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  "Eva, that dress was made for you," Cate, my best friend and roommate said as we stepped out of the cab and made our way into the converted warehouse.


  "Thanks, it's not too much?" We took the stairs up to the third floor rooftop deck overlooking Boston harbor.


  "Definitely not too much. It's perfect. I'm sort of jealous," Cate giggled. The dress was a bright white Carolina Herrera with peach and lavender Aztec accents down the center. It hit right at the knee and had a high neckline, which gave the dress a classy feel, but the fit was just snug enough to be sexy. My dark hair pulled back in a messy chignon, vintage chandelier earrings and a pair of nude Louboutin pumps completed the look. 


  We stepped onto the enclosed rooftop with floor to ceiling windows overlooking the water. Cate was a Boston-based fashion designer with a popular boutique on Newbury Street, so she had gotten us the exclusive invite to celebrate the opening of a new store on her block. 


  Cate swiped two glasses of champagne from a waiter that was passing by and our eyes scanned the room accessing the crowd. I'd just taken my first sip of champagne when I noticed a guy across the room who seemed to command the attention of everyone around him. He had a statuesque model on his arm with long, blonde hair and eyes that I'm sure could shoot daggers. She had a protective hand on his forearm while he seemed to be ignoring her. 


  "Carter Morgan, 28-year-old sexy CEO, named youngest billionaire by Forbes, and a diehard modelizer," Cate scoffed.


  "Modelizer?" I laughed.


  "He only dates models. That's Nikki Vilanova with him, model du jour,” Cate rolled her eyes. “She's always hanging on his arm." 


    I took another sip of my champagne and pondered him thoughtfully. 


  He had a defined jaw line and fine features with a hint of a five o’clock shadow. His hair was the color of toffee and tousled in that just-had-sex sort of way. He was without a doubt sexy, but when he turned his head and his eyes met mine, the air left my lungs. He had striking steel blue eyes that peered through dark eyelashes. His eyes had an air of danger that made him irresistible. After a few beats one thick eyebrow arched perfectly at me as if in question. With that I turned back to Cate and drank the rest of my champagne in one drink, pretending that Carter Morgan hadn't just swept the air from my lungs. 


  



  The night was winding down as I stood by the windows overlooking the harbor. Cate was off knocking elbows and networking with other people in the industry, and I was waiting for her to find her way back to me so we could head home. I'd only been in town a few days and had been killing myself trying to get unpacked. Staying out late on a Monday night didn't sound like a great way to start a busy week.


  "Great view," a deep voice murmured next to me. I jumped in shock and some champagne splashed over the side of my glass and landed on the stranger's gray herringbone suit. My eyes followed the lapel up to that ruggedly handsome face I had locked eyes with earlier. 


  "Oh my God, I am so sorry," I put my glass down on the floor and fumbled with the clutch I had brought looking for a tissue to clean the mess. Carter Morgan looked down at his jacket and irritation  flashed across his face before he put his hand on my arm. 


  "It's alright," Carter's gaze met mine. 


  "I’m sorry, I'll pay to have it cleaned. If you send the bill to me. Here…" I bent to fumble in my clutch for something to write on. Carter Morgan had me flustered, and mortified, and rambling. 


  "I’ve got it. Really," he squeezed my arm and his eyes flashed with an intensity I'd never seen before. My heart quickened and my palms tingled. He looked down and back up again, as if to inspect me with a critical eye.


  "Carter Morgan," he held out his hand. 


  "Evangeline Austin," I took his hand in mine. He held it tightly, for a few extra beats than necessary, while his eyes seemed to penetrate to my soul. The air crackled with energy between us and I wondered if he felt it too. I didn't want to let go of his hand. I wanted to run my fingers through his perfectly tousled hair. I wanted to place my other hand along the sharp angle of his jaw and feel the stubble beneath my fingertips. 


  "Hey Eva, are you ready? Everyone who's anyone has come and gone," Cate bounced up to me and then froze in her tracks when she spotted Carter and my hands locked. "Uh… hi, I'm Cate Evans," she stretched her hand out to Carter. His eyes flicked away from mine and he nodded in her direction. 


  "Well Evangeline, despite that fact that you may have ruined my favorite suit, I hope to see you again," Carter flashed me a half smile. “Ms. Evans," he nodded at Cate and then he dropped my hand and with that Carter Morgan was gone. I was left standing dumbstruck, my heart pounding furiously in my chest. 


  "Well, that was intense," Cate turned to follow him with her eyes. 


  "Yeah," the breath I was holding whooshed out of my chest. I felt part relief that he was gone and I could breathe again, and a yearning for him to return and live inside the sparks of energy that bounced between us. 


  "So what did he say?" Cate looked at me. 


  "Nothing," I frowned, trying to discern what had just happened.


  "Nothing?" Cate raised an eyebrow at me as if I were withholding information. 


  "Really, nothing. His name. He said that it was a great view. Really, nothing," my eyes shifted to the path he'd taken in retreat. 


  "Well, he is something isn't he?" Cate said wistfully. 


  "That he is," I shook off the intense energy he seemed to leave behind. "Ready?" I looped my arm in Cate's and we headed for the door and the cool New England night beyond. 


  



  Two


  



  The next morning I walked to the the local café around the corner from our South End apartment. Cate worked as a fashion designer and was impossibly loud when she was in the midst of one of her creative phases. George Michael bouncing off the walls of our apartment wasn't something I was necessarily opposed to, just when I was trying to get work done.


  I'd only been able to justify taking a week off to move from Amherst where Cate and I had attended UMASS together, so while I was mostly unpacked, I was not settled. Nonetheless my bank account was straining under a tight budget, so I needed to commit some hours today to working. I was good at writing and had a love for fashion, so I counted myself lucky to be working as an editor for a popular fashion website.


  I spotted a quiet table in the corner of the busy coffee shop and bee-lined to drop off my bag before ordering my customary large vanilla soy latte. I was so intent on getting to my little corner of secluded coffee shop heaven that I wasn't paying attention and knocked shoulders with another java patron.


  "Eva! How are you?" Cate's brother Sawyer wrapped me in an awkward, one-armed hug.


  "Hey! I’m good. Had to escape the apartment; Cate's in a creative mood." He gave me a knowing smile. "Are you coming or going? Join me."


  "Sure," Sawyer put down his messenger bag. "Large vanilla soy latte, right?" I nodded with a smile. Sawyer and I had dated through high school and into college. Cate was my best friend growing up in upstate New York and it wasn't until we turned 16 that I noticed Sawyer as something other than Cate's little brother. He was only a year behind us, so he fit in well with our crowd. We were inseparable until Cate and I went to UMASS for college. Sawyer and I tried to make a long distance relationship work, but it became too stressful, and as it turned out, Sawyer had trust issues. I broke it off before I'd even made it through my freshman year. The following year I suspected Sawyer followed us to UMASS to try to rekindle our relationship, but it never worked. Now we were all graduated and living in Boston. Things were still marginally awkward between Sawyer and I, but for Cate's sake we managed to remain friendly.


  



  Sawyer returned a few minutes later with two steaming cups of coffee. "Mm…thank you so much," I felt the warmth between my hands and inhaled the hot steam.


  "Back to work? Is Cate driving you nuts?" I chuckled because he wasn't all wrong. Cate was my best friend, but that didn't mean her constant exuberance couldn't get under my skin.


  "Cate isn't driving me too insane. We went to a fashion thing last night on the waterfront."


  "Ah, fancy. She drags me along now and again. Open bar is always the one redeeming quality."


  "I imagine," I laughed.


  "We should go out this weekend. Boston has some great clubs," Sawyer gushed.


  "I still have so much to do, and now that I'm back to work…" I gestured to my laptop still in the bag.


  "All work and no play, Eva," Sawyer mock-scolded. "I'll tell Cate, she'll be all about it."


  "I'm sure she will," I giggled.


  "Ok, this weekend. You, me and Cate are hitting the town," Sawyer stood and leaned over to kiss me on the cheek.


  "Bye, Sawyer," I gave him a quick squeeze before he turned and left the crowded coffee shop.


  I pulled my laptop out of my bag and booted it up, prepared to stake out for a few hours and get work done. New York Fashion Week had just wrapped up and the fashion world was abuzz analyzing all of the new trends for the coming Spring.


  "Was that your boyfriend?" I startled and knocked my coffee over, spilling the hot latte across the table. My eyes darted up as my mind recognized the familiar voice.


  "You seem to make a habit of startling people," I grumbled as my eyes glanced to the handsome face of Carter Morgan standing over me.


  "Perhaps it's less a case of me startling you as it is of you making a habit of being unaware of your surroundings," he gave me a cocky half grin. I scrambled to wipe up the mess of coffee on the table and gather my thoughts.


  "I doubt that, Mr. Morgan. Can I help you with something?" I held his steely gaze.


  "You looked awfully intimate, Evangeline. Was he your boyfriend?"


  "Not that it's any of your business, but no he's not. We're friends," I busied myself at my laptop.


  "Didn't you just move here? You seem to make friends quickly," Carter still stood over the table with an accusatory stance. How did he know I'd just moved here? I certainly didn't tell him that during our very brief meeting the night before.


  "We grew up together," I looked up at him suspiciously. Was Carter Morgan someone I should be weary of? He was certainly acting odd for only having met twice now. "Is there something I can do for you, Mr. Morgan?" I folded my arms and locked my jaw.


  His eyebrows shot up and the corner of his mouth twitched into a small grin. "Well, now that I’m responsible for spilling your coffee, can I get you another?" I stared into his cool blue eyes for a moment. What was his angle? Was Carter Morgan someone I needed to be afraid of? Was he some sexy, crazy, stalker in his free time?


  "I’ll get it, thanks," I began to dig through my bag for my wallet.


  "I’ve got it, Evangeline. Soy vanilla latte, right?" Carter turned on his heel and headed for the counter.


  My mind rushed with the possibility. Carter Morgan was gorgeous, but something about him made me uneasy. He looked at me with eyes that were almost possessive. My mind was still reeling when Carter sauntered back with a cup of coffee in his hand. He sat in the chair opposite me and regarded me thoughtfully.


  "Thanks..." my voice trailed off. "How did you know that I just moved here? And that I drink soy vanilla lattes? Should I be worried that you’re a crazed, psycho stalker out to get me?" I smiled at him.


  Carter gave a deep chuckle. "I do my research Evangeline. I know you're from Upstate. 26 years old. Graduated from UMASS with a BA in Journalism. Your roommate’s a fashion designer, you're a fashion editor, and your coffee order was written on your cup,” a grin spread across his face.


  "Do you always so thoroughly research the people you come into contact with, Mr. Morgan?" 


  "Only if it serves my interest in some way," his gaze was steady upon me. Again there was that crackling between us as his eyes burned into mine.


  "Well, I’m not sure why I would be of any interest you. So I guess your research was in vain," I refused to let him intimidate me. He may be a sexy, CEO billionaire with enthralling ice blue eyes and an alluringly dark aura about him, but I didn't have time for games, in life or love.


  "On the contrary Miss Austin, you are of great interest to me." I quirked one eyebrow at him, my heart thumping in my chest. His words felt like they had more meaning than he let on. "I’m a capitalist Evangeline. I own a few boutiques on Newbury, so the fact that you are an editor for a major website could come in handy."


  "Oh," a small piece of me was disappointed, although I was uncomfortable even admitting it to myself.


  "Until we meet again, Miss Austin," Carter took my hand in his softly and stared into my eyes as he placed a kiss on my knuckles. My heart jumped up into the back of my throat, preventing me from saying anything. And with that the enigmatic Carter Morgan turned and sauntered out of the coffee shop.


  



  Three


  



  Friday morning Cate and I sat sipping coffee at our kitchen island before starting a busy day. I was off to meet with a local accessories designer to talk about the new trends that came out of fashion week, and Cate was gearing up for another day of designing.


  "Sawyer said he saw you at the coffee shop the other day. I think he's still got it for you," I shook my head at her. "So we should all go out tonight. We haven't had a night out since you got to town. We should go to The Roxy."


  I didn't answer her and took another long draw from my coffee.


  "That's it, we're going. I’ll call Sawyer and have him meet us."


  Just as Cate picked up her phone, a loud knock echoed through the apartment. Cate hopped up and headed for the door. I continued to sip my coffee and thought about the questions I had for my interview today.


  "Eva," Cate's voice rang out like a bell. "For you," she glided into the kitchen. She carried a white vase overflowing with dark purple calla lillies. The contrast of the two colors was stunning.


  "Who are they from?" Cate's excitement was palpable.


  "I don't know..." my voice trailed off as I touched a delicate petal with my fingertips.


  "Eva, look," Cate pulled out a small blue box that was nestled amongst the petals. My eyes widened. The perfect eggshell blue was contrasted with the words Tiffany & Co emblazoned across the top. I slowly opened the box with tentative fingers. Nestled amongst the Tiffany blue padding was a delicate diamond cocktail watch with a square face surrounded in pave diamonds. The strap was in the style of a bracelet with fine diamonds, easily totaling 2 carats or more. A small note was nestled amongst the soft fabric.


  



  This reminded me of you. Carter


  



  I sat in stunned silence, the wheels in my brain frozen in shock.


  "Eva! Who is it from?"


  "Carter Morgan," my eyes were riveted on the elegant watch. The way the natural light caught the diamonds and sent technicolor shades gleaming in every direction was mesmerizing.


  "Let me see," Cate snatched the box from my hands. "Eva," Cate said my name in a whisper. "Do you know how much this must have cost? It's vintage. Probably the 40s. Tiffany was known for their art deco cocktail watches," she looked at me out of the corner of her eye. "Did something happen that you’re not telling me about? Did more happen in the coffee shop that day? Did you have a bathroom tryst with Carter Morgan?" Cate's eyes widened.


  "Cate! No! I can't believe you just said that!" I could always count on Cate for her inappropriate comments.


  "Well, you must have made some sort of impression for him to send this," Cate began to take the watch out of the box.


  "Don't take it out!" I scrambled to get the box out of her hands. "I’m not keeping it."


  "What? Are you kidding?"


  "I can't keep it, Cate, I don't even know why he sent it. And I’m not keeping a gift like this from a man I’ve met exactly twice," I stroked the diamonds of the watch lovingly, realizing this would probably be the only time I held a vintage Tiffany anything in my hands.


  "Yea, I guess not," Cate had the same dejected look in her eyes. "It is beautiful though." I closed the lid of the box and set it on the kitchen counter next to the lilies.


  



  Later that evening Cate and I were getting ready for our night out at The Roxy. The club was now officially called Royale and had undergone an ultra-modern makeover, but most still called it by its former name. My thoughts had been consumed with Carter's gift all day. I had a feeling he wouldn't take my returning it very well.


  I was just running a brush through my long, dark hair when Cate stepped up behind me. "I've got the perfect dress for you," she pushed an obscenely short silver dress into my hands.


  "I don't think so. I’ll be pulling it down all night for fear of showing the goods to everyone in the room!"


  "That's the point, Eva! If you want to get noticed, you've got to be a little more daring."


  "Who says I want to get noticed?" I mumbled. Cate only smiled and shoved the dress into my arms. I pulled the slinky dress over my head and shimmied it down over my hips. I looked in the mirror with a sense of uncertainty.


  "Oh, Eva… it's perfect," Cate pulled the hair back off of my shoulders to highlight the embellished halter straps. There was a sexy keyhole outlined in sequins at the bodice, making it impossible for me to wear a bra. The crinkled satin and chiffon hugged my curves and ended at mid-thigh. I turned to find the back was open. I smoothed my hands over the soft fabric and sighed. It was perfect. I still feared that I would be pulling the dress down all night, but to wear something so beautiful would be worth it.


  "OK. I’ll wear it."


  "Yay," Cate clapped her hands together. "Now to tackle that mess of hair on your head."


  "What? What's wrong with my hair? I always wear it straight," I whined.


  "Exactly, which is why we're going to give you some soft waves tonight." I sighed and slumped down into the chair in front of the vanity as Cate ran for her curling iron.


  "I draw the line at lipstick. I’m not wearing it, Cate," I glared at her in the mirror once she'd returned.


  "Lip gloss. At least lip gloss," Cate bargained.


  "Fine," I smiled at her reflection.


  



  Two hours later we'd just settled into a corner at the club. It was a swank space that walked the line between modern lounge and nightclub. The dance floor was large and packed with bodies, but there were small nooks with oversized chairs and couches tucked around the room. Sawyer had met us outside and we'd just ordered drinks.


  "Let's dance, Eva," Cate attempted to haul me out on the floor by my elbow.


  "Oh, no. I need a few drinks first." As if on cue the waitress arrived.


  "Drinks are on the house tonight," she said with a smile.


  "Really?" Sawyer's eyes brightened immediately


  "According to who?" Cate looked at the waitress.


  "Boss's orders," she shrugged. Vodka cranberry for Cate and I, and a draft beer for Sawyer. Cate introduced me to the vodka cranberry a few years ago and I quickly learned that they went down like juice and left me with a treacherous hangover the next morning, and sometimes with some blank spots in my memory of the night before.


  "So what are you going to do about the watch?" Cate took a sip of her drink.


  "I’m giving it back. I doubt he'll like it, but I’m not keeping it."


  "Tell him I’ll keep it!" Cate giggled.


  "What watch?" Sawyer narrowed his eyes. Cate jumped at the chance to fill him in on the gift that had arrived for me earlier this morning.


  "I took the liberty of doing a little research on your behalf," Cate looked back at me. "It's worth a lot, Eva. Like, $12,000 conservatively." I choked on my vodka cranberry and my insides burned as the beverage sloshed around in my system. 


  "$12,000?" Sawyer coughed.


  "No, he wouldn't spend that much. No way," I shook my head.


  "Yes, way. He's a billionaire, Eva. 12 grand isn't even a drop in the bucket for him. It does however raise the question of the meaning behind it. Still no ideas?"


  "No," I shook my head, still confused by Carter Morgan and his extravagant gift.


  



  After a few drinks it felt like my bloodstream was humming to life and Cate dragged me off the couch to dance. The dance floor was crowded and sweaty bodies were gyrating against each other from corner to corner. The thumping beats vibrated deep within my body and my hips moved along with the music. Sawyer wrapped his arms around my waist and pressed his body flush with mine.


  "You look beautiful tonight, Eva," he nuzzled into my ear. My cheeks flushed and I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled his spicy cologne. Just as the deejay was transitioning into the next song, a deep voice was at my shoulder demanding the next dance. My head jolted up in surprise to find Carter Morgan and his steely blue eyes boring a hole into me. Suddenly the drinks on the house made sense.


  Sawyer raised an eyebrow at me and I nodded my head as Carter stepped in and wrapped his arms around my waist. He was dressed in a navy suit and looked impossibly sexy surrounded by guys in jeans and button down shirts. Carter's arms felt like hard steel that held my body tight to his and had my blood humming with energy. The air between us sparked and it felt like we were drawn to each other by pure sexual tension.


  "I thought you were just friends, Evangeline. That guy had his hands all over you," Carter's deep voice resonated in my ear.


  "We were dancing," I looked up into his eyes as his left hand skimmed up my hips and torso to land on the back of my neck. His fingers were tangled in my hair and it felt so possessive and intimate. He was driving me wild. Because the vodka cranberry had lowered my inhibitions, I pressed my body impossibly tighter to his and did what I had been dreaming of doing all week. I snaked one hand to the back of his neck and tangled it in his almost too long locks, and brought the other up to the scruff along his jaw. I ran my fingertips delicately along the sharp angle and then used my fingernails to scratch along his perpetual five o'clock shadow. He groaned in my ear and I felt his other hand leave the hollow of my waist and makes its way slowly over my bottom to my thigh. His fingers reached the hem of my dress and played just underneath it enticingly. My heart began to pound and my breathing became heavy. I had never been so turned on with just a few small touches. Carter Morgan’s fingertips shot fire into my body and his eyes clouded over with a dark lust that left me trembling.


  We danced through the song as other bodies jostled against us, but it was as if we were in our own bubble. One arm wrapped around me and his fingertips sliding ever so slowly up my thigh, inching my dress up. I couldn't have been more surrounded by Carter in sight, scent and touch. His hands all over me, his body covering mine, his intoxicating fresh water scent surrounding me. Just as the song was ending Carter's fingertips crept to the inside of my thigh, dangerously close to places I ached for him to touch.


  "Let's go," his throaty voice whispered in my ear as he grabbed my hand and began to pull me off the dance floor.


  "I can't," I protested, but he continued to drag me between the bodies towards the door. "Carter, I can't leave. I came with Cate, I can't just leave her here." Carter finally turned and cocked his head to one side. A dangerous look passed through his eyes that made something deep within my stomach flutter.


  "Fine, but this isn't over, Evangeline," his eyes clouded over with lust.


  We weaved our way through the people and it was only then that I realized that he was still hanging onto my hand. I looked down at our fingers intertwined and my heart skipped a few beats. What was this? What was he doing to me? We reached the far corner of the club and saw Cate and Sawyer laughing around a fresh round of drinks. Carter's jaw tightened as he and Sawyer locked eyes. He tightened his grip on my hand before dropping it. I sat down on the couch next to Cate, and Carter sat down beside me.


  "We ordered you another drink, Eva," Cate informed me with a glance at Carter. Just as I was reaching for my vodka cranberry Carter slid it out of my reach.


  "I think Evangeline has had enough to drink tonight." My head whipped around to him. Carter ignored me and motioned a waitress over."Water, please."


  "I’ll decide when I’ve had enough to drink, thank you." I reached for my drink again.


  "Evangeline," Carter's eyes flashed with anger as he pushed my drink away further. I narrowed my eyes at him, my independent streak, no doubt powered by the alcohol in my system, flared to the surface.


  "Actually, I'm not done," I reached for my drink and took a long sip as I locked eyes with him.


  "You're being immature, Evangeline." I continued to stare at him as I finished off the rest of my drink. Just then the waitress returned with the water. "Another, please." I sat my glass down on the table in front of me.


  "No, Miss Austin has reached her limit," Carter dismissed the waitress.


  I gritted my teeth in anger. "What are you doing?" I glared at him.


  "We're not doing this here," Carter grabbed my elbow and hauled me off of the couch. I yanked my elbow from his grip.


  "You’re right, we need to talk. In private," I turned to glance back at Cate. "I’ll be fine." She nodded and Carter guided me to the exit with a firm grip on my hip.


  "What's your deal, Carter?"


  "To what are you referring?" Carter's eyes flashed in amusement.


  "Buying drinks for us, telling me when I've had enough, and the watch!"


  "Glad to hear you got it," Carter's hand tightened on my hip as he guided me down the sidewalk.


  "I got it, alright. Does your girlfriend know you go around giving random girls expensive watches?" I planted my feet, forcing Carter to stop and talk to me face to face.


  "Girlfriend?" Carter crossed his arms.


  "The girl you were with at the party. I can't imagine she would take too well to the idea of you gifting jewelry to other women. Where is she at tonight? Does she know you're here?"


  "Nikki and I aren't dating," the corner of Carter's mouth lifted in a small smirk.


  "Well, I'm still not keeping the watch," I turned on my heel to leave.


  "You don't like it?" Carter's eyes flashed hurt for a moment.


  "It's not that," my voice softened. "It's beautiful Carter. Stunning. But why did you send it?"


  "It reminded me of you. Delicate, beautiful, bright," his hand came up to rest on my cheek. My head swirled just as much from the alcohol in my system as from his words. I placed my hand at my forehead to shield my eyes from him for a moment, as if I couldn't see him, I could think clearly. Apparently he took the gesture to mean I was feeling sick.


  "I knew you'd had enough to drink. You should have listened to me, Eva," Carter placed his hand on my arm to help support me.


  "No, it's not that. I’m fine. I’m just confused, Carter." I searched his eyes for a moment. "The watch is too expensive. It's beautiful, but I can't keep it. I won't." His hand tightened on my arm.


  "Well, I’m not taking it back," he said bluntly. I let out a sigh. For every ounce of sex he exuded, he was just as maddening. I didn't know whether I wanted to be in his presence as much as possible, or if I should run away and save myself the headache.


  "Fine," I jerked my arm out of his reach and began stomping off down the sidewalk.


  "Where are you going?" Carter caught up to me in a few quick strides.


  "Home," I walked with single-minded focus.


  "You can't walk from here. It's dangerous."


  "Of course I can, and I am." The emotional whirlwind he'd had me in all week had me reeling and I was on the verge of a breakdown. If Carter Morgan didn't leave me alone I couldn't be held accountable for my actions. His grip tightened on my arm.


  "Leave me alone, Carter."


  "You're not walking," he ground threw clenched teeth.


  "I am," my eyes flashed angry. He dragged me tight to his body and pressed his lips roughly to mine. Both of my hands went to the nape of his neck and ran through his silky hair. I wanted to be tighter, closer, every part of my body making contact with his. I nipped at his bottom lip and a deep rumble escaped from his throat. He held me tight to him and walked us both backwards until my body was trapped between him and the brick wall of the building. His body hovered over mine as his hand traveled up my thigh and underneath my dress.


  "I’ve wanted you all night, Evangeline. I couldn't keep my eyes off of you, and when you were dancing with that guy," his other hand moved from my waist down to my bottom and squeezed. I nodded, my breath coming out in heavy pants.


  "Me too. I’ve wanted you too," I pulled his head to me and pressed my lips to his. His tongue danced with mine and I tasted his slightly minty taste. He broke our kiss and his teeth found my earlobe as he nibbled and then groaned when my hips thrust into his thighs, seeking friction. He hitched my leg up around his hip and slid his hand higher up my thigh, so close to where my body was aching for him.


  "You smell so good, Evangeline," he said in a throaty whisper. "I can't help but wonder how you taste." Carter's hand slid higher and his fingertips found the edge of my panties. My breaths were ragged and my heart was pounding in my ears. I was lost to my desire for him. He could take me right here in an alleyway off of Tremont Street if he wanted to. He could do anything, I was at his mercy. Thankfully, we were just outside the glow of the streetlamp, but people were moving up and down the sidewalk just a few yards away. I groaned as Carter continued to flirt with the edge of my panties. Then he dropped to his knees and ran his hand slowly up my leg, from ankle to knee, and then slowly up my thigh, lifting my dress as he went. He hitched my leg over his shoulder and ran his nose slowly from my knee, higher and higher, until he reached the apex of my thighs. He ghosted his nose over the black lace of my panties and inhaled deeply.


  "So sweet, Evangeline," he slipped his finger just inside my panties. "And so ready." My hips bucked at his unexpected contact.


  "But not here, Evangeline. I won't take you on the sidewalk." A small whimper escaped my throat as he stood up and pulled my dress down over my thighs. My blood was humming through my veins as I tried to recover from his full assault on my body. I ran my hand through my hair. Carter pulled out his cell phone and instructed someone to pick us up. A minute later a black Bentley pulled up to the curb. Carter opened the back door and placed his hand on my back to help me in. I slid across the seat and straightened my dress. Carter sat down next to me and barked my address to the driver before pushing a button to raise the privacy glass.


  "How do you know where I live?" My eyes shot to his.


  "Research, Evangeline," one corner of his mouth lifted in a smile. More research. He was thorough, if not a bit on the stalker side. My head was still swirling with a combination of alcohol and the beautiful man sitting next to me who'd just had his head between my thighs. I crossed my legs to relieve some of the tension he had created. Carter noticed my movement and he smirked knowingly.


  "Problem, Evangeline?"


  "No," I lifted my head high. I would not fall at the mercy of Carter Morgan again. He was playing me, and I wasn't willing to be played. His hand reached across the seat to land on mine gently. I glanced at him and a mischievous gleam flashed across his eyes. We weren’t doing this anymore. He wasn't going to continue to leave me in a whirlwind of emotion. I jerked my hand away and twisted my fingers together in my lap. The lights of the city blurred by out the windows and groups of people were laughing and walking out of clubs. This man drove me insane; he was both infuriating and alluring all in the same breath. The car pulled up to the curb outside of my building. I hesitated for a moment thinking about what to say.


  "Until we meet again, Evangeline." Those words again, he'd said them to me that morning at the coffee shop. I turned to him for a moment, my eyes traveling from the fabric of his suit hugging his thighs up to the scruff on his jaw and then into the icy gaze that was regarding me thoughtfully. I blinked once, as if to erase the image of Carter Morgan from my mind and then turned, opened the door, and stepped out into the night.


  



  Four


  



  "Coffee..." Cate stretched her arms above her head the next morning.


  "Ready and waiting," I glanced at the coffee maker.


  "And how was your night, Evangeline?" Cate's eyes gleamed with excitement. I glared at her for mocking Carter's use of my full name. She arched an eyebrow at me.


  "We walked a few blocks, exchanged some words, then he took me home."


  "That's all?" Cate scrunched her nose in disappointment.


  "There may have also been a kiss… or two," I took another sip of my french roast.


  "Eva!" Cate shrieked.


  "Cate, my ears!"


  "Tell me! Was it amazing? He has lips made for kissing," a dreamy look clouded her eyes.


  "It was mind blowing," I sighed.


  "I knew it! Did you sleep with him?" Cate leaned closer, eyes wide.


  "No."


  "Why not? I would have. That man is sex on legs," she took a sip of her coffee.


  I laughed at her, "Yes he is, and dangerous."


  "Why dangerous?" Cate frowned.


  "He leaves me in a tailspin. I don't know if I'm coming or going with him. I swear he is the most frustrating, demanding, obstinate, alluring and sexy man that's ever walked the planet." Cate nodded in sympathy. Just then the doorbell rang. Cate's eyes shot up.


  "I’ll get it," I slid off the bar stool and headed for the door. Standing on the other side was a man holding a black garment bag.


  "For you, Miss Austin, from Mr. Morgan," I frowned. He placed the bag in my arms, nodded his head and walked away. I closed the door with my foot and walked back into the kitchen, tossing the garment bag on the kitchen island where Cate was sitting.


  "Again?" Cate set her cup down and reached for the bag. I shrugged and waited for her to open it. She unzipped the bag and a beautiful black gown lay within. Cate gently pulled it from the garment bag and gasped as she held the dress up.


  "Eva…" Cate's eyes danced over the dress taking it in. It was a black gown with a delicate lace overlay, cap sleeves and a scalloped neckline. The gown was slim through the waist and then gently flared out into a pool of fabric on the floor. I approached the dress and my fingertips gently traced the lacy neckline.


  "It's Marchesa. This dress just walked the runway last week," the air whooshed from my lungs.


  "Here, there's a note," Cate passed a folded piece of paper to me. I opened it and found a note sprawled in Carter's slanted hand on his personal letterhead.


  



  
    Evangeline,
It would be a great pleasure if you would accompany me to the Boston Children's Fund Charity Ball tonight. Be ready at 7.
  


  
    Carter

  


  



  "He wants me to go to a ball with him tonight," I looked at Cate.


  "Eva!" Cate saw the worry in my eyes and gave me a tight hug. "I’ll help you get ready. You'll be stunning." I sat down on the bar stool and laid my head on the island.


  "I don't fit in his world, Cate."


  "You will be great, Eva. You are smart and beautiful, and Carter obviously thinks you will be perfect," Cate rubbed my back. "Now come on, let's do a spa day to get you all polished and glossy for tonight," Cate bounded off into her bedroom to get ready.


  



  Cate and I had just returned from being waxed, plucked, and buffed within an ounce of our lives. Cate had given me a sexy smokey eye to go with the black lace gown and my hair was in soft waves down my back. She helped me into my dress and let me borrow a pair of black peep toe Louboutins for the night.


  Butterflies flitted around in my stomach as she held my hand and walked me to the floor length mirror in her room. "You look stunning, Eva. He won't be able to take his eyes off you," she smiled proudly.


  My eyes turned to the reflection in the mirror. The gown hugged my curves like a glove; my waist looked impossibly small, and just the slightest hint of cleavage peeked out from the scalloped lace neckline. The gown skimmed along my hips and then slowly floated away from my knees down to the floor.


  "Here. This is perfect," Cate softly pulled a section of my hair back and pinned it with a single sparkling black clip just behind my ear. "Do you love it?" Cate looked to me for approval.


  "Yes," I whispered. There just weren't words to describe the feeling of wearing such a beautiful dress. Just then there was a soft knock at the door. I glanced at Cate. It felt like the butterflies had jumped into my throat, making it hard to breathe.


  "Hey, you're going to be great," Cate hugged me. "Now go meet your prince charming," she smacked me on the bottom as I hustled out of the room to get the door.


  "Evangeline," Carter stood at my door dressed in a black tux with a crisp white shirt and bow tie. It looked like he had tried to tame his hair but it was still wavy and sexy and just slightly too long. His steel blue eyes gleamed as they took me in from head to toe. "You look stunning."


  "Thank you," I whispered. "So do you," my eyes held his and I could feel the sparks coming to life between us.


  The corners of his mouth lifted up in a grin and he held his arm out for me. I gave one last glance back at Cate, who gave me a beaming smile, and then looped my arm in Carter's and headed off to my first ball.


  



  Five


  



  We stepped into the elevator and as the doors closed the sexual tension between us became nearly unbearable. My heart was thumping in my chest so loud I was sure Carter could hear it. I squeezed my hand on his arm reflexively and he turned to look at me. My gaze held his and I bit down hard on my bottom lip to focus on something other than the butterflies that were threatening to choke me. Fire flashed in Carter's eyes and he reached his hand up to pull my lip out of my teeth with the pad of his thumb. My tongue darted out to lick my lips and briefly caught his finger. His eyes widened and my breathing hitched as a dangerous lust clouded his steely gaze. Just then the elevator doors breezed open and Carter pulled his hand away to escort me out of the elevator. He placed his hand on the small of my back to steady me as I stepped into the limo, then followed behind me. After we'd pulled away from the curb Carter's eyes met mine.


  "You really do look good enough to eat, Evangeline. Drink?" He passed a glass of champagne to me. I took the glass with shaky fingers and sipped.


  "You don't have to be nervous. I won't leave you tonight," he looked me straight in the eye, as if that would help to calm my nerves. I just nodded.


  "Part of me wants to whisk you back to my place so no one else can see you in that dress. For my eyes only," he traced his fingers along my thigh. I blushed as his eyes watched me.


  "Are you going to speak tonight, Evangeline?"


  "Yes," I whispered. I finished my glass of champagne in one swallow and Carter raised his eyebrow before taking my glass.


  "Just in time. We're here," Carter finished his champagne and then guided me out of the car. He stepped out behind me and put his hand on my back, the tips of his fingers playing just under the hem. "I can't wait to get you out of this dress tonight," he whispered in my ear. My heart stopped and I felt my cheeks burn as we merged into the crowd ascending the steps into the ball.


  



  Carter was true to his word and held his arm around my waist all through drinks as he chatted with business associates and acquaintances. I felt awkward and out of place, but Carter's strong hand at my back kept me grounded and in the present, aware of the sexual energy buzzing between us. Dinner was announced and we made our way to a large room overlooking the river. We were seated in groups of eight, and Carter introduced me to everyone at the table. One woman, not much older than Carter, held my gaze and appraised me thoughtfully when he introduced me. She had shiny, long dark hair with almond-shaped eyes, and wore a sexy navy blue cocktail dress.


  "Evangeline, this is John Davis and Madeleine Snow." A small smile played on the woman's lips. I glanced at Carter to gauge his reaction to her, but he showed none. I nodded to each of them with a smile, and began fidgeting with my hands under the table. Carter noticed, and took his warm hand in mind, holding it in his lap. I sighed and willed my heart to stop thumping.


  Conversation at the table was lively throughout dinner and I smiled and nodded when appropriate. Carter hardly spoke to me, but he kept a firm grip on my hand. When I tried to pull away, he only held it tighter. By the time dessert had arrived I was bored and ready for the night to end. Clearly I had only been invited to be arm candy, Carter had hardly addressed me all tonight.


  "Problem, Evangeline?" Carter leaned over and whispered in my ear. My eyes darted to his with a look of irritation.


  "I think it's time for me to go," I tried to pull my hand from Carter's.


  "That's a shame, Evangeline," his eyes sparked dangerously as he slid my hand up his thigh and made contact with his very obvious arousal. "I’ve been quite excited to be by your side all night," his gaze bore into mine. My breathing hitched and tingles immediately surged through my body. I bit my lip and pulled my hand back into my lap. He placed his hand on my upper thigh and gently rubbed back and forth, creeping a little higher with each pass. Carter returned to the conversation at the table as if he weren't driving me wild beneath the tablecloth. I tried to adjust my lower body to deter Carter from continuing, but it seemed to only excite him as his fingertips ghosted higher up my thigh. He continued to rub back and forth where the top of my thigh met my torso. I couldn’t take another minute of his torture.


  "Excuse me," I stood and smiled at the table. Carter stood and grasped my hand. "I’m going to the restroom," I whispered to him. A dangerous look flashed in his eyes when I dropped his hand and stepped away. I made my way out of the dining room and headed for the double doors. I sucked a deep breath of fresh night air into my lungs and slumped against the brick wall. I had half a mind to call Cate and have her come and get me.


  "Having fun with Carter?" Madeleine Snow approached me with a cold smile on her face. "You know he's not someone that you build your dreams on.”


  "Thanks for the warning," my eyes gazed out into the cold Boston night.


  "Carter breaks hearts. Once you fuck him he'll drop you." I without a doubt should have called Cate to come get me. I wasn't interested in being Carter's arm candy, or allowing some vicious woman who thought she had a claim on him to sharpen her claws on me.


  "Trust me, Evangeline. Once he's gotten what he wants he moves on to the next," with that she turned on her heel and headed back in the doors. I took a deep breath and pulled out my phone to text Cate.


  "What's with the disappearing act?" Carter walked out of the doors of the building with a confident gate.


  "I needed air," I averted my eyes from his gaze.


  "Let's go," he put his arm around my hip and the air crackled with energy between us. "I made an appearance. And I can’t stop thinking about getting you out of that dress," he pressed his body to mine to show me just how aroused he was. My breathing hitched and my hand came up to the back of his neck. I inhaled his fresh, cool water scent and I think my body swayed with arousal. I was hopelessly drawn to him like a moth to a flame, it didn't matter what Madeleine said. I had a feeling I would get burned by Carter Morgan, but I didn't care. 


  He pressed his lips to mine and ran his tongue along my bottom lip. I opened my mouth and our tongues tangled together. How he could be so controlling and then so romantic from one minute to the next, I couldn't figure out. He slowly pulled away and rested his forehead on mine, his breathing was ragged and his eyes were hooded.


  "What are you doing to me, Evangeline?" He whispered softly and then traced my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. "Car, now," he pulled me away from the wall and walked me with quick steps to where the limo was waiting.


  "Home," Carter instructed his driver as we ducked into the limo. I scooted to the far side of the seat and Carter slid along next to me, slipping his hand behind my neck and turning my head to face him.


  "You are so beautiful," he gave me sweet kisses along the line of my neck and then skimmed my earlobe with his teeth. He worked his way along my jaw to my lips, driving me wild with lust. I arched my back into him and deepened the kiss. He growled deep in his throat and skimmed his hand up my torso to trace his fingertips along the edge of the dress, just above my breasts. He kneaded my sensitive flesh with a firm grip and my nipples hardened at his touch. My breathing became ragged and I pulled away, desperate to fill my lungs with air. He placed his other hand behind my back and reclined me against the seat allowing him better access to my body.


  "I want to rip this dress off of your body and make love to you right here," Carter tugged the neckline down, revealing more of my flesh, and flicked his tongue along the edge of the lace trim. My skin tingled with desire and my nerve endings heated instantly. My whole body buzzed with lust for him and I lifted my hips to seek friction against him. He used both hands to press my breasts up so the flesh overflowed from the top of the dress and then he used his teeth to softly bite and lick. He was driving me insane with need and I craved skin to skin contact with him.


  I pushed him back and off of me and he gave me a confused look. I smiled at him so he knew I had no intention of pushing him away tonight. This may turn out to be a one-night stand with Carter Morgan but I was all in. I couldn't turn away from him now, and I didn't want to. I pushed his back against the seat and hovered over him, kissing his lips, along his jaw, skimming his earlobe and then down his neck. His smell was intoxicating and his skin tasted slightly salty and masculine. My fingers reached his bow tie and pulled the knot apart. I undid the button of his collar and swirled my tongue in the hollow of his neck. He sucked in a deep breath when I worked my fingers down the lapels of his jacket to land on the button of his pants. He groaned when I undid the zipper. I was surprised to find that he wasn't wearing underwear.


  "Evangeline…" he whispered my name. I looked up into his eyes through my eyelashes and then traced my tongue up his hardened length. His whole body shuddered in pleasure. I traced the head of him with my tongue, before taking him into my mouth. His hips bucked in response and his hand twisted into my hair.


  "Your mouth feels so fucking good," he groaned with his eyes closed and his head resting on the back of the seat. I ran my fist along his length as I bobbed up and down, taking him fully into my mouth every few passes. Both of his hands tangled in my hair and tightened as his hips began to meet my mouth in rhythm; I could tell he was close. I took him to the back of my throat and tightened my lips as I pulled up and then I felt spurts of his salty flavor in my mouth. I continued a few more passes along his length softly as he rode out his orgasm and then popped off his length with a grin. Carter pulled me up his body and kissed me with fervor. He pressed his lips so hard to mine I thought they would bruise.


  "You blow my mind, Evangeline," he pulled away and gave me a crooked smile, his eyes hooded with a look of equal parts lust and something else. The limo pulled to a stop and Carter zipped and buttoned his pants just as the door was opening. His driver stood waiting for us to exit the car.


  "Will you come in?" Carter's hand touched my cheek with a smile. I nodded. He grabbed my hand and we stepped out onto the curb at a townhouse on Beacon Street.


  "Thanks, Parker," he nodded at his driver. He walked me up steep steps with his hand tight around mine. A light glowed through two limestone pillars illuminating the doorway. We stopped and he punched in a code before opening the door for us. We walked into a spacious entryway with dark marble floors and creamy white walls with elegant crown molding. 


  Carter turned and pushed me up against the door that had just closed behind us and slid his hand up the length of my thigh. His other hand snaked around my waist as he leaned in and kissed me delicately on the lips. My hands tangled in his hair and pulled. A rumble escaped his chest and his hand slid down to my bottom and squeezed tightly.


  "I love you in this dress, Evangeline, but it's much too restrictive for what I want to do to you," his eyes sparked with lust. He ran one hand slowly up my back, following the curve of my spine, and found the zipper at the top of the dress. He slid the zipper down slowly as my heart began to pound and I arched my back into him. He unzipped the dress and it loosened on my body without falling. One finger played with the lace above my breasts, before slowly tugging the fabric down to reveal my chest to him. My nipples hardened as the fabric grazed my over-sensitive skin. His eyes looked at me through dark lashes before he dove in, finding my nipple with his teeth and tugging firmly, before sucking it into his mouth. My body shuddered in pleasure and my hands held his head to my chest, urging him on. He planted one hand firmly on the door behind me and pinned me to it with the length of his body. I was panting with need, my body awash with sensitivity. My hands went to the lapels of his open jack and pushed it off of him, and then began working on the buttons of his dress shirt. I yanked the shirt out of his pants and threw it off of his shoulders. I undid the top bottom of his pants before his hands grabbed my wrists tightly, forcing me to stop. My eyes scanned his slim body, from the undone button at the top of his dark dress pants, to the distinct V shape of his pelvic muscle, up to the hard planes of his chest. My fingertips ached to run along his body. I moved my hands to touch him but he held my wrists tighter and shook his head.


  "No, Evangeline," he pulled my wrists above my head and locked them together with one hand. He attacked my neck with nibbles and licks, making his way to my lips and pressing deeply. Carter Morgan kissed me the most passionately I had ever been kissed in my life. This one man seemed to embody passion, from head to toe. He snaked his free hand to the top of my dress and pulled it down my body slowly. The fabric running over my oversensitive skin drove me to distraction and I arched my hips, seeking friction against him.


  "Not yet, Evangeline. I want to see you," his eyes burned into mine. He pulled the dress down over my hips until it finally dropped and pooled at my feet. I stood before him in my black lace boy shorts and a pair of black Louboutins with my hands pinned over my head by Carter Morgan. I’d never felt more exposed or turned on. My body writhed as a smile played across his lips. He fingered the lace waistband of my panties, threatening to pull them off of me.


  "Lace again, Evangeline?" Carter licked his lips, reminding me of our sexy escapade outside the club the night before.


  My heart thrummed in my chest, and his palm traveled around my hips to land on my bottom. His hand ran down my thigh of the same leg and hitched it up around his hip. He kissed me deeply, ending with a bite on my bottom lip before he released my wrists and placed his hand on my other thigh, bouncing me up onto his hips. He held me against the wall, and I ground my core into him as a means to relieve the tension throughout my body. My most sensitive places ached to be filled by him and if the tension wasn't relieved soon I thought I would combust.


  I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled the scent of his skin beneath his ear. I tugged on his hair hard to let him know that I was ready for him. He must have gotten the message because he held my bottom in both of his hands, backed me off of the wall, and walked with quick steps to the sweeping staircase.


  



  Six


  



  Carter held me wrapped around his body as he took the stairs two at a time. He opened a door and we entered the master suite that encompassed the entire top floor of the townhouse. The room was lit with a wash of moonlight from the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the public garden and the city beyond. I was sure the view would normally take my breath away if I wasn't wrapped around the hard body of Carter Morgan at the moment.


  "I'll fuck you against those windows Evangeline, but not tonight," he laid me back on the crisp white linens of his king bed and stood back to look at me. The dress pants hung low on his hips with the top button undone; he looked dangerously sexy bathed in the moonlight and all I could think about was his body pressed against mine.


  "Good enough to eat, Evangeline," his eyes grazed up and down my body.


  "I could say the same about you," my eyes met his. He gave me a lopsided grin as he picked up my foot and traced along it with his nose. He took one shoe off and dropped it to the floor. He set my foot back down onto the bed softly, and then removed my other shoe before crawling up the bed and over my body. His fingers caught the waistband of my panties.


  "I hope you aren't fond of these," Carter ripped the delicate lace off of my body and shoved them into the pocket of his pants. My heart skipped a few beats as he ran his nose up the side of my thigh, locking my legs into place with his strong hands. I writhed under his grip in anticipation of what he might do.


  "You smell intoxicating," he ghosted over my center before sliding his tongue between my thighs. I cried out in pleasure at finally feeling his touch where my body wanted it most.


  "Always so ready," Carter pulled away for a moment before running his tongue back up to the sensitive bundle of nerves. I cried out again and arched into him. My hands tangled in his hair and and tugged on the silky strands. He alternated sucking and nibbling before slowly pushing one finger inside me. Desire flooded through me as Carter continued to lick and bite before sliding another finger into me and pumping his hand. My body was beginning to tense and I was ready to explode underneath him, but I wanted to feel him inside me. I tried to pull him up to me, to signal him that I was ready for him.


  "Not yet, Evangeline. I want you to come first," Carter pumped deeper and sucked harder and I fell over the cliff as pleasure washed through my body. My fingers tightened my grip in his hair as my body tensed and then relaxed under him. My heart was pounding in my ears and my breathing came out in ragged pants.


  "You taste as sweet as I thought you would," Carter crawled up my body and then kissed me on the lips, forcing his tongue into my mouth to taste myself on him. The action was a surprising turn on, and it made my head dizzy with lust to taste myself and him mingled together. I held his head tightly to mine and kissed him with passion. Carter pulled away from me and I groaned.


  "Eager are we, Miss Austin?" Carter grinned as he backed off of the bed and unzipped his pants, letting them drop to the floor. My eyes flicked to his length as he stroked it a few times while watching me.


  "You've got me so hard, Eva," Carter's eyes blazed. He crawled over me on the bed and held my head tightly between his hands as he kissed me and ran the tip of his length between my legs. I wrapped both arms around his body, digging my nails into his back. My legs locked around his waist and pressed him harder into my center, urging him on.


  "Are you ready for me, Eva?" My eyes flickered up to his as he froze above me.


  "Yes," the air whooshed out of my lungs.


  "Say it," he ground his hips into me, teasing me.


  "I’m ready for you," I whispered and arched my back into him.


  "Ready for me to do what, Evangeline?" He continued to taunt me.


  "Ready for you to fuck me. Please fuck me, Carter," my fingernails dug into his back.


  Carter groaned above me. "I like to hear you beg, Evangeline," he attacked my mouth with his as he shoved into me in one quick motion. I gasped into his mouth at the sudden feeling of him inside me. My body quickly adjusted to him and he began to ease in and out. He kissed and nibbled along my neck and his hands stroked from my breasts to my hips. Then he leaned back and took my calf in his hand and held it up high over his shoulder as he began to slam into me. I cried out in pleasure as the new angle had him hitting a new and delicious spot.


  "You feel so fucking tight, Eva," Carter thrust in and out and I put my hands above my head to brace myself against the headboard.


  "You look so sexy laid out for me like this," Carter placed another hand on my breast and squeezed tightly. He was filling me to the hilt and I couldn't imagine that anything could ever feel better. Just then Carter's hand trailed down from my breast to my hypersensitive bundle of nerves and began to press and massage in circles.


  "Come for me, Eva," Carter continued to rock in and out of me. I locked eyes with him and my orgasm ripped through me, sending tingles down to my toes and a wash of pleasure to my head. Carter groaned and his jaw tightened and then I felt his body pulse. His strokes slowed and he collapsed on top of me panting. My fingers intertwined in his hair and my heart felt like it would thud out of my chest as Carter's head lay on top of it. His breathing slowed and he rolled to the side and curled around my body, locking me in his embrace as I heard his breathing deepen. My own lids grew heavy and I fell asleep almost instantly.


  



  I stretched my arms back like a cat and sighed deep before realization dawned on my foggy brain that I wasn't in my own bed. And that my girly parts were sore. I'd gone home with Carter last night, and here I was the morning after, inhaling the musky scent of our lovemaking on his sheets. Images of the limo ride here, me pinned against the wall, and him between my legs flashed through my mind. 


  I opened my eyes slowly and rolled over to find myself alone in his bed. The wrinkled white sheet was draped over my naked body and suddenly I felt only shame. Carter had crept out on me; did he regret last night? Should I get dressed and sneak out the door? I bit my lip and looked around the room for my clothes and then realized Carter had peeled me out of my dress in the foyer, and then ripped my panties off of me last night. I had nothing to wear except one great pair of shoes. 


  My eyes darted around the room for something to cover up with. What a walk of shame this would be. Carter's undershirt lay across the chair by the door and I swiped for it and made my way to his en suite bathroom. I did my business then stepped in front of the mirror to access the damage. I ran my fingers quickly through my hair to get out the tangles and then splashed my face with water in an attempt to look fresh. I pulled the shirt over my head and stretched it to cover my bottom as much as possible. I didn't know what I would face when I walked out of the bedroom door, but I had to make at least an attempt at dignity in the current situation. I blew the air out of my lungs, held my head high, and sauntered out of the bedroom and made my way down the stairs.


  Whiskey and Lace (Lace Series #2) 


  



  



  "Evangeline," Carter stood and closed the space between us in quick, confident strides. The energy sparked between us and my heart began to flutter in my chest. 


  "You look beautiful," he nuzzled into my neck as he slid my jacket off of my shoulders. "Good enough to eat," he trailed his tongue up the curve of my neck, skimming my ear with his teeth. My heart began to pound and my stomach clenched in arousal. He guided me to the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the river and the city streets. 


  "It's breathtaking," my breathing quickened as his hands skimmed up my torso. 


  "You're breathtaking," he lifted my shirt over my head. I stood looking out over the city in my jeans and bra as Carter's fingers trailed down the curve of my spine. He quickly unhooked the button of my jeans and he slid the denim over my hips. 


  "I love you in lace," Carter fingered the delicate fabric of my panties. I turned in his arms and began to loosen his tie and undo the buttons of his dress shirt. My eyes darted to his office door and I worried my bottom lip between my teeth.


  "Soundproof walls, Evangeline. You can scream as loud as you want," a sexy, lopsided smile played across his lips.


  



  



  Look for Whiskey and Lace, Book Two in the Lace Series in January 2013. 
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