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      Blurb

      

      Falling for Jonas Winters wasn’t planned. I never thought someone like him would be interested in me. He’s a world-famous artist, almost a recluse, and my father’s best friend. I’m twenty years younger than him, plus-size, and constantly at war with my father.

      

      When Jonas picks my father over me, I lose my nerve to tell him what I did. I was certain he needed a nudge to love me loudly and proudly. But a baby isn’t a nudge—it’s a shove. So when he walks away, I let him go.

      Eleven months later, he’s back. He demands I marry him or he’ll fight me for custody of our son. Is there any chance he can really forgive me? Or are we compounding one bad decision with another?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Juliet

      

      “I was hoping you would join us for Christmas. It’s Ella’s first Christmas, and it feels like it’s been forever since I saw you.”

      Guilt fills me at how sad Decker sounds. Christmas is only three days away. I love this holiday more than anything. Decker is aware of that.

      As badly as I want to spend Christmas with him, Lydia, and my niece, I do my best to stick to my argument against going to Chicago. Considering Decker knew how much I loved Christmas, he wasn’t going to be satisfied with lame excuses. And all I could come up with was a lie.

      “Um, hello? We’ve done video calls.” I do my best to keep my tone light.

      “It’s not the same. There is nothing like having the person you love right in front of you, to be able to hug them close.”

      I blink back tears at how right he is. Because I understand what he means. It’s how I feel about Caleb when he’s not in my arms. “I’m sorry. I’m bummed too. But I just can’t leave her alone, she’s my best friend, and she needs me.”

      The lie is a friend had surgery and didn’t have anyone to help her if I left.

      “I understand. Okay, well, it sounds like Ella is up from her nap. Good job on the Gardner contract. I might let you handle the negotiations on all contracts.” I hear the smile in his voice.

      “Well, I learned from the best.” A squeal is loud in the background, my niece demanding her daddy’s attention. “I’ll let you go, give Ella a kiss from me.”

      Ending the call, I sigh as I look out over the back of my deck onto the grass that is still surprisingly green. Then again, this is Austin, not Chicago. While I like almost everything about this city, I never thought I would miss snow and the cold the way I have for the last month.

      The French doors open, and my nanny and best friend, Rebecca, shakes her head at me. My son squeals in happiness at the sight of me and lunges toward me so I can take him into my arms.

      “So are you just going to show up to Chicago when he’s five and say, 'ta-da,' meet your nephew?” Her tone is drier than the Sahara.

      Squeezing my son tight, I shrug. It doesn’t help I’m aware she’s right. When I made the decision to run as fast and far as I could from Chicago, it was to keep Decker from figuring out who my son’s father could be and killing him. At the time, I didn’t do it to protect Jonas. I did it to protect Decker, and if I’m completely honest, myself.

      It was no one’s fault but my own that I was pregnant and alone. I gambled on love, and I lost. Except not really, I have Caleb. He has been worth all the pain. I have no regret.

      “Jonas is back in Chicago,” I murmur as I run my hand over my son’s head. The news was what kept me in Austin for the holidays, even more so than my father.

      “Oh.” One word that sums everything up.

      “Exactly. There’s also the fact that my father’s complete transformation from heartless machine to doting grandfather means there’s no avoiding him. Maybe if he were still heartless I could get Decker to agree to keep him away from me. But the way he is now, Decker will understandably press me to at least consider giving my father a second chance. My father will take one look at Caleb and know. If he knows, less than ten minutes later, Jonas will too. It’s safer here in Austin—for everyone.”

      Her sigh is heavy. “You really think this is the right thing to do? Jonas could change his mind when he sees Caleb. A baby is a question mark, Caleb is the reality, and the reality changes things, changes people.”

      “I don’t really care.” I harden my heart. “The man felt the need to leave Chicago and stay gone for almost a year to avoid me. I’m giving him what he wants. He doesn’t deserve Caleb. My son deserves better than a cold, miserable fuck for a father.” Damn it, I hate the bitterness that fills me at the thought of Jonas. I’ve tried so hard to let the bitterness go, and I was certain I had. Guess I was wrong.

      “Because he was trying to do the right thing. Sleeping with his best friend’s daughter wasn’t something he thought would be accepted by said best friend.”

      “He picked my father over me. That’s the only thing I need to know.”

      “But did he? He’s been out of Chicago all these months. It wasn’t like he went to Madrid and went back.”

      She was aware I’d been watching social media for mentions of Jonas.

      “Wasn’t that something you wanted him to do? To travel and see the world in a way he hadn’t. There’s also the fact that you changed your number, too. It’s not like he can call you.”

      I sigh. This is what I get for telling her everything that happened. Her making sense is not what I need right now. I need someone who is only on my side and tells me that I’m doing the right thing. Because I’ve had my doubts since I found out I was pregnant. I was going to tell him, it wasn’t supposed to be a secret. Except our last moments together were filled with him telling me that it was over and a mistake, a mistake I needed to forget and pretend it never happened because it’s what he was going to do.

      Hearing him call it a mistake that he could move on from was a vicious twist of the knife he put into my chest. Our baby wasn’t a mistake, and neither was what we shared. If he wanted to forget it ever happened, then I would give him that, since it felt like I had taken so much from him—the peace and quiet he sought so badly was disturbed by me. So now it was time to give it back. When he walked away, I didn’t say a word, I let him go.

      There was also the fact that he changed his cell phone number. While I can admit there were other ways to contact him. I did call him to tell him about Caleb while I was in the hospital—I’ve never told her that. It was done in a rush of hormones as I held my son for the first time. When the automated voice told me the number didn’t exist anymore, I felt he’d made his desire for me to never contact him again as blatant as possible.

      “Maybe. But he’s been in Chicago for three days. While I changed my number to get back at him, if he asked Decker for my number, Decker would have reached out to me and asked if it was okay to give it to him. He hasn’t. All he did was mention he was back in Chicago on the phone call, and how he might be at Christmas dinner with my father.” No way would Decker just hand anyone my phone number, but he would have asked if it was all right to do so—he wouldn’t have kept the question from me.

      Her own sigh is heavy as she leads the way back into the house. “I just don’t want you to do something you’re going to regret. The way you did with getting pregnant on purpose with Caleb.”

      The shot hits the mark the way she intended. “I don’t regret Caleb in the slightest. I’m aware I’m an idiot for doing it. It does sting that it’s one of the reasons Jonas gave for not getting involved with me before he gave in: I was too young and naïve to believe in happily ever after. I was so sure a baby would get me what I wanted. Jonas was miserable. I knew a baby would change him, change us, and I was stupid enough to think a baby would make everything okay in the end. My father wouldn’t turn his back on his best friend the way Jonas feared if I was pregnant.”

      Another sigh from her as she runs a hand over Caleb’s head. He loves both of us, it’s never one or the other. I’m not hurt by it, I’m relieved. It helped with the need to hide him when I was on a call with Decker or one of our artists. Hiding a baby when it came to work wasn’t easy. Although I will admit it helped that, for the most part, all I needed to do was put in about five hours a day—sometimes even less —to complete the work.

      “I get that, I do. I’m grateful the little bugger is here too. It’s simply an issue of I think Jonas has a right to know his son. And I’m afraid you’re going to leave it until it’s too late. I hate the idea of leaving you guys alone for Christmas. Even if for the first time in years, my parents are acting like they can’t wait to see me.” She rolls her eyes.

      We grew up together in an all-girls boarding school in upstate New York. Although, she was a year older than me. She was also one of the other girls who stayed in the school year-round, never going home. Her family is a part of the one percent, and basically ignored her the way mine did. After she graduated, they were more than content to pay for her to go to school in Paris, without seeing her during her time there.

      So with that history, she admitted she was surprised her mom actually called and asked if she could come home for Christmas. Rebecca is certain it’s either really good news or really bad news.

      “Also, there was another email from your publisher. They have gone all the way up to five hundred thousand, and double your take from each sale, if you’ll finish the manga you have hanging out there. I’m aware you have no desire to write anything with love in it, and you’re having more fun working with Decker in his business…but five hundred thousand is a lot of money to turn down. Not to mention the thousands of emails fans send in begging for you to complete it.”

      After Jonas left, there wasn’t anything in me willing to write about love and happy endings. At the same time, I was bored out of my mind and feeling like hell. So I reached out to Decker to let him know I was interested in helping him with his art reproduction business.

      He worked with upcoming and established artists. They signed with him and gave him the rights to their art, and he would give them a salary. Their art was put on everything from phone and laptop skins to umbrellas. I’m proud he was able to make himself a billionaire after a very hard-fought twenty years of work.

      Shaking my head. “I’m just not ready.”

      A small nod. “I’ll let them know.”

      “Thanks.” I’m so grateful for her. After going to art school in Paris, her work hadn’t yet taken off, and she needed something to fill her days. I offered her a job as my nanny slash assistant, with her living in. She jumped at it, and she’s been with me for the last eight months.

      As I settle down on the play pad Caleb adores for all the interesting things he can play with on it as he’s learning to crawl, I wonder if she’s right? Was I making the situation worse by not being the one to reach out to Jonas to tell him about Caleb?
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      Jonas

      

      Frustrated as I check my email for the fiftieth damn time today, I give in and call Valdez. The guy runs the biggest defense contracting company in the world, with more boots on the ground in over a hundred different countries than any army in the world. He started with intelligence gathering, the kind that came with blood type and if you asked for it what someone had for lunch on a day twelve years ago—they were that good. But the email I sent three days ago hasn’t been responded to. It makes no sense to me; he always handles my requests immediately.

      There was also the fact that I’ve had his men protecting me off and on for the last eleven months. I’ve been all over the world trying to get my mind right, and there were places I went where it wasn’t a good idea to go alone. Finally, now that I know exactly what I want and need, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes to get it—her, Juliet has disappeared. I needed Valdez to find her.

      He answers on the third ring. “Mr. Winters, for the record, I have my girl on the line. By her demand, as she was the one who was going to process your request.”

      Confused as fuck. “Okay…”

      “Why do you want Juliet Holt’s information?” The voice is soft, the question is hard and demanding.

      “I don’t see how that’s any of your business.” I revolt at the idea of telling anyone something as personal as why I want, need to speak to and see Juliet.

      “Then you won’t get it.” The girl, god, she has to be a girl, she sounds so young, says without apology.

      “Valdez, I fail to see why I have to give anyone the reason why I want to speak with Juliet. I’m not a rapist or abuser. I could ask her family, if you won’t give it to me.” I could, but I won’t.

      A clearing of his throat. “She’s the one with the skills to get you what you want. I recommend you tell her why you want the information. Or you can ask her family.”

      God damn it. “Fine. I screwed up all right. I’m in love with her. But I didn’t think I had it in me to give her everything I knew she wanted and deserved: marriage and kids. So I left to get as far away from her as I could. Now that I know beyond a shadow of a doubt, while I might not deserve her, I love her. I’m willing to do whatever it takes to make her happy. The marriage is a given and while I’m not excited about kids, I am excited by the thought of a little girl who looks just like her mother. Okay. I love her, and I want to ask her to give me another chance.”

      “Why has it taken you since January to figure out you love her so much?” The girl isn’t giving any quarter.

      “Because I was doing what she wanted me to do. I was doing the therapy by phone. I was roaming the world and learning by being rather than living in the big house and looking down on the plebeians and refusing to be a part of life and merely an observer. To try to become the man she wanted and deserved. I didn’t intend for it to take this long. I’ll be honest, I tried to hide from it, her, and love, all of it—for the first few months.”

      I’m ashamed of how long I buried my head in the sand. I wasn’t traveling because of her. I was doing it because I should have done it already. Maybe this is the country where my desire to create, to work will return. Okay, try giving it another week, or two, or three. The next country will be the one, I’m certain of it. I wasn’t as fucked up as she accused me. I’m an artist, I’m supposed to be emotionally damaged.

      Then I gave in. I started hunting for a therapist who was willing to do therapy over the phone. On our first call, I admitted why I was willing to keep calling in every week and doing the gut-wrenching work of figuring out why I was so damn damaged and how to try and fix me.

      “Finally, I gave in and I did the other thing she wanted—demanded—I do. Which was therapy. The very first session my therapist advised not to reach out to Juliet until we’d done a lot more work. I had no idea it would take so long. My therapist finally thinks I’m healthy enough not to fuck up. She adores Christmas, and I want to spend it with her, to see her as happy as this time of year makes her.”

      “Do you have a ring?” She asks, still hard, still not nice in the least. “An engagement ring. That will quickly be followed by a wedding ring. None of that five years from now bullshit. You’ve kept her waiting since January. You don’t get to swoop in and say I’m sorry. It’s not good enough. And if you love her, you should have at least thought of it.”

      I hadn’t thought of meeting her with a ring and a proposal. In my mind it would take longer to fix what I broke—us. Wouldn’t it be weeks, months, maybe even a few years before she felt she could trust me enough to marry me? I also thought I would leave choosing a ring up to her. But the thought of a ring, of her giving me the best Christmas gift in the world by saying yes to being stuck with me forever, sounds like the best thing I’ve ever heard.  “I don’t have one. But I’ll get it.”

      “Call back once you have it.” The call is dropped without another word.

      Damn the girl and Valdez for putting her in the driver’s seat of my life. I was so sure it would take time to get Henry and Decker to accept me in Juliet’s life. I’m a fucking idiot because nothing would soothe them both more than me as her husband. That it wasn’t a midlife crisis thing. It was a love for life thing.

      Three hours later, I’m home, and I don’t understand why my hand is shaking as I call Valdez again. It’s another three rings before he answers.

      “Call the number I’m texting you. It’s going to video call me, so I can see the ring.” It’s the girl again. The call is dropped without another word.

      Damn it. Annoyed as hell, I follow her instructions. I have the ring in front of the camera so she can see it immediately.

      “Nice, what is that?” She whistles.

      “It’s a Montana sapphire because the greenish-blue colors remind me of her eyes.”

      “Well then, congratulations are in order.”

      This girl is annoying as hell. “Congratulations on an engagement you made happen?”

      “No, congratulations as in congrats on your little boy. Caleb Decker Holt was born on July tenth of this year. He was two weeks early, delivered by cesarean because he was stubborn and wouldn’t turn, and his heartbeat showed distress. Came in at seven pounds and three ounces and twenty inches long. He and Mom went home five days later. Where you should have been. I’m sending you her address via text.” The call ends while I’m still attempting to process the words.

      No. She was on the pill. I shake my head. A baby. Juliet was pregnant when I left. I scramble for the math—born in July, but he was two weeks early. Did she know she was pregnant when I left? Maybe she hadn’t known. Either one is bullshit. I left her when she needed me most. Sonofabitch.

      I look down at my phone as the text comes in. She’s in Austin. She and my son are in Austin.

      Chest twisting, I make another call. It’s the private plane company I’ve been using for the last ten months. I ask them how quickly can they get me to Austin. The answer is three hours, with the jet ready in one hour. I book it.

      Except there’s one more call I need to make.

      “Jonas, it’s been a while. How the hell are you doing?” Andy Harper, a sitting judge and fan of my work, asks with a smile I can hear through the phone. I hope that bodes well for why I called him.

      “I’ve been better. I’m going to need a favor and was wondering what it will cost me.” I begin.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Juliet

      

      The doorbell going off scares the shit out of me. It only goes off for deliveries, and I didn’t order anything. Rebecca took Caleb to a playdate with a nanny and baby his age they met in the park only twenty minutes ago. She said the playdate would probably last an hour. After that, she planned to go pick up a gift that was shipped directly to the store, so she told me that it was likely going to be another hour after that before she was home again.

      I check the doorbell camera. My heart stops beating for a solid ten seconds. Through the camera, I hear Jonas tell me to answer the door.

      There is no memory of me moving through the house. All I’m aware of is that I’m at the front door. Closing my eyes, I breathe deep, once, twice. It doesn’t help. I hate the way my hand is trembling as I flick the deadbolt, then open the door to Jonas Winters, the man who broke my heart.

      “What do you want?” I don’t open the glass storm door. He can hear me clearly despite it being closed and locked.

      His jaw hardens as he runs his eyes over me. I feel those eyes as heavy as a touch, and hate myself for the power they still have to turn my knees weak for him. “I would like to come in and speak with you.”

      I shake my head. “What’s changed since you left?”

      An exhale of air that might be a laugh without an ounce of humor. “What’s changed is me and you and the fact that you had my baby. So open the damn door, Juliet.”

      All I want to do is slam the door shut and pretend he didn’t come here. Except he has. How he knows about Caleb, I desperately want to know. Damn, Rebecca, for being right. He found out about Caleb, and now he’s here. He’s here because of Caleb. I refuse to acknowledge the pain in my chest of him only being here because of Caleb. Why he’s here doesn’t matter, he is.

      So I flick the lock on the door and open it. Stepping back to give him room to enter my home. Once he’s cleared the small foyer, I close the door and lock it behind him before following him into the living room.

      “Have a seat,” I sigh as I sit down in my usual overstuffed chair.

      His eyes are roaming over the house. He stops in front of a recent photo of Caleb smiling happily in my arms in front of the goat pen of the small petting zoo we went to a few weeks ago.

      “He’s gorgeous.” It’s a whisper.

      “Well, he takes after his father.” I mouth the words I’ve been saying since Caleb was born. Everywhere we went, people commented on how cute Caleb is.

      He shakes his head. “He has your jaw line and nose. Where is he?”

      The words bring my eyes up to him. “At a playdate, then on an errand with his nanny. What do you want, Jonas?”

      His jaw clenches. “I want to know if you knew you were pregnant when I last saw you.”

      I drop my eyes to my clasped hands as I consider the question. I’m an idiot for wanting to lie. “You mean when you told me that what happened between us was a mistake. A mistake I needed to forget and move on from. To live my life like it never happened. I needed to move on because you were never going to see me again. You were leaving Chicago, everyone would think it was for work, but it was because you didn’t want to worry about ever seeing me again. Then you put those words into action. Leaving Chicago the next day and not going back.”

      “So you did know then.” The words are soft.

      I nod. I’d known for almost two weeks, and I battled with myself every time I saw him on when and how to tell him.

      “You knew, and you let me walk away.” It’s pure condemnation. I hate that I deserve it.

      There are no words. All I can do is nod again.

      “You and Caleb are coming home with me.”

      I shake my head, still unable to bring my eyes up from my hands. “We’re not going anywhere.”

      He’s moving from across the room. I hear him moving, but can’t bring myself to look up. Suddenly, he’s on one knee in front of me. A small ring box is above my hands, an enormous oval-cut bluish- green solitaire is between two white diamonds in the shape of hearts on each side, with the round part of the hearts against the solitaire.

      Sucking in air hurts, hurts almost as much as the awareness he’s doing this because of Caleb. He grew up with a dad as a preacher. And yes, that’s a part of the reason I tried to get pregnant. There was no way he was going to do anything but marry me if I were pregnant. This is what I wanted, so why are tears falling onto the beautiful ring? I shake my head as I run a hand over my eyes, trying to block out the ring.

      “You cannot show up back in Chicago with a baby and me beside you without also this ring on your finger.” The words are hard, a demand.

      I don’t want to, the urge to swallow the words is there. Except I can’t keep them in.

      “I did it on purpose, got pregnant.” They are a tangle and distorted, but he hears them. The way he stiffens and the box disappearing means he heard them clearly.

      He’s walking away from me. Good. Maybe it will mean he’ll walk away from both me and Caleb and never come back.

      “Hello, yes, keep the jet ready to go. We’ll be back within the next hour to go back to Chicago.”

      What? We? His eyes are on me. There is something in them I’ve never seen before.

      He ends the call, but doesn’t say a word to me. Working the phone, he makes another call. “Andy, what I called you about earlier today, I’m going to need to bring that up to tonight instead. Can you still make it happen? Great, thank you. Can you meet me at my place at seven?”

      There’s a pause.

      His chuckle has an edge to it. “Thank you, my friend. I appreciate it. I just couldn’t wait another minute to make her mine officially. And yes, as soon as it’s complete, I’ll have it delivered to you.”

      I’m so confused, except the anger glittering in his eyes won’t allow me to ask the question.

      Ending his call, his complete focus is on me. “You got pregnant on purpose, to force me to marry you. So that’s exactly what you’re going to get. Andy Harper is a judge. He’s willing to waive the twenty-four-hour waiting period between getting the marriage license and the marriage ceremony when he marries us tonight. This is what you wanted. Pack up everything you and Caleb will need for the next day or so. We can go shopping to create his nursery once we’re settled. I’ll have someone come in and pack up the rest of your things after the new year, or we can come back then to do it.”

      I shake my head, no. He can’t do this. He cannot just⁠—

      “Yes, Juliet. Either you get your ass on the plane with me within the next hour and marry me tonight, or you turn me into your enemy. Your enemy who has the means and the anger necessary to turn a custody battle into the kind of fight that will tear you apart piece by piece.” The words are ice, like his eyes.

      I hate the tears that fall. Closing my eyes against the anger I see in his eyes, I wish to god I could simply wake up from this nightmare. Of all the scenarios I imagined when he found out about Caleb, none of them went like this.

      A touch under my chin, far gentler than I imagined, sends that damn electric shock through me, shocking every cell back into life. I thought they were dead, but they were lying dormant, waiting for this—his touch.

      He tilts my head back up to him. “Look at me, Juliet. I don’t want to fight you. There is not a single doubt in my mind that our son deserves both of us in his life, without lawyers and judges telling either of us what to do. Don’t make me an enemy. I don’t want to be. So please, go get packed with what you and Caleb are going to need for the next few days.”

      “It’s wrong,” I whisper.

      “Wrong?” An exhalation of air comes out of him that might be a laugh, only there’s not an ounce of humor in it. “There is nothing more right than this. I’m not doing this just for my son.” The finger beneath my chin runs down my neck slowly, so slowly, sending a rush of wet heat in greedy need for the promise of more in his touch. “I think we’ve long covered the fact that I’m a selfish motherfucker. I’m doing this for me. Three hundred and fifty-two days, Juliet. It’s been three hundred and fifty-two days since the last time I touched you, and every one of those days has felt like a year.”

      The hand is around my neck, pulling me up to him, or he’s coming down to me. I’m not sure which, all I know is his mouth is on mine. So long, it’s been so long since this. I’ve told myself that I didn’t miss it, miss him, but I’m a liar. A liar who has touched myself to the memories of this, of him.

      He’s on his knees between my widespread legs, with the ottoman for the chair pushed out of the way. His hands are under the oversized shirt I’m wearing, they slide up my body to pull it off me. I cringe at him seeing me in the ugly nursing bra, at the way my milk is suddenly making an appearance even though Caleb is nowhere in sight. Thank god for the pads to protect the sight of the milk.

      Still, my arms go over my breasts. “I don’t⁠—”

      “I do.” His hands are gentle, but as they wrap around my wrists and open my body to him, they become steel when I attempt to fight against them. “Jesus, you’ve become sexier than my dreams of you over these long months when I was already aching for you.”

      Those hands shift my own to behind my back, then both wrists are in one large, powerful hand. His other hand is flicking open the clasp in the front, leaving me open to him. My face is flaming as his eyes run over me, while I can feel the milk once again pooling at the tip of my nipples.

      “Fucking hell, I’m wondering if I can come without touching my cock. So fucking hot.” Then his mouth is there at one breast, hot and wet as he sucks deep on my nipple, drawing the warm milk into his mouth.

      Oh god. Each suckle is connected to my core, tugging at the empty place where he should be. I had no idea what this could do to me. This is nothing like when I feed Caleb. His tongue is flicking over my nipple as he sucks again and again.  Oh god, oh god, oh god, it has to be wrong so damn wrong that I’m wetter and wetter until I can feel the wetness making a mess of my panties. My breast is empty now. Before I can draw in air, he’s moved to my other breast.

      Wrong, so wrong, but it feels so amazing. I’m not proud of what this is doing to me. Turning me greedy and desperate for his cock inside me. I need him inside me, filling me full, making me whole again.

      He’s let go of my wrists, and my hands are all over him, needing to confirm he’s real and not a dream. So many times I swore he was here, touching me, holding me, loving me, only to wake alone.

      My hands are in his silky hair, holding him to me, not wanting him to stop what he’s doing to me. In my dreams, I feared he would find this unappealing. At times, I was thankful he wasn’t here to see all the changes in my body. I’ve read horror stories about men who viewed it as gross and refused to touch their wives if they breastfed.

      Suddenly, I’m up in his arms, but my legs won’t hold me up. Those strong arms tighten around me, then he’s picking me up.

      “Where is your bedroom?” The words are husky and filled with need.

      I point, and he moves us through the house

      Without his mouth on mine, thought is able to form. No, this is wrong. “We can’t do this.” I’m not proud of how the words sound like a question.

      He opens the door to my room and kicks the door closed behind him. “This is exactly what we both need. Quit putting obstacles in front of us that aren’t necessary.”

      I’m settled on the bed with gentle hands that tear my panties and yoga pants off in one rough yank. the way he’s tearing off his clothes tells me how badly he wants and needs me.

      “Christ, this bed is tiny. I have no right to be grateful for what it could mean. Has another man touched you?”

      It’s wrong to be so thrilled at the danger shimmering around him as his hand goes around my throat to pull my eyes to his. He’s not wrong, the bed is only a double bed, perfect for my size, and the sometimes room needed for when Caleb woke in the middle of the night.

      Even if I’m not sure he deserves it, I shake my head. “Can you say the same?”

      I hold my breath as an eyebrow goes up. “I have wanted no one but you since the moment I laid eyes on you. The mere thought of allowing another woman’s touch turns my stomach. All I’ve come to for the last eleven months is my hand and thoughts of you.”

      He’s standing above me, gloriously naked without shame. The sight of him, the way I’ve dreamed of him for so long, has my entire body aching with need. I spot it and go still.

      “Your tattoo?” He only has one other tattoo. The statue La Pietà by Michelangelo. It’s on his back.

      The new tattoo is a dove tattooed across his heart. I catch my breath at how beautiful it is.

      Running a hand over the dove, he sighs. “I did this ten days after I left you. I needed it on me. To believe I still had a part of you with me.”

      I’m trying so hard not to cry, but it’s not easy. I nod. “You did, you always will.”

      His eyes close tight. I catch my breath at the fire in those eyes. “I’m not proud of it, but this time will be fast and hard. After so long without you, I can only be the desperate, needy animal you have turned me into.”

      I smile at the words, so like the ones from the first time we made love. Hovering over me, he sees my smile and the memory hits him too.

      A hand goes into my hair to hold me still. “I was so proud of myself, the calm, poised, cold bastard who didn’t give a shit. Then I met you, and you shattered that façade without even trying. I was a civilized man until you, then you turned me into a grasping, greedy fucker willing to do anything as long as I ended up inside your sweet pussy.”

      Another thrill goes through me at his admission.

      “Yes, you have every right to be as proud of yourself as you are. Witch, I swear it’s like some crazy fucking spell you put on me.” He growls deep in his chest.

      And I’m so going to hell for loving how pissed he sounds, even if a part of me is aching at his words—what they mean. If he resents it, thinks it’s a spell, he doesn’t believe it could be love. Then his mouth is on mine, and all thought goes up in smoke. No thought matters beyond his kiss and those hands roaming over my body, driving me crazy with need.

      He tears his mouth from mine, and now it’s roaming over my neck down, and down until he’s back at my breast.

      “It’s fucking perverted to be as turned on as I was sucking your milky tits, but I find I don’t care. This is the hottest damn thing I’ve ever experienced in my filthy as fuck life.” His tongue wraps around my nipple seconds before that hot, wet mouth is back to suckle, but I’m empty.

      “Definitely going to hell for being disappointed there’s nothing more for me.” He moves to my other breast. I feel his cock, hard as steel, pressing into my thigh. Once my milk is gone, he lets me go with a loud pop.

      “So damn hot. Going to hell and don’t care, it’s fucking worth it.” He mutters as his tongue roams down over my body. I’m not certain it’s even supposed to be loud enough for me to hear.

      My hand goes down his back, needing to touch him again. I know where he’s going, and I open my legs for him. He finds the scar. A hiss comes out of him as he traces over the scar. I cringe and try to move his fingers.

      A hand shoots up to my neck, hard and unmoving. “Hey, look at me.”

      I don’t dare refuse the demand, despite how low the words are uttered.

      “I’m feeling some kind of way about you going through this alone, without me. It’s anger at you and me. I should have been here for you and our son. Yes, your body has changed. Somehow, you are even sexier to me than you were. You made and protected our baby. There is nothing sexier than that.” His hand moves down, oh god, he finds me so wet I would almost be embarrassed if he didn’t moan low at what he found.

      I watch as he sucks deep on his fingers. “Hmm…you taste different. Oddly sweeter to me. Fuck, I’ve dreamed of this every night. No dream could compare to you.”

      With a growl, his mouth is there, hungry so hungry he’s devouring every inch, sucking, deep, even as his tongue keeps moving, roaming over me. Oh god, I have missed this. This man deserves a fucking award for how amazing this is. How, for one second, could I have forgotten the depths to which this man can drive me crazy with his tongue?

      I’m aware there are more than ten thousand nerve endings in the clitoris. However, I’m certain there are ten thousand more through every inch of my pussy, even though I didn’t find them on my own. They had to be awakened by a magic touch or tongue… I’m not certain of a damn thing now, not even my name. He sucks on my inner lips while his tongue fucks me.

      Oh god. Oh god. Oh my fucking god. Please more, just a little more.

      “I need it. Don’t make me beg.”

      “I love making you beg. The way your voice becomes all soft and lilting. It only happens when I’m driving you crazy. I love that voice. I need it. I need to turn you into a mewling mass of need because I’m going to fuck you hard and dirty.”

      Is it only because—oh god, all thought is lost. His fingers are deep, searching out that amazing spot.

      Those fingers have found that spot. The amazing spot. I swear it existed before I met him, only no toy did what those fingers are doing to me. Oh god, now his tongue is at the tight bundle of nerves and is driving me crazy. No, no licking, suck please suck please. Oh, please, I’ll be good. I promise I’ll be so good. Yes, yes, yes.

      He’s sucking deep as those fingers work me into a screaming orgasm. Seconds later, those fingers are gone. Before I can inhale, hot and hard steel covered in silk is pressing into me. God, every time it stings and every time, I don’t care—I love it. It grounds me to him, to this moment of him surging deep inside me, making me whole, putting me back together again, even though I had no idea anything was missing or broken until this.

      Oh god, he wasn’t exaggerating. He moves inside me like a man possessed, hard. He’s fucking me until I can’t catch my breath. Can’t breathe, oh, god, so close, I’m so damn close all over again. Harder, deeper, harder.

      My orgasm slams into me, shattering me into a thousand pieces.

      Jonas doesn’t stop, forcing my orgasm to continue with each thrust. It’s too much. My head goes down to find his shoulder beneath my mouth. I open my mouth to muffle my scream, biting down on the silky flesh.

      He moans into my neck as he shudders. The sensation of him filling me with his come sends me into another small orgasm. It’s delicate, no more than another slight shudder of my body. Yet it’s the perfect ending to this moment.

      “Christ, how I’ve lived without this, I’ll never know.” He mutters against my skin as he begins to move away from me.

      Without thought, my legs come around him to keep him in place. “No, please.”

      “Hmmm, you always did love this. Is this how you ensured our son? Or do you truly love it as much as you seem to?” There’s an edge to the question.

      Fuck.  Now, everything I’ve done since the day I met him is going to be called into question.

      “I knew this was a bad idea,” I whisper as I unwrap my legs from around his waist.

      A hand goes into my hair, forcing my head back up to him. “The only bad idea is you telling me no. We’re getting married today, before we go see your father to break the news to him.”

      “You’re out of your mind.” I shake my head.

      “Don’t make me your enemy.” The words are soft, yet have an edge. “I don’t want to be. You won’t want me to be.”

      A hot kiss is pressed into the base of my neck before he licks and then sucks the skin until a bruise is promised.

      “Say it.” That hot tongue licks over the skin of my neck where it meets my shoulder.

      “Say you’ll marry me and give our son the father he’s been missing since he was born.” Up he travels, tracing up my neck until he’s hovering over my mouth, so close we’re trading air.

      “Say it, witch, say it and put me out of the misery I’ve been in since I walked away from you. Say yes, damn it.”

      Because I can deny him nothing. “Yes,” I whisper into his mouth.

      “Thank fucking god.” The words are a prayer before his mouth is on mine, and I forget why this was ever a bad idea.

      Jonas wants to forgive me for my stupidity. So he will…eventually.

      It’s all his fault anyway. Who wouldn’t fall in love with this man and do everything they could to keep him forever?

      He ends the kiss at the same time he pulls out of me, tearing me in two at the loss of his mouth and the other piece of me that I was missing until he was inside me. “We need to move it if we’re to get back to the airfield in time. Call the nanny, tell her to get back here with Caleb.”

      It’s an order he makes as he begins dressing. I resent I can barely move, yet he’s no different than the man who demanded to be let in. Did he make love to me because he really wanted to, or was it a power move to get me under his control?

      “Juliet, call the nanny and have her get back here with my son.”

      How did I get here again?

      Oh yeah, that’s right. I found my way to Chicago because of my big brother. All those months ago, I swore I wasn’t going to last long in my father’s house. Especially when I didn’t want to be there. Then I met Jonas as my father’s best friend, and nothing else mattered but him and me, and then I made a decision for both of us that I had no right to make.

      Is there any chance he can really forgive me? Or are we compounding one bad decision with another?
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      Fifteen months ago

      

      Juliet

      

      The doorbell goes off, startling me. Shit. I completely forgot about Lindsey.

      “Do you need me to let you go?” My brother asks.

      “Yeah, sorry. It’s Lindsey.” I open the door to my best friend. We met on the first day of class in pottery three years ago at CalArts, where we’re both still taking classes. Within a week, I asked her if she wanted to move into the free room I had in my off-campus apartment.

      I greet her. “Hey, Chica.” To Decker. “I need her opinion on something.”

      Decker chuckles. “All right, talk soon. Love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      Lindsey eyes me. “What’s the matter?”

      Sinking onto the couch, I shrug. “It’s Robin… I’m wondering if he, we, are ever really going to happen. Last night, we,” I’m so freaking embarrassed. “Almost, again. He just stopped. He’s saying that he didn’t want to disrespect me. This morning, he acted like nothing happened. Gave me a kiss on the cheek and was out the door.”

      She won’t meet my eyes. I’m sure she’s sick of me talking about Robin. For the last five months, it feels like he’s all I talk about. When she moved out of my spare room six months ago and in with her boyfriend, she was the one who suggested Robin take her place. Even though it wasn’t like I needed the money or the room filled.
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