack that I will die in.

Once I pull through the tree’s canopy, I’m greeted by what looks like an old Tudor-style house that borders on the size of a small mansion. I balk at the view; there’s no way I have the right address. I thought Ava said Kellan is a mechanic. How the hell could he afford anything like this?

I ease my car forward, pulling up to park behind a vehicle that looks like it shouldn’t even be on the road anymore. The loud rumble of the motorcycle shuts down, allowing voices to be heard from around the corner of the impressive house, and I let out a sigh of relief. Despite the run-down car, there are others parked around that look somewhat more impressive, and I puzzle over how Kellan fits in with the owners of these vehicles.

I half jog to catch up to the large man who struggles to walk down the remainder of the driveway. He hobbles back and forth, favoring one leg more than the other, while a long chain slaps against his jeans noisily. I try to tune into the voices, wondering if Ava’s mother is here or if I’m losing my mind. Looking around, I don’t see the SUV she usually drives, but I swear she’s here somewhere.

He rounds the corner before I can catch up to him, announcing my presence before I can see who he is talking to, causing my anxiety to spike.

“Found a straggler,” he chuckles.

I try to shake my nerves and tell myself that he isn’t a bad person, but it goes against everything I’ve been forced to believe. Even though he stopped for me when I waved at him earlier and was nice enough to guide me here, there’s just that fear that I can’t shake.

Fear that has been fed to me my whole life about bikers and their reputations. I’m not comfortable being around the guy by myself, and I’m sure there are more here that I haven’t laid eyes on yet. The thought terrifies me. I’ve tried my best to talk Ava out of being around these people, but she’s honestly changed into a different person entirely. Over the last year, I’ve watched my best friend evolve and morph until I hardly recognize her anymore. It’s like she has suddenly realized that she can make up her own mind and never be persuaded by anyone, even when they want the best for her.

The man continues walking through the yard, and Ava turns to look at me. Her smile is contagious, erasing all the fear and anxiety that has built up inside me since I left my house. I run to her, catching her as she wraps her legs around me and takes us to the ground. We laugh together, rolling on the plush grass before she helps pull me up.

“You bitch, you ruined my hair,” I tell her as she dusts off the dead leaves from my sweater.

“Shut up, cunt. It looks fine,” she bites back at me, pulling laughs from us. We cackle harder when everyone turns to look at us with surprised expressions at our choice of words.

I swat the leaves from her rear end before straightening myself and smiling at her. I’ve missed her more than she knows. Even though we talk on the phone nearly every day, there’s still that void between us. I know it’s partially my fault, but I think I’ve overcome a lot by coming here tonight, and I hope that doesn’t go unnoticed.

I’ve hurt my best friend by pulling away because of who she associates with now, and that’s wrong. I knew it was wrong when I did it, but at the time, I felt like I didn’t have a choice. I was uncomfortable, but I think I can do this for both of us.

Seeing her now, smiling and happy, I see how wrong I was to judge these people so harshly. She doesn’t look hurt or injured in any kind of way; she’s almost glowing. I let some of my walls down, accepting that this is the happiest I’ve ever seen her.

If she’s comfortable here, then so am I. We hug again, and a miniature Hulk comes walking up behind her, snaking his arm around her hips to bring a laugh from her before he leans in to hug my shoulders lightly. I know this is Kellan because of the pictures Ava and I send to one another but seeing him in person is a whole other story. I hug him back with one arm, feeling somewhat dwarfed as his lower chest presses onto my face. The man is a muscular wall covered in graffiti, but I can see the appeal more than ever now. He’s easier on the eyes in person than the pictures do justice, but I crinkle my nose with distaste. He’s simply not my cup of tea.

“Glad you could make it, Amber.” He says to me, a little cold but still welcoming.

I smile between the two of them when he pulls away to hold onto her, and the rest of my walls begin to fall away. They look perfect for one another. Her soft features are the complete opposite of his huge, bulging, tattooed self, but it works for them. My heart skitters in my chest, realizing that’s something I’ll probably never experience. It’s almost effortless how easy it is for them to be so caring in front of everyone.

Looking at the couple in front of me, I can see how Sebastian would have been afraid of Kellan now that I see him with my own eyes, especially if he was scowling. This man makes Sebastian seem like a runt; his height alone would dwarf the guy; his build borders on that of a bodybuilder.

A loud burst of laughter catches my attention from across the yard. I stare in horrified confusion when I realize it’s coming from exactly who I thought was here earlier.

“Ava, oh my God. Is that your mom?”

Ava and Kellan both turn to look across the yard at Avery as she leans down to grab her knees, out of breath as she laughs with the woman next to her. Ava’s dad looks uncomfortable and stiff as he stares into the distance, trying his best to ignore the women standing near him.

“Yeah, we found out last year that our parents have history,” Ava explains.

“Hope you like pie,” Kellan mutters as he walks away.

A young woman comes up to us, looking just as out of her element as I feel; Ava hugs her, asking her how she’s been before introducing us. The girl brightens when Ava asks her if she watched the last episode of the vampire show I have been secretly addicted to for the last several years. The show has been my dirty secret for so long that I had forgotten to ever mention it to anyone at all.

I feel my eyes widen as they gush about it to one another before blurting out what I think will happen. They both look at me in shock before Ava squeals with excitement. I never told anyone that I was into vampires, mostly because I didn’t want to become the butt of any jokes. Everyone always gave Ava so much shit for liking horror movies, myself included, but we all thought that it clashed with who she is. I guess we were all wrong.

“Tracy!” Ava screams over her shoulder.

Internally, I pull away as a girl with bright green hair stomps over to us. Her face says she will kill us all here without breaking a sweat if she wishes. The piercing on the bridge of her nose shines in the fireworks going off above us, and once she’s closer, I count five more pieces of jewelry sticking out of her skin in various places. I take in the sight of her, staring at all the ink on her body and shiver. A small vine of thorns and leaves travels up her neck to her forehead while her hands are covered in tiny symbols that I can’t make out.

Somehow, her presence is more terrifying than any man here as she comes up to us, a hate-filled scowl on her face, until Ava speaks to her. She breaks into a smile when she hears what we were discussing and joins in, gushing about the storyline with us.

As the mask falls from her face, she’s actually quite beautiful; I catch myself staring at her as she becomes more animated the longer she talks. I find it hard to believe this is the same person who just walked up to us mere seconds ago. These people are fucking weird, but I think I like Tracy the most.

Before I realize it, Ava has disappeared, and I’m left standing with the two women talking about characters from the show I had no idea was so popular with other people. Eventually, Ava’s voice interrupts everyone to make an announcement, and I’m forced to pick my jaw up from the lawn I stand on.

Engaged, yes. We all saw it coming. But, pregnant? Holy shit.

“That’s crazy,” a deep voice beside me says.

I turn my head to look at him, surprised that he approached me without making a sound. I look the man up and down, raising an eyebrow as I take in the view. He stands a head taller than me, wearing a green and black plaid long-sleeved shirt that’s rolled up his forearms to show off naturally tanned skin that pairs perfectly with his beautiful smile.

My head snaps back in surprise as I stare at him. Where did he come from? I look around, as if I’m the only person that can see him, then find his gaze again. His broad shoulders block the light from inside the garage as he turns to face me and stretches out his hand to introduce himself. The muscles in his arm ripple at his movements, sending filthy images flashing through my mind.

I stand still, taking in the size of his massive build. I swear the guy could fit two of me on one shoulder without breaking a sweat. Good God, the biceps. I blink several times, trying to remember my name. His smile grows as he patiently waits for me to accept his extended hand, which I eventually take in mine, feeling his body heat as we hold on for a little too long.

“Cam,” he says before releasing my hand.

“Amber,” I finally find my voice.

“Would you like a drink?” He asks.

I consider his options. I know I get a little out of control when I drink, and I know this night is more of a celebration for Ava and Kellan, but I think I need something to take the edge off. I’ll just be sure to hold myself back to keep from going too far.


Two

Amber

Inside the house, I’m surprised to see so much of Ava and Kellan’s personalities have blended to create such a warm and inviting space. I look around at so many things that I’ve seen before in Ava’s apartment, but they are different now. The feeling of life moving on without me creates a swell of emotions inside my chest that I wasn’t expecting.

The photos that hung on Ava’s apartment walls were frameless for years; now they’re arranged in collages throughout the home's living area, with several more added over the last year. It’s obvious that Kellan and their dog have completely taken over her life, but in a subtle way. A way that would be cute, if I didn’t have my father’s harsh words whispering in my ear every time I look at the man in the frames on these walls.

I stop to stare at a photo of Ava and me at one of the last music festivals we ever went to, before things went south with the crew we used to run with. We look happy, arms spread wide as we sing along with the band playing behind us. I remember that night like it was yesterday and grimace.

I’ll never forget the sight of Slim standing over Ava with his disgusting dick in his hand, yanking it like he never knew it existed before seeing her asleep on the bus. I’m pretty sure he’s in jail now for indecent exposure, and the irony isn’t lost on me. I bruised knuckles that night, scaring all of us as a blind rage took over my body.

Shaking my head, I move on to the next cluster of photos; it’s mostly the beasty little creature that’s always around, no matter where Ava goes. Her dog, Nova. She’s sweet and protective, but I’m more of a cat person. I just can’t get over the slobber and wet dog smell that never seems to fade, no matter how often she’s groomed. Nova is a wonderful sidekick for Ava, and I’ve been fighting off the urge to move home for good just to have a companion like Nova of my own.

Cam busies himself around the corner, and when I turn to see what’s taking him so long to bring me a simple drink, I find him stuffing his face with pizza that’s been left out on the massive island in the middle of the large kitchen. I blink several times as I take in the sight of the place. The white cabinets, ceiling, and tile span on forever, leaving me speechless. It’s not what I had envisioned a man like Kellan to live like.

I smirk when I see the coffee mugs set up in the corner; of course, my best friend would bring her cheesy collection wherever she went, even to the nicest of houses. That’s just how she is, surrounding herself with comfort and holding on to the smallest of memories, no matter what.

My eyes roam the large space before being ruined by the enormous muscle head stacking two slices of pizza onto each other before taking a bite too big for his mouth.

“What happened to my drink, dick?”

“Oh, sorry. Pizza was here,” he mumbles through the half-chewed food.

I can’t hide the disgust on my face as he turns to the fridge, leaving smudges of grease on the handle to reach inside. I glance around, finding some paper towels in the corner, and run to clean the mess he’s left behind before Ava or Kellan can come in to see what he’s done.

As if my thoughts teleported them, the couple comes around the corner, all smiles and full of themselves from their earlier life-altering news updates. I freeze in my tracks, unsure how either of them will react to the moron eating their food as if he lives here.

“Cam. What the hell are you doing here, brother? I thought you were coming in the morning,” Kellan’s excitement surprises me, and I take a step back from the refrigerator before I’m squished by both of them throwing punches into the other.

I avoid Ava’s gaze as she silently studies me, no doubt wondering why I’m alone in the kitchen with this guy who’s obviously a friend of Kellan. I pull out my phone, aiming to ignore the situation entirely by checking all the notifications that have stopped flooding my phone since the moment I pulled into their driveway.

Still, there’s no service out here, and I could slap myself for agreeing to come out here at all. What the hell am I going to do without my phone and socials? I still scroll through my locked screen, pinpointing the exact time I stopped receiving messages, surprised that I haven’t even been here for half an hour yet. Shit, this is going to be a long night and people are going to be pissed that I haven’t responded to them.

My shoulder is bumped lightly, and I know Ava has come to stand beside me without even looking. But I don’t take my eyes off the screen in front of me; it feels like I have been caught doing something I shouldn’t be, but her knowing smile stares at the side of my face, forcing me to finally give her my attention.

“What?” I ask.

“How’s your mom’s line been doing? I forgot to ask you last week when you flew out to see her.” She attempts casual conversation, but I know she’s buying time to ask me what I’m up to once the guys leave us alone.

“It’s great. She wanted me to see some prototypes that her team has been working on. I tried on a good bit of the jewelry and sampled the fragrances, but I’m tired of the travelling. I wish she would move back here, but there aren’t any warehouses around here that are big enough for her standards.” I roll my eyes as I over-explain the new launch, wishing that she would let me escape this situation.

There’s nothing to tell when it comes to Cam. I don’t know the guy, but when my best friend announces her engagement, the fact that she’s been hiding going to college and being pregnant, all in five minutes, a girl needed a drink. I look down at her belly, wondering just how far along she is and how big she will be in just a few months.

She’s the first person in our group to become pregnant, and I honestly can’t wrap my mind around it. I don’t even think I’ve seen someone in real life with a baby; that’s just not something any of us have any experience with. The fact that she hid it from all of us bites at me. If I were a better friend to her this past year, I would have known everything that was going on in her life. I wouldn’t have been caught off guard with everyone else out there, and I certainly wouldn’t have accepted a drink from such a meathead like Cam.

“So, tell me what it’s going to be like being an aunt. Can babies fly out of the country?” I try to keep the subjects moving, trying to keep her from focusing on me by asking something absurd.

She snorts her usual laugh, “I have no idea when babies can fly. Being an aunt can’t be so bad, I’m sure you will take to it like a natural. That reminds me, come upstairs. I have something for you.”

She takes off to the living room again, turning to lead me up a set of narrow, wooden stairs that are slick under my leather-soled boots. We eventually make it to a large movie room that’s scattered with posters and theater-themed décor, where a large, pale green box sits on a table in the middle of the room.

Cursive, gold-foiled font stares back up at me, but I’m not sure this is what she wants to give me. It’s too pretty, too elegant to be sitting here, waiting for me.

“Open it up,” she tells me.

“Maid of Honor?” I ask her, disbelief lacing my words.

“For the wedding.” She explains.

I reach for the box, lifting the side of it, and feel the magnets give before flipping the top up. The lid is covered with some of our favorite memories, surprising me as our faces stare back at me. Some of these pictures I’ve never seen before, but now that I look at them, I remember posing with her in a few of these places. My eyes blur with tears when I move onto the contents.

A light grey silk robe has my name embroidered across the top of a pocket in the same green that matches the box. Matching hair accessories are tucked in the corners, and a makeup bag with Maid of Honor on the side lies to the side. A pair of earrings sits atop a pair of slippers and an eye mask, with a bottle of my favorite wine to tie it all together.

“What are you crying for?” Her voice whispers beside me.

“This is just crazy, Ava. I’m so happy for you, but damn. It’s like you’ve grown up overnight.” I know my words sound harsh, but I don’t mean for them to sting. I wish I could take them back as soon as they leave my mouth, but she doesn’t hold it against me.

“It wasn’t overnight, but I agree with you. I have grown up a lot; there’s more to life than what people like Emily and Bec have going on all the time. There’s more to life than sororities and social statuses. That kind of life was never for me; we all know that I never fit in with any of that shit. I’ve never been happier than what I am now –”

“Trust me, bitch. We know. We can all see it in you.” I cut her off, not wanting her to feel like she has to explain it all to me for the millionth time. I let out a soft laugh, amazed that we’re in such different places in our lives.

“So, will you be my maid of honor?” She asks me.

“Of course I will. You didn’t need a loaded up gift box to ask me,” I answer her.

“No, I totally did. Over the next year, I’m probably going to cause you to rip some of your hair out, and I need you to know how much I love and care about you."

I lightly bump into her arm, “Shut up.” I don’t really want her to stop talking, but if she doesn’t, we’re both going to be up here crying for a while.

I’ve missed her more than anything, and now I know just how serious she is in this relationship that I’ve tried so hard to talk her out of. I feel guilt and regret. I feel like I’ve robbed her of some happiness by not being accepting of Kellan, the man who is good for her and who she chooses to spend the rest of her life with. And if her parents are on board with this, then I should be too.


Three

Cam

I watch her sweet ass walk out of the kitchen and completely tune out Kellan’s bullshit about his next car project that sits out back—some shit about Ava getting him a beater for Christmas, whatever. He’s killing the dream by talking about his woman when I should be getting to know the one who just walked out.

“Earth to Cameron. Come in, Cameron.”

“What?”

“I’d steer clear from that one.”

“What?”

“Are you a broken record now? I said you don’t want to get caught up with Amber.” He explains.

“Why not?”

Before he can respond, the two women come back down the stairs with smug grins on their faces. Ava pulls away from Amber almost immediately to start pawing at Kellan. The constant affection between them is nauseating, but it pulls at me. I could have this with someone. The sound of their kissing drowns out even the loudest of the fireworks outside, making Amber physically uncomfortable, too.

“Now we all know how that baby was made. Thank you for the show, guys.” I announce before grabbing Amber’s hand to give the couple some privacy. We leave the room, walking out the front door to be alone on our own. She immediately pulls her hand away from mine, choosing to sit on the wooden bench swing that hangs from the porch ceiling instead.

I watch as she makes herself comfortable and physically see the walls around her begin to crumble, but she’s still on edge, warning me off without saying a word. I’m curious if my friend was trying to convince me to leave her alone because of her baggage, but that’s never stopped me before; if anything, it will fuel me more.

“What are you doing here, Cam?” She asks me, using my name more as a slur than to address me. I kind of like that bratty attitude she has; most women drool over me instead of resisting. She’s kind of a breath of fresh air.

“I was invited here, Amber. It’s a party after all.”

“No. I mean, what are you doing here, physically? Because I’ve never seen you around, and I talk to Ava every day. She’s mentioned you once, and that was months ago.”

“My job is over, and I’ve got nowhere else to be. Figured coming back home for a while would do me some good. You just met me, why do you want me to run off so bad?” I meet her stare, noting that she’s paid attention to her friend and remembers my name.

“Uh-huh. And what is it you do for work?”

“I’m a welder,” I admit while pointing towards my truck that sits behind a small Volvo in the driveway.


Four

Amber

I should have grabbed a drink before I came out here with this man. It took me a few minutes, but I eventually remembered where I had heard his name before; Ava had mentioned that he flew in and stayed with them for a few nights while taking care of his parents, who live in town. No wonder he was in their kitchen like he lived here. He has probably stayed here more than just once before. The way Kellan reacted makes it seem like this is normal for the three of them.

My eyes roll as I think of him coming and going here completely at ease, but I’m also jealous. He can fly in whenever he wants to, call this place a temporary home, and see either of them whenever he wants. I can’t do that at all. Even though I’m to blame for the tear in my relationship with Ava, we used to have that when she lived alone. Now she’s moved on, and I feel like an outsider, but Cam doesn’t. He fits right in with them.

“I bet you ride motorcycles just like the rest of these guys around here, too. Don’t you?” I ask him, putting a little more spite in my tone than I intend, but if I come across as a bitch, then so be it.

“I have one, but it’s not an everyday vehicle. It’s more for,” he pauses, choosing his words. “A good time every now and then.”

Something about the way his southern drawl comes out every couple of words causes my insides to flip-flop inside me. I’m not going to lie to myself and say that I don’t want to climb this man like a tree, but there’s no way in hell I’m going to bed up with a biker the way Ava has. I don’t care how big his house is or what he owns; there’s no way in hell that lifestyle is for me. But his words sink into me, twisting around to stroke between my legs. It’s as if he knows what I want, how I want things, without me even asking.

Cameron makes his way over to the swing, sitting far away from me, but his large frame takes up any room he intended to leave between us. The cologne he’s wearing invades my senses, but I can tell it’s faded. The air around us is cold but charged, and I’m afraid that I will lose all self-control if he even slightly makes a move on me.

It's been months since I’ve gone to Seattle to see Jamie; I’m not even sure he would pick up if I were to call him anyway. He was so sure that I’d date him and pulled out every trick he could to get me to say yes, but I didn’t want the commitment. I suppose two years is a long time to have someone as a fuck buddy, but I told him it wasn’t going to work between us before we ever got involved. It isn’t my fault that he thought he could persuade me into something more.

“Penny for your thoughts?” His deep voice pulls me from my head, sending a shiver down my spine despite my many layers of clothing.

I think it’s time I have some fun.

“I was thinking that you never brought me a drink,” I tease, trying to set a more playful tone so I can get what I want before leaving.

“Oh hell, let’s go get you liquored up then.”

He jumps off the swing, sending me flying backwards and hitting the back of the contraption onto the railing of the porch. I let out a scream as I tumble forward, landing on my feet but stumbling around until falling against his muscular arm. His body feels like a brick wall as I cling to him to keep from falling face-first on the hardwood beneath us. His arms quickly wrap around my body, steadying us, but the damage is done. My body heat rises when I feel his strong grip on my waist.

Without a word, he sets me on my feet, prying my fingers from his clothes to keep me at bay. I nearly pout once my hands are to myself again. He felt good; warm and solid. He didn’t even budge from my sudden weight being thrown at him, as if I were light as a feather. Which we are both aware that I am not, but damn. Exactly how strong is he?

“I’m sorry,” I tell him as I straighten my jacket.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you already had too much to drink.”

“You jackass, you threw me around on that thing! It’s your fault that I ended up flailing around like that in the first place!” I fire back at him; how dare he act as if I’m willingly throwing myself at him? Never mind the fact that is exactly what I planned on doing.

I shake my head, trying to tell myself that wasn’t exactly what I had in mind all along, and there is no way he would possibly know that. I know what I have planned; the alcohol is just a test. He’s failing miserably at what I’m asking, but I’ve made excuses for worse. I need a man who’s going to do what I say without hesitation. I need someone who will give me what I want and go about his day; Cam seems like the type, but I have to know if he’s going to do this for himself or if I should look elsewhere for my needs.

“I can think of several things that I am, darlin’. But a jackass ain't one,” his dark green eyes pin me in place as he speaks. I must have pressed some buttons with my outrage, but I can think of one good way to relieve a bit of my temper.

“Fine, I’ll get it myself. Just like I should have all along.”

I spin on the balls of my feet, marching back inside and straight up the stairs where I sat with Ava earlier in the night. I spotted a fully stocked bar when we were up here, and all be damned if I’m not going to make myself a drink. The crowd downstairs can have all the beer in the coolers; that’s never been my style anyway. Who would have imagined the one man that I considered ravaging for the night wouldn’t be able to follow simple directions? What a bummer.

All the more reason to drink.

The talk of babies and weddings is in full swing in the house downstairs, sending my feet shuffling up the stairs double time to escape the conversations. Maybe hanging out with the younger crowd has skewed my way of thinking, and I admit that having some of them around annoyed me because they were so immature, but I still feel like I have my whole life ahead of me. Settling down anytime soon will only hold me back; I can’t imagine how I would feel if it were me, but Ava is thriving.

I make quick work of mixing the alcohol and grenadine, shaking it quickly before finding a cup to pour into. It’s much more peaceful here than it is downstairs, almost like it’s a safe haven for anyone needing to get away. I smirk at the irony and plop down onto the dark green velvet couch. I’m comfortable right away, sinking into the cushions as if I’m on a cloud that’s molding to my body.

As I sit quietly, I begin thinking of all my friends and how different our lives are. It’s hard for me to understand Ava wanting to get married, then, there’s Emily. She ran off not long after Kellan’s ex held Ava at gunpoint, then she dropped off the face of the earth. There’s word out that Emily married Ava’s ex, Sebastian, but I doubt there’s any truth in that. At least, I hope there isn’t. I sip my drink, wondering how we all went our separate ways so easily after being inseparable for so long. I would have never imagined Emily doing something like that to Ava. There has to be more to that story that hasn’t come to light just yet, but I doubt I will ever know.

Sebastian wasn’t the nicest guy in the world, but he should have done better by Ava. Emily is much too young for him to settle down with, which is why they broke up in the first place. I lean back and consider how we all got to this point and realize Ava is probably much happier than what she led anyone to believe.

We talk nearly every day, but it’s mostly me venting and she tells me what to do to solve my problems. On a deeper level, I’ve never asked her if Kellan is who she actually wants to be with. I’ve told her too many times to leave him, that there are better people out there in the world who could give her what she deserves, but I’ve never even considered that he is the man she is choosing on her own.

I let out a deep sigh, realizing that I’ve been even worse of a friend than I wanted to admit. I was there for her when they broke up, but now I can see that I was only physically showing up. Ava needed more than someone sitting with her for a few hours a day in silence; she needed someone to talk to and vent to about her problems. All I gave her was cheesecake and takeout while she silently cried her eyes out every night.

“Are you having that bad of a night?” A grumbly voice says from the stairs.

“Nothing a drink and some alone time won't fix,” I answer while not turning to look at my intruder.

I know it’s Cam; his southern drawl is too easy to pick up on, no matter how low he speaks, it’s still there. With no hesitation, he makes his way to the bar and pulls out two beers from the small fridge before sitting down on the opposite end of the couch. Just like on the swing, his muscular body takes up more room than he intends, but there's still some space between us for my feet.

I kick off my boots and curl my legs onto the cushion between us, not letting him crash my pity party.

“Just how alone do you want to be, darlin’?” He asks, then downs the first beer.

“So alone that if you’re going to be here, then be silent,” I tell him a little too harshly. “I’m sorry, that came out wrong.”

“It’s fine. I know what you mean. Sometimes thoughts plague us, and our minds race. It’s nice to sit and contemplate, but there’s still a party going on downstairs. People are going to wonder where you ran off to if you take too long,” he rambles.

I take in what he says, surprised that he put into words what I’ve never been able to, and inch my feet closer towards him. I know being alone isn’t what I truly need, and when the warmth of his leg seeps into the soles of my feet, my body sings.


Five

Cam

Eight beers and several mixed drinks later, I know just about everything there is to know about Miss Amber. She swears up and down that she isn’t drunk, but there’s no way in hell someone opens up that quickly after downing vodka with a few splashes of sweetener. She makes drinks the way most people make coffee; it’s comical to say the least. She’s a giggling mess now, a complete one-eighty from her snarky attitude earlier. I pat myself on the back for getting her to loosen up this much and lean back to enjoy the playful banter coming from her.

One thing that I haven’t mentioned is the reasoning behind Kellan’s warning to stay away from her. I’ve been thinking about it every time she says something that I like, but I keep my mouth shut. I think I’d rather hear his reasoning for myself instead of stir up drama between the two of them.

From the way I hear it, she doesn’t mean to keep him at arm's length; it’s just the way she was raised. She’s been working through it, but she can tell there’s still a long way to go. Her father hasn’t trusted many people in his life, and when his brother got mixed up with the wrong crowd, he blamed it all on the other party rather than seeing the story from both sides.

It's hard for me to give her any advice on the situation, mostly because I’m not willing to point out all the flaws in her father’s thinking. I also don’t want to paint the man in a bad light. She doesn’t seem like she has daddy issues, but she’s starting to figure out who the man that raised her is all on her own, without my help.

I pull out my phone to check the time, wondering how long we’ve been up here on our own. I’m surprised to see that it’s nearly midnight and stretch out to recline a little more on the sofa.

“You got somewhere to be, hot stuff?”

I laugh at her attempt to flirt with me after she’s bitten my head off so many times in one night. If there’s anything I’ve learned in all my years, it’s that women are complicated. But when you shut up to listen, you’ll hear a lot more than what they are actually saying. She’s different, though; not buying any of my bullshit or filtering herself to try being sweet. The sweet and nice shit that most women do turns me off. I should know, I’ve fallen for it every time and ended up with more trouble than any of them were worth.

Another thing I’ve figured out about Amber is that she’s without a doubt sexually frustrated. The so-called ‘friend’ she’s had in Seattle got off plenty and left her hanging high and dry more times than she can count. Anger pulses through me again at the thought of him, and I shake my head to bring me back to the present. Amber isn’t in Seattle tonight; she’s here with me, and the idea of reaching over to feel the warmth between her legs has me fidgeting with the keychain hanging from my jeans.

“No, I was just checking the time.”

“Oh, so I’m boring you?” Her bratty attitude comes back full force, sending a wave of excitement through me.

“Don’t put words in my mouth, darlin’. If you were boring me, I would have left by now.”

Without another word, she slowly sits up and looks around the room. For a second, I think something is going on downstairs and strain my ears to hear what’s happening; there’s nothing more than muffled conversations and John being a dumbass with fireworks. Before I know what’s happening, Amber is straddling my lap, sending all the blood in my body straight to my dick in half a second.

“What are you doing?” I ask her, surprised by how perfect her body fits against mine.

“What’s it look like I’m doing?”

Her mouth collides with mine as she winds her arms around my neck, forcing our bodies closer together. Perfect tits press against me, but it’s her ass that my hands grab first. I’ve seen the pictures Ava has put up around the house. Amber probably doesn’t know it yet, but I’ve seen her in a bikini more times than I want to admit. All the pictures in the world couldn’t have prepared me for this, though. She’s fire and ice all together, sending bolts of caveman instincts racing through my head.


Fuck Seattle and everyone she knows there. I’m going to give her exactly what she wants. Exactly what she needs.


I let my hands roam, exploring every inch of her body that I can while she kisses me. The curves that the camera hid fuel me on until I can feel my jeans restricting me. Fuck, she feels good. I open my mouth, pulling her face closer to deepen the kiss and taste the liquor on her.

In the blink of an eye, my night comes crashing down around me. I forgot she had been drinking so heavily and begin to slowly shut her down.

“Uh-uh.” She argues once she realizes that I’ve untangled her arms from my neck.

“You’re drunk,” I tell her, regretting that I let her keep going.

“For the millionth time, no. I’m not.”

Her jacket falls from her shoulders as she shrugs it off, showing off a black long-sleeved shirt that’s tucked into her skin-tight black leggings. I groan in frustration, knowing that I’ll have to beat her off me before this gets out of control.

“I don’t believe you,” I admit.

“What do you want me to do, Cameron? Sing the alphabet backwards?”

My head is forced to the side as she swoops in quickly to bite my neck, pulling a yelp from me as her teeth scrape across my skin before kissing the same spot. The sensation sends blood pumping straight to my dick until it’s hard enough to be noticeable between us. Amber doesn’t hesitate at all and begins to grind against me until she’s breathless.

Cold hands lift my shirt, sending a shiver through my body when her fingers splay out across my chest.

“Jesus,” I hiss.

“Be quiet, you big baby.”

I smack her once on her behind, warning her of the trouble she’s going to cause with her smart mouth if she keeps it up. Instead of accepting the punishment, she slips out of my grasp onto the floor, giggling and melting until she’s seated between my feet. She works the buckle of my belt quickly, moving on to my jeans without hesitation, and I freeze. Am I really going to let a woman go down on me during my best friend’s engagement party and baby announcement?

Yeah, fuck it. They would do the same if it were either of them up here.

I help her tug my jeans lower until the cool air clings to me. Glancing around, I find the remote for the fireplace and turn it on, illuminating the room a little more, hoping to heat the room quickly. I smirk when I look down at her. She’s sitting up tall on her knees, looking at my dick like she’s never seen one before in her life but I know that’s not the reason.

“Jesus,” she whispers.

Now that she’s no longer giggling, I decide it’s time to put her mouth to work and get what we both want.

“Be quiet, and suck it, darlin’.” I throw her words back at her, ready to see what her mouth can do now that she has me with my pants around my knees.

Surprisingly, she doesn’t snap back at all. Her warm mouth sinks down onto my head while she swirls her tongue around, sending waves of pleasure through me. I lay my head back to take it all in, struggling to remember the last time anyone gave me head. It’s been a long time, and I wonder what she would do if I filled her mouth once I got close enough.

She eventually begins to take my length, or tries to at least, and gags halfway down. Pride surges through me at the sound, and I thrust my hips to fuck her throat, pleased to hear her reflex kick in again.

“You can take it,” I encourage, but when her eyes meet mine, I see the tears threatening to spill down her cheeks.

Fuck. She’s struggling. The sight makes me want to blow right now. I want to cover those pretty lips with my load and watch her lick it off.

“Is that too thick, baby?” I ask her, knowing she will keep going just to spite me.

I put my hand on the back of her neck, wanting to feel the motion of her head bobbing up and down on me while she continues to take me in her mouth. Those sweet, plump lips of hers roll in to cover her teeth, letting her glide over me until I feel the precum leak from my dick. God, I need to fucking claim her mouth before she calls it quits, but I don’t know how much longer she has.

“Slow down, Amber.”

As expected, she speeds up, and I groan. She likes to play with fire, but she’s going to learn that I’m not the one to disobey. I fist my hand into her hair and harshly yank her head to the side until she’s just barely sucking my tip. Then press it into her cheek. I slip my free hand down the front of her shirt to cup one of her tits in my hand, testing the way she feels, loving the weight of her in my palm.

Once I’ve found a nipple, I pinch it between my fingers and plunge into her throat when she lets out a moan. Her back arches as I continue to twist and tease that pebbled skin, and I force her head down repeatedly, fucking her mouth until I’m on the brink and eventually pour into her.

“Swallow it,” I tell her as I sit back and thrust into her gaping mouth. “Swallow it all, darlin’.” I groan, fighting to keep her mouth wrapped around me.


Six

Amber

I do as he says, drinking every drop he spills into my throat until he’s done, but he never softens. Once I feel him pump for the last time, I lick the head of his dick and pop off the end of it. No one has ever told me what to do, and it has me on the verge of losing my mind. He’s bossy and knows what to do with his hands. I like that.


I’ve always been the one in control, always been the one to take the lead; any time I’ve ever let anyone else call the shots, I’ve been disappointed. But holy shit, that was different. He’s different.


“Where are you staying tonight?” I ask him, needing to know how long I will have to wait before I can get off, too.


“Here,” he answers with a grin that I want to slap off his face. My body screams at me to play nice. I need to get off.


“Show me,” I tell him.

Without saying a word, he stands and pulls me to my feet. Pulling up his jeans but not bothering to buckle his belt. The jingle it makes as we cross the room and walk down the hallway sings to my insides. I’m pulled into a bedroom and left standing at the door while he turns on a lamp and rummages through a nightstand. This obviously is not his bedroom. A large canvas photo of Nova hangs over the headboard of the bed, the same photo that I see behind Ava on nearly every video call we have.

“What are you doing?” I ask, confused.

“Nothing,” he says as he comes back towards me and grabs my hand.

We walk in silence to the end of the hallway to an open door; the room dimly lit. A suitcase rests against the end of the bed with only clothes neatly stacked on the lid, and I thank God he really won't be around long. The last thing I need is a man following me around town just because I fucked him once… or twice.

Anticipation floods me as he closes and locks the door behind us. He’s barely released my hand when his mouth lands on mine and I’m pressed against the wall. I soak through my panties immediately, feeling all the tension in my body build quickly, threatening to break me if I don’t get what I need soon.

His tongue dances with mine, sending me spiraling while he tugs at the waistband of my leggings. I press my knees together to help the fabric slip from my legs, needing to feel alive for the first time in months.

Once I’m left standing with nothing to cover my bottom half, I look down between us and wonder how we’re going to make this happen. I could barely fit him in my mouth; there’s no way he’s going to fit inside me.

“Cameron,” I try to voice my concerns, but his fingers stop all my thoughts.

With skillful strokes, he slips between my legs until I’m breathless, panting, and wanting more. I don’t try to hide how wet I am anymore and open my legs wider to give him better access to me. My knees buckle when he slips inside, curling his fingers against my clit before plunging inside again and again.

I lean against his shoulder, biting down on him to keep from moaning too loudly, and begin to shudder. Before I can find my finish, he rips his fingers from me and walks us further into the room. I follow along, shuffling my feet to keep from dripping on the floor until he falls down onto the bed.

He pulls his jeans down, showing off his thick cock, and strokes it several times before rolling a condom onto the tip. He grabs my hand and guides it down his length, helping me put the condom onto him the rest of the way. Once satisfied with the fit, he pulls me by my hips to straddle him.

“Take a seat right here, baby, ride ‘til you can’t go anymore.”

I do as he says and line myself up with his thick head before slowly easing down onto him.

“Take your shirt off,” I tell him. I need to see what else he’s hiding under those clothes.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I watch, mesmerized as he undresses beneath me and take in the sight. He’s perfectly cut and chiseled, obviously spending time in the gym every spare chance he gets, and God is that fucking hot.

“You like what you see, don’t you?” His voice cuts through my thoughts, pissing me off. His cocky attitude is shit, and it does nothing for me. If I wasn’t so worked up, I’d leave right now.

In retaliation, I remove my own shirt and bra, knowing exactly what he will see once I’m fully nude. Men are predictable. Always excited to see what a woman has to offer them, and never turning it down. They’re even easier to please when they’re in the moment.

As expected, excitement and joy flash across his face before pure need takes over. I roll my eyes and slowly sink onto him, feeling a slight burn as my body tries to stretch around him. I work slower, giving myself time to get used to him and stare up at the ceiling to concentrate on getting the right angle when I’m suddenly flipped onto the mattress.

“Get out of your head,” his voice is low and dangerous as he leans close to my ear, putting weight onto me so I won’t move.

“I’m not –”

His large hand covers my mouth, cutting off my words and sending red-hot anger coursing through me that’s immediately washed away by pure bliss when he begins to flick the tip of his dick across my clit. I squirm underneath him, wanting control back before I embarrass myself in front of this man. Before I can get too far, a moan breaks free, and I mentally slap myself.

“Cameron,” I try to speak, but his hand muffles my attempt.

My body gives in to him, and I open my legs wider so he can continue to slip and slide against me until he begins to add pressure. I look between us, watching as he effortlessly dips inside me and let out a groan. I press his hand tighter over my mouth, trying my best to dampen the noise, but nothing helps as he goes deeper. My eyes widen as I continue watching him expertly move between my legs. I should have known he’d be this good. He’s cocky, arrogant, and easy on the eyes. He’s a complete man whore.

Within seconds, I feel the muscles in my back begin to tighten, and my face flushes with embarrassment. I don’t know how he got me so close already, but I don’t care. If he could just get me off once, I’ll leave, and neither of us has to see the other ever again.

Fuck. I’m lying. I want this to go on forever. As many rounds as it takes.

Hot breath blows across my face as he exhales, bringing me back to the present. I’m amazed that there’s no pain, considering his size, and take a breath with him a second before he changes pace. My body begins to move on its own as pleasure courses through me; my legs wrap around his waist to pull him closer, and I claw at his arms.

As many rounds as it takes.

My eyes roll as I repeat the words in my head again, a moan escaping me.


Seven

Amber

Two rounds later, I dress quickly, leaving him in the bathroom to run downstairs. My purse and phone lay on the kitchen island where I left them earlier in the night, and thankfully, no one is indoors to see my disheveled state. I rake my hands through my hair, trying to make myself somewhat presentable. A loud explosion erupts outside, sending a jolt of panic through me.

Everyone starts screaming and running in different directions as bursts of light illuminate the yard. I duck down low when a few people run inside, and the windows are sprayed with pebbles and dirt.

“What the hell is going on?” I scream over everyone’s shouting.

“Oh my God! Amber, how did you make it in here so fast?” Ava’s voice shouts over another explosion as kids run inside with a panicked dog.

“I’ve been in here… eating,” I lie.

“John is drunk as hell! He lit one of the giant bombs and threw it on the ground instead of dropping it down the tube,” someone shouts to us.

“What an idiot!” I respond as I catch Cam’s glare from the bottom of the stairs. He’s wet from a shower… and shirtless. His golden skin glistening under the lights makes my mouth go dry.

My goal was to sneak away and never see him again, but of course, John’s stupidity had to ruin my getaway. I offer a small smile to him, hoping that I can convince him that I was just coming back to the party, so no one will suspect anything. The way his eyes fill with anger when he spots my purse tells me I’m wrong, and there won't be any way to save myself from the conversation that’s sure to come.

I look over at Ava and decide I should go before her party is ruined any more by the raging bull who’s headed straight for us.

“I’m going to call it a night before I catch on fire, Av’s.”

“Yeah, I think we’re going to call it done. This is getting a little out of control,” she answers while looking around at her destroyed living room.

“You want me to stay and help you clean up?” I ask her, but I know she will tell me to go.

“No, you get going. I’m going to tell Kellan to reel everyone in. I’m tired anyway.”
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