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Chapter One


          

          Eve

        

      

    

    
      I take a deep breath and knock on the door. Excitement flutters in my chest. The Seattle breeze tickles my skin as I wait, balancing a basket of muffins on my hip.

      The door swings open. Olivia stands there, disheveled and tired. Her eyes light up when she sees me. "Eve? Oh my gosh, what are you doing here?" She pulls me into a warm hug. She smells like baby powder and vanilla.

      "Surprise!" I laugh, stepping inside. "Thought I’d pop over from the East Coast and pamper you a bit. New moms need some TLC, right?" I wink, hoping this visit will distract me from my own chaotic life.

      My brother Aiden appears from the kitchen with a dish towel over his shoulder. "Well, well, if it isn’t my little sis." He grins, but it doesn’t quite reach his eyes. "A heads up would’ve been nice, Evie. We could’ve rolled out the red carpet for your surprise visit."

      I roll my eyes playfully and hand him the muffin basket. "Where’s the fun in that? Besides, I come bearing gifts. Blueberry muffins. Your favorite."

      He chuckles, shaking his head. "Bribing your way in, I see. Some things never change." There’s a hint of weariness in his voice that catches me off guard.

      Olivia loops her arm through mine. "Ignore him. I’m thrilled you’re here. Goodness knows I could use some pampering. This little one is running us ragged." She nods toward the nursery, her face a mix of love and exhaustion.

      "Say no more." I squeeze her hand. "Auntie Eve is here to save the day. You just sit back and let me work my magic." My mind buzzes with ideas. Bubble baths, homemade meals, maybe a girls’ day out. Anything to lift some weight off their shoulders.

      We settle into the living room and catch up on life. We coo over baby pictures. I keep noticing the shadows in Aiden’s eyes. He glances at me now and then, like he’s trying to understand why I showed up unannounced. I flash him a reassuring smile, but I feel uneasy inside. Maybe I should have called ahead. But I’m here now.

      I scoop Maggie into my arms, marveling at her soft cheeks and curious eyes. She gurgles happily, her tiny fingers reaching for my hair. "Oh, aren’t you just the sweetest little thing," I coo, nuzzling her nose. A fierce wave of longing hits me, catching me off guard. "I could just eat you up."

      Olivia chuckles, sinking into the couch beside us. "She’s pretty irresistible, isn’t she? I never knew love like this existed until she came along."

      "I can only imagine." My voice catches. "Seeing you with her... it makes me want one of my own someday." The words slip out before I can stop them.

      Aiden raises an eyebrow and smirks. "Careful what you wish for, sis. Babies are a lot of work. I thought you were all about going to school these days."

      I give him a defiant look, even as my cheeks warm.

      "Speaking of school..." I take a deep breath. "I got into the University of Washington School of Medicine. I start this semester."

      Silence fills the room. Olivia’s jaw drops.

      Aiden’s eyes narrow as he studies me. "You’re serious?"

      I nod, feeling a thrill of pride. "Dead serious. I know it’s competitive and the tuition’s insane, but⁠—"

      "How are you going to pay for it?" Aiden interrupts, ever practical.

      I shrug, trying to sound casual. "Dad, of course. He just doesn’t know it yet."

      Olivia frowns, concern in her eyes. "Eve, are you sure that’s a good idea? I know things with your dad are… complicated."

      "That’s putting it mildly." I can’t keep the bitterness out of my voice. "But trust me, it’s the least he can do after everything. And I’m not giving him a choice."

      Everything being my entire childhood of tiptoeing around, doing everything I could to manage Dad’s moods, and still getting verbally raked over the roaring fire of his anger. I’m getting out, just like Aiden did. I just need Dad to finance my taking flight.

      I tickle Maggie’s belly, making her giggle. Her infectious joy cuts through the tension. As I watch her, I feel a flicker of hope. Maybe this is my chance to finally break free from my dad’s grip and build a life on my own terms, a life filled with love, purpose, and family.

      But Aiden looks at me with concern and skepticism. I know it won’t be easy. I’ll have to fight hard for my dreams and confront the demons of my past. The question is, am I strong enough to see it through?

      I take a deep breath, bracing myself. "There’s something else. I’ve finally broken away from Dad. This is it. I’m moving out of the house, starting my life in Seattle."

      Aiden’s eyes widen, a mix of surprise and relief crossing his face. "Really? How did he take it?"

      "About as well as you’d expect." I roll my eyes, recalling the argument that shook our home. Dad’s anger is truly something terrifying to behold. But I’m not letting him make my decisions anymore. "He’s always been controlling. But I’m done letting him run my life."

      "I know that all too well," Aiden mutters, clenching his jaw. "He kicked me out when I was eighteen, you know."

      His words hit me like a punch. "What? I thought you left on your own."

      Aiden scoffs, a bitter laugh escaping. "That’s the story he’s been telling everyone. Making me out to be the ungrateful son who walked away."

      I let out a breath I’d been holding, wincing with empathy.

      "Dad always complained about you leaving,. He said you didn’t care."

      "I would never have left you there with him if I had a choice, Eve." Aiden’s voice cracks. "He’s a madman. And I couldn’t protect you."

      Tears prick my eyes as his words sink in. I’d believed my dad’s lies, never knowing the sacrifices my brother made. Guilt weighs on my chest, threatening to pull me under.

      But as I look at Aiden, seeing his fierce love and support, I know we can face anything together. We survived Dad’s tyranny and came out stronger, more determined to find our own paths.

      "I’m so sorry, Aiden," I whisper, squeezing his hand. "I should’ve known better than to believe him."

      He shakes his head and gives me a small smile. "You don’t have to apologize. We were both just kids, trying to survive."

      The truth of our past settles between us. I feel a shift in our relationship. There’s a shared resilience, a bond that can face any storm. I know, no matter what challenges lie ahead, my brother will be by my side.

      Aiden clears his throat, breaking the emotional tension. "So, how long are you planning to stay?" His tone is light but curious.

      I hesitate, knowing my answer will surprise him. "Actually, I was thinking of staying permanently. Until I go to med school, that is."

      Olivia’s face lights up, and she grabs my hand. "Eve, that’s wonderful! We’d love to have you close by. Right, Aiden?"

      But Aiden’s expression is guarded. A flicker of unease crosses his face.

      "Permanently?" he echoes, frowning. "It’s great you want to be closer, but..."

      He trails off, searching for the right words.

      I sense his discomfort. Aiden has always valued his space and independence. The idea of me being so close might feel like an intrusion.

      "I know it’s a big change," I say softly, meeting his gaze. "But with med school starting and everything with Dad… I need a fresh start."

      Aiden’s face softens a bit. "I get that, Eve. Really, I do. It’s just… a lot to process."

      Desperate to lighten the mood, I force a grin. "If it’s too much trouble, I could stay with Carter. I’m sure he wouldn’t mind."

      The words slip out before I realize my mistake. Aiden’s face hardens. His jaw tightens. "Carter? My half-brother, Carter?"

      I feel my cheeks warm. Embarrassment and defensiveness swirl inside me.

      "It was just a joke, Aiden. You know I wouldn’t actually⁠—"

      "Do I?" he interrupts, his voice tense. "Because it sounds like you’ve got a bit of a crush on him."

      His words hang between us, heavy and charged. I open my mouth to deny it, but the words stick. Deep down, I know there’s truth in his accusation, a longing I’ve tried to ignore.

      Carter is the most gorgeous guy I’ve ever seen. But he is way out of my league. I’m not crazy.

      "Aiden, please," Olivia says, placing a calming hand on his arm. "Eve’s just trying to find her place. We should support her, not make accusations."

      Aiden deflates, the anger leaving him. "You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s just… a lot to handle, you know?"

      I nod, swallowing past the lump in my throat. "I know. And I’m sorry for springing this on you. But I promise, my feelings for Carter… they’re not what you think."

      But even as I say it, I feel the lie. Because the truth is, my heart races whenever I think of Carter’s smile, the way his eyes crinkle when he laughs. As much as I want to bury those feelings, I know they won’t go away.

      For now, though, I’ll keep those feelings to myself. I’ll focus on this new chapter, on building a life that’s mine. And maybe, eventually, that life will include Carter, too.

      Olivia breaks the silence with a gentle question. "So, what are we thinking for dinner tonight?"

      Aiden shrugs, his brow still furrowed. "I don’t know. Whatever you want."

      I see my chance to bring things back to normal. "Why don’t I whip something up?" I suggest, forcing a smile. "It’s the least I can do."

      Olivia’s face lights up. She pulls me into a hug. "Thank you, Eve. I’m so happy to have you here."

      I hug her back, blinking away sudden tears. "I’m happy to be here, too."

      When I pull away, I catch Aiden’s softened gaze. "I’m sorry for being so harsh," he says quietly. "I just worry about you, Eve."

      "I know. And I appreciate it. But you have to trust me to make my own decisions, Aiden."

      He sighs, offering a rueful smile. "I’m trying. Just… be careful, okay?"

      "I will," I promise.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          Carter

        

      

    

    
      It’s the first really beautiful day of the year here in Port Angeles. Most of the year in the pacific northwest is rainy and gray, so when the weather is nice, everyone is outside.

      I step onto the stone patio. The warm spring breeze brushes my skin. It just finished raining. The air feels crisp. I inhale deeply, taking in the green scent of the backyard. Tall pines shelter a thick bramble of bushes that were recently trimmed. Behind me looms the massive family estate.

      I grew up playing in these woods. It feels as much like home as any place I’ve lived. I take the steep steps down into the yard and feel myself relaxing. It’s like stretching. Coming back here always comforts me.

      But this time, something feels off. The mansion and yard are now perfectly maintained. The house is painted a cheerful white. The garden, once overgrown, is thriving. Even the air feels different.

      This is my grandmother’s home. But my half-brother Aiden, who I met only last year, has been driving these changes. He’s handy, sure. Even the leaking roof and the fire-damaged library have been repaired.

      The changes were needed. But they still feel unsettling.

      “Carter?”

      I turn, and there she is.

      Eve.

      Her long blonde hair catches the sunlight. It tumbles over her shoulders. Her blue eyes lock with mine. A playful smile lights her face.

      “We have to stop meeting like this.” Her voice is warm and teasing.

      I grin. “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were following me, Miss Moreland.”

      She laughs. The sound sends a pleasant shiver down my spine. “In your dreams, Professor Morgan.”

      We walk together through the gardens. The air between us is charged with undeniable attraction. It pulls us closer. I want to reach out, to touch her, but I hold back. I know the boundaries.

      “Eve!” A familiar voice calls out.

      We turn to see Aiden striding toward us. His expression is guarded. He nods at me. “Carter.”

      “Aiden.” The unfamiliarity between us is thick. We’re brothers, yet strangers, navigating new territory.

      “I was hoping we could talk.” Aiden’s tone is steady. “Get to know each other better.”

      I glance at Eve and see concern in her eyes. She knows the tension between us. But I nod and force a smile. “Of course. Lead the way.”

      As we walk, I can’t help glancing at Eve. I savor her presence. She’s a light in this uncertain landscape. A reminder of the connection we share. But with Aiden here, the air feels thick with unspoken words.

      My mind races. I try to reconcile my desire for Eve with the family duties weighing on me. I want to explore this connection, to dive into what we could be. Yet I know the complications.

      For now, I focus on the moment. I savor each glance and silent promise. In this world of forbidden attraction, these stolen moments are all we have.

      The sound of tires crunching on gravel grabs our attention. I turn to see a sleek black car pulling up. Olivia steps out, her pregnant belly leading as she smiles. The tension in the air lifts. She brings a warmth and calm that feels contagious.

      “Olivia!” Eve exclaims and rushes forward to embrace her sister-in-law. They laugh, holding each other close. I watch, marveling at the love between them.

      Eve’s voice is full of excitement as she talks about her future. I’m drawn to Eve’s ambition. Her desire to create her own path. Now, I’m able to see her in a new light.

      She’s not just a forbidden attraction. She’s a woman with a fierce determination burning brightly inside.

      I can’t ignore the pull toward Eve. The couple of times we met last year, I felt the same connection as I do now. Our eyes meet across the room and she blushes, ducking her head. But I can tell that beneath the surface, the attraction still burns.

      “So, Professor Morgan,” Eve teases, her eyes glinting. “What’s it like being the resident genius at the university?”

      I chuckle. “I don’t know about genius, but I love what I do. It’s rewarding to help students find their passion for biology.”

      “I bet you help them find more than that.” She gives me a playful smile. “Where are you working at again? I might add it to my list of schools I’m applying to.”

      As if that weren’t the worst idea I’ve ever heard.

      “Don’t tease me.” The back of my neck gets hot. “I’m still at the community college. I doubt you want that on your transcript.”

      “Well, you’ve got to start inspiring students somewhere.” She leans in, her voice soft. “And what about your passion, Carter? What drives you?”

      The question catches me off guard. Coming from Eve, it feels heavy with meaning. I take a breath.

      “I suppose it’s the desire to make a difference,” I say. “To help others. To leave a positive impact on the world.”

      Eve nods, her gaze intense. “I get that. It’s why I want to be a doctor. I want the power to heal and change lives.”

      There’s vulnerability in her words. A glimpse into her soul. I realize that beneath her confident exterior, she carries her own scars and fears. I want to reach out, to comfort her. But I hold back.

      Instead, I offer a reassuring smile. As our conversation shifts, the tension between us simmers. A constant reminder of the forbidden attraction we feel.

      Eve’s gaze drifts to the windows. The green lawn stretches out before us. “I can’t believe it’s almost the Fourth of July.” A hint of excitement creeps into her voice. “I’ve always loved the fireworks. The sense of freedom.”

      I nod, picturing the bursts of color lighting the night. “It’s a special time.”

      She hesitates. “My father usually plans something grand. But this year… I think I want something different.”

      Her determination catches me off guard. It’s a glimpse of her fierce independence. “Different how?”

      “I want to create my own traditions.” Her eyes sparkle with resolve. “Something just for me. Something that reflects who I am.”

      I smile, admiring her courage. “That sounds incredible, Eve. You deserve a celebration that’s true to you.”

      She beams, happiness shining in her eyes. “Thank you, Carter. It means a lot to have your support.”

      The words hang between us, heavy with unspoken emotions. I know I should pull back, but in this moment, I can’t.

      This woman is too alluring. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.

      I have a crush on my half-brother’s adopted sister.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Three


          

          Eve

        

      

    

    
      A Month Later

      I stand on the rooftop deck of my brand new house, staring over the river that separates my place from the buildings just on the other side. I rented this house sight unseen, so I wasn’t really prepared for the view.

      The University of Washington Medical School stares back at me, set apart by a mere quarter of a mile and a little bridge. I knew that my new house was close to where I’m going to school but… the realtor really undersold just how close. I feel like I could bring a rock up to the rooftop here and hit the medical school on a good day.

      Looking out at the school fills me with a burst of hope. Things are definitely going to be different here, that’s for sure. It’s late afternoon in early August, the weather hot and humid. But things are looking brighter now, especially for me.

      My controlling father is three thousand miles away. I have this nice new house in a hip neighborhood, to live in and explore. And I’m finally going to start med school, albeit a semester later than all my peers.

      If only my mom could see me now… I think she would be proud. A little knot of sadness forms in the pit of my stomach at the thought. Losing her changed everything. It changed me. Watching her suffer from uterine cancer before she died, and not being able to do anything about it, was torturous. After she died, I told myself I never wanted anyone to suffer that way again. I decided eventually to become an OB/GYN so I could try to save as many lives as possible. We’ll never know if catching it earlier would have saved my mother or not, but it would have at least kept her around a little longer if we’d treated it sooner.

      Walking into the living room, I peel my pants off and toss them on a chair. Then I sprawl on the couch. I look around for a second, taking the whole of the airy first floor space in. It’s all decorated in light gray and white, even the slate floors.

      I love that it’s all mine.

      Pursing my lips, I decide that what this room needs is some color. Not much, just a few pops. Some colorful throws and pillows. Some whimsical decorations and family photos. And definitely a few houseplants are in order.

      I stand up again, heading over to the huge bay window that the draws light into the living room. I squint down into the yard, spotting a blue plastic bag stuck in a shrub, blowing this way and that when the wind changes directions.

      Seriously? I’ve been in this house for like five minutes. Certainly not long enough for my yard to be filling with trash. I grab my phone as I’m waiting for my father to call; it wouldn’t be wise to miss his communication, even though I don’t know exactly when it will happen.

      My father has a crazy temper, one that makes my personality seem sparkling by comparison. Anything can set him off, so… I’ll just keep my phone close by until he deigns to call me.

      That plastic bag in the bushes? He would hate that.

      I hurry to the front door, flinging it open and pausing to make sure my t-shirt is pulled down long enough to cover my panties before trotting down the front steps. I snag the plastic bag and head to the trash bins, placed discreetly along the side of the house.

      As I make my way back, I see a flash of something orange on the steps. A fluffy little kitten startles at the sound of my footsteps, skittering off the porch and darting into the bushes.

      I wait for a second to see if it will come back. But it isn’t interested in my attentions, apparently.

      I am worried that is going to be a recurrent theme here in Seattle.

      Sighing, I head back up to my front door. Steeling myself against the heat, I reach for the handle, which startles me by not turning. Frowning, I rattle the door handle for a few seconds.

      Yeah, the door is locked.

      I’m locked out of my house. Not only that, but I’m not even wearing pants.

      Making a frustrated noise, I hit the door. Then I look down to the phone in my hand.

      Who can I call? My half-brother Aiden and his girlfriend Olivia are over an hour away. The real estate agent might have keys, but she’s on the other side of the city. If I can even reach her, that is…

      Groaning to myself, I turn and trot down the steps of my porch. I walk outside of my fence, wrapping my arms around myself. God, how stupid can I be, getting caught outside with no keys, no shoes, and no pants?

      The heat rises off the pavement, stinging my bare feet as I walk down to the end of my block. There, my quiet residential side street meets up with a bridge that runs over the river to the med school. A car passes me as I hop onto a perfectly manicured lawn, trying to decide which way to go.

      On one hand, the med school isn’t that far away. And I know I would be welcome there… if they are open on the Sunday before classes start. There are some businesses that I noticed in the neighborhood on the way in, but I have no idea if they are going to be friendly or not.

      A few joggers pass me as I stand here, feeling like I’m a stranger in a strange land. One guy runs past me, stops, then backs up. He is tall and broad, wrapped in black running leggings and a black t-shirt. Wrapped around his waist is a lightweight black jacket.

      “Eve?” he asks.

      I take him in for a second, my face turning red, before recognition hits me.

      The hot guy I’ve practiced my flirting on? The rich heartthrob that I have dreamt about since I moved here? My adopted half-brother’s brother?

      That’s exactly who stares back at me, his expression just short of a deer in headlights.

      “Carter?” I’m more than a little surprised to see him here. “What— why⁠—”

      “Jesus Eve,” he breaks in. “What are you doing here? Why aren’t you wearing any pants?”

      I wrap my arms around myself again, my forehead creasing. “I just moved in down the street. I locked myself out of my house.”

      “For fuck’s sake. Why did you even come out without clothes?” Carter immediately starts peeling off his jacket, still breathing a little harshly as he offers it to me. His bare arms are something to behold, the muscles bulging a little bit. You know, just enough to make me drool. The jacket is still warm from his body heat, the slick fabric curling under my trembling fingers.

      It feels like decadent armor against the prying eyes of the entire neighborhood.

      “I can’t take your jacket!” I protest.

      He shakes his head, disgusted. He leans down, using his height to intimidate me. And it actually kind of works. “You’re going to take the jacket and you’re going to be grateful about it.”

      That stops me short. Carter is one of those guys. Those handsome and rich guys that hardly ever hear the word no. He always manages to be more bossy than me, which puts me on unsure footing.

      He’s just lucky he’s hot.

      “Thanks,” I say, but I wrinkle my nose as I say it. Wrapping the jacket around my waist, I do my best to act casual. “What are you doing here?”

      “Come on.” He grabs my arm, towing me in the opposite direction from the bridge. “I keep a place a few blocks from here. I’m starting a new job close by soon, otherwise I would probably be in Port Angeles like Aiden.”

      His hand is warm against my skin. I shiver even though it’s hot as Hades outside. He eyes me sternly.

      “I don’t have shoes on,” I say, like it isn’t obvious.

      “It’s just another block this way. Don’t be melodramatic.”

      I roll my eyes a little. Even though he’s helping me, he’s just so… pushy and domineering about it. Carter is just like all the guys at my father’s golf club. Only he’s hardly in his thirties, unlike all those sixty-something windbags.

      Also he’s like… dreamy. Or something.

      He stops outside a tall gray house. It’s well-maintained and tidy, with a tiny patch of lawn and a white picket fence. When he releases me and opens the gate, ushering me inside, I resist a little.

      “This is your place?”

      He scowls at me. “Yes. Now if you don’t mind, I’d like to get inside before one of us melts from merely standing under the sun. Is that okay?”

      Carter doesn’t wait for an answer. He just barges ahead, eager to get inside. I can’t help the pout that takes over my expression. I follow him up the porch steps, watching as he pulls off his shoe and digs the key out.

      Then he lets himself in, standing by the door with an impatient expression. I hurry inside, appreciating the instant coolness. He closes the door behind me, leaving me to look around the large kitchen area. I can see a couch, a tv, and a couple doors off to the right. There are stacks of moving boxes tucked away out of sight in front of the TV. There’s also a stairway that leads up to, presumably, bedrooms and perhaps an office.

      “Did you just move in?” I wonder aloud.

      “Can you tell?” He shoots me a look. “I just moved in a couple of weeks ago.”

      “It looks like you’re still in the middle of unpacking.”

      I cut my eyes at a jumble of cutlery sitting on the counter and Carter frowns. He points to the phone clutched in my hand, all but forgotten in the excitement.

      “Is that working still?”

      “Yeah, I—” Glancing down at the screen, I see that my phone is on silent somehow. Not only that, but there are two missed calls from my father. “Shit.”

      A sigh is already on Carter’s lips. “What?”

      “Umm.” I drop the phone to my side. Calculating the amount of trouble I’m now in with dad will take more time than I have. I dart my tongue out to wet my bottom lip. “Nothing. It’s just… how did I not know you were going to be here? Living a few blocks away, I mean.”

      He shrugs. “You didn’t ask, as far as I know. It’s not like I knew you were going to show up here either. Though I don’t exactly mind knowing that you live close by.”

      “No?” I ask, giving him a teasing smile.

      “Nope.” He smirks faintly and shakes his head. “You know, living this close, I can tutor you on my methods of memorizing body parts. I am very thorough.”

      His teasing tone isn’t lost on me. In fact it makes me tremble, just slightly.

      Carter steps closer to me, making me aware of how much space he takes up in his small house. I color, even though I started the flirtation. I may talk a big game, but I don’t actually know how to follow through with any it.

      At the moment, I find myself tongue tied, my gaze dipping down to his mouth.

      Oh, the things I’ll bet he can do with those lips and that tongue.

      “So… if you’re free…” I start, taking a step toward him, angling at closing the distance. His gaze is more than interested, slipping down to my mouth, my tits.

      When we finally bang, I’m pretty sure it’s gonna be amazing. I’m starting a new school in a new city. Why not leave my old uptight habits behind along with my old life?

      Suddenly an alarm goes off, startling both of us. He looks at his watch. He groans. “That’s my one hour reminder. I have to shower. I have an appointment and I can’t be late.”

      My mouth twists. I step closer, bridging the gap between us. I don’t quite touch him, but I look up at him with a meaningful gaze. “Not even for me?”

      It comes out sounding more like a whiny little girl than the breathy sexpot that I meant it to but… I meant the question in earnest. Carter slowly shakes his head.

      “The dean waits for no man,” he declares. “Even you, tempting seductress though you are. We can rain check for tonight or tomorrow if you want.”

      That makes me pout.

      “I’m not sure,” I say.

      He slides me a sideways glance, then glances at his watch again. He heads for one of the doors toward the back of the house. “I really have to get ready. And I assume that you don’t want to join me in the shower so… I’ll leave you to figure out who you’re going to call, Eve. I’ll be thinking about you when I’m in the shower, though…”

      Then he pulls his t-shirt up over his head, exposing miles of smooth ridges of muscle. His arms aren’t the only thing worth drooling over… he has an amazing chest, incredible six pack abs, and an Adonis belt that most women would probably kill over.

      My jaw drops. Carter just smirks, throwing the t-shirt at my head.

      “Stop staring,” he says slyly, his tone teasing. “It’s not ladylike. And get someone on the phone that can unlock your doors. Also, feel free to find a pair of jeans or shorts in my dresser, so you aren’t so…exposed.”

      Snapping my jaw shut, I glare at him. But my glare is kind of lost on him because he just disappears behind one of the white doors. In my hand, my phone starts to buzz.

      I look down at the screen.

      Daddy.

      He’s calling for the third time. He’s going to be pissed when I finally talk to him. Swallowing hard, I just let it ring until it goes to voicemail. In the meantime, I look up the closest locksmith, calling as soon as the line is clear.

      Sliding my gaze back to the door that Carter vanished through, I sigh. At least I’ve already found one familiar face… though I wouldn’t call Carter friendly, exactly.

      Then again, I’m pretty used to not having any friends. Sighing, I start to make arrangements to get back into my house.
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      “We’ll resume things later,” I promise Eve, from the fence outside her yard.

      She just glances back with a wry expression. The locksmith is just now working on her door and I’m almost out of time. She lifts a shoulder and shrugs. “Whatever.”

      Then she heads up the steps to her modern, expensive-looking house.

      She’s wearing a pair of my Levi’s now, and the thought of her in my jeans is doing something to me that I never expected. Watching her climb the stairs, providing me with a clear view of her ass swaying from side to side makes my cock twitch.

      God, if she were anyone else, I wouldn’t feel so conflicted.

      But she’s not just anyone, she’s Aiden’s sister. Sure, it’s all removed because she’s adopted. There’s no trace of kinship between us. But still, somehow, it feels wrong.

      My feelings feel wrong.

      Like, I’m supposed to be able to easily resist them, because of those complications.

      But my body hasn’t caught on to the fact that she’s strictly off limits. My cock doesn’t seem to care in the slightest.

      She doesn’t look back again as I wistfully turn toward the bridge that will carry me across to the meeting that I’m almost definitely going to be late for.

      As I jog down the street, I can’t stop my mind from churning.

      Seeing Eve is like someone has kicked me in the gut. One minute I’m jogging toward home, the next minute I’m trying not to stare at her honey-colored hair and her incredible face.

      Her lips alone could make a man beg for mercy. Her eyes are exactly halfway between blue and green. And the way she arches her eyebrow when she has a question…

      It’s funny how that little facial quirk can bring me to my knees.

      Every single interaction I’ve had with her has been exactly that way. Try to focus on what she’s saying and not on her slender body. Or the way she tosses her hair back and fixes me with a fiery glare. Or the swell of her hips, swaying softly back and forth as she walks.

      Yeah, it’s official. I’m thirty-two years old and I have a fucking crush. On Eve no less, who is a spoiled princess just out of her undergrad years. She’s way too young for me to even be looking at her and she’s my half-brother’s sister. Adopted sister. Whatever.

      And yet… I mean, just look at her. Other than all the things I just mentioned, she’s basically perfect. Lucky for me, things have never lined up right for us to be able to spend much time together.

      Until now. How am I supposed to deal with her being in such close proximity?

      She’s perfect for someone else. With her sharp tongue and her critical gaze, she’d be better off with a marshmallow of a man, someone who will let her walk all over him. Someone that can give her the life she is used to, the one that she deserves.

      I blow out a breath. Eve leaves me confused and horny at the best of times.

      After I’m partway over the bridge, I take a last wistful look over my shoulder. I can see her place in the distance and now I know I’ll see it every time I head home from work.

      Her place is nicer than mine, that’s for sure. Her new house is twice the size of mine, with large picture windows and thousands of dollars’ worth of landscaping outside. And that’s just what I saw today. The inside is undoubtedly much fancier, unlike my solidly middle class home choice. It’s not that I can’t afford a nicer place, but I’m attempting to be frugal.

      And, after the blow out fight that I had with my mother over my trust fund, I’m not exactly rolling in available cash. She administers my trust until I turn 35. I comfort myself with knowing that’s less than three years away.

      Nevertheless, I’m forced to live on my actual salary alone for the first time, and…. well, it’s proving more difficult than expected. I straighten my tie as I walk the rest of the way over the bridge to the University of Washington Medical School.

      Ten minutes from now, I have a meeting with the head of the biology program. I’m not nervous exactly; I’ve never spared much thought for job interviews. But I worked as an adjunct professor last semester, and I would really, really like to move up to a less tenuous position.

      You know, the better to pay the rent with or whatever. But I still can’t help but feel like I am being called into the principal’s office when I climb the stairs to meet her.

      When I get to Dr. Mooney’s office, she ushers me in and points to a seat. All around me are piles of files and books, stacked haphazardly. It’s a challenge to fit my body in the empty space of the chair without knocking over anything.

      Dr. Mooney sits down at her cluttered desk and looks down her nose at me, even though she’s probably only five feet to my 6’3”. She’s old and cranky as fuck, wrapped in at least two old cardigans today. It’s hard to get a read on her, honestly.

      She opens what seems to be my permanent record on the desk in front of her, leaning close to read. “Dr. Morgan. You taught a Bio 300 level class at the community college last semester.”

      I shift in my seat, brushing a stack of files with my shoulder. “Yes.”

      “Let’s see. Yale for undergrad… and you did your post grad at Portland State.”

      Nodding slowly, I answer. “Yes.”

      She sits back, considering me. “Dr. Finch taught first year biology here at the Medical School. His position has recently become available.”

      My brows go up. “Really?”

      “Yes, really. “ Her mouth flattens. “He had relations with a student. It seems like he slept with a number of students. Which is sort of unbelievable because he was 67.” She stares at me. “Your name has been brought up as a replacement for Dr. Finch. Repeatedly.”

      I’m tongue tied for a moment. How? Who even knows that I work here?

      But I quickly recover. “That’s very flattering.”

      I start calculating. The difference in pay between teaching as an adjunct in an undergrad class and teaching at the med school full time… it’s undoubtedly substantial.

      Dr. Mooney sits back, steepling her fingers. “I want you to realize that we take these allegations by students very seriously. Whoever we hire has to be impervious to the students. Unaware. Above it all. Unimpeachable.”

      “I understand, Dr. Mooney.”

      She narrows her eyes at me. “The problem is that you are… well… you are handsome, to begin with. And young. You will undoubtedly have students throwing themselves at you. So, I’d like to know how you plan to handle that.”

      My mind is whirling. I blow out a breath. “I’m not married, but I assure you. I have a healthy dating life that has nothing to do with twenty year olds. It’s not even in my thoughts.”

      Well… there is one particular twenty-something that I fantasize about regularly, but Dr. Mooney doesn’t need that much info. She just needs to be reassured that I won’t dip my pen in the company ink.

      She rolls her eyes. “That’s not what I am saying. I am saying you might need to consider what you will do if a student proposes something indecent. What will you say? How will you act?”

      It only takes the work of a second to respond. “I’m not their friend. I’m a professor at a prestigious school. I’ll act offended, because I will be.”

      Her lips lift a fraction. “That’s more like it. I just don’t want to be the one who hires the school’s next #metoo issue.” She pauses. “There is one more thing.”

      I lean forward. “What would that be?”

      Her eyes glint. “You would have to start next week.”

      For a second, I am speechless. “Next week? Like Monday?”

      “Yes. Dr. Finch was only fired a few days ago… and his first class of the fall semester begins Monday. Short notice I know, but we would have that issue with any potential professor.”

      “I mean, I guess I could work it out,” I say, wrinkling my brow. “The first class is basically just trying to pronounce everyone’s names right and… you know, going through the syllabus.”

      “My thoughts precisely,” Dr. Mooney says. She stands up, knocking a stack of file folders over. She doesn’t seem to notice. “Well, Dr. Morgan. I’d like to start you in the position temporarily. You’ll receive a substantial pay raise, of course. After the end of this semester, I will meet with you and decide if you’re suited for the role in a more permanent capacity.”

      I stand up, extending my hand to her. “Thank you, Dr. Mooney. You won’t regret it.”

      She takes my hand briefly, shaking her head.

      “I had better not, Dr. Morgan.” She gives me a cool smile. “I’ll email you the information about the class right now. Everything from the classroom location to the syllabus and class roster. You’ll need to take over Dr. Finch’s office too… I actually think I have some ancient notes from when I used to teach the class, a million years ago. If I can manage to dig them out of wherever they’re buried, I’ll scan them and email them to you.”

      “I would appreciate that,” I say. I give her a little bow and then see myself out of her office, my heart pounding in my ears.

      Wow. That was not at all what I expected. My workload has suddenly doubled or tripled in only the space of a few minutes time. But the most important thing is that I will be able to more than afford my life now, which is great.

      My worries about money, however briefly I had them, seem like a distant note on the horizon. Now I just have a huge amount of responsibility… Dr. Finch had a huge job.

      Jogging down the stairs, I listen as my phone chirps a dozen times. A dozen new emails from Dr. Mooney, each about something vital.

      Fuck. I don’t even have the textbooks that this course teaches. I guess the campus bookstore should be my first stop, then. Followed by finding the classroom and my new office… and figuring out what the hell I’m supposed to teach tomorrow.
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