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      My back arched off the mattress, every inch of my body on fire as Sawyer ran his fingers around each nipple before trailing down my stomach. His lips met my abdomen, and he traced my belly button with his tongue, sending chills through my body. He lowered himself down and gently spread my legs, placing a kiss on each inner thigh, gently biting each side before he moved to the inside of my knees. I could feel his rough hands gripping me, and I murmured something incoherent and bit the back of my hand as I lifted my ass off the mattress, practically begging him to place his mouth on me. He'd been at this for hours. Every part of my body was on fire, and I almost hit the ceiling when he finally sank his tongue into my soaked center. The instant his tongue ran over my clit, I let out a loud moan, arching my back even more than before. His hands left my ass, and I could feel his rough hands on both of my breasts. He pinched my nipples hard between his thumb and forefingers as he sucked my clit into his mouth, sending more shock waves through me.

      "That's it, baby. Lose yourself," he whispered breathlessly as he ran his tongue over me once again.

      My mind spun. The entire summer with him had been like this. I'd spent many nights in his bed and in his apartment, as he fulfilled every need in my body, needs I didn't even know I had at the age of twenty.

      "Do you want more?"

      "Yes," I cried as I held back my release.

      He grabbed my legs and placed them on his shoulders, and then sunk himself into me. He held on to my legs as he pumped into me with deep thrusts, pulling out just before I climaxed. He quickly flipped me onto my stomach and pulled me back onto my hands and knees and buried himself deeply into me, fucking me roughly as he held on to my hips and pumped hard into me.

      "Don't you come yet," he said, his jaw clenched, each word forced out with a breath.

      I closed my eyes and enjoyed every deep thrust he delivered, fighting my body's want for release when I felt him reach around and rub my clit, only heightening the need for release. He slowed each thrust to match the rhythm of his fingers. I buried my face into the pillow and bit my hand, doing my best to mute my moans.

      He trailed kisses over my back, and without warning, I felt myself tipping over the edge, my body trembling, my moans loud. Sawyer McKay was going to be the death of me.

      "That's it, baby," he moaned as he gripped my hips tight, and I felt his cock throb inside of me as he let go as well.

      I collapsed onto the mattress, my body unable to hold itself up any longer. I felt him get up off the bed, the light from the bathroom spilling into the darkened room. In a matter of minutes, I felt the mattress dip back down as he crawled back into the bed beside me. He gently scooped me into his arms and lay back against the messed pillows.

      He should have been against the law for me. I'd crushed on Sawyer for years, and I never dreamt in a million years that this would be happening. That we'd be laying in one another's arms, sweaty and out of breath. I closed my eyes and curled into his side, praying he wouldn't let me go because, deep down inside, I knew he had ruined me for any other man. Yet, I knew that good-bye was coming.

      "I'm going to miss this," I mumbled, breathing hard, wiping my eyes, and looking at him as he came into focus.

      "Summer isn't over just yet, baby," he whispered, placing a kiss on the side of my neck. "We have lots of time."

      I nodded, giggling as his scruff tickled me. He kissed my neck and moved to my ear before meeting my lips, kissing me gently.

      "Brie, I have a question for you."

      "What's that?"

      "You haven't by chance missed your pill, have you?" I looked over my shoulder at him, his face taking on a serious look.

      "No, why?" I asked frantically, searching my mind to see if I could remember looking at the packet this morning to see if I could recall if all the pills had been taken.

      "I don't want you to panic, but the condom broke."

      "That's the third one this week." I swallowed hard.

      "Perhaps the box was defective." He shrugged and chuckled as he pulled me closer.

      "Sawyer...It's not funny. I can't get pregnant."

      "Relax, Brie, that's why I asked. As long as you haven’t missed any pills, I am certain we will be fine."

      "How do you know that?" I questioned, feeling the panic rise in me. If I got pregnant, our secret would be out. My best friend would hate me, and my mother would be furious.

      "I'm a doctor. I know these things. Trust me." He winked and smiled.

      It was always that sexy smile that pulled me down from panicking—that and those dimples. I relaxed back into his arms and blew out a breath. I looked up at the ceiling, still not sure how to digest the fact the condom had broken again. "You're a soon-to-be intern. You're not a doctor yet."

      "Actually, I am. I've graduated medical school," he whispered, his breath on my neck, his scruff tickling me once again.

      I closed my eyes as his lips connected with my skin. "I could always help you take your mind off everything. Perhaps call it a prescription of sorts, and you know you need to follow the doctor’s orders." He chuckled as he pushed himself up on his elbows and met my lips. I could already feel his growing erection poking into me.

      I looked up into his eyes and slowly lifted my head to meet his lips. His tongue forced my lips apart and washed through my mouth, as his hands travelled down between my legs, his fingers slowly rubbing me with small circles. It took him only mere seconds to make me forget all about the broken condom, and soon I was once again writhing on the mattress as he brought me to the brink.
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      I could hear the murmur of guests out in the living room as they left, while I quietly set the book I'd been reading to Emma down on the table. She was sound asleep against me, and I did my best to pick her up without waking her. I lay her down in her bed, pulling the covers up around her, then made my way to the door, looking back at her sleeping face one more time before shutting the light off. I pulled the door closed behind me. Where had the time gone? It seemed like only yesterday that I looked down into her scrunched-up little face the day she was born and instantly fell in love with her.

      I looked around the apartment at the mess in the living room and let out a breath. It had been an amazing day. Emma's fourth birthday party had been a success. My sister and her husband had brought their three kids over, and my brother and his wife had brought over their two. We'd had dinner, and when I presented Emma with her cake, we all sang Happy Birthday. Mom and Diane, my best friend, had both snapped a picture of the cake I had made at the same time Emma sank her little hands into the soft icing and shoved a fistful of cake into her mouth.

      I laughed at the thought as I looked around at the mess of paper plates all over the living room table. I was about to grab them when I heard Mom's laugh coming from the kitchen, followed by Diane's. Ignoring the mess, I wandered into the kitchen to see them both sitting at my little kitchen table, a glass of wine in front of them.

      "She go down okay?" Mom asked, patting the chair beside her as she grabbed the bottle of wine and filled my glass.

      "Yeah, she was fighting, but eventually, she calmed down. Everyone left?"

      "Yep, we ushered them out, so take a load off, would you?" Diane said, shoving the full glass over to the only empty chair.

      "I can't. I need to get everything cleaned up. I have to be at the bakery tomorrow morning at five. If not, then orders will not get filled." I sank my hands into the hot water in the sink and began washing some glasses.

      "Brielle, honey, come now, take a rest. You've been going all day." Mom came up behind me, forcing the cloth out of my hand and taking over at the sink. "Sit down."

      "Mom, I'm fine."

      "Brielle, don't argue with me. Go sit down. It's bad enough you've had to raise that child on your own. Now, it's time to learn to accept some help when it's given to you."

      "Fine," I said, holding my hands up in defeat. "Knock yourself out."

      Diane let out a laugh. "She never accepts help."

      "Don't you start on me too!" I cried.

      "It's true. I’m always offering to help.”

      “Trying to fix me up is not what I call helping,” I said, sipping on my wine.

      “Your daughter is impossible. I've been trying to fix her up with some doctors from work. Every single time I mention it, she turns me down. I honestly don't think she wants the help. I think she likes to suffer."

      I looked over at Diane. "Way to sell me out. Besides, I've told you I don't have time for a relationship right now. I have Emma, and The Cooling Rack, and..."

      "And needs, Brielle. You have needs." Diane laughed. "You are twenty-five years old! You have needs."

      My mother looked over at me with what appeared to be concerned. She didn’t fool me though; it was always the same look, one of disappointment. She'd never let me forget I had made a mistake when I decided to raise Emma on my own. However, I hadn't exactly been honest with her. Instead of the truth, I'd told her that the father had been a one-night stand.

      "Diane, I'm fine. Honestly. I have enough on my plate. I don't need some guy coming in here and making my life more of a mess."

      Diane gave me a knowing look and shrugged. "Can't say I haven't tried."

      "I'd never say that. Besides, I still have that date with Drew in a couple of weeks—the pediatrician. I didn't cancel like I wanted to."

      "Good! I think you will really like him. I'm glad you agreed to that."

      "What choice did you leave me? He stood right in front of me as you went through my phone, looking for an available date."

      Mom looked at Diane, an amused smile on her face as Diane giggled. "All right, fine, perhaps I was a little pushy. Anyways, I have to get going. Early morning for me tomorrow as well." Diane finished her glass of wine before making her way to the door.

      "Okay, well, thanks for coming. It meant a lot that you were here."

      "I wouldn't miss it for the world. I love that little nut," Diane said, leaning in for a hug before grabbing her purse off the back of the chair. Then she stopped and hugged my mother before she made her way to the door.

      "I, too, should get going," Mom said, drying her hands on the towel, all the dishes now washed. "However, before I go, I could help you clean up the garbage."

      I turned and looked over my shoulder into the living room and shook my head. "I'll be fine. Honestly."

      "All right, suit yourself, sweetie. You have a good night then."

      "I will. I'll get this cleaned up and then get to bed."

      "Make sure you do. You look exhausted," Mom said, kissing me on the cheek, then slipped into her coat and shoes.

      As soon as I locked the door, I grabbed the garbage pail and quickly made a beeline for the living room. Within five minutes, I had
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