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Chapter One



“I NOW PRONOUNCE YOU husband and wife. You may kiss your bride.”


From the sidelines, I beam with happiness at the sight of my brother kissing the love of his life, although my smile turns into a grimace when I see him slip her the tongue.


Eww, gross. And in front of a minister too.


There are some things in life a sibling never needs to see. Second on the list is the tongue slip. What is the first, you might ask? Oh, well, that’s walking in on your brother having sex with his then girlfriend and now, as of a few moments ago, wife.


It happened when I was going to stay at Ares’s apartment. I was still at Dartmouth, and I was home for the holidays. I was possibly to blame, as I was an hour earlier than I’d said I’d be. But he’d given me a key to his place, for Pete’s sake. So, there I was, suitcase in hand, letting myself into the apartment, and, yep, there was the sight of my brother’s bare ass, and—


Nope, not thinking about it.


It’s safe to say that I was traumatized that day. I screamed in horror. And then I called my eldest brother, Zeus, to come pick me up, and I spent the holidays with him, Cam, and their daughters, even though I’d spent the last holiday with them. I usually alternated between my brothers’ places for where I’d stay during school breaks.


I couldn’t look Ares or Ari in the face for weeks after. Ares, of course, thought it was highly amusing, and Ari seemed to think it was funny too.


So, yeah, let’s just say, that image has been scrubbed and bleached from my mind.


Yuck.


Actually, double yuck.


But that was a couple of years ago, and since I permanently erased it from my mind, I can now look at both of them and not remember seeing my brother’s bare ass.


Obviously, I gave Ares the key to his apartment back—well, his and Ari’s apartment, which it has been for a long time.


And now they’re married.


I’m so happy they found each other.


The moment I met Ari, I knew she was perfect for Ares.


Same with Cam for Zeus.


I’m wondering if I’ll ever meet my person.


I mean, there is Mr. Hot and Gorgeous—aka Kaden Scott—who’s currently sitting in the third row on our family’s side, wearing a dark gray three-piece suit, white shirt, and a tie that matches the color of my burgundy dress.


I was so happy when Ari asked me to be her maid of honor, and Cam and the girls—Gigi and Thea—are her bridesmaids. My new sister-in-law and bestie has amazing taste. My floor-length chiffon V-neck, A-line dress has lace and sequins and a split front, which goes up to the thigh. It’s floaty and sexy and classy, and I love it. It’s the perfect color for my dark hair and tan skin. It’s also the color my brothers are wearing for their boutonnieres. Ari’s bouquet, which I’m currently holding, is made up of burgundy and white roses. Instead of bouquets for the bridesmaids, we each have a white rose with a burgundy ribbon tied around it.


I love that Kaden matched his tie color to the theme of the wedding. It shows his thoughtfulness.


I cast a quick, subtle glance at him while Ari and Ares make their way down the aisle as husband and wife, and we all cheer and clap for them.


I hold in a sigh at the sight of him.


He’s beautiful. Dark brown eyes with gold flecks. They’re so unique. I’ve never seen eyes like his before. Like his personality is reflected in the dark of the brown—almost impenetrable—but the gold flecks are like the fire that I know is hidden within him. Dirty-blond hair, worn in one of those faded haircuts that’s shorter on the sides and longer on the top, but it’s grown out, and it’s all sexy and tousled. He’s got a jaw you could cut glass on, which has permanent stubble. I’m sure he shaves every morning, and it’s already started growing back an hour later. He’s tall, too—six-four. Which would be perfect for me because I’m five-ten.


It’s hard for me to find men who are near my height. Not that I have anything against dating a shorter guy—I have before. But truthfully—and I don’t want to sound like a dick when I say this—I like being with men who are a decent amount taller than me. Makes me feel feminine when I’ve not spent my life feeling that way. I was always the tallest girl in school, and I felt awkward and self-conscious. I’ve learned to love my height, but I still want a guy who makes me feel dainty.


Maybe, in another life, Kaden might be my person. But not in this lifetime. Way too complicated with him being Zeus’s best friend. Honestly, I’d be happy with him being Mr. Roll in the Sheets, but he doesn’t see me that way, contrary to what Ari thinks. She’s convinced he’s madly in love with me. I think she’s in a happy, healthy, loving relationship with my brother, and she wants the same for me.


Which is sweet.


I want the same for myself too.


But it won’t be with Kaden.


I’ve just got to hope that my one is out there somewhere and we’ll find each other sooner rather than later.


Although that kind of love comes with the fear of loss. Which I know a little something about.


I saw my dad fall apart when my mom died. He became a shell of the person he once had been. Gone was the father we had once had, and in his place was nothing but a drunk man who seemed to forget he had to take care of four children who had just lost their mother.


If it wasn’t for Zeus and Ares stepping up for us, I don’t know where we’d be.


I need to believe that I’m nothing like my dad. That I wouldn’t fall apart if I had a great love and lost him. But there is a fifty percent chance that I would be. Some things are just inherently in your genetic makeup.


“You ready, sis?” Lo asks, bringing my attention to his.


Lo is my twin brother. His given name is Apollo, but he’s always been Lo. Same with me. My name is Artemis, but everyone has always called me Missy.


Lo is younger than me by five minutes—which is always an important fact to me. I might be the only girl out of the Kincaid siblings, but at least I’m not the youngest, even if it’s only by three hundred seconds.


He holds his arm out for me to take. I slip my hand through it and let him lead me down the aisle. Cam and Zeus are behind us, along with their daughters, Gigi and Thea.


And I make sure not to look at Kaden again.


I’ve spent years hiding my feelings for him from everyone. If only I could figure out a way to make those feelings go away permanently, that would be ideal.










Chapter Two



“I’M TELLING YOU, that man wants you,” Ari says to me once I get her seated on the toilet.


The not-so-glamorous job of the maid of honor is helping the bride take a piss. Not literally, of course.


“He does not,” I tell her, leaning back against the door while she does her business.


“He does,” she says emphatically. “He’s always looking at you, especially when he thinks no one else is watching.”


“Dude, he is not always looking at me.” I would know because I spend a lot of my time sneaking glances at him. “You’re all hopped up on your own wedding happiness, and it’s set you on a romance quest.”


“I just want you to be happy.”


“I am happy.”


“Okay, I’ll rephrase. I want you to be dick happy.”


“Dick happy?” I sputter out a laugh. “How much Diet Coke have you had today?” I tease.


Ari doesn’t drink alcohol. She had a drinking problem for many years. Before she met my brother, she got sober through rehab and regularly attending AA meetings, and I’m so proud of her.


“Only a few glasses.” She grins. “I’m not high on caffeine. Just happy.”


“And I’m happy that you’re happy, but I do not need to be dick happy—whatever the fuck that means.”


“It means you need to get laid.”


“I do not need to get laid.” I so need to get laid.


“When did you last have sex?”


I refuse to answer that because it’s been a while. I’ve been busy starting my PhD while working in between, so there’s no time to get laid. Well, I could make time if I really wanted to, but there hasn’t been anyone I’ve wanted to get dicked by.


“I’ll take your silence as an admission that it’s been too long. You want to know when I last had sex?”


“I really don’t.” Because I don’t need another reminder of my brother in that way.


“Last night,” she says, ignoring me.


“Do you want me to puke on you?”


She laughs. “I’m just saying, you need to get laid, and I’m telling you, like I’ve told you before, Kaden wants you.”


I roll my eyes. “You done peeing yet?”


“Don’t change the subject, and, yeah, I’m done peeing.”


Thank fuck. I need to get out of this stall and this conversation.


“I’m not changing the subject.” I totally am.


I help her off the toilet and fix her dress.


“You and Kaden are close though.”


“Not really.”


Ari gives me a disbelieving look. “When we’re all together, you guys are always chatting.”


“Yeah, but I don’t see him outside of our group things. I only see him with Zeus. It’s not like we’re friends outside of that. We don’t text—I don’t even have his phone number. He’s my brother’s best friend, and I want to make him feel like he’s part of our family, not like an outsider.”


I know Kaden grew up in foster care. I don’t know what age he entered the system or why or if he has family. He doesn’t talk about it.


I spent time with him when he was in the treatment center, recovering from his head injury. I’d go visit him, but when he left there and got his own place, I didn’t ever visit him at his apartment.


I know he lived in a rental in the East Village, and when his compensation from the International Boxing Federation was paid out, he bought an apartment on Broadway, but I don’t know where exactly. I don’t know how much his payout was—because it’d be rude to ask, and it doesn’t really matter to me anyway. I just hope he got what he deserved for all he had gone through. Not that money could ever change what he endured, but it’d help his financial security. The money he could have earned if he continued fighting would have been huge. So, he deserved every dollar he received.


“He’s been a part of our family for a long time now. You don’t need to talk to him to make him feel that way. He already knows he’s a part of the clan. You talk to him because you like him . . .” She lets her words trail off.


When I say nothing, she makes a noise of frustration, which would be cute and funny if it wasn’t directed at me.


“Every time I ask you if you like him, you either say nothing or avoid answering me by changing the subject. Which, by the way, tells me that you like him.”


“So, if you already know, then why do you keep bugging me about it?”


“Because I want you to admit it. Wait, did you just admit it?”


“No. Maybe.”


“So, you finally admit that you like him?” Her face is beaming.


“Fine! I like him.” I think he’s the hottest man I’ve ever seen, and I would like to jump his bones in many, many different ways.


“Yasss!” She claps her hands together.


“But”—I give her a stern look to stop her from getting carried away—“he’s older than me.”


“Ares is older than me.”


“By two years, Ari.” I roll my eyes at her. “Kaden is six years older than me. He’s a year older than Zeus—you know, my big brother, who happens to be his best friend.”


“I just married my dad’s starting quarterback. And you’re my best friend, and he’s your brother.”


Laughing, I shake my head at her. “I met you through my brother. That is not the same, babe.”


She pouts. “Maybe not, but I still think your reasons are moo.”


“Moo?”


“Yeah, as the great Joey Tribbiani said, ‘Moo. Like a cow’s opinion. It just doesn’t matter.’”


Do I want Kaden? One hundred percent yes. But I know I can’t have him. One, for all the above reasons. And two, in all this time I’ve known him, he’s never shown any interest in me, aside from friendship. He just sees me as Zeus’s little sister.


“You know, there is this other issue . . . the fact that he doesn’t like me in that way.” When her mouth opens, I hold a hand up, silencing her. “Because if he did, then he would have done something about it by now.”


She tilts her head, giving me a knowing look. “You mean, like you have?”


Oh. Well . . . shit. Yeah, she does have a point there.


For a woman working toward her PhD in psychology, I sure can be dumb sometimes.


I can see everyone else’s issues and resolutions, but I can never see my own. I don’t know what that says about me, to be honest.


Willfully blind, probably. Because it’s always easier to sort out other people’s problems than my own.


“Maybe he’s not told you how he feels for all the same reasons that you haven’t told him how you feel.”


Ari unlocks the stall door, and I follow her out to the sinks. While she washes her hands, I wash mine because public bathrooms—yuck.


“Just talk to him.” She hands me a paper towel to dry my hands.


“I don’t know . . . he’s Zeus’s friend.” I ball the paper towel up and toss it into the trash.


“I’m not asking you to go out and straddle him.” She laughs, and I give her a playful shove. “I’m saying, have a conversation with the man. Put your smart brain to use and pay attention to how he acts toward you when you’re talking. I know you deal with brains and emotions, but body language tells you everything.”


I did take a course on body language, so I know the basic signs to look for, but I don’t bother telling her that.


“Fine.” I sigh. “I’ll talk to him, but I’ve talked to him plenty of times before.”


“But this time is different.”


“How so?”


“Because you’ve finally admitted out loud that you like him. Makes it real.” She grins and takes me by the hand, tugging me out of the restroom and back to the room where the wedding reception is happening.


My brother’s eyes are on her the moment she walks into the room, and the smile that lights up his face makes my insides turn to mush—also, I feel a pang of envy.


Because I guess . . . maybe I want someone to look at me like that. Like I’m the only thing they see in a room full of people. That I’m the only person who matters.


“I’m gonna go dance with my husband,” Ari says, and the giddiness in her voice makes me smile. “Go talk to him,” she urges in a whisper, giving me a nudge before walking over to Ares.


I glance to my left and see Kaden at the bar, talking to Zeus.


Kaden looks so handsome. I mean, he always looks hot, but when he wears a suit, he really fucking wears it. His suit is clearly tailored, as it fits him to perfection.


But I can’t go talk to him now, not with my brother there. Or I mean, I guess I could. It’s not like I was going to go over there and hit on him. I was just going to go and have a conversation.


And he is standing at the bar, and I do need a drink.


Okay, so I’m just going to go to the bar, get a drink, and talk to my brother and his hot friend.


Oh God.


I begin walking toward them, and I swear my ass starts to sweat. This is stupid. Nothing has changed. He has no clue that I’ve been crushing on him for years. I mean, not like I’ve sat around and pined for him. There have been other guys in my life. I was at college, away from home, when I first met him, and it’s not like I see him all the time, but I do look forward to the times when I do see him. No one seems to hit me with the chest thumps and tingles between the legs like Kaden Scott does.


And after tonight, it could be a while before I see him again. That thought spurs me on to go have a conversation with him. I’ve not had a chance to talk to him all day, so this is nothing unusual.


Kaden’s stunning brown eyes turn my way as I approach, and I feel his look cover me, like it’s the dress I’m wearing. I have to hold back a shiver. Maybe Ari is onto something, saying that he likes me. Or maybe I’m just projecting.


“Hey.” I smile at my brother and Kaden when I reach them. “Having fun?” I ask them both.


Having fun. For fuck’s sake, Kincaid, you couldn’t come up with a better opener than that? All that money spent on a good education, and that’s the best you’ve got?


A small smile lifts Kaden’s lips.


“It’s been a good day,” Zeus says. “Ares looks happy.”


I follow his eyes to where Ares and Ari are dancing together on the floor. “Yeah, he does.” I smile. “He deserves to be happy.”


“We all do.”


I look at Zeus, and then my eyes involuntarily flicker to where my dad, Brett Kincaid, is sitting with Ari’s dad—Eddie Petrelli, who is also Ares’s head coach—then back to Zeus. I know Zeus is referring to our dad, who turned to alcohol when our mom died from cancer instead of caring for the kids who so desperately needed him. It was Zeus and Ares who raised me and my twin brother, Lo. Even though our dad is now sober and trying to make amends, Zeus harbors a lot of resentment toward him, and I understand why.


“We all are happy.”


“Damn fucking right we are.” Of course he’s looking at his wife, Cam, and their two girls.


Gigi and Thea are on the dance floor with Cam’s mom, who is actually her aunt, but she raised Cam from a young age after her sister—Cam’s mom—died of a drug overdose.


I guess we’ve all had a tough time in our lives. Including the man next to me.


Kaden was a world champion boxer, like Zeus, and during a title fight with Zeus, he suffered from a brain aneurysm that nearly took his life. He was in a coma and spent a long time in the hospital, recovering and doing rehabilitation. In the course of the brain bleed, he suffered a stroke, which gave him paralysis down his right side. The doctors weren’t sure if it was temporary or permanent. Thankfully, it was temporary, but he had months and months of rehabilitation to go through, and he did it all without a single complaint or feeling sorry for himself. He worked hard to get himself back to health, and honestly, looking at him, you wouldn’t think he’d gone through what he had. Except for the headaches that I know he suffers from.


Kaden is the true definition of a fighter.


Even though he and my brother were opponents in the beginning and it was Zeus who laid the hits on him that caused the brain bleed, they are now best friends. Zeus was there every step of the way—through his recovery and rehab—and even paid for his hospital bills, which I know Kaden wasn’t happy about. He’s a proud man.


Kaden hired a lawyer and sued the International Boxing Federation because the fight should have been stopped earlier and wasn’t, and it came to light that the referee had been paid off by my brother’s ex-manager—which Zeus knew nothing about—to not stop the fight, no matter what. When he received compensation from them, he insisted on paying Zeus back every penny he’d spent on his medical bills, even though Zeus didn’t want it.


I’m pretty sure the money ended up in a trust for Gigi and Thea for when they’re older.


“I’m gonna go dance with my girls,” Zeus tells us.


He gives Kaden a pat on his shoulder before heading toward the dance floor. Leaving me alone with Kaden. Well, not actually alone. We are in a large reception room, surrounded by my family and friends.


And it’s not like this is the first time I’ve just been with Kaden “alone” and had a conversation.


So, why the hell can’t I think of anything to say, and why is my mouth as dry as the frigging Sahara?


“Drink?”


The sound of Kaden’s deep, husky voice pulls my eyes to his, and I feel that tug in my belly that I always do around him.


“Champagne,” I tell him.


There’s a whole tray of them sitting on the bar, so Kaden reaches over and gets me one.


The tips of his fingers touch mine as I take the glass from him, and I get shivers up my arm. This is ridiculous. Don’t get me wrong; I usually feel things around Kaden—I’ve had a damn crush on the man for years. But Ari getting in my ear about it tonight, making me think things—like he might want me, too—has my nerves heightened and my body going into overdrive.


To cover my feelings, I take a drink of the champagne, letting the bubbles fizz on my tongue.


As I lower my glass, holding it close to my chest, I notice the drink that Kaden’s lifting to his lips. A beer.


“You’re drinking tonight?” I ask him, leaning my back against the bar, mirroring Kaden.


He rarely drinks. He once told me that it’s because of the migraines. He mostly avoids things that can trigger headaches, like alcohol and caffeine.


“Yeah, thought I’d treat myself to a few beers. It’s a celebration after all.”


I clink my glass to his beer bottle. “Cheers to that.”


We each take another drink, and then we fall silent.


I feel awkward around him, like I did when I first met him and thought he was the hottest guy I’d ever seen. But I coached myself to ignore my crush and be normal around him and not act like a stupid teenage girl.


And now, I’m right back here again. I blame Ari.


“So—” we both say at the same time and then laugh.


“You first,” he tells me.


“No, you,” I insist. I was only going to ask him if he’d had a good day, which would have been as dumb as when I asked if they were having fun when I first walked over.


“I was just gonna ask, how’s school going?”


“Good. I’m enjoying it.”


“You still working at the diner?”


“Yeah. That I don’t enjoy, but it’s money, and I have bills to pay.”


I laugh lightly, shrugging, and he chuckles.


“How are things at the gym going?” I turn to face him, resting my hip against the bar.


He owns a gym that trains fighters, old and new, but it’s also a public gym, too. I think the building is split into two parts. I know it runs classes—boxercise, yoga, Pilates, high-intensity workouts, that kind of thing. Everything I should be doing, but never have the time or inclination to do. I’m lucky I was blessed with good genetics, though I know they won’t last forever.


He takes another sip of his beer. “Good. Same old. Keeps me busy.”


“I really need to come check the place out.”


He bought the gym around the time he bought his apartment. I know it’s not far from where he lives, but it’s another place I haven’t been to.


“There’s always a free pass with your name on it.”


“That’s so kind of you. I will get there to use it, but between school, studying, and working at the diner, I don’t have much time for anything else.”


“So, you’re not dating at the moment?”


Huh? Did he just ask . . .


Yeah, he did.


Is this him flirting with me? Like, is he asking because he’s interested or because he’s just simply making conversation?


Fuck, I wish I could ask Ari. She’d know if he was flirting with me or just being the usual friendly Kaden.


I glance at his body, looking for any sign or signal that he might be interested in me for more than just friendship, but I just end up getting distracted by the sight of him in his suit.


Damn, he wears it well.


But . . . his body is angled my way, hips turned toward me, so maybe . . .


“No. Not dating at the moment. You? I mean, are you dating anyone?”


Why did I ask him the same question? I don’t know if I actually want to know the answer. Because if he says yes, then, of course, it’ll sting. Not that he’s dated anyone in the years I’ve known him—that I know of—but we don’t have the type of relationship where we ask those questions. Up until now, that is.


Kaden takes a drink of his beer before answering, and he holds my eyes the whole time. I swear it’s like someone has doused me in gasoline and struck a match on my skin.


“No.” His voice sounds rougher than it did a moment ago.


“So, we’re both single . . .” I’m flirting.


Holy shit! I’m flirting with him.


He’s still staring at me with those unreadable but gorgeous brown eyes. “Yeah, we are.”










Chapter Three



“WHAT FLOOR ARE YOU staying on?” Kaden asks as he guides me into the waiting elevator with his hand pressed to my lower back.


I’m trying not to come out of my skin at his touch. Even though there’s the fabric of my dress between his palm and the skin on my back, it still feels like that spot is burning.


God, could you imagine how it would feel if his skin were actually touching yours?


I’d probably spontaneously burst into flames.


“Forty-seven. You?”


“Fifty,” he tells me as he leans forward.


I get a whiff of his woodsy aftershave. It makes my lady parts shimmy with utter fucking delight.


Kaden presses the button for my floor. His hand never leaving my lower back.


As the elevator ascends, I become fully aware of the fact that it’s just us in this contained space.


The elevator suddenly seems a lot smaller, and the air is thicker, like there’s less of it.


I also notice he didn’t press the button for his floor. Of course, my analytical brain is now assessing that fact, wondering if he didn’t do it because instead of going to his floor, he’ll be coming to my room, or if he’ll just press it once I’m out of the elevator. Not that I think he’s being presumptuous—because I don’t. Maybe he just intends on walking me to my room.


But from the moment I went to speak to him at the bar, we’ve spent the whole night talking. And I swear . . . flirting. Not just me, but him too. And he keeps looking at me in this . . . dark, intense way—which, if I’m not misinterpreting, is definitely lust.


We stayed chatting, even after Ares and Ari disappeared off to their honeymoon suite and Zeus and Cam called it a night, as the kids were asleep on their little feet. Lo had disappeared without a word, but I had seen him talking to a stunning redhead for most of the night.


Also, Kaden hasn’t removed his hand from my back. It’s just resting there, a light pressure against my skin.


Is he doing this without thought? Like, he put it there and forgot to move it? Or was there thought and he’s kept it there for a reason? Because if there was thought, then—


Nope. Stop right there. You’re getting carried away with yourself.


Sometimes, I really wish I had a brain that didn’t overthink and assess every angle of every situation I found myself in.


I know it’s what will make me a good psychologist—being able to think and analyze all situations for others and figure out the whys. Unfortunately for me, my brain doesn’t work for me. Everyone else’s situations I can theorize and conclude, except for my own.


“You’re quiet,” Kaden says in that deep voice of his.


I am? Yes, I am. Because I’m stuck in my head.


“Just thinking.”


“About?” is his response.


You. Me. If your hand on a small, nonsexual area of my body means anything. And also why my brain won’t shut the fuck up and be normal.


“The wedding. How lovely it was. How happy I am for Ares and Ari.”


Liar, liar, pants on fire.


I mean, I have thought that, just not right now.


“And also how much my feet are hurting.” And that’s the truth.


The shoes that Ari got for me and Cam to wear with our bridesmaid dresses are gorgeous. They’re the same burgundy red as the dress, with a strap across the toes and then one around the ankle. But with beauty comes pain, and, man, are these painful. I guess it’s because I’m not used to wearing heels. One benefit of being tall, I tend to wear flats often. But for my girl Ari, I would take the pain all day long—which I actually did. It’s so awesome to have sisters now. Growing up with three brothers was great, but I always wished for a sister. And my two older brothers brought me two of the best sisters a girl could ask for.


So, that’s two out of the four of us married. Just Lo and I are still single.


Not that I want to get married anytime soon. But a decent guy to date would be nice.


Not me sending telepathic messages to the guy still currently touching that nonsexual part of my body.


“Take the shoes off.”


Yes, for a millisecond, my brain did think he said to take something else off. Let’s call it wishful thinking.


I look down at the floor of the elevator. It looks clean enough. But then it should be for the price they charge for a room for the night. Ares is covering the cost for my room. He insisted on paying for mine, Lo’s, and Zeus’s rooms because we were a part of the bridal party, but I know he did it because Lo and I are butt-ass broke students. I’d bet anything that Zeus wouldn’t let him pay for his and Cam and the kids’ suite, and I wouldn’t be surprised if Ares had let Zeus pay for his own room under the condition that he didn’t tell me and Lo.


I’m also a hundred percent sure that Ares paid for our dad’s room. Purely because our dad doesn’t have the kind of money to stay in a hotel like this. But being an NFL player with a huge contract, my brother has the money to spare.


“Yeah, I think I will.”


I bend forward to unfasten the buckle on the ankle. I feel Kaden’s hand slip from my back, and the good feeling that was there is instantly replaced by coldness.


I get one buckle open, then the other.


As I stand upright, ready to step out of them, I wobble in the heels without the stability of the ankle strap, and my ankle slips.


“Whoa.” Kaden catches hold of me before I go down like a foal trying out her new legs.


He pulls me upright, and I’m against his chest.


Is it just me, or is there tension between us? Like a palpable, electric, sexual kind of tension? Or did I just have too much champagne? Probably the latter.


My hand goes to his shoulder for support, but also because I want to touch him, just this once, even if there is fabric between my skin and his.


And I feel it instantly. The shift between us. Like someone just set off a dirty bomb filled with sexual desire above our heads and it’s glittering down over us, coating us.


I know with absolute certainty that if I look at him, we’re going to kiss.


So, of course, I look at him. I’ve been wanting to kiss this guy for forever.


The heat in his eyes nearly knocks me off my feet again.


I swallow and then lick my dry lips.


I see a flash of something unmistakably sinful in his eyes, making my heart trip up on itself.


“Fuck,” he groans, and then his mouth crashes onto mine.










Chapter Four



AN EXPLOSION OF HEAT bursts inside my chest, quickly spreading throughout my body—from the tips of my fingers and down to my bare toes.


My blood sizzles.


My brain malfunctions.


Because he’s kissing me.


Kaden is actually kissing me.


The feel of his lips against mine has mine parting on instinct. His tongue slips into my mouth, sliding against mine. He tastes like beer and the mint gum he was chewing earlier.


My hand on his shoulder slides up into his hair, fingers curling into the thick strands. I kick off the heels so I don’t fall again. I don’t want anything to break this moment. I lift up onto my toes. That’s one of the things I like about Kaden—he’s really tall.


I’m a tall woman myself, and it’s hard to find guys who are considerably taller than me. But he is, and I fucking love it. I know this isn’t the same for all women, but for me, personally, there’s just something about a guy being taller than me that makes me feel feminine, especially in the sexy kind of circumstances, like this one.


Turning us as if it were a practiced move, Kaden presses my back against the wall of the elevator, and his hand slips under the thigh-high split in my dress and grips my leg. He lifts it, hooking it around his hip, and presses his hips against mine, putting his cock against the part where I want him most.


And, holy crap, his dick is hard already.


I can’t stop the moan that slips from me.


I’m silently thanking Ari for buying me a bridesmaid dress with a thigh split. I owe her big time.


I dig my heel into his firm ass cheek, bringing his cock even closer to me. The rough noise he makes in his throat sends a bolt of lust shooting through me, making my stomach clench. He starts to kiss me harder, like a man starved, threading his fingers into my hair, angling my head right where he wants it.


I’ve never been kissed like this before. So raw and deep and thorough. He’s consuming me whole with this one kiss, and I want him to. I really fucking want him to.


The elevator pings its arrival at my floor. His mouth breaks away from mine. His eyes cut past me, and I turn my head to see the hall beyond the elevator doors empty.


I turn my eyes back to Kaden. His pupils are so dilated that there’s more black than brown at this point, and his hair is tousled from my fingers in it.


“You’ve had two glasses of champagne since you were with me, Beautiful. How many before that?” His voice is low and raspy and so very fucking sexy.


Beautiful. The term makes me internally squeal like a teenage girl.


“If you’re asking if I’m drunk, then no. I know exactly what I’m doing. And what I want to be doing is you.”


“Fuck, you can’t say shit like that to me.”


I move my mouth closer to his. I feel his hot breath caress my lips.


“I want you,” I whisper. “I guess the only question is . . . do you want me?”


My breathing, heart, and emotions all halt as I wait for his response.


If he stops this, I think I’ll die on the spot. Dramatic, I know, but it doesn’t make it any less true.


“That’s never been in question.”


My breathing, heart, and emotions all restart, utter exhilaration soaring through me.


Kaden grips hold of my thighs and hauls me up his big body, lifting me. I emit a squeak of surprise as I wrap my legs around his waist.


“Shoes!” I tell him as he starts to move.


They might have been killer heels, but no self-respecting woman leaves behind a gorgeous pair of shoes.


He leans forward, lowering me backward, and I retrieve my heels off the floor.


Straightening up, he strides out of the elevator with me. “Room?” he asks gruffly.


“Four-seven-oh-five.”


I can barely contain my shivers as he carries me down the hall to my room. I honestly don’t even care if anyone sees him carrying me like this—well, except for any of my brothers, but I know none of them are on this floor.


He stops at my door. “Where’s your room key?”


I know it’s just registering in his head that I don’t have a purse with me. I didn’t want the hassle of carrying a purse around during the wedding, but obviously, I needed my cell and room key, so I bought one of those garter purses.
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