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Rex

Rex Reddington stood in a spot where, by his best guess, he had the worst chance of catching the garter. He didn’t see who caught the bouquet, though that didn’t matter because he was only interested in one woman. The woman who just dropped a bombshell on him prior walking into the reception. He was at his best friend and business partner, Dave’s, wedding—or David as his new wife, Mandy, called him.

He first met Dave in special ops in Afghanistan. Rex served as a medic, and the two had become fast friends during those crazy times. Running his hand over his recently grown-out hair, that he was still getting used to, he watched as all the guys moved to the center of the room. He started shaving it off when he went to Afghanistan but grew it back for the wedding because Dave’s persuasive mother, Harriet, asked him to.

The woman that had his interest, Flora, laughed at something Mandy said.

He believed what she’d told him earlier. Flora Hargrove, the sweet little schoolteacher with a belly chain, pierced navel, who wore pink and purple streaks in her hair and a nose ring during summer vacation, that he first saw on a stripper pole and couldn’t lie for shit.

One time—one night of the most mind-blowing, off-the-charts sex he had in his life with a condom that must have leaked. What are the odds of that? Unable to resist, his gaze slid over her. She left her little fake nose ring at home today and had washed out the pink and purple streaks.

He tore his gaze from her chocolate brown eyes, which twinkled gold when she was happy, away from her full, sensual lips a man dreamed about, to the swell of her ample breasts and the flowers she held in her hands. Wait, what? She caught the bouquet? If he recalled the tradition, the dude who nabbed the garter slid it up the bouquet girl’s leg.

Hell. No.

Dave was getting ready to throw the damn thing, and fortunately, Rex caught his friend’s eye and jerked his chin toward Flora, laying claim. He approached the group of would-be recipients and stood dead middle of the pack. Dave flashed his WTF look, which Rex knew he’d have to answer to later but quickly mouthed “do it,” knowing his friend would oblige.

Dave smirked, turned his back, and pitched it high. Rex grinned. He had this. He played high school baseball and had a college scholarship—until he didn’t. Popups were easy. He stepped forward then back, so it dropped into his palm. Murmurs of awe echoed as Rex stalked toward Flora, his baby mama. Holy hell.

She looked dazed and shocked. She clutched the bouquet against the slight swell of her stomach. His baby. “Hey, beautiful,” he said, faking confidence.

She sat in the chair and inched up her dress as he slid the garter as high as he dared to rounds of applause. The dance music started again as Flora stood, and a couple of groomsmen swept the chairs off the floor.

“I think I’m going to puke,” she wailed.

Rex hustled her over to a fire door and ushered her out into the cold, November wind. He held onto her waist as she unloaded the contents of the wedding feast onto the pavement. Of all the tours in country he’d done, nothing ever quite scared him as much as knowing there was a little human inside of this woman, growing, causing her upset condition. Would it be a girl or boy, healthy, strong—questions like these had been running through his mind since Flora told him of her situation.

After a few minutes, she straightened up slowly. “You’re okay?” he asked.

“I think so,” she said. Still looking a little green, he was hesitant to bring her back inside. She shivered. Time to get back in the building.

A few steps back to the door, his arm wrapped around Flora’s shoulders, hoping to keep her a little warmer. Rex tried the door and promptly muttered a curse. The fucker locked when it shut. Flora shook again, and he knew she had to be cold in that dress. Dropping his arm to her waist, he brought her closer to him.

Fortunately, the door flew open, and Dave and Mandy looked at them. “Can we help?” Mandy asked. Rex stared hard at Dave. Apparently, he knew. But how?

Were they in the other room when Flora told him? There was a good chance that Mandy already knew. She and Flora were best friends, more like loving sisters than cousins.

Dave stepped outside the door and spotted the reason that they were out there on the pavement. “Don’t let it go,” Flora pleaded, so they wouldn’t close the door. “It locks. I’m sorry, Mandy. The food really was wonderful.”

“Shhhh,” Mandy said, waving her hand.

Rex still had hold of Flora’s waist but let her go and followed her back inside. A baby—he made a baby with a woman he barely knew, his best friend’s wife’s best friend. Not that having sex with women he barely knew was unusual for him. In fact, it was normal, your typical consensual hookups with no strings. No, Rex never thought of himself as boyfriend or husband material. Until now.

Flora walked to the bar and ordered something that looked like cranberry juice. Standing next to her, he thought of ordering a Makers, he really could use a stiff drink, but opted to abstain for now. Rex noticed her fragrance smelled like vanilla—and, well, puke. Even so, he fought the persistent hard on he had whenever he was near her, or hell, just looked at her.

The territorial bit was new to him. His relationships were one nighters at best, and the women knew the score. Another man’s hands putting a garter on a woman Rex slept with normally wouldn’t have given him any pause.

But this was his woman. And the things he really wanted to do to Flora’s sweet, tight body would send his sweet little schoolteacher running for cover. Rex liked kink, and the women he played with liked it too. As an associate member, he’d attended events at KinkLink, a BDSM club in Chicago. Dave and Reece and Ryan, the brothers Dave used to work for at R & R Investigations and Security, were full members in the KinkLink club in the greater Detroit area. Needless to say, Rex’s tastes were different and maybe not something Flora would be interested in.

Thinking back to the night they met, Rex couldn’t resist Flora. She looked so damn good on that stripper pole. It wasn’t their normal gig, far from it actually, but the women went undercover as pole dancers to obtain intel on a missing persons case. One that Mandy, a Private Investigator like he and Dave, was working solo on but had enlisted her cousin for assistance. Before things went south of bad, the guys rescued them, and for Rex and Flora, one thing led to another. And a baby.

Rex’s arm brushed Flora’s as he murmured close to her ear, “Better?”

“Yes,” she said, staring intently at her drink. Although the guests were beginning to leave, as best man and maid of honor, they were supposed to stay ’til the end. He knew she was feeling tired after the long day, apparent from her yawns every few minutes. At least he hoped that was it and that he wasn’t boring her.

“How are you getting home?” he asked. Because I’m driving you.

“My parents are here, and they’ll take me to the farmhouse,” she answered. “I left my car at Mandy’s.”

The bartender looked at him in question. No drink for him, shaking his head. “Thanks.”

“I’ll drive you now, if you need to go.” Her beautiful face looked drawn and stressed. “Mandy and Dave will understand.” He lowered his voice and angled his head closer to her. “They heard us before, I think. They were in the bathroom, you know, when you told me.”

“Crapohcrapohcrap,” she kept saying.

Rex covered her small, soft hand. “Stop. I’m actually surprised you didn’t already tell Mandy about the baby.”

She shrugged. “This is her—their day. We both love weddings and even started our wedding binders when we were teenagers. We’d crash weddings just to get ideas.”

She had a friggin’ binder. Feeling out of sorts, knowing that he probably wasn’t the type of groom she had dreamed of—well, she was carrying his baby, so he’d just have to prove himself.

“I’ll drive you home,” he said, with a bite of dominance. Her breath quickened, surprising him. Did she like his control? Based on their night together all those months ago, he’d thought so. He’d thought about reaching out to her so many times, but so much shit had happened after that night. Looking at her now, he could tell by her eyes and the way she looked at him that she wanted him. Well, fuck. His sweet little angel wanted it bad.

His cock approved, practically burrowing a whole through his dress slacks. Not so fast, he and his angel had a few things to discuss first.

Looking around the room, Rex noticed more guests were saying their goodbyes to the bride and groom, the place was really thinning out. He checked his special ops watch, noting it was 23:45. The place closed at midnight. Time to go.

She finished her drink and turned to him, eyes weary “Thanks for the offer, but I’m too tired to talk about...” She trailed off as Mandy’s brother, Ray Junior, sat down next to her.

“You look tired, cuz,” Ray said, nodding hello to him. “You good for a ride home?”

“Actually...,” Flora looked at him in question.

“She is,” Rex said, marveling that he felt possessive of this woman. Truth was, it started when he first saw her today, in her damn purple maid of honor dress.

And that was before she shared her news. Call it what you will, although he didn’t believe in that “love at first” sight bullshit, there was something magnetic between the two of them. He could feel it now and saw that she did too. Their connection was physical for sure, but he was going to reach for more. Because his baby needed a father, and that was Rex’s job—no one else’s. No motherfucker was going to cut in on his woman, he’d be damn sure of that.

The last of the guests filtered out, leaving Mandy’s family, Dave’s mom and younger brother, Steve, and another man and woman who Rex guessed were Flora’s parents.

Forcing a nervous smile, he thrust his hand toward the guy. “You must be Flora’s parents. I’m Rex, Dave’s best man.” And the guy who knocked up your daughter.

Her dad had short gray hair and stood a couple inches shorter than he did. He looked friendly—for now. Rex could see a resemblance to his daughter in his eye color and skin tone.

Her dad extended his hand. “Hello there, yes,” he said, smiling. “I’m Randall Hargrove, and this is my wife, Toni.” Flora’s mom’s hair was the same shade of blonde as her daughters, though Toni’s had a hint of gray. Her eyes were the same as Flora’s, that golden brown color. The resemblance was strong, and judging by her mother’s striking looks, her daughter would be equally as gorgeous in the next twenty years. “Did your parents come too?” Toni asked.

“No,” Rex said. “They booked a trip to Maui they couldn’t refund.”

Harriet hustled over, her oxygen tank trailing behind, pointing to the table with empty boxes. “We can use those to carry things out. But I live in a senior community and have little storage space.”

“No problem, sweetheart,” Rex winked at her. “I’ll get it over to Mandy’s.”

“How many chicks have you bagged with that sexy wink?” Harriet said, with her usual frankness. Dave’s mom had been a real hoot ever since Rex has known her. Flora’s parents looked extremely uncomfortable with Harriet’s comment.

“Now, Harriet, you know you are my best girl,” Rex said, trying to joke their way out of the awkward moment. Flora picked up an empty box and carried it to the bridal table. She began to lift the huge floral centerpiece, and Rex immediately sprinted to her side.

He took it out of her hands, reminding her, “No heavy lifting.”

Flora rolled her eyes at him, adding, “Or alcohol, or cold cuts, or hot tubs,” in a low, disgusted voice but not quiet enough. Harriet was standing directly behind them and had overheard and was now glancing down at the slight swell of Flora’s belly.

“Ooooh,” Harriet squealed. “How far along are you?”

Flora’s parents turned pale as her mother gasped. Simultaneously, the color drained from Flora’s face.

“What?” Her father thundered.

Dave pinched the bridge of his nose and muttered in unbelief to Harriet, “Mother.”

Steve grimaced, obviously embarrassed of his mother’s outbursts. It was then Harriet realized she’d let the cat out of the bag and began saying how sorry she was, over and over. Mandy went to her side to comfort her mother-in-law, and Flora followed. “It’s okay,” Flora said, taking Harriet’s hand. Not. “Please don’t cry.”

Steve left the fray and loaded all the centerpieces into boxes, then Ray and his son loaded the boxes into the trunk and backseat of Rex’s Mustang. As Rex had offered, he would take them to Mandy’s place tonight.

Mandy lived in a farmhouse in the northern suburbs. It had been her grandparents’, complete with apple orchard and an ornery goat. Dave asked him to look in on Siegfried, said goat, in the morning, so he and Mandy could spend their wedding night at a swanky hotel. Rex decided he could just drop off the boxes tomorrow, there was no rush. Siegfried could wait a night, so Rex could be with his girl.

Glancing at Flora’s parents, he could see they were upset and worried for their daughter. Randall’s face was flushed as he informed her of all the things that might happen because of this pregnancy. “You could lose your job,” he hissed. “Teachers get laid off all the time. First hired, first fired. How will you support a baby?”

“And your condo isn’t big enough for a child,” Toni said. Her face was the same shade of pale as Flora’s.

They were upsetting his woman, and Rex’s anger simmered on a low boil. He got that they were in shock, but everything they said just made it worse. When Flora covered her mouth practically in tears, Rex took charge. Excusing them both, he took hold of her waist and all but carried her out through the fire door, now glad it locked behind them but wishing he’d kept his suitcoat on, so he could give it to Flora.

He held her hair back while she hurled. “Easy, baby, easy.” He wanted to say the right thing, if there was a right thing to say. When she was finished, he led her around the building to the front door. “Their reaction seems a bit...extreme,” he said.

“You think?” Flora’s laugh was harsh. “It’s all because of my grandfather, he was mentally ill. My parents are afraid, I think, that I or my children will inherit the same disease—schizophrenia. They’ve never said it out loud, but I’ve heard whispers. Honestly, I worry a little too.”

They reached the front door. Some of Flora’s coloring returned. Everyone that was still in the hall was ready to go. Dave’s face was etched with concern. “I’m not sure what to say here, dude,” Dave said. “You know ma, she just says shit.” Harriet swatted her son giving her apologies.

Really, it wasn’t a big deal. Flora’s pregnancy was going to come out sooner or later.

Flora waved her off. “No worries, Harriet, everything’s fine.” Then turning to Dave and Mandy, she said, “Go, be newlyweds.” Her smile almost reached her eyes. Steve guided his mom outside as Rex wrapped his arm around Flora.

Preparing for round two with her parents.

[image: image]

Flora

FLORA’S STEPS FALTERED when she saw her father, waiting, grim-faced. “You don’t need to go through with this,” he said. She covered her stomach with her hand in a protective gesture. Surely her dad didn’t mean that.

Her father’s gaze narrowed on Rex. “This is a family matter, we’ll see to her,” he said. Little did he know, Rex was now part of this family.

Rex looked at her in question, wondering what Flora wanted him to do when she shook her head slightly. Don’t leave.

Her mother joined them, her eyes looked red and swollen. Rex couldn’t believe their reaction. Though the news was unexpected, were they really that disappointed with having a grandchild? He then placed his hands on Flora’s shoulders and made it known. “She’s mine.” His tone was harsh and commanding. “The baby’s mine—ours. I’ll handle it, all of it—where she lives, her job, whatever she needs. Right now, she’s exhausted, upset, and nauseous. I’m taking her out of here, now.”

Her father’s eyes looked like chips of ice at the news. Fuck him, Rex thought and walked his woman out the door, grabbing his suitcoat from the back of a chair on the way.

“Where’s your stuff?” he muttered, thinking she must have a coat and purse somewhere in here.

“The room where I told you about everything, it’s there in a closet,” she said. They went to go and grab her things, using a different side door to get outside—avoiding her parents. Cold, icy air slid over her face. Rex wedged her hand inside his arm, giving her additional support as she walked in her spindly heels across the slick, wet parking lot to his car.

They pulled out of the lot as her parents walked outside. “Are they always like that?” he asked.

“Yeah.” What could she say? They’d always been overprotective.

Rex pulled into the lot of a fast-food taco restaurant. “Do you want anything?” he asked.

“Just my bed,” she said as exhaustion settled over her, suddenly, like a cloak.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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Flora

Flora had the strangest dream. A man with gentle hands and a deep, rumbling voice washed her face and helped her to bed. He murmured in her ear until she fell asleep. That’s when she woke up, opening her eyes, confused.

What the hell? She was warm and curled back against a hard, hot, and male body. Rex? Who else? She was surrounded by his maleness, his woodsy scent laced with a tang of cologne and something else that was only him. She wore what must be one of his T-shirts. And his morning wood nudged up against her backside.

She inched away. He made a noise of protest and pulled her back. Did he know who she was, or was this simply a reflex?

She had never spent a night in a man’s bed. She wasn’t a virgin, but she had only been with two other guys—one in college—always in her bed, and one night with the guy who was now her principal.

She. Would. Not. Think. About. That. She hadn’t even told Mandy.

Mandy—images of her in her bridal gown, the wedding she dreamed of, then her dad’s angry face flashed. Panic swirled. The baby, her job—it all was so overwhelming.

Fuckohfuckohfuck.

“Flora,” Rex spoke close to her ear and rubbed her arm. “Breathe. You went so stiff. You seem like you’re freaking out.”

She was freaking out! Her parents were so unaccepting, and she didn’t know how to face that. Didn’t they want their grandchild? Surely they wouldn’t want her to put her baby up for adoption. They weren’t thinking straight—it was a shock. Well, no shit! How do they think she felt when she first learned of her little peanut?

Flora took four, long, deep breaths and tried to ground herself by taking inventory of what she could see in his bedroom—massive wooden dresser, muted green walls, total lack of clutter. “I’m okay,” she said, moving away, unprepared for her glimpse of morning Rex.

The baby’s father. And wow—

His black T-shirt, identical to the one she wore, stretched across his broad, muscled chest and arms that were heavily inked. His thick hair, a shade between chestnut and sable, stuck out in spots. Stubble shadowed his square jaw. Yum. She wanted to crawl back in bed and lick him all over.

Her nipples pebbled at just the thought. Damn pregnancy hormones. She crossed her arms in front of her to hide her body’s response.

A smile played on his full, sensual lips, studded with a small, silver ball on the bottom. She dragged her gaze away and blurted out the first thing that came to mind. “Your hair is amazing. Why did you shave it, before now, I mean?”

She dragged her fingers through her own rat’s nest of wedding hair, stiff with hair spray that felt like glue. Rex mimicked her movements through his own hair. “Harriet asked me to grow it out for the wedding. I first shaved it off overseas when I served in the Marines.” He shrugged then stood.

She dropped her gaze. He was just so freaking male. He chuckled. “No worries, teacher girl. I’m decent.”

She tugged her T-shirt down as far as it would go. “T-Thanks for everything last night,” she said, meeting his gaze to look into his eyes, the most incredible shade of gray in the morning light.

He’d been unbelievable. When she first told him she was pregnant in the lounge at the reception hall, he didn’t even bat an eye. He wasn’t shocked, upset, didn’t doubt it was his—no, he was all in and ready for next steps. All of what she’d hoped for but didn’t expect.

Flora was smart enough to know his acceptance didn’t mean they were going to get married LOL. Although, that would be quite perfect. But at least her baby would have a willing father.

“Your belly chain,” he said. The tops of his ears turned red as radishes. “You’ll have to lose it when the baby...”

She fingered the piercing in her navel. “I’ll do what the doctor and midwife say, of course,” she said. “Obviously I’ll take it out before it gets tight.”

He sank down into a small chair near his dresser. “I’d like to go with you to your next appointment,” he said. His ears reddened again.

Fascinated, she moved toward him and touched them. They felt warm. He held her gaze, looking puzzled. “Your ears, they’re red,” she smiled. “I’m guessing you’re embarrassed about going.”

His eyes crinkled in amusement, and his dimples appeared. Rex’s smile was real, and the type that transformed him. It was like that first night—he was so into her. A night from her romance novels, and then it was over... Well, until the one time they had to help Dave and Mandy, and although they didn’t have a chance to talk then, there was plenty of time after.

“Busted,” he said. “And I was a medic in the Marines. But I didn’t deliver any babies.” He must have seen the confused look on her face and added, “I mean, none of the civilian women we came across were ever in a situation to make that happen.”

Heat flooded her cheeks as she thought about him being in the same room when she delivered their baby...oh my. “Thanks again for last night,” she said, dropping her gaze and trying to realign her thoughts. Where do we go from here?

He stood and took hold of her shoulders. “I meant it, all of it, what I said to your parents last night. You want this baby, right?”

She protectively covered the slight swell of her belly with her hand. She did want this baby—more than she ever wanted anything. She ached to hold her baby. Although she was only twenty-six, she always thought she’d marry and have a big family. Probably why teaching was so appropriate for her.

Crap. She didn’t know how old he was, not that it mattered. They weren’t getting married. He’d said nothing about that.

“How old are you, Rex?” she asked.

“Thirty-two,” he responded. “You?”

“Twenty-six,” she sunk onto the bed, stunned. They were virtually two strangers who had sex one night, got pregnant, and now were having a child together. There was so much else missing—she knew nothing about him, nor he about her.

It was too much—all of it. Tears slipped down her cheeks. She had never wept so much in her life, but since this pregnancy, she’d been like a water faucet.

“Coffee?” he asked, obviously perplexed at her emotions. “Can you drink it?”

“I’m supposed to limit it, but please and thanks.”

Shower—she would shower then sort herself out. She didn’t have to make her life plan this morning, right?

Rex explained there were towels and toiletries in the closet she could use. As he left for the kitchen, Flora got up to head into the bathroom when her phone pinged with a text.

Her mother. We have to talk!!!

Did they? It was Flora’s life, not her parents—the rejection of her child really hurt, and Flora felt like she needed more time to sort through all of this.

Bile rose in her throat. She took deep breaths, trying to stave off the nausea. She headed to the shower and found the man-sized, fluffy gray towels and washcloths in the meticulously organized closet Rex referenced.

She stepped in the shower and lathered up her hair with Rex’s shampoo and then used his body wash, recognizing the scent as part of his essence. She would smell like him. Her inner muscles clenched hard.

The man was sex on a stick. Women from 16 to 70, and some guys, gave him second and third looks last night. She moved the showerhead to her throbbing sex. She came so hard her vision went hazy. Had she screamed? Her libido had been on overdrive from the start of this pregnancy. How was she going to manage the next six months on her own?

“Flora?” Rex pulled aside the shower door. He’d taken off his T-shirt, and the sight of him made her mouth dry. She couldn’t peel her gaze from his chest. “You screamed. Are you okay?”

He glanced down and saw where she held the showerhead. His ears turned red again, obviously aware of what she’d been doing. Laughter bubbled up inside her, and though she tried to stop it, she couldn’t. Forgetting her nudity, she laughed until tears spilled down her cheeks.

Her laughter died down as he turned off the water and wrapped her wet head and body in his oversized towels. He mumbled something and left her there while she towel-dried her hair and body. Walking into the bedroom in his large robe, Rex came back and set a steaming mug of coffee in her hands and a plate with two slices of buttered toast on the nightstand. “I guessed how you took it,” he said.

She nibbled the toast and sipped the coffee. “Mmmm, perfect,” she said. “Cream and two sugars?” she guessed as her phone pinged with another text. She winced.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. “Besides everything?” His smile was sad.

She nibbled the thick, buttered toast. “My mother’s already texted once. I’m afraid to look.” She picked up her phone, resigned.

This one was from her father. No time to waste. We need to address this.

This? Her baby? Her stomach roiled.

Rex took her phone, read it, muttered a stream of expletives, and then crouched down in front of her. He moved with a panther’s grace for such a large man. “Can you take a couple days off?”

“Why?” she asked.

“Hear me out,” he said. “Your parents, they’re stressing you out. They are literally making you ill. But I think we can fix it.”

He strode to his closet and pulled out a suitcase. “We’ll swing by your place, for your stuff, dump Mandy and Dave’s wedding stuff at the farmhouse, then fly to Vegas.”

“Vegas? Someone’s feeling lucky,” she quipped before she realized his intent. Married. He wanted to get married—to her.

Do. Not. Panic.

Her phone rang. It was her mother. She was 26 years old and considering running away from her parents to marry the hottest guy she ever laid eyes on and had hooked up with, only once. Was this unhinged behavior? And what the hell was he asking? Would this go as badly as her ill-advised decision to hook up with Rick, her now boss?

“What do you mean? I mean, you don’t mean... I mean, you aren’t aski—” She couldn’t even finish her thought when Rex jumped in, “Yes, I’m asking you to marry me.”

Stunned. Flora was stunned. Why would he want to do this? The baby...

Her wild side—the part of her that wore a nose ring, pink and purple streaks in her hair, her belly chain and piercing, and danced on a stripper pole—liked it and screamed do it!

Was that crazy?

“Flora, we get along well—physically, no question—but we get each other, yes?” He was watching her so intently. “We respect one another, we want this baby. I want to be there for you, for our family.”

Something in her solar plexus clicked into place at that thought as if her center had been off balance. “Yes,” she said. Her voice sounded stronger and more confident than she did.

“This would be for real. Nothing fake about it. I won’t waver—ever. Can you understand that, be there for that?” But would she... Flora thought for a moment.

No, no she would not. Sure, there are things they don’t know about one another. They’d learn. Rex was best friends with her cousin’s husband, and Dave was good people, associated with good people.

And lord, Rex made her body hum—she was sure he could make it sing, over and over, and... She was sane, dammit. She knew that, in her brain and in her heart. This would take guts. Love at first sight was a real thing for her. Sure, this was fast. Though she’d been thinking and wanting to see him again in all these months since that night... How could she let this go?

“Yes, I mean, yes.”

“Yes?” He grinned, so his dimples showed. He was pleased. She had pleased him. A tingle started low in her spine and spread. She liked to please him.

They would be a family, and they both had the commitment to make it work. But would it last? How does one ever know...if you’ve dated five years or one night...what makes a marriage work? Flora was ready to find out.

He stood again, with grace of an athlete, and pulled her to her feet. “I’ll find something you can wear.” He looked her up and down, assessing, then left. She finished towel-drying her hair then used his hairbrush to comb through her tangles. He returned and dropped a pair of khaki pants, white button-up blouse, and women’s sport socks on the bed, including a pair of what looked to be size 7 Keds on the floor.

Jealousy she had no right to feel, reared up, shocking her. “Will this work?” he asked.

“Sure,” she huffed. He cocked his head, looking puzzled at her tone. Her smile was forced. “All good,” she said. “Thanks.”

He stood in front of her, bare chested. A dragon tattoo covered the top part of the right side of his chest, above the nipple and part of his shoulder. The rest was deliciously bare, surprising, since his arms were a maze of ink. He also wore a nipple ring. Her mouth dried at the sight. This man.

His breath quickened as he bent his head, inhaling her scent? “You smell like me.” His tone was gruff, and she couldn’t help but smile.

His eyes glittered. “I like it. I like it fine.”

He moved closer, as if to kiss her, then abruptly stepped back and strode toward the bathroom. “And Teach,” he said, over his shoulder, “the clothes are my sister’s.”

His sister’s? He shut the bathroom door, and she heard the shower come on. She would not think about him standing naked under the spray.

She would not think of sinking to her knees to suck his cock. Her sex throbbed at that thought. She sunk into the chair, stunned.

She was a strong, independent woman, and she wanted this man, this family, in so many ways. Rex
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