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Author’s Note

 Just a
couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I
am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading
software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my
books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I
have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than
that, all my books are independent projects.

 


That being said, I apologize, in advance, for
the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may
make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked
into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is
that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and
there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for
grammar, my books are probably not for you.

 


Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an
AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However,
the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love
with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come
out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I
started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my
series all at once. No waiting here…LOL. Now, the exception to that
will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the
standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide
to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all
additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a
hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as
myself.

 


Thank you, for everything!


Contact Me

 I really
appreciate you reading my book and I would love to hear from you!
Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one
part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m
not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do
participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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Prologue


On the surface, everything looked perfect. Almost six months
later, the animal clinic was thriving, Arden was married, we’d
found ourselves a new family, and the town of Carmel Springs was
slow enough that I felt safe for the first time in
years.

However, emotionally,
everything still felt like a goddamn mess. I felt like I was piling
problems on top of problems, and I had no one to blame but myself.
It felt like my heart could no longer be trusted, and maybe it
couldn’t. After all, my heart was what had put me here in the first
place. I had fallen completely in love with Kirk Pollard almost
immediately, then rearranged my entire life to be at his beck and
call, something that I’d always thought a perfect partner was
supposed to do.

I could still
remember the first time that
we’d been arguing, him calling me a bitch. I’d been so shocked by
the venom in his voice that I hadn’t felt hurt by his words until
much later. Still, even then, I had managed to convince myself that
words didn’t hurt, and he’d only been stressed out. After all,
being a police officer wasn’t an easy job for anyone. You had your
good cops and bad cops, and no one seemed to be able to tell them
apart anymore, causing so much hate and hurt in the
world.

Nevertheless,
that hadn’t felt like a good enough excuse when the first slap had been introduced into our
marriage. Kirk had blamed me, claiming that I’d been too close to
him when I’d known better, and because I hadn’t wanted to be wrong
about him, I had taken the blame. I had convinced myself that maybe
I’d been standing too close to him while he’d been ranting and
raving.

When Kirk had
finally stopped making excuses for his abuse, that’s when all the
shine had worn off of our marriage. I had married an abusive man,
and he’d gotten off on hitting all four principles of abuse. Kirk would come at me emotionally,
mentally, physically, and verbally with his narcissistic hate. He
had perfected the art of manipulation, and I had fallen for it.
Instead of standing strong against him, I had turned into a person
that I could hardly recognize. I’d turned into someone that had
chosen to let shame win against the simple act of asking for
help.

However, shame
had taken a backseat to terror
during the one and only time that Kirk had hit me hard enough to
knock me unconscious. I’d been so terrified that I’d had no choice
but to finally ask my sister for help. With our parents gone, Arden
had been my only source of help, and even then, I’d still been
terrified to get her involved in my mess. After all, Kirk was a
cop, and he’d made it clear that he could make anything look like an accident.

I could
remember showing up on Arden’s doorstep like it was yesterday. I
could also remember how she had immediately set out to free me of Kirk Pollard, something
that I couldn’t ever repay her, even if I lived a thousand more
lives. Arden had left her entire life behind to save me, and I
always found myself in tears whenever I thought about my sister’s
sacrifices for too long.

Staring out
the window, looking down at the empty parking lot, I thought about the mess that was my life.
While you’d think that six months would be long enough to get over
something, it really wasn’t. I still found myself afraid of what
Kirk might do, and that’s how I found myself still married to him
all these months later. If I filed, then he would immediately know
where I was, but in all actuality, he probably already knew. There
wasn’t a private investigator making appearances in Carmel Springs
for nothing.

Still, even
though I knew that I needed to get going on filing for divorce from Kirk, I had no idea where
to begin. I mean, I knew the logistics of it all, and now that the
clinic was doing well, it wasn’t a question of money, either. I
just didn’t know if I was ready to face my demons just
yet.

The worst
part of it all wasn’t even the
issues that I had with my past. My present was what was currently
keeping me up at night. I’d come to terms with my past mistakes,
but it was my current ones that had me feeling like a…like I was my
own worst enemy. I knew right from wrong; I did. However, it felt
like I kept making the wrong choices, and all because I just wanted
to be happy. I had stayed with Kirk much longer than I should have
because I had wanted to fight for my happily ever after. I had
wanted so badly to just be happy.

Then, a month
ago, I’d done the same damn
thing. I had chosen a moment of happiness over what was the right
thing to do. No matter the state of my marriage, I was still
married. I had made vows that I kept breaking left and right. I had
promised to stand by Kirk for better or for worse. Even if he
hadn’t honored his vows, I’d always believed that I was the kind of
person that would honor mine.

So, not only
had I left Kirk, breaking one
vow, I had officially become an adulteress last month, breaking
another one, and I hated how I didn’t feel bad
about it. While I felt guilty, I didn’t feel bad.

Now, was there
a difference? Yes, there was. There really, really was.


Chapter 1

 Bennett~

I wasn’t one to
stay in a bad mood for longer than a few hours or so. I was big on believing that life was too
short to nurture grudges and be unhappy. Besides, Quest was plenty
moody for all of us.

As one of four
sons, I’d learned early on that fighting was just fighting; it
didn’t have to mean the end of the world. Plus, Mom and Dad hadn’t gone for a lot of bullshit
in our house. Glen and Merina Campion hadn’t spared the rod while
we’d been growing up. Whenever we’d act up, then Mom and Dad had
made sure to correct us. Now, had we been beaten? Of course, not.
Had we gotten our mouths washed out with soap a few times? Most
definitely, though, looking at my parents, you’d never believe
it.

Nevertheless,
for all the upheaval that’d gone on in our household, our family
was close. In fact, we were so close that me and my
three brothers all owned our own
business together. Dad was an investment banker, and Mom was an
insurance adjustor, so with their help, we’d been able to make
Campion Construction come to life. I was also blessed enough to be
able to say that none of us were starving. In fact, we were always
booked out months in advance, and I’d never regretted going into
business with my brothers, not even for one day.

Now, even
though we were all equal partners and loved our jobs, it’d been
Quest’s idea to start our own business. Zale was the oldest at thirty-two, but he’d been
twenty-seven and working as a tax accountant when Quest had first
approached him with the idea. I was next in line at thirty, and I’d
been working for a medical research firm in Glendale, two towns
over, during this time. Quest was after me at twenty-eight, and
he’d just graduated from college with a degree in marketing when
the idea had hit him. Ransom was the baby of the family at
twenty-seven, and he’d just been placed on academic probation for
getting into a fight at school when this had all come about. In
fact, Ransom’s temper had been the reason behind Quest’s idea for
us to all go into business for ourselves. He’d had this recurring
nightmare of Ransom getting fired from job after job because the
kid really hadn’t been able to keep his temper in check back then.
Granted, he was a lot calmer these days, but you still never knew
when Ransom might go off the rails.

We were also
all the spitting image of each other. We’d all taken after Dad with
our black hair and grey eyes,
though I had acquired Mom’s light brown eyes. However, that was the
only difference between me and the rest of my brothers. We looked
like each other enough that there was no mistaking that we were
brothers, and if that weren’t enough, we were all the same height
and built like we should own a construction
company. Granted, Ramson was about an inch taller than the rest of
us, but that still put the rest of us at six-foot-two.

As for the way
that we ran Campion Construction, I had a degree in business, so I was considered the CEO of
the company, though that was way fancier than what we were used to.
Zale was our CFO and thank God for it. Numbers turned my mind numb,
but not Zale. Zale was a smart fucker, and he was great at all that
financial bullshit. Quest was our marketing executive, and we left
all the advertising and social media to him. Since Quest was a
solitary personality, it worked for him. He was just as comfortable
in front of a computer as he was with a hammer in his hand. As for
Ransom, he was our project engineer. He had managed to graduate
college with a degree in engineering, so in all honesty, it almost
felt like Campion Construction had been meant to be.

At any rate,
life in Carmel Springs felt pretty blissful. While it could feel a bit stifling at times, it was
the kind of place where you knew your neighbor’s name, didn’t have
to worry about serious crime, and where you could raise a family
without too
much worry. Even after going off to
college, I still hadn’t ever considered living anywhere else after
it was all said and done.

So, back to
the reason for my shitty mood.
Apart from the gossip, the worst thing about Carmel Springs was the
women. When you grew up in a tightknit community, there was an
expectation to dating, and that expectation was marriage. In high
school, sleeping around had been just fine because no one had been
eager to settle down at such a young age. However, nowadays, the
women of this town were very eager to
settle down, so there was a lot of pressure in asking a woman out
to dinner.

The pressure was even
more suffocating now that all the Colters were officially off the
market. Carmel Springs’ favorite sons, there were six of them, all
revered as the best people in town, and a lot of hearts had been
broken with all the weddings that had just occurred. Every Sunday
for the past six Sundays, one of the Colters had pledged their life
and love away, and I’d been noticing the side-eyes more often
lately. It was getting to the point where I was afraid to go to the
supermarket for groceries. I also didn’t understand why since there
were plenty of available men in Carmel Springs.

The only one
that was safe from the female prying eyes was Ransom. The entire
town knew that he was out of his mind for Bexley Robins, but if he didn’t do something serious
about it soon, I could see some of the more daring women getting
the wrong idea about his relationship status.

However,
despite the cons of dating the women of this town, that still
wasn’t the reason for my shitty mood. About a month ago, I’d ended up hooking up with
Winter Bellamy at Brett Colter’s wedding. While I’d seen her around
and had known who she was, we hadn’t interacted much until the
wedding. We had ended up hitting it off right from the beginning,
and by the end of the night, I’d been balls-deep inside her
precious body, and I hadn’t been able to stop thinking of her since
then.

Now, while I
knew that she worked at the animal clinic and that Arden Colter was
her older sister, I didn’t know much else. We hadn’t done much talking that night, so I’d never
gotten the backstory of how Winter and Arden had arrived in Carmel
Springs. As for asking any of the Colters, that was out of the
question because they were an even closer family than my own.
They’d never divulge Winter’s secrets, no matter my intentions
where she was concerned.

At any rate, I
knew there was something that
Winter was…well, she wasn’t necessarily hiding, but there was a
reason that she’d started avoiding me immediately after the
wedding. Now, while some people might argue that it could have just
been a one-night stand for her, I didn’t believe it. Not only had
the sex been the best fucking sex of my life, but there was no
faking how Winter had held onto me in between our bouts of sex.
I’d felt
the way that she had wanted to be
with me, so I knew in my gut that there was something more going on
here.

Still, not one
to let a woman turn me into a pussy, I had decided to give Winter
some space, giving her enough time to come to me when she
was ready. However, that
wasn’t happening fast enough for my liking. In fact, I was
beginning to view it as a waste of time, and that wasn’t sitting
well with me, either.

Ready to put an end
to this shit, I was finally ready to make Winter Bellamy mine.

 


*****

 


Winter~

While
working in a veterinarian
clinic hadn’t been my life’s dream, there was no denying that
animals were way better than people. Even the most feral tiger
couldn’t compete with how humans treated each other, and I fully
understood the need for support animals. Well…maybe not Abigail
Winchester. However, apart from that demonic creature, I believed
that all animals were good. If they weren’t, then that’s because
they’d been denied love and attention, pretty much like
humans.

At any rate, I
actually had a degree in
social sciences, and I could remember how my parents had been just
as proud of me as they’d been of Arden, no matter that Arden’s
dream had been harder to achieve. Anthony and Lilly Bellamy had
been the best parents that a girl could ask for, and I missed them
every damn day. When they’d been killed in that horrific car
accident, I could remember feeling a panic that I’d never felt
before. Their deaths had been a tremendous loss to both me and
Arden, and I could also remember feeling panicked over anything
happening to Arden. By then, Kirk had already been abusing me, so
that’d left me with no one but Arden. In a perfect world, we would
have had extended family to help see us through, but the world was
definitely not perfect.

Looking
around the darkened office, I
pulled out the disinfecting wipes to get to work. Even if this
place wasn’t crawling with sick animals all day, Trayce found it
hard to keep his hands off my sister. So, as far as I was
concerned, this place couldn’t be clean enough. Granted, Trayce
usually limited his attacks on my sister to her office, but
still.

Now, did I
regret not doing anything with my social sciences degree? I did,
but only because of the reason that I’d done nothing with
it. I’d met Kirk right after
graduating college, and he’d been so damn charming and…and just so
damn confident, that I’d
gotten swept up in his lies so quickly that it was embarrassing.
We’d gotten married after only six months of dating, and the first
two years had been marital bliss if such a thing really existed.
Kirk had been attentive, loving, considerate, and everything else
that women wished for in a partner. Even the sex had felt straight
out of paradise. Never rough, never vulgar, never over too soon,
Kirk had always taken his time with me, making me feel like nothing
could ever be better than having Kirk Pollard in my life. Kirk had
been the type of husband to bring home flowers for no reason, and
whenever we had entertained, he seemed proud to have me on his arm.
By all accounts, our marriage had been too perfect to be real. Even
now, I still felt bereft at how none of it had been real, because
it should have been. All marriages should be that…that
beautiful.

When
Kirk’s true colors had started
showing, I had refused to believe the truth. I had made up every
excuse under the sun to explain his harsh words away, because that
couldn’t be the Kirk that I had married. I had blamed all of it on
the stress of being a McKinley police officer. I had placed the
blame on the whole world whenever Kirk had gotten ugly with me. I
had even convinced myself that he might secretly be doing drugs or
something, even knowing better. Being a police officer aside, Kirk
had always been a fanatic about keeping in shape, so drugs and
alcohol hadn’t been a part of his lifestyle.

It hadn’t been
until he’d started physically
abusing me that I could no longer live in denial. Kirk Pollard had
turned out to be the perfect chameleon, and no one knew what truly
laid beneath the surface of his superficial charm. He felt safe
behind his policeman’s shield, and he’d done a good enough job of
turning me into a-

No, that’s not
correct.

Kirk hadn’t
turned me into anything; I’d done that on my own. The very first
time that Kirk had slapped me, instead of going straight to
my parents or Arden for help,
I had decided that appearances had mattered more than that slap.
Instead of leaving, asking for help, or demanding better, I had let
love and embarrassment cloud my judgment, and it was unfair to
blame Kirk for that. While he was to blame for a lot of stuff, he
wasn’t to blame for my choices.

After he
had knocked me unconscious
that one time, that had been enough to get my feet moving. It had
scared me enough to finally confess to Arden, and it had taken us
an entire year to get all our ducks in a row for our escape. Kirk
had threatened my life enough times that I’d found myself believing
every word of those threats. After all, he’d already had no problem
beating me, so why wouldn’t he kill me if I ever tried to leave?
Like most narcissists, appearances mattered, and I could see Kirk
killing me to protect his precious image.

So, after the
longest year of my life, Arden and I had taken everything that we’d
saved, then had fled in the
night to Carmel Springs. The town’s vet, Dr. Hugh Sawyer, had
wanted to retire, and it had felt like a sign. Since Arden and I
hadn’t touched a dime of our parents’ life insurances, we’d had
just enough to make our new lives happen, and I didn’t regret a
moment of it.

Now, while I
still harbored a lot of guilt
for everything that Arden had been forced to give up, I felt better
about it these days, what with her being married to Trayce and all.
While neither of us had been looking for anything other than
escaping Kirk Pollard, Trayce had met Arden, then had wooed her
with all the finesse of a wrecking ball. Unable to resist him,
Arden had fallen hard, and they’d finally gotten married only a few
weeks ago.

Wiping down
the chairs and tables in the waiting room, I thought about my own
happiness, and I knew that I
needed to file for divorce soon if I truly wanted to be happy in
life. Ignoring or running away from a problem didn’t make the
problem go away; it still existed wherever it was. I had run away
from my problems, and they most assuredly still existed.

Sighing, I thought about
that fake follower account that Maxwell had confirmed was fake, and
I also thought about the PI that had been seen in town. While the
part of me that still feared Kirk considered running again, I knew
that I’d have to do it alone. Unlike before, Arden had too much to
lose this time around. She had a husband and new family that would
never let her go, even if she’d wanted to.

That was
another thing that I struggled with. With all the Colters being
cops or working in security, I
should feel absolutely safe in this town. I mean, for freakin’
sakes, they were all ex-Marines, and they were all built like they
were ex-Marines. Clayton, Brett, and Jax were actual police
officers, and Trayce, Keats, and Maxwell worked in security. Hell,
even Mr. Colter looked like he could still protect the citizens of
Carmel Springs. He was in his mid-fifties, but he was also an
ex-Marine and cop.

So, why was I still
so damn…skittish?

I thought
about the business card in my purse, the one for Nichols & Nichols Law Firm, and I wanted to
call them and make an appointment so badly that it was ridiculous.
Still, no matter how badly I wanted to get on with my life, that
card was still tucked away inside my purse, mocking me.

Plus, if that
weren’t enough, as if my life
wasn’t already a horrible Lifetime Movie Network drama, I’d gone
and pulled another person into my mess. While I hadn’t meant to,
attraction, loneliness, need, and desire had all come together the
night of Brett Colter’s wedding to make me do the one thing that
I’d never thought I’d do: cheat on my husband. Granted, I also
never thought I’d ever leave him, but still.

Bennett Campion.

If I were a
better person, I’d force Bennett and that night from my mind, but nothing was more addicting
than the best sex of your life, and it’d definitely been that and
more.


Chapter 2

 Winter~

Now, while most
veterinarian clinics were closed on the weekends, we weren’t. On
Saturdays and Sundays, Arden opened the clinic from eight to noon,
and everybody loved her for it. Not everyone had banker’s hours, and Arden understood that. Even
though Arden was always available for any medical emergencies that
might arise, our half-day weekends were a real hit with the town.
Sure, I made sure to book most of our appointments during the
weekdays, but who didn’t like to see a furry friend or two on a
beautiful Saturday or Sunday morning?

As for our
regular working hours, the clinic was open from eight to five, closed for one hour during
lunch. We didn’t get many breaks throughout the day, so an
hour-long lunch was plenty of time to regroup for the remainder of
the day. Plus, if we weren’t having lunch upstairs in the
apartment, then Trayce would bring us something, keeping us from
having to waste time driving into town.

At any rate,
it was officially Friday, and
we had only one hour left before closing time. Arden was in the
back with a poor little huskie that couldn’t shake his runny nose,
and the only appointment left for the day was a checkup scheduled
for Zale Campion’s dog named Tweak. That was another thing about
working in a veterinarian clinic; some of the animals’ names were
incredibly cute or weird.

Anyway, Tweak
was an Australian Shepard, and when Dr. Sawyer had been in charge
of this place, Zale had scheduled checkups for
Tweak every three months.
Having met the dog a few months ago, I could say that Tweak was an
absolute doll and pleasure to love on. Granted, most dogs were
loveable, but Tweak was really just a sweetie pie.

When the door
opened, I’d been prepared to greet Zale Campion, but instead of Zale walking Tweak through
the front doors, it was Bennett Campion, and I could feel my heart
immediately begin to race at the sight of him.

Like the
Colters, the Campions were a big deal in Carmel Springs, and with
good reason. Bennett Campion
was a good six-feet-two, and the man had black hair, light brown
eyes, a body made for sin, and hands that felt utterly divine.
Since he worked in construction, those hands of his were rough, and
I could feel myself getting wet from the dirty memories of
everything that I’d let him do to me the night of Brett’s
wedding.

The night had
started out pleasant enough, but then, somehow,
Bennett and I had begun
talking about I don’t even know what, and as the night had worn on,
the butterflies had begun to multiply in the pit of my stomach. His
light eyes, the tenor of his voice, those rough hands, the defined
muscle that he couldn’t hide underneath his dress shirt…all of it
had turned me stupid that night. Sure, alcohol had played a part in
throwing caution to the wind at that wedding, but by the time that
he’d entered me for a fourth time, alcohol could no longer be
blamed.

Bennett
Campion had taken me like a man starved, and where Kirk’s affections had been the epitome
of lovemaking, Bennett’s affections had been the stuff of dirty
romance novels. As crass as it might sound, Bennett had fucked me
that night, and he’d done it all night long, something that I’d
never had before. While not a virgin before Kirk, the guys that I’d
been with before had been young and in it for just the sex. Bennett
Campion was a grown ass man, and he’d been in it to wreck
me-which he’d
had.

Over a month
later, I could still feel his hands on my skin, his lips on my body, and his dick stretching
me in a way that had left me sore two days later. To say that
Bennett Campion had been blessed in the package department was an
understatement. I’d been so high off the size of him that I ended
up letting the man do whatever he’d wanted to do to me that night,
and when I was alone in my bed at night, I used every single one of
those memories to ease the tension.

The only problem?
The man didn’t know that I was married.

“Hey, Winter,”
he greeted as he and Tweak
made their way up to the reception counter.

“Hey,
Bennett,” I choked out, having
to clear my throat like a tool. “Uhm…where’s Zale?”

“He had a
meeting run later than expected, so he asked if I could bring Tweak
in for his appointment.” He
smiled at me, and those goddamn dimples of his popped out, almost
making me moan out loud. I had no idea why God put dimples on men
that were already hot as hell; it didn’t seem fair. In fact,
Bennett’s dimples were so deep that they winked at you subtly even
when he wasn’t smiling.

Did I mention
that he also drove a truck? All the Campions drove work trucks, and for whatever reason, I
found the fact that Bennett drove a truck sexy as hell. Could be
that I had a thing for alpha males, but maybe not. As a police
officer, Kirk could be considered an alpha male, yet I hated him
with every fiber of my being.

Before I could
throw myself at him, Tweak
barked at me, and I just couldn’t help myself. I got up, walked out
of the reception area, then dropped down to give Tweak some
love.

Rubbing his
ears and head, I said, “There’s my good boy.” Tweak’s nose almost knocked me down with how happy
he was. “Such a good Tweak, aren’t you? Such a good
boy.”

Smiling, I
looked up at Bennett, and he was staring down at me with a brilliant fire in those light brown
eyes of his. He looked so intense that I had to catch my breath
with the way that he was looking down at me. Bennett looked like he
wanted to rip my clothes off, and it’d only taken a couple of
seconds for me to realize why. My face was aligned perfectly with
his dick, and if Tweak wasn’t sitting in between us, Bennett could
easily unzip his pants, my mouth waiting for him.

I immediately
stood up, though I kept rubbing Tweak behind his ears. “Well…” I
cleared my throat. “Uhm, Arden
should be finished soon.”

Just then, the
phone rang, giving me the
perfect excuse to race back behind the reception area. I tried to
block my mind free of Bennett sitting in the waiting room as I
answered the phone. “Carmel Springs Animal Clinic.”

For the next
ten minutes, I had to listen to some woman give me a
detailed account of what was
wrong with her parakeet, and while I’d normally instructed the
caller to save those kinds of details for Arden, I welcomed this
woman’s ramblings this time around. I was too aware of Bennett and
his six-foot-two frame, and my ovaries were screaming that a month
without the man was one month too long.

Luckily for
me, I’d been able to make the
caller an appointment just as Arden came out with the sniffling
huskie. After letting the owner know that he could call her if the
dog’s symptoms didn’t get any better, Arden turned towards Bennett
and Tweak.

As soon as
Tweak saw her, he was all over
her, causing my sister to laugh. “Okay, okay. This way, Mr.
Tweak.”

I kept my head down
like a coward as Arden led Bennett and Tweak to the back.

 


*****

 


Bennett~

It’d
taken everything that I’d had
in me to will my dick to go down after Winter had looked up at me
while petting Tweak. Winter Bellamy was a twenty-eight-year-old
goddess with blonde hair, blue eyes, a tight little body, and my
mind had immediately gone to the night of Brett’s wedding when she
had looked up at me earlier. Not only could Winter Bellamy take
dick like a good girl, but she also sucked dick like she’d been
born for it. No stranger to hot, willing, eager women, Winter had
been more than that. Winter had been my very own porn star come to
life that night, and my dick got hard every time that I remembered
what it felt like to stretch her out.

“Does Winter have a
boyfriend?”

Arden’s hand
stilled over Tweak’s back, and I knew that I’d just hit paydirt. Instead of laughing or teasing
me for asking, Arden was deathly still, her blue eyes shifting
nervously. Whatever was going on with her sister, Arden knew about
it. Now, while I didn’t expect Arden to divulge all of her sister’s
dark secrets, this still gave me a starting point to figuring out
what was going on with them.

Finally looking up
at me, Arden asked, “Uhm…why do you ask?”

I ran a hand over
Tweak’s head. “Did she tell you about the night of Brett’s
wedding?”

Arden nodded
carefully. “She…uhm, she
mentioned something or other about…meeting you.”

“Is she dating
anyone? Even casually?”

Now, granted,
this was something that I should have asked Winter before dicking
her down that night, but I’d wanted her too badly to let
decency ruin it for me. While
I was against cheating of any kind, Winter’s smile had made me
forget to even ask that question. By the time that I’d thought to
ask, I’d already had my face stuffed between her sweet thighs, and
that had been that. That five-foot-one frame of hers had already
rendered me stupid, so I hadn’t asked. Still, with the way that
she’d withdrawn the next day, I needed to ask now.

“No,” Arden
answered. “She’s not looking to…Winter’s kind of a homebody. She
doesn’t get out much to…to be looking for a boyfriend.”

“So,
then, what was I?” I asked
candidly. “At the right place at the right time?”

Going back to
Tweak’s checkup, she said, “I think these are questions that you
should be asking Winter, don’t you?”

“Absolutely,”
I agreed. “Except that she’s
been avoiding me ever since that night.”

“Though she’s
my sister, her stories aren’t
mine to tell, Bennett,” she said, and I knew that I was being
unfair to her. I had siblings, so I knew the code of secrecy just
as well as anybody else. “Just…all I can tell you is that she likes
you. That’s all the leg up that I can give you.”

“I’ll take it,” I
replied, feeling my chest ease a bit.

After Arden
gave Tweak the all clear, she’d made it a point to let me know that
she was going to be in her office to finish up some paperwork, and if I didn’t think that
Trayce Colter would shoot me in the street, I’d send his wife some
flowers for her help with Winter.

Leaving the
examination room, instead of leading Tweak back into the waiting
room, I turned into the
reception area, and Winter’s blue eyes widened when she saw me
breaking the rules. Luckily, Tweak was a good dog, so I didn’t have
to worry about him destroying anything. Also, why my brother named
this perfect animal Tweak was beyond me.

“Uh…what
are you doing?” Winter asked,
her blue eyes darting around again.

“What are
your plans for tonight?’ I
asked, knowing that I was being pushy but not caring.

“What?”

“Plans? For tonight?
What are they?”

“Uhm…just…eating some leftovers and watching the
Nightmare On Elm Street marathon,”
she mumbled.

“How about I
take you to dinner, instead of
your leftovers?” I suggested, watching her closely.

“I…” She cleared her
throat a bit. “I…uhm, I hate letting food go to waste.”

Refusing to
let her brush me off anymore,
I said, “Okay, I get that.” I flashed her a quick grin. “Growing up
in a household of four boys, I can’t remember a time when leftovers
had ever been thrown away.”

Winter’s smile was
timid, but genuine. “I bet.”

“So, how about
we forget about dinner, and I
just come by to watch that marathon with you?” She looked like a
deer caught in headlights. “While I prefer action movies myself, I
don’t mind a good horror flick every now and then.”

It was like
Tweak could sense the anxious vibes that Winter was emitting because he whined before
petting her foot with his paw. If I didn’t know better, I’d say
that the dog was trying to vouch for me, which I wouldn’t mind at
all.

“Bennett-”

“What,
Winter?” I asked, trying my hardest to keep the bite out of
my voice. No matter what was going on
with her, I knew for a fact that I hadn’t been the only one falling
hard that night. Just like I’d been all over her, Winter also
hadn’t been able to get enough of me, and I refused to believe that
it’d just been sex for her.

I refused.

“I have to be
down here in the morning, so…I
mean, I’m going to be just watching television until I fall
asleep,” she excused. “I can’t see it being any fun for
you.”

“How about you
let me decide that?” I posed, still trying to check
my irritation.

Tweak started
whining again, giving Winter an out. “Maybe you should take him home,” she suggested. “He
probably misses Zale.”

Realizing that
the nice approach wasn’t going to get me anywhere, I decided to
change tactics. “Yeah, you’re
probably right,” I replied. “He’s not used to Zale not being with
him.” That part wasn’t a lie. Tweak was always with Zale, even on
work sites. In fact, all of us had doggy treats at the company
office for him because Tweak was always around.

Winter smiled up at me,
but this time, it didn’t reach her eyes. “Zale’s lucky to have such
a sweet animal in his life.” Her brows furrowed a bit. “Not like
that she-devil that Trayce calls a cat.”

Despite my
mood, that made me chuckle. Everyone in town knew
of Abigail Winchester and her
evil ways. I’d been shocked as shit when Brett had agreed to let
the furry Antichrist in his wedding. While not much had been
expected out of her, everyone had been holding their breaths as
she’d made her way down the makeshift aisle.

“Well, we better get
going,” I said. “It was good seeing you again, Winter.”

“You, too,”
she whispered quietly.

Leaving the
clinic, I knew that I was going to have to play hardball if I
wanted to get anywhere with Winter, and luckily for me, I
wasn’t afraid of a challenge.
Whatever it took, I was going to get Winter Bellamy underneath me
again, and I was going to start tonight.


Chapter 3

 Bennett~

The thing about
Carmel Springs being such a small town? The second that I’d started
making my way up the back
stairs of the clinic to the apartment that was on the second floor,
I’d gotten a stupid thumbs-up, winking face text from Keats Colter.
Texting him back to go eat a dick, it hadn’t taken a degree in
science to guess that Colter Security probably had this place wired
more securely than the White House. While most men were protective
of their women, the Colters took their possessiveness to a
different level entirely. Clayton was probably the worst of them,
but since his wife was a fellow officer, I could see how that might
drive him a bit crazy. Nothing was worse than not being able to
protect the ones that you loved. Dad treated Mom like fragile
glass, no matter how much it annoyed the shit out of
her.

Still, Keats
Colter was not going to stop
me from ironing this thing out with Winter. So, raising my fist, I
knocked on the door like the police were here to raid the building
just in case Winter had already fallen asleep during her movie
marathon.

About a minute
later, the door was swinging open, a bewildered Winter staring back at me, the woman dressed
in just a large sleep shirt as far as I could tell.
“Bennett?”

“Can I come
in?”

Winter stepped
back to let me in, but I was pretty sure that confused shock was
the only reason that she was letting me inside the apartment. Had I not blindsided her with my
unannounced visit, she might have had the presence of mind to
demand knowing what I was doing here first.

As I stepped
further into the apartment, everything was decorated in a feminine
vibe, and I could absolutely
see this apartment as Winter’s safe space.

“What are you
doing here?” she asked,
shutting and locking the door, and I noticed how she double checked
the locks without thought.

“Why are you
ghosting me?” I asked, pointblank. “I thought we had a good time at the wedding.”

Winter had the
grace to flush a bit. “I’m not…I’m not ghosting you,” she denied. “I’d never…I’d never do that to
a person.”

“Well, baby, I
hate to break it to you, but that’s exactly what you’re doing,”
I replied, crossing my arms
over my chest. “You’ve been dodging me for over a month, and I want
to know why.”

Her blue eyes
looked so damn troubled that I
was close to wishing that I could take back the question. The
Winter that was standing before me was not the funny, carefree,
happy person that I’d gotten to know at the wedding. This Winter
looked like she had the weight of the world on her shoulders, and I
couldn’t imagine why. No matter what she might be experiencing,
there was no way that Arden would let her go through it alone, and
if Arden was involved, then I knew for a fact that the entire
Colter clan was also involved.

When Winter’s
eyes lowered to the floor, I
couldn’t take it anymore. Walking up to her, I placed my finger
under her chin, then raised her head to look at me again. “What is
it, Winter? You can tell me anything, baby.”

Her eyes
immediately began to water,
and nothing was more devastating than your woman crying unhappy
tears. I wasn’t sure if God had planned it that way or not, but
nothing was as awful as a woman’s tears. There was just something
about a woman being unhappy that was unacceptable to me.
Especially, if it was this woman.

“Baby, you’re
killing me,” I groaned. “Just tell me what’s wrong.” Then like the
arrogant asshole that I was, I
added, “I’ll fix whatever’s bothering you, Winter. I
promise.”

She let out a
choked laugh, and that had my
lungs working again. “What a man thing to say.”

“Yeah,
well…I’m all man, baby,” I replied with a smirk. “Do you need a
reminder?”

Winter blushed again, but
she hid it by wiping her tears. “Oh, I haven’t forgotten,” she
muttered.

Grabbing
her hand, I led her over to
the couch, then pulled her down with me as I got comfortable. When
I had her back pressed up against my chest, my arms wrapped tightly
around her, I ordered her to tell me what was going on. “I’m not
letting you out of my arms until you explain to me whatever it is
that you need to explain, Winter.”

Winter’s arms
crossed over mine, and when she wrapped her small hands around my
forearms, I let out a sigh of
relief as she got comfortable. Rejection was a motherfucker, and
just because men didn’t go around talking about their fears and
insecurities didn’t mean that we didn’t have any. Winter had
mastered dodging me like a pro for weeks, so I’d known that
rejection had been a possibility when I’d shown up here tonight.
Thankfully, she wasn’t doing that. At least, not yet.

“Can
I say something first?” she asked
softly.

“Of course.”

“I wasn’t…I
wasn’t ghosting you, Bennett,” she said. “At least…not with
malicious intent. While I can
admit to…to avoiding you, I wasn’t ghosting you. I wasn’t trying to pretend that nothing happened at the
wedding. I wasn’t trying to act like…like nothing happened between
us.”

“Are you
sure?” I asked. “Because it sure felt like it, Winter.”

“I swear,” she
replied earnestly. “As strange as it may sound, our
night together has nothing to
do with why I’ve been avoiding you. In fact, I had such a good time
with you that…that I had no choice but to start avoiding
you.”

“I’m not
following, baby.”

Winter let
out a deep breath, and
whatever was going on with her, it was big. I could feel the
anxiousness radiating off her petite frame. This woman really did
seem like she had the weight of the world on her shoulders, and my
heart ached for her. Even if I didn’t have serious feelings for
her, nothing was sadder than watching someone fight their demons
alone. In a perfect world, everyone would have at least one person
in their corner.

“Before I tell
you what’s going on, I want you to know that…I care about you a lot, Bennett,” she admitted.
“Our night together meant something for me, and even if you’re just
in this for the fun of it, I just want you to know that I’d like us
to be friends, no matter what.”

“Winter, I’m
not in this just for fun or to
be just your friend,” I informed her, making my stance clear where
she was concerned. “I’m in this for the long haul,
baby.”

“You
say that now…” she muttered,
and I could feel my lungs tighten again.

“I’m saying it
period.”

“I’m married,
Bennett,” she quietly
confessed.

My head
dropped back as I stared at the ceiling, because, I
mean, what the
fuck?

 


*****

 


Winter~

While
Bennett didn’t necessarily
stiffen in my arms, the change in the atmosphere was undeniable.
I’d just confessed to adultery, and no guy wanted to be with a
woman that couldn’t be faithful, and who could blame them? I
certainly couldn’t. Ironically, as far as I knew, that was the only
sin that I couldn’t lay at Kirk’s feet, and I often wondered about
that. How could he have no problem physically hurting me, but
cheating on me had been a hard limit for him?

“You’re
married?” Bennett
echoed.

I nodded.
“Yes. For…for a little over
five years now.”

“Okay,
so…what’s your story, Winter?” he asked, his voice low, and it hurt
to know that he was doing his
best not to judge me. I might be reading too much into it, but I
was kind of hoping that his question meant that he really was
serious about me.

“I met Kirk
right after graduating college,” I said, starting my tale of woe.
“He’d been…charming,
chivalrous, gallant, and…just very captivating.” I let out a shaky
breath. “His…everything was great for the first two years, but
then…his true colors started coming out, and he had been able to
camouflage the changes slowly enough that…well, before I knew it,
he was beating me whenever his temper gave him an excuse
to.”

“I’ll fucking
kill him.”

I tightened my
arms around his, and I could
feel myself wanting to let him. “You can’t, Bennett.”

“Why the fuck not?”
he bit out.

“Because he’s
a cop,” I said, laying that
very important nugget of fact on him. “He’s a cop,
Bennett.”

“Motherfucker,” he swore
under his breath, his arms holding me closer.

“Anyways, when
my parents died in that horrible car wreck, Kirk had…with only
Arden in my corner, that had
given Kirk the freedom to…to become this monster that he didn’t
even have to hide anymore. In public, he was one of McKinley’s
finest. In public, he was the perfect husband, the greatest friend,
the kind public servant…the best…the public got the best of Kirk
Pollard. In private, he was this horrible person that had
absolutely no reason to be horrible. That’s the crazy thing that I
could never understand. By all accounts, Kirk’s life was a good
one. I couldn’t ever figure out what he had to be so angry
about.”

“Some people are
just fucking assholes,” Bennett grunted. “They don’t need a reason
for it.”

I let out
another shaky breath. “One
night, he hit me so hard that he knocked me unconscious,” I
continued. “When I woke up, I’d never felt so scared in my life. He
hadn’t ever hit me that hard before, and he had terrified me enough
to finally go see Arden and confess everything.”

“Jesus, baby,”
he whispered
tenderly.

“Not wanting
Arden to go to prison for murder, we had chosen to bide our time
for a year, saving everything
that we could, and with the help of our parents’ life insurance,
Arden had been able to buy the clinic. We ended up leaving in the
middle of the night like one of those Lifetime movies, and we’d
also done our best to cover our tracks. The clinic is owned under a
corporation name, the car that we’d driven here in is unregistered,
and neither one of us has had any contact from anyone in
McKinley.”

“What about social
media?”

“All of our
accounts are still active, but we haven’t logged onto them since we left McKinley,” I answered.
“The only social media account that we maintain is the one for the
clinic.”

“Do the
Colters know about what
happened to you?”

I nodded
again. “They all know. Even Mr. Colter knows about Kirk. In fact,
he’s the one that had
convinced Clayton not to hunt Kirk down and murder him.”

“And you
haven’t filed for divorce because you don’t want to risk him coming for you, is that it?”
he guessed. “You don’t want him finding out where you
are?”

“I know that
I…it’s not that I don’t
believe the Colters when they say that they won’t let anything
happen to me, but…” I could feel my emotions getting the better of
me again. “If anything happened to any of them because they were
protecting me from Kirk, I’d never forgive myself, Bennett.” I
shook my head. “Arden is so happy here, and Trayce and his family
have been so…”

“What, baby?”

“I can’t repay
her or them like that,” I said. “I know that I have to file for divorce sooner or later,
but there’s nothing like having your life threatened by a cop,
Bennett.” I pushed back on him, trying to burrow myself in his
arms. “I have absolutely no reason to think that he wouldn’t kill
me if he found me.”

“When I got
here, Keats sent me a text, letting me know that he could see me
through the camera feed,” he
said. “Is that why?”

“Even though
we have standard monitoring, the Colters check on me
more often than they’re
required to,” I told him. “Jax, Clayton, Brett, and even Stevie
does extra patrols on this street, and Keats, Trayce, Maxwell, and
Mr. Colter check the security feeds way more often than they do
anyone else’s. Especially, since…”

“Since what,
Winter?”

“Maxwell
traced a fake follower account
on the clinic’s website a couple of months ago, and they’ve spotted
a private investigator in town recently,” I sighed. “No matter who
from the police department hems him up, he refuses to
talk.”

“So, everyone’s thinking
that Kirk might have finally found you?”

I nodded. “It’s a
strong possibility.”

Neither of us
said anything for a few
minutes. We sat up against the couch, Bennett holding me like he
was never going to let me go, and it felt good enough to make me
want to cry. Where I shouldn’t be trusting any man because of how
wrong I’d been about Kirk, everything about Bennett felt right. It
felt right enough that I had left Brett’s wedding reception with
him, after only talking to him for a few hours.

Finally,
Bennett said, “I’m not going to pretend to know anything about what you’ve been through or
what you’re still going through, Winter. I have no experience with
domestic abuse, or…really, anything like that. Apart from Ransom’s
penchant for fighting, that’s just not anything that we’d had to
experience in our lives. My father adores the hell out of my
mother, and Ransom loses his shit whenever he hears of some guy
even just talking to Bexley.” My heart warmed at the idea of a love
like that. “So, I’m not going to try to rationalize your fears or
comfort you with platitudes of how everything is going to be okay,
because I’m not the one that’d had to live in that house with that
sonofabitch.”

I could feel
my eyes begin to water again. “Bennett, I-”

“Let me
finish,” he ordered, and so I shut my mouth to let him do just
that. “Still, even though I can’t understand all that you’re going
through, what I can do is protect you from anything and everything
that scares you, baby.” The tears immediately began to fall freely
down my face. “If Kirk does come after you, he’ll have to go
through me first to get anywhere near you, Winter.”

When Bennett’s arms
wrapped tighter around me, I couldn’t help but let it all
out.


Chapter 4

 Winter~

“Shh, baby,”
Bennett whispered. “I’ve got
you, Winter. On my life, I’ve got you.”

I pulled back,
then turned around to face him. “You’re not bothered that
I’m married?” I asked as I
desperately tried to dry my eyes.

“I’ll admit
that it’s not an ideal
situation, and while I don’t normally condone someone breaking
their vows, I think that we can both agree that maybe the rules
don’t apply to your marriage,” he answered, but I still felt…I
still felt guilty for not feeling guilty.

“That still
doesn’t make it right,
Bennett,” I replied, letting out a shaky breath.

“Winter, you
don’t owe that man anything,
even if he is still legally your husband,” Bennett countered. “In
fact, if you want to talk about breaking vows, he broke his first
when he stopped cherishing you.”

“That’s the
thing, Bennett. While I
feel…saddened and disappointed that my marriage failed, I don’t
feel guilty about our night together, and I feel like I
should.”

“If you don’t
feel guilt, then what do you feel?” he asked, and the
answer was so easy.

“I feel like I
could live a thousand
lifetimes, and I would still never get enough of you,” I admitted.
“I feel like…I feel like you’ve ruined me for all other men. Like,
no matter how long or far I look, no one will ever be able to
replicate how you made me feel that night.”

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned,
his hand coming up to cup my face. “Keep saying shit like that to
me, and you’re going to get fucked long, hard, and
deep.”

I reached for
the hem of my nightshirt, then whipped it over my
head, leaving me straddling Bennett
in a pair of panties only. “I missed you,” I confessed.

With his light
gaze holding mine captive, he said, “Not as badly as I
missed you, baby.”

My hands
automatically slid into Bennett’s dark hair as he took one of
my nipples in his mouth, his
talented tongue and lips working their magic. I closed my eyes when
I felt his hand slide in between my legs, his fingers finding me
already getting wet for him. When his fingers found their way
through my eager folds, I let out a moan, my hips beginning to move
over his lap.

When Bennett
breached my opening with his two fingers, I heard him growl, and it was the sexiest thing
ever. “Fuck, your pussy was made for me.”

“I need you,
Bennett,” I panted, not caring about how desperate I sounded.

“You’ve got
me, baby,” he grunted. “Cum on
my fingers, and then I’ll show you just how much you’ve got
me.”

Wanting that
release just as badly as Bennett wanted to give it to me, I started riding his fingers,
letting our harsh breaths fill the room. When he slid a third
finger inside me, I started moving my hips faster, chasing that
addicting high.

As I worked to
get there, Bennett pulled his fingers out of my body, and before I could complain, his deep
voice was in my ear, saying, “Let’s see just how hard we can make
you cum, baby.” Before I knew what he was about, Bennett’s fingers
were back inside me, only that third finger slid effortlessly into
my ass while the other two filled my pussy. “Ride my fingers,
Winter. Show me what a good girl you can be for me.”

I wanted
nothing in this world more
than I wanted to be a good girl for Bennett, so I rode his fingers
like he’d ordered, and the feeling of being full felt positively
delicious, wickedly so. Kirk had never played with my ass because
it hadn’t fallen in line with his illusion of lovemaking, so this
was something new for me.

“That’s it,” Bennett
groaned. “Fuck my fingers like a dirty girl.”

Within minutes, I was
cumming all over Bennett’s fingers and hand, and it felt like being
transported back to the night of the wedding as tremors took over
my entire body. If someone had asked me years ago, I never would
have guessed that a dirty-mouthed construction worker would be my
dream guy, but Bennett Campion was definitely turning out to be
just that.

“Fuck, I love
making you cum,” he rasped against my breast. “You’re so damn beautiful when you’re coming
apart in my arms.”

“Bennett,
please…” I mewled, begging already.

Pulling his
fingers from my body, the man grabbed me by the back of my hair,
forcing me to look at him, then he ever so slowly
licked my cream from his
fingers, and the way that this man got down in the bedroom was
really, really, really working for me.

Reaching for
the button of his jeans, I immediately lifted my ass off his hips,
so that he could free himself.
The second that he did, I was sliding my panties to the side for
access, but that wasn’t good enough for Bennett. With one quick
move, he had my panties torn into shreds, the fabric hanging to the
side, useless. As soon as the damage was done, I grabbed the base
of Bennett’s hard dick, then lowered my body over his.
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