
  
    [image: All the Way:  A Dad’s Best Friend Novella]
  


  
    
      All the Way:  A Dad’s Best Friend Novella

      Unexpected Love #1

    

    
      
        Violet Haze

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        All the Way: A Dad’s Best Friend Novella

        ©2017 by Violet Haze

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. Except as permitted under U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this book may be reproduced in any form, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review or article, without written permission from the author. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        Cover from Designs by Dana

        Stoked Publishing House

        eBook Edition

        First Edition: April 2017

      

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Blurb

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        In one day, I get fired from my job and discover my long-term boyfriend is cheating on me. Guess now is the perfect time to return home and visit my dad while rebuilding my life.

      

        

      
        Turns out he’s on vacation and his best friend Theo is staying with us. Standing undressed in the bedroom doorway, he stares at me with hunger in his eyes, and the last thing I’ll do is deny him what we both want.

      

        

      
        When one passionate kiss leads to something more, what will my father have to say about us taking our mutual attraction all the way?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      “Whoa!”

      I stand in the doorway to my bedroom, mouth agape at the sight of my long-term boyfriend between the legs of his personal assistant, Shannon.

      Finding him this way is bad enough, but he makes it way worse by not even bothering to stop thrusting into her at my arrival, as she stares at me over his shoulders, wide-eyed and flushed, along with guilty as hell.

      And although this isn’t the first time I’ve caught him cheating, it is certainly the last.

      Of course, after the last time, my two best and close friends told me he would do it again because someone who cheats will always cheat, they said.

      And had I believed them?

      No. Like an idiot, I trusted my boyfriend of three years at the time when he swore it was a mistake, one he would never make again and would do whatever he could to make it up to me.

      Two years since that day and with the evidence right before me, I have no doubt he’s been sleeping with her the whole time.

      Guess he finally got tired of hiding it.

      Either way, this is a shitty way of ending things with me, and I’m so glad he’s the only person on the lease here because it makes leaving easy for me.

      “You’re such a bastard, Donovan.”

      Stalking over to the closet, I grab my empty luggage from the corner where I shoved it after my trip to London last year, and begin shoving my clothing inside after opening it.

      Shannon turns her head away when I look up, pushing on Donovan’s shoulders but not managing to dislodge him from the speed and roughness of his thrusts. It takes everything I have not to laugh when she lets out a keening wail as she orgasms.

      However, I do give into the urge to say something, my clap mocking as I shout, “Bravo!”

      “Fuck you, Greta,” Donovan says through clenched teeth as he grunts a final time and goes still, not bothering to send a single glance my way. “Get your shit and leave. We’re done.”

      “Oh, trust me, that’s the best news I’ve heard all day.” Striding around the room, I completely ignore them both while getting the rest of my things and putting them in my bags, then turn toward the bed with a bright smile aimed at Shannon. “Good luck with that mess. I hope Karma bites you in the ass.”

      She says nothing, hiding her red face in the crook of Donovan’s neck, after which he lifts a single middle finger at me in silence.

      I reach into my pocket, extract the apartment key, and hurl it at him, where it strikes him right in the middle of his forehead as I say, “Fuck you, too.”

      Then, I grab the bags and storm out of the room with my head held high, vowing that another man will never treat me this way again.

      And it isn’t until I’m already in the taxi that I realize a part of me expected this because I’m not heartbroken at all… which makes walking away from him the best decision I’ve made in five years.
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      Although both of my best friends are married and have children, their houses full and loud, they each offer to take me in for a little while, especially after I tell them about what Donovan’s done alongside having lost my job earlier in the day.

      And even though neither of them would see me staying as their guest like a burden, I refuse both their invitations, deciding to head back home for a little to get away from the mess my life has become here.

      So, I use some money from my savings to buy a plane ticket home, and by the time my flight takes off, I pass out from the long, exhausting day.

      When I finally wake up again, the captain is announcing our descent, and I’m happy to have slept the entire flight, even if it means I won’t be able to sleep tonight for anything.

      Which is fine, of course, as I hadn’t called my father to tell him I was coming home, so this will be a happy surprise, and we’ll get to spend some time together like we haven’t in a while.

      Since my mother died four years ago, it has just been my father and me as I’m an only child. Sometimes he’ll call me, and we’ll chat, but mostly he’s spent the time getting some hobbies and apparently returned to work. He went into business with his long-time best friend Theo last year and has been happy again like before mom died.

      As the plane lands on the ground, all I can think of is how glad I am that my dad has always had Theo’s support and that Theo’s able to be around for my dad in a way I haven’t been while trying to build my career. My father encouraged me to do that, and I never wanted to let him down, so I made sure I focused all my energy on it.

      And even though things went south, with me returning home to start all over again, I know he’ll be proud of the way I ended things with Donovan, who he never liked anyway.

      He’s always told me I deserve someone better, to not date anyone unworthy, and he’s right, which is why I’ve decided not to date for a while.

      Yep. I’m going to focus on myself and my future, plus spend some quality time with my dad as I haven’t in far too long.

      The thought is enough to make me smile as we exit the plane, leaving me one step closer to being home and with the two people who have always been there for me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      I should’ve known my dad would be in bed by the time I arrived at the house.

      Approaching the front door, I see the porch light is on like it always has been for as long as we’ve lived here, as is the light in the bathroom. Taking out my keys, I slip the correct one into the hole and let myself inside, trying to keep as quiet as I can so my dad isn’t woken up.

      He’s always been a pretty light sleeper, and the last thing I want is for him not to get any rest because he feels like he needs to talk at this time of night. We’ll have plenty of time for that tomorrow and every day after until I figure out what the hell I’m doing next with my life.

      Sighing, I set my things down in the living room, in one of the corners where a floor lamp rests so it’s out of the way, and nobody will accidentally step on it or trip, which would be bad yet funny at the same time.

      Then, I head into the kitchen and grab water out of the fridge after seeing what there is to have. Twisting off the cap, I take quite a few drinks before walking back into the living room and down the hall to grab a blanket if I can find one. I would go into my old room, but last time we talked, Dad said he would be turning my room into a home office because the house only has two bedrooms.

      Not sure why he would need to do that, but that’s okay. It isn’t like I was using my room at the time, nor were there any plans for me to return to live here again at the time. So, I’ll just need to see tomorrow if I can move my stuff back in or if perhaps I’ll need to take my savings and find a place nearby. No need to make things difficult for him when this whole thing is most likely temporary, anyway.

      But as I open the hallway closet, which is near to my old room, the door to my dad’s room opens up, and it isn’t who I expect standing in the doorway. Instead, Theo stands there, his eyes widening at the sight of me before he rubs them vigorously as if making sure I’m not a figment of his imagination.

      And before I think better of it, my eyes drop at noticing he isn’t wearing a shirt, before quickly discover he’s not wearing anything at all. That’s when I open my mouth only to snap it shut, words failing to make their way out as my gaze flies back up to his face, my face burning from seeing him nude in my house.

      “Greta.” He acknowledges me, his voice and expression exuding confusion as he steps back and partially shuts the door, hiding his body away from the brightness and exposure of the hallway light. “What are you doing here?”

      With a hard swallow, I yank a blanket out of the closet and press it close to my chest, trying to focus on not stuttering my answer with the vision of his naked body burned into my mind. “Um… I was going to surprise my Dad. I’m coming home for a little while because I lost my job and...”

      Realizing I’m rambling, I shut the closet door and clear my throat, taking a step back. “You’re in his room. Does that mean he isn’t here?”

      Dumb question. Of course, it does. Where else would my father sleep?

      But he answers me anyway with a soft chuckle. “He left for vacation this morning and will be back in a week. He didn’t tell you?”

      “Oh.” Not remembering my dad saying anything about taking a vacation during our last call, I shake my head. “No. I don’t think he did.”

      He nods, probably not knowing what to say, and smiles at me. “Sorry. He’s been planning it for a while. You want me to call him right now?”

      “No, don’t. I’ll call him in the morning and let him know I’m here. Thanks.”

      I whirl away without waiting for his response, striding toward the living room as fast as I can, and wondering why Theo’s not only here while my dad isn’t, but also sleeping in his room. Strange and of course, my mind instantly goes to all the reasons he could be in there, like them being together. Like a couple. If they were, though, wouldn’t Theo have gone on vacation with my dad?

      Ugh. Totally overthinking this, something I try not to do because the facts are usually always a little different from what’s going on in my creative brain.

      However, I can’t stop thinking about Theo and how he stood in the doorway wearing nothing because Theo is a good looking forty-five-year-old. Tall, six-pack abs, his tousled inky black hair graying slightly at the temples but otherwise doesn’t show his age. All that is topped off with medium green eyes and long lashes any woman would be jealous of, along with a square jaw, five o’clock shadow he always seems to sport, and lips entirely made for kissing.

      Oh, yeah. My dreams will be filled with what I saw tonight, and the moment I close my eyes, snuggled under the comforter, Theo and the things he will never actually do to me are what haunt my dreams after my long day knocks me out despite all the rest I got on the plane.
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      In the morning, the smell of coffee brewing teases my nose and I sit up slowly, covering my mouth to yawn. Then, I stretch my arms above my head and stand up, going all the way up on my tiptoes to work out the kinks in my back from sleeping on the couch last night.

      Theo walks in carrying a mug in each hand, smiling when he sees I’m awake, and sets on down on the table in between us.

      “Sorry about last night,” he immediately says while taking a seat in the chair, lifting one leg up, so his foot rests on his jean-clad knee, and takes a sip of the steaming coffee. “Obviously I was expecting to be here alone; otherwise I would’ve dressed before opening the door.”

      Wishing for more control over my body’s reaction doesn’t stop the spread of heat at the reminder of last night or the dream I had following our encounter, and to avoid him seeing my expression, I lean down to grab the coffee. Straightening, I put a smile on my face and force a shrug before sitting back on the couch. “No worries. That’ll teach me to just show up without calling in the future.”

      He chuckles and changes the subject. “You said you lost your job?” At my nod, he frowns. “Sorry to hear that. And what about your boyfriend? What was his name again?”

      “Well, he used to go by Donovan, but from now on he’ll be referred to as Cheating Asshole if I have to refer to him.”

      Theo’s lips quirk at my statement as he sighs. “I see. Guys are stupid sometimes; some more than others.”

      “So I’ve noticed. My friends told me to dump him the first time he did it, but I stupidly believed he wouldn’t do it again when he swore it was just a mistake.”

      “Understandable. It’s hard to realize someone you trusted would do something terrible and mean it. At least you didn’t let him try to lie his way into keeping you around this time.”

      I’m not sure it would shock him to learn how uninterested Donovan had been in attempting to do that, but I’m not going to share that. Too humiliating to admit the man I love wouldn’t even stop fucking his assistant when I walked in on him.

      “Yeah, well, I’m glad we’re over with. On top of losing my job, it sucked, and I had no idea what to do at first, and I still don’t know. So I came back home to figure it out.”

      “Your dad will be glad to have you back. He’s missed you.”

      “I’ve missed him.”

      Theo smiles at me, I return one of my own, and then we sit in companionable silence while we both finish drinking our coffee.

      It’s a bit strange to sit here like this with him. We’ve spent time together before, just never alone like this. My father was always around, engaging us and making everyone including himself laugh with stories about when he was a teenager or older. So sitting here with Theo is definitely weird and after last night, I can’t help except study him, which I try to do without him noticing.

      He seems lost in his thoughts, absentmindedly consuming his coffee in increasingly bigger sips while staring in a direction slightly to my right. I almost want to ask what he’s thinking, but don’t want to interrupt his thoughts, nor do I really have anything to say in general beyond what I’ve already mentioned to him.

      And the longer he remains that way, the more I stare at him, wanting to hear him speaking so I can enjoy the deep, rumbling timbre of his sexy voice.

      Oh, my god.

      I jerk at my thoughts, blinking rapidly while jumping to my feet, thankful I just finished my coffee off because otherwise, it would’ve splashed me. And the action catches Theo’s attention, whose gaze lifts to mine, a mysterious smile appearing on his lips just then.

      “You all right?”

      I might have taken the smile as innocent if it weren’t for the gleam in his eyes and suddenly I wonder if his thoughts were in the same place as mine, although I hadn’t been the naked one.

      “Yes, I’m fine. I, uh, need more coffee.”

      Well, no, I don’t, not really, but it gives me an excuse to walk away without saying anything more, and I’m in the kitchen before he has any chance to say anything more to me.

      I put the mug on the counter and lean against it with a sigh.

      Whew.

      Thankful for the distance, I force my thoughts away from Theo and everything that’s happened in the last twenty-four hours, taking in a deep breath before releasing it slowly, trying to relax my whole body, so my mind will also quit barreling ahead at full speed.

      This is Theo, for fuck’s sake. My father’s best friend. Someone I’ve known since I was a kid.

      Yeah, I’m twenty-three now, and we’re both adults. That means nothing. Seeing him naked means nothing, no matter how physically attractive he is and always has been.

      Determined to quit thinking about it, as he no doubt desires the same thing, I shove it out of my head and find distraction by making breakfast at the request of my growling stomach.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          Theo

        

      

    

    
      Colin would kick my ass if he knew the thoughts swirling around my mind right now.

      Yeah, Greta’s been grown up for a while now, and until last night, I saw her as nothing more than the daughter of my best friend.

      But no longer, not after I saw the way her eyes burned with hunger when she realized I stood naked before her and didn’t even bother trying to cover up with more than the door.

      Sure, her unexpected arrival last night shocked me. I couldn’t believe she stood in the hallway in a barely there tank and shorts that barely covered her perfectly delicious ass, staring at me with her credulous, curious-despite-everything gaze. If she hadn’t glanced away, I might have stepped forward and seen just how far I could take things with her.

      Dirty old man.

      The thought has been running through my head since that moment, and I didn’t get any sleep last night because all I could do was lie in bed imagining what the rest of her looks like without clothing, which kept me up in more ways than one.

      And this morning? Fresh from the bed, a sleepy smile on her face, with an awareness between us that has never been there before.

      I wonder how long it will take her to want to take things to the next level. Chances are little without a bit of a push, I’ll bet. She will, with good reason, worry about what her father would think and I can’t say I’m not a little wary of feeling this way toward Greta. I’ve been friends with her father since high school, and he loves his daughter more than anything else in the world, including me.

      I would’ve followed her into the kitchen, but I could tell she needed to escape the thoughts flying through her head as she sat there staring at me. And they were definitely naughty ones, the same ones I’m still thinking, and want to act on while we have the chance before her father returns home to make things messy.

      If she lets me, I will remove all thoughts about her douchebag ex forever. I want to fuck her so hard and so rough, she’ll be asking Donovan who? He doesn’t deserve her pain or her tears, and I’m glad she realized that before marrying him, as she talked about doing quite a few times in their years together when she came home to visit.

      Good news is, she said her plan is to stick around town for a while, so we’ve got time if I can’t manage to lower her guard enough while we’re alone in this house. I don’t want to sneak around or keep my intentions hidden, but I’m intelligent enough to know there will be some persuading on my part to get more than friendly with her.

      For now, as the smell of bacon wafts into the living room, I’ll act as if nothing’s changed and try to come up with ways to get close without saying a word.
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      After offering to make me breakfast as well, she brings me a plate in the living room and takes her seat on the couch once more upon returning with her own food.

      The first bite more than declares her affinity with cooking, as the pancakes are fluffy, the bacon crispy, and scrambled eggs flavored just the way I like them.

      “Amazing.” A smile accompanies my compliment after the first few minutes pass by without her saying anything. “Maybe you should take over meal time now that you’ve returned. Your father’s skills in the kitchen haven’t improved over the years.”

      She grins. “Thank you. And maybe I will. I always did when I lived at home.”

      “I know. Why do you think I always suggested you cooked dinner when I visited, despite your father claiming it was his responsibility because you didn’t live at home anymore?”

      “Really? You enjoyed it that much?” My nod entices the return of her gorgeous blush, and she takes her final bite before standing. “I’m glad you liked it. If you’re finished, I’ll take your stuff with me.”

      “Thank you, honey, but I’ll be washing the dishes since you made the food.” I rise, take her plate, and walk toward the kitchen, hoping she follows me.

      She does, with a question I’ve expected her to ask since last night, as I begin washing the dishes. “Did my Dad ask you to stay here while he was gone?”

      “Yes and no. My place is being renovated and will take another six weeks. Instead of paying for a hotel, I’m staying here, and his vacation just coincided with that decision.”

      “Oh, I see.”

      “Don’t worry.” I glance her way and wink. “I’ll wash the sheets.”

      God, I love making her flush with the gorgeous pink, because even the tips of her ears give away her embarrassment.

      “I wasn’t worried. I...” She pauses and takes a deep breath before turning away with a giggle. “I’m just wondering where we’re all going to sleep.”

      “Oh. Is that why you slept on the couch last night?” She nods even though she doesn’t turn around and I finish rinsing the dishes, then shut off the water. “Your room is the way you left it. Your father decided not to touch it after all.”

      She whirls around at that, eyebrows raised and her mouth rounded in an ‘o’ of surprise. “He didn’t? It’s all he talked about forever.”

      “Well, he didn’t, honey. And as for me, I’ll sleep in the basement when he returns. Have you seen it since he finished it?” Realizing she hasn’t been here since Christmas, I shake my head at the stupid question. “Of course you haven’t. Want to check it out?”

      “I will soon. I’m gonna go get a shower.”

      My mind instantly conjures up images of Greta naked and wet in the shower, running her hands through her hair and down her body to wash every inch of her beautifully smooth skin. And my body’s swift reaction causes me to turn away as I dry my hands. “All right. Later, then. I’ve got a few things I can take care of in the meantime.”

      “Okay. See you later.”

      I close my eyes until she’s gone, then readjust myself to ease the discomfort while wanting nothing more than to follow her into the bathroom and take care of us both instead of just wishing for it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “No way!” Greta exclaims an hour later upon reaching the bottom of the basement steps. “I want this as my room instead.”

      Stopping right behind her, I’m forced to focus on what she’s talking about instead of the amazing way she smells and how close we’re standing. A little leaning back on her part and she would rest perfectly against my chest, enough I could bend my head to kiss her lips while both my hands gently caress her breasts.

      “It’s pretty damn terrific, isn’t it?”

      “Yes.” Walking further into the room, she whirls around on the dark blue plush carpet and drops into the leather chair on the left side of the wall now cutting the basement into two rooms. “Doesn’t even look like the same place as before.”

      “Exactly the point. As you see, this side has the chair, TV, couch, and computer desk, with room for more.” I point at the wall and stride closer, wanting as little space between us as possible for as long as I possibly can. “Through the door is another bedroom and half-bathroom.”

      Rising, she checks out the other side, and as much as I want to follow her, I’m glad I don’t when she comes back out less than a minute later.

      “It’s nice.” She smiles, lighting up her entire expression as she bites her lip. “Are you sure I can’t talk you into letting me have it?”

      That’s the thing. It is hers, technically. Her father hasn’t cleaned out her room yet for the office because he wanted to have this room finished first. Then, my whole situation required me to find another situation, and he offered to let me have the basement for now since Greta had no idea of his plans for her room, nor was she around all that often to need it at this point anyway.

      And I don’t want to give it to her, since it’s his gift to her, so until I can talk to him, I lie through my teeth. “Sorry, sweetheart, I’m afraid I’ve paid to rent this area from your dad while I’m here.”

      Doesn’t seem to get her down as she shrugs. “That’s all right. You won’t be here forever.”

      “True.” Which is a damn shame, as being able to see her daily will definitely be something I miss after my own place is ready to move back into in a few weeks. Doesn’t mean I can’t take advantage of the time we have now, which I do by waving a hand at the couch. “How about we watch a movie?”

      Taking a seat in answer, she swipes up the remote and turns on the TV, then pats the spot beside her. “Come on. Long as you don’t mind me picking what to watch.”

      I don’t, of course, because changing her mind about sitting here with me is the last thing I want to do. So, I move and sit beside her, placing my arm along the back of the couch where I can touch her shoulders if I want to. I do, but I won’t. Not yet.

      A little part of believes I should feel sorry about my attraction to Greta. If I had become a father at the same age as hers, she would be old enough to be the same age as a kid of mine. The age difference is significant, yet no amount of telling myself that changes the fact I want to strip her naked and fuck her until we both have no desire to move or be anywhere else. I’ve dated women as young as thirty, that one being the most recent, and we broke up because she wanted to try again in her marriage.

      We got along fabulously, in truth. I might be in my late forties, but I’m young at heart and desire nothing more than settling down in marriage and having a family. It’s never been in the cards for me, despite my best efforts, and I know Greta’s thought about it on more than one occasion since she would talk about having that life with Donovan.

      I’m in business with her father, yet I don’t need the money. It’s more of a hobby than anything else since I’m set for life. And I’m healthy, so I can spend my money on ensuring a good life for my wife and any children we have, along with having plenty of time with them as well.

      That’s what I want. That’s all I desire, all I have wanted for many years now, and Greta’s always been a sweet thing who cooks, cleans, and exudes the kindness one would want in the mother of their children.

      Not that I wish to crush her dreams of having a successful career. She’s always wanted to work and be a mother, and I wouldn’t tell her otherwise. I’ll have to make sure that’s clear between us since I know she’ll bring that up as one reason for us not to be together.

      Or, maybe she won’t. For all the time we’ve spent together over the years, I can’t be sure of her reaction. I certainly never expected her to stand in a hallway, staring at the nudity before her, and not jerk her gaze away before I saw the way she desired what stood before her.

      Either way, Greta will be mine, and she’ll be worth the battle sure to come.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      Theo sat beside me through the entire movie, our thighs touching, even if there had been plenty of room for us on the couch, so we didn’t. And when it was over, we had gone upstairs to make dinner, which he insisted on helping me with.

      So, I let him, and now we’re sitting at the table, not eating in silence yet but close enough.

      It isn’t awkward. If anything, it’s nice to sit and eat without someone expecting me to talk with little more than tiny one-word replies like Donovan had. At the same time, I really like Theo’s voice and wish he would say something. Anything.

      Because strangely, I’m tongue-tied, especially when he keeps almost staring at me, and smiling when I meet his eyes before glancing at his plate like he hadn’t wanted me to notice his scrutiny of me.

      His smile is amazing, though. He has straight, white teeth, and his whole expression lights up when he’s happy. Theo is always happy; I don’t think I’ve ever seen him upset or angry or sad much at all, with a few exceptions, such as when his parents died.

      Ten at the time, my memory of that time isn’t much, yet I do remember how he hadn’t smiled like he usually did for quite a while. Well, except when he came to visit, and I hugged him. He returned my embrace, gave me a sweet smile, and whispered his appreciation for ‘my love,’ as he called it.

      And speaking of love, he’s never been married. I don’t have any insight into why and I’ve never asked. I suppose I can ask him while he’s here, just seems like a random topic to bring up right now, however. Maybe in a couple days or so, if I figure out a reason for asking the question without it coming across as me being interested in him.

      I’m not. At least, I don’t think I am. Does noticing how attractive he is count? My friends might be able to answer that, yet a part of me kind of doesn’t want to share, for what will they think of me finding someone twenty-two years older than me as handsome?

      “You all right?”

      “What?” His question pulls me out of the questions in my head, my eyes flying to meet his amused ones. “Oh, yeah, I’m all right.”

      “I can tell you’re thinking hard about something. What’s going on in that mind of yours?”

      “I um… nothing. Just thinking about Donovan.”

      He frowns, as I knew he would before I said it. “You shouldn’t waste your time.”

      “I know. But it’s hard after all these years. He was a big part of my life.” When he shakes his head, I shrug and finish off my glass of soda. “Maybe the best way to stop doing that is to go on a date.”

      Oh, he’s interested in that, his brow lifting as his fork stops moving. “Do you have a date planned?”

      “No. Not yet.” Picking up my phone, I place my thumb against the center, and when it lets me pass, I smirk at him. “Probably time I set myself up a profile and see what happens. In the meantime, I’ll catch up with my friends I haven’t seen in a while. They’ll be happy to see me.”

      “I’m sure your friends will be thrilled to see you.”

      Interesting how he completely avoids commenting on my dating idea. That’s when it hits me.

      Theo likes me.

      Theo is attracted to me, just as I am to him, and it isn’t as weird knowing the truth as I thought it would be.

      Huh. I’m really going to have to think about this, mostly because he’s my father’s best friend and that right there should stop me in my tracks.

      It isn’t, however, which is the most exciting development of all in my life recently.

      The one I’m going to explore before I make any moves to avoid things blowing up in my face more than they already have.
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      My first opportunity to get out of the house arrives later the same evening as my high school best friend, Lena, picks me up just after nine to head to the club in the city.

      “Hey, girl! I’m thrilled you called me!” She leans over from the driver’s seat and hugs me with the same enthusiasm she always has before drawing back with a hearty laugh. “Plus, I get a night away from my two little monsters. Not that Dave doesn’t always do his fair share, but he gets to go to work all week while I’m home. He’s glad to give me this little break as much as I am to take it!”

      Dave and Lena have been together since ninth grade, got married right out of high school, and now their oldest son just turned six, while their daughter is only two. Lena did get a college degree, mostly through online classes, while Dave finished his bachelor’s of business in three years before joining his parents’ financing firm. They do well, and I’ve always envied how happy they are together.

      “Well,” I reply to her with a laugh as she pulls away from the curb, both of our hair flying in the wind since she’s got the top down. “I’m happy you could come out for my first night back where I’m not suffering from jet lag. Been a long time since we’ve spent time together.”

      Too much time. We’re talking years, and Lena acknowledges that with a roll of her eyes when we’re caught at the first stop light.

      “Right? You were never home long enough, and when you were, you brought that asshole with you, so he wanted to spend all the time with you.” She mocks scowl at me, then winks. “So glad you got rid of that dead weight. You need a real man honey, and we’re gonna find you one. Preferably in this town, so you’ll live here, or somewhere close, instead of all the way across the damn country.”

      “I’m sorry,” I tell her, but she’s heard it before, like when I first told her my new job would take me away from the place I’ve spent my whole life. “These days, I’m questioning whether it was ever a good idea myself, so one day you might be able to say, ‘I told you so’ like you told me you would if you ever got the chance.”

      She laughs, hitting the gas when the lights turn green, causing the tires to squeal as she drives away. Our destination isn’t far, and soon we’re searching for a parking space, only to have to park half a mile away because the place is packed, as it always is on a Saturday night.

      When we reach the door, she flourishes her ID at the bouncer, then I show mine, and we’re let through the door easily. Lena leads the way to the bar, squeezing in where she can to wave at the bartender who acknowledges her presence with a nod since he’s already preparing someone else’s drinks.

      Before long, we’re weaving our way around the center of the dance floor, drinks in hand while trying to find a place to sit. The place is super packed, however, and soon we’re just leaning against a wall because there are no seats available at any table or at the bar.

      And we can’t hear each other talk, the music loud and thumping.

      It’s been a while since I’ve been to a club; now I remember why. This hasn’t been my ‘scene’ for a long time, mostly since it always seemed more like a college thing to do, but I haven’t been in college for a whole year now. I worked, went home, ate, and spent my evenings reading or watching TV before heading to bed at eleven every weekday, not staying up much later on weekends to keep a good schedule.

      Lena’s standing beside me, though, drinking and occasionally shaking her ass while watching everyone else dance. She turns toward me, grinning big, and gets close, trying to entice me to join in dancing with her, which I do. We’re here to have fun after all, and I’m glad to see she’s having a lovely time.

      In some ways, the fact it’s just us is also good. She’s got a husband, and although the idea of finding someone to dance with is nice, I’m mostly wondering what Theo is up to. I doubt he’s into a scene like this anymore or that he would come out dancing with me in such a crowded place.

      Hell, I don’t even know if he dances, other than the dorky, awkward moves he’s busted out a few times at our family’s summer party, something we haven’t had since my mom died.

      And just thinking about him makes me want to go home, although he wasn’t there when I left for the evening, nor had he told me where he was going.

      He doesn’t have to, of course, because that’s none of my business. It’s not like we’re together or likely ever will be.

      I just keep imagining my father finding out, understanding instinctively that it’s not something he will expect to happen, and I don’t think he’ll like it either. His best friend from forever, attracted to his daughter...dating her. Having sex with her.

      Yeah, that’s not gonna go over well with any father, I think, and especially mine. He’s protective of me, always has been. I don’t want Theo to get in trouble either.

      Yet, I can’t stop thinking of him since last night, nude.

      Or today, when he sat so close to me on the couch, his arm across the back and inches away from resting on my shoulders as if they belonged there.

      More, how I wanted him to lower his arm, to put it around me and pull me close to his side. It makes me feel guilty...and a little naughty, I’ll admit it.

      I don’t know what to do about it, but something has to be done, doesn’t it?

      Or maybe I should talk to him. I’ve never been afraid of saying what’s on my mind and what’s the worse that can happen? He rejects me?

      No. It would be far worse than that. He works with my father, too. I don’t want to make things awkward.

      Ugh. I hate this.

      Just then, though, Lena tugs at my hand to lead me onto the dance floor, and once again, my questions are left unanswered.

      This time I’m glad for the distraction, however, and gladly let her distract me with crazier dancing moves and more alcohol in addition to her happy laughter.
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      When I finally get home, it’s nearly four in the morning, and trying to get my key into the lock even with the porch light on is proving difficult.

      “Fuck,” I mutter as the key refuses to go in, only to gasp when the door flies open, with Theo standing on the other side of it.

      “Where the hell have you been?”

      “Excuse me?” I stumble past him as he steps back, confused at why he’s asking me the question and seems so mad about it. “I was out with my friend.”

      “It’s four in the morning, and you’re drunk. I fucking hope she wasn’t this drunk and driving.”

      I giggle at that even though I shouldn’t. “No. I had way more to drink than her, and she was sober by the time we headed back.”

      He says nothing, shutting the door with a decided snap, and faces me with his arms crossed over his chest. “Do you usually drink this much?”

      “No. I misjudged. I rarely drink at all, so I guess my tolerance isn’t what it used to be.”

      “Shit.” He sighs and steps forward, helping me out of my coat. “I’m sorry. You’re an adult, and I had no reason. To react this way, that is.”

      I remove one of my heels and shrug, then go to remove the other one and giggle when a little kick sends it flying across the room. “Oops.”

      It lands in the hallway, and I can tell Theo laughs despite himself. I’m pretty smashed, and it seems like my best efforts to forget all about how attractive he is fails because right now it’s the only thing I can think about.

      And when he turns toward me with laughing eyes, I make a decision. Stepping forward, I wrap my arms around his neck and step up on tiptoes to kiss him before either of us can think better of it.

      His response is to go rigid, leaving me to fear I’ve messed up in my assessment of how he was looking at me, but then his own arms go around my waist while his tongue seeks entry into my mouth.

      I let him in, of course, with a moan, seeking to get closer to him by rubbing my front against his and his answering sound of appreciation tells me everything I need to know.

      Theo does want me, as much as I want him, and his kisses are delicious.

      Hell, being in his arms feels amazing. His grip is strong, and he’s so warm, I never want to stop touching him.

      But he’s the one who ends up when he rips his lips away, his arms coming up to grip my upper arms to hold me away from him as he shakes his head. “We can’t do this.”

      “Yes, we can. I want to.” He doesn’t let me get close again, and tears prick my eyes. “I thought...”

      “Greta. Honey…” he starts to say, dropping his hands from my arms, yet it’s a mistake if he wanted me to listen.

      I don’t stay to hear the rest of what he will say, humiliated at having thrown myself at him only to have him reject me. I run off to the basement, the only place I know to get out of his sight, and thankfully he doesn’t follow me.

      Sleep doesn’t come easy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          Theo

        

      

    

    
      Fuck.

      Watching Greta run away last night, her eyes bright with tears, made me want to run after her to explain there’s no way I would take things further with her while she was drunk.

      Now everything’s shit because this morning, she’s completely avoiding me, such as when she came upstairs for breakfast after falling asleep in the basement. Yes, I can follow her, try to make her listen to me, even though I don’t believe that’s the best solution right now. She’s too upset.

      I should’ve guessed she would try to kiss me while drunk. With her inhibitions lowered and the expression she’s had in her eyes when looking at me, it had been bound to happen. However, I hadn’t expected her to try something so soon, and it pleases me she wants me as much as I want her, which means things won’t have to go as slow as I thought they might need to.

      Difficult to keep my desire in check every time she comes upstairs, wearing clothing that puts all her charms on display, and today she’s doing it on purpose. Taunting me, making me see what I turned down as if I’m not aware of what delights await me when she’s finally naked and panting beneath me.

      And she will be when she’s calmed down enough to listen and actually hear what I have to say.

      Both of us fear the same thing — her father’s reaction — and it’s something we must address if things become serious between us as I expect them to. I’m not in this for a few nights of sex and fun, or to sweep it aside while pretending nothing’s happened, so I have to make sure that’s what she wants as well.

      Her kiss last night? Sweet and sexy, all rolled into one. The way she moved against me and let me invade her mouth with ease leaves me with little doubt about how well things will go once we’re in bed together. I’ll explore every inch of her body with my mouth and hands until she’s writhing beneath me, begging for release.

      The thoughts consume me, to the point the next time she comes upstairs, I walk up behind her as she’s standing at the sink and box her in.

      When she turns in my arms with a glare, my words are soft and match the tenderness in my expression despite the anger in hers. “Greta, honey. I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings last night.”

      “You didn’t.” The statement is defiant and a lie; the rejection of last night lingers in her gaze. “I’m not even thinking about it any longer. No big deal.”

      “It is, though. You think you’re going to kiss me and I don’t even get to say anything about it?”

      A flutter of her lashes as she licks her lips and whispers, “Why would you? I’m just the girl who kissed you last night, and you rejected me. You don’t want me. That’s fine.”

      “You don’t know what I want, sweetheart, but if you’ll listen, I’m about to tell you.” Stepping closer, I make sure she can feel how attractive I find her and smile as she sucks in a breath. “All for you, Greta. I haven’t stopped thinking about your mouth on mine for a moment, so don’t be so foolish as to think I would ever reject you without good reason. And you being so drunk you can barely stand is exactly that. I don’t take advantage of propositions from women who aren’t sober.”

      “I knew what I was doing,” she murmurs, eyes lidded from the desire she’s trying to hide from me, yet failing at. “Drunk or not, I wanted you, and you turned me down.”

      “And you’ll have me, honey, if that’s what you desire, but it’ll happen when we’re both sober. One-hundred percent aware and able to remember every single detail of our time together. Got it?”

      She nods, her lower half rolling against mine in an attempt to get me to touch her.

      I don’t. Instead, I pull away, teasing both of us with nothing more than a soft kiss I lean in to press against the corner of her lips before stepping back.

      “Think about it for a while. And tonight, if you want to take whatever this is between us to the next level, you know where to find me.”

      She bites her lip, all the hurt, and rejection in her expression gone, replaced with a need similar to my own. “You don’t want...something more, right now?”

      Oh, I wish I could, and I clench my hands into fists to keep from giving into the temptation. “I’ve got somewhere to be, sweetheart. I’ll be back this evening, all right?”

      “For dinner?”

      “Yes, for dinner. Make something good for us.”

      “Okay.” She smiles brightly and the beautiful woman who kissed me last night returns fully. “I will. See you later?”

      “You can count on it,” I respond with a grin before walking away and grabbing my keys.

      Then, I leave to run my errands, looking forward to this evening with more excitement than I’ve felt in a very long time, and hoping this is the beginning of something amazing.
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      By the time I’ve returned to the house, Greta’s got dinner on the table, and she’s dressed in a little red halter-top sundress that leaves enough to the imagination while giving a glimpse of everything enough to appreciate.

      A part of me wants to say fuck dinner and take her straight to bed, a part I manage to squash as she takes her seat across from me after I’ve put away the groceries I bought while out.

      “You are beautiful,” I tell her while filling our glasses with the wine she chose and survey the rest of the table. “And the food looks delicious.”

      She blushes. “Thank you.”

      “I love pasta.”

      “I know,” she admits, giggling. “I made it for that exact reason. Plus, I love pasta, too.”

      It’s my turn to laugh. “You always have. It’s a love we’ve shared since you were a kid.”

      The statement is a reminder of how long we’ve known each other. Of the age difference between us.

      Of every reason this is so wrong and yet, so right because I know everything there is to know about the beautiful woman sitting across from me.

      She’s gorgeous, kind, and smart, and I have wanted no one in years like the way I want her. Something I want to share with her, yet hold back for now because I fear the moment I say something, neither of us will be interested in finishing dinner.

      Instead, I ask, “So, what are your plans now that you’re home? Search for work nearby?”

      “Yeah, I think that’s best.” Her smile is rueful. “Never thought after leaving home that I would ever return to live here again.”

      “I understand.” And I do. Plus, if she stays here, all the better for something between us working. “I’ve left this town quite a few times, and things kept bringing me back, so the final time, I stayed and have built a wonderful life here.”

      “You’re happy?”

      “Mostly,” I reply honestly, hoping she sees the sincerity in my eyes and hears it in my voice. “There are a few things I want that I don’t have yet, but overall, I have no complaints.”

      “Oh.” She takes a bite of her pasta, staring at me as she chews, and finally swallows before asking the question I knew she would. “And what do you want that you don’t have?”

      “Why, Greta, it’s the only thing missing from my life — marriage and a family with a beautiful wife who loves me as much as I love her.”

      She nods, as if she knew that would be my answer, and perhaps she did. “I wondered why you never married anyone.”

      “Never found someone worth promising the rest of my life, too, except one woman who broke my heart in the end. We were too young at the time and thought we had all the time in the world.”

      Her expression sobers as she pushes her plate away, finished. “I thought Donovan was the one for me. Turns out I’ve wasted five years of my life on someone who wasn’t deserving.”

      “Consider it practice.” I smile when she smiles at that and rise from my seat. “Come on. Let’s get these dishes washed and then we’ll do something together. Whatever you want.”

      I probably shouldn’t have said that, even if the promise was meant innocently, yet the grin she rewards me with makes me consider what she possibly has in mind.

      And I can’t wait to find out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      I’m not drunk tonight.

      Hell, I barely touched my wine at dinner, for the sheer purpose of ensuring Theo wouldn’t push me away this evening because I’m not sober.

      A part of me can’t believe he wants me.

      Another doesn’t wonder at all, because he wants me, and he said so. He called me beautiful and all throughout dinner; he watched me hungrily, as if he couldn’t wait to get his hands on me.

      In truth, I hadn’t wanted to eat at all.

      I made dinner for him.

      I ate and kept my hands to myself for him.

      And now I stand next to him, drying the dishes as he washes them, waiting for the moment we’ll finish what I started last night.

      For a single kiss to turn into many kisses, followed by touching that leads to both of us naked together in bed, indulging in the heat between us.

      I clench my thighs together, biting my lip and hoping he doesn’t realize how turned on I am already just thinking of what we’ll do together. If he can do this to me with nothing more than the idea of us, the reality may end up leaving me speechless, and then I’ll really be in trouble.

      Because how blind could I have been all these years to my true feelings Theo? They haven’t been innocent, not in a long time, and I should’ve been more in tune with my emotions.

      It’s cuz of Donovan, of course. I thought I loved him, but actually, I’ve been fooling myself.

      Donovan was a poor replacement for the man standing beside me and tonight, there’s no doubt he’ll make me come like my ex never had.

      Theo shuts off the water, takes the last dry plate from my hands, and puts it in the cupboard before turning back toward me. Taking the towel from my hands, he throws it onto the counter and snatches my hand in his, leading us both back toward the living room.

      And further, until we’re heading down the basement steps after he makes sure the front door is locked, and my heart thumps so hard I swear I can almost hear it.

      Once we’re downstairs, he stops at the bottom of the steps and pulls me into his arms, his lips meeting mine in a kiss I’ve been waiting all day for. With one kiss, he steals my breath and keeps my heart as his forever, as if he doesn‘t already own it.

      When we separate for a breath, he tugs my dress up my body and over my head.

      “This is really happening,” I breathe, my hands coming up to rest on his shirt covered chest. “This is real.”

      “Yes, it is.” He laughs, my fingers moving deftly over the buttons of his shirt as I undo them, and his hands find the clasp of my strapless bra. “I’ve waited all day to have you.”

      “Well, here I am.” Finishing, I shove his shirt off his shoulders as his hands drop, my bra following the path until it hits the floor, and his eyes lock on my breasts. “Do you like what you’re finding?”

      Instead of responding with words, his hands cup my breasts, caressing them then pinching my nipples, causing me to hiss with the mix of pleasure pain while he smiles.

      Oh yes, he likes what he’s seeing and feeling, and I’m the luckiest girl in the world to have him touching me this way, standing in front of him in only my underwear.

      Needing to see more of him, my hand reaches for his belt buckle, and soon I’m sliding the belt out from around his waist. I drop it to the floor with a distinct thud and instantly unbutton his pants.

      He takes that moment to step back, grab my hand, and lead me toward the bedroom on the other side of the room. I don’t care there isn’t much wooing; he had me the moment he told me how much he desired me this morning. Right now, I would follow him anywhere as long as he got me completely undressed to fuck me senseless and we both know it.

      When we’re inside, he shuts the door and nods at the bed, a wicked grin gracing his mouth. “Take off your panties and get on the bed.”

      Desiring nothing more than to please him doesn’t prevent me from turning so my back is facing him and bending over, removing the last piece of my clothing slowly. I do blush a little. Not because I’m shy, but because this is the first time I’ve been naked in front of him and a tiny part of me wonders what he’s thinking while standing behind me, bent over with my ass in the air, where he can see everything.

      “Stunning,” he murmurs, replying to my thought without me even speaking out loud. “Get that ass on the bed, Greta. now.”

      Giggling, with every intention of doing as he says, I wiggle my ass, only to let out a squeak of surprise as he suddenly smacks one bare cheek out of nowhere.

      And surprisingly, I like it, enough to wiggle again.

      He rewards me with another smack, this time on the other side, and chuckles when I moan. “Glad to discover something you love so soon, Greta, and I promise you, there’s more where that came from sweetheart.”

      Straightening, I glance over my shoulder at him. “You promise?”

      “I do, but you have to do what I say. And at this moment, you haven’t done that.”

      “Just having some fun.” I wink at him and stride toward the bed, climbing into the center and lying on my back. “How’s this?”

      “Almost perfect.”

      My eyes widen as he removes his pants, revealing the fact he isn’t wearing anything beneath them, and now he’s as naked as I am. His cock isn’t soft or hard; somewhere in the middle. I lick my lips, looking forward to wrapping them around the tip and taking my sweet time before taking him deep into my mouth to hear him groan.

      I love that sort of thing, especially the moment he’ll grab my hair and tug on it, hurting me even though he doesn’t mean to, all in the name of lust and passion for the woman sucking on his dick.

      He smiles as he climbs onto the bed, all too aware of what I’m thinking for sure, and crawls between my legs. Hovering over me, he presses his soft yet firm mouth against mine once more, mingling our tongues as our bodies meet with nothing between them for the very first time.

      I love his warm body, the way he covers me completely, and there’s something about this moment I know I’ll never, ever forget. I slide my hands up his arms, over the soft skin and finer than it looks hair, over his nice biceps, until I reach his shoulders. Then, I wrap one around his neck while I use the other to slide up into his hair and run my hand across it.

      Drawing away, he smiles against my lips and then looks into my eyes as he says, “I want you to put your hands above your head, and you’re not to move them, no matter what I do. Understand?”

      “Yes.” His command is thrilling and my heart pounds while removing my hands from his body to do as he says. When they’re resting on the pillow, he moves down my body with a final naughty grin, and then he’s between my legs with his hot hands on my thighs. “Oh, my god.”

      “Just Theo, sweetheart.”

      Any answer I might give is stolen away when he uses his mouth to pleasure me along with his hands. A perfect mixture of stroking, licking, and nibbling quickly sends me to the edge where he keeps me hovering until my moans are so loud I’m afraid the neighbors will hear me even though the walls are concrete and the few windows down here aren’t open.

      My legs shake first, my hands itching to grab onto his head and hold on as my body gives into the sweet pleasure of his torture yet unable to do that, and I grab one bar in the headboard to keep from giving into the urge to touch him.

      When I finally can’t take anymore, his mouth leaves my clit long enough for him to say, “Come for me, honey.”

      And I do the instant he clamps his lips back on my clit, sucking hard.

      I’m boneless, floating as pleasure flows throughout my entire body, smiling lazily when he covers my body with his own lithe form. I wrap my arms around his neck, staring at him through hooded eyes as he grins down at me, then taste myself when he kisses me.

      He deepens the kiss with a groan, my legs wrapping around his waist, and for a few moments, we simply make out. It’s a slow dance in the middle until my heart beat slows and all I want is him inside me.

      I lift my hips, his cock hard and hot between my legs and resting right where I want him to be. He shifts and thrusts, the head of his cock entering me but going no further. It’s a tease, playful, and I wiggle my hips with a soft laugh into his mouth, trying to urge him further inside. He doesn’t give in. Instead, he moves back out, then back in, each time going a little further, yet not anywhere near where we both get what we want.

      Then, he withdraws until the tip is barely inside me, his tongue deep inside my mouth and capturing every little sound I’m making when he pushes back in with one swift thrust, burying himself deep.

      Perfect and everything I thought it would be.

      More so when he moves, giving no quarter in the depth and speed, dragging out every single movement as long as he can. Beautiful the way he plays my body as if he’s always known every inch of it and exactly what to do to make it sing.

      My hands move until I’m clutching his shoulders, my nails digging in, holding on with all I have because another orgasm isn’t far out of reach. Amazing, as I’ve never had two orgasms during sex before.

      He changes angle enough to rub right against me, and I’m lost. My whole body shakes, pussy clenching onto his cock as I come longer and harder than ever before, my nails digging even more into his shoulders to the point I’m afraid I’m drawn blood. But he doesn’t seem to mind, groaning and mumbling something unintelligible as he keeps on thrusting, going harder and harder until suddenly, he stops moving to fill me as he comes not long after I do.

      Although he doesn’t put all his weight on me, he relaxes, giving me one last kiss before moving his head away, trailing kisses along my jaw and down my neck until his head rests next to mine on the bed. Since he’s still inside me, I clench around him and can’t help but laugh when he sucks in a breath then nips at my neck with his teeth.

      It’s his turn to chuckle as I squeak in surprise, the sound of his laughter a happy, sated one, and that’s when I realize how happy I am, too, for the first time in what seems like forever.

      And I never want it to end.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          Theo

        

      

    

    
      Gorgeous.

      That’s the only thought in my mind as I gaze down at Greta, now fast asleep beside me, a curve of a smile on her gracing her lips even as she slumbers. A smile mirrored on my own face as the sex between us had been fantastic.

      I’m in trouble.

      The way she gazed up at me, her heart shining in her eyes...I want her to always see me that way as if I’ve hung the moon for her only. As if she loves me.

      To have the love of a woman like Greta would be the most beautiful thing in the world. She’s smart and accomplished, with only the tiniest mean bone in her body, reserved for those who deserve her wrath. When she told me the story of finding Donovan in bed with another woman, she said it with such humor I couldn’t help but admire the way she mostly kept her cool in the face of such asshole behavior.

      And when she asked about my previous relationships, straight truth is what she received. I haven’t always been the best partner a woman could have; after all, we were all young once and learning the ropes of relationships. However, I’ve never cheated on a woman. Respect and communication are forefronts when I’m with someone, as anything less is doing a disservice while dating, since getting to know each other is the whole point.

      This is an uphill battle, started the moment she kissed me and I let it lead to sex instead of putting a stop to it. Her father won’t be accepting of us having a relationship. I’ve known Greta since she was born and no matter her age now, Colin will see this as a betrayal, because she’s his baby and always will be.

      That should’ve stopped me, but it didn’t so nothing will keep me from pursuing her now until she agrees to marry me.

      I just hope he understands and forgives me one day, especially after the way I’ll love and care for his daughter, making sure she never regrets being involved with me.

      And it will have to be enough because all I’ve got to offer her is me.
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      I’m sitting on the couch when she wakes up an hour later, leaving the bedroom with her panties on and arms crossed over her breasts, her face flushed as she comes to sit beside me.

      “Hey, honey.” I put my arm around her shoulders and tug her toward me until she’s leaning against my side, then kiss the top of her head. “How are you feeling?”

      “Fine. A little sore.” She snickers. “It’s been a while since I’ve had sex and you were a little rougher than I’ve ever experienced.”

      “I’m sorry.” And I am, but only a little because I want nothing more than to do it again. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

      “No, no.” She gazes up at me, the same bright look in her eyes as earlier when I was inside her body, and her tiny smile becomes a naughty grin. “I liked it, a lot. There’s more I haven’t done, isn’t there?”

      “You can bet on it.”

      “Yeah? And you’ll show me?”

      Laughing, I kiss her lips and rest my forehead against hers. “Fuck yes, I’ll show you anything you want me to.”

      “Right now?”

      “Your enthusiasm is adorable.”

      “But...?”

      “We can’t have sex all day.”

      She pouts, sticking her lip out in an exaggerated way, then asks, “Why can’t we? We ate dinner, I took a nap, and now I’m up again.”

      “Because you’re more than merely sex to me, honey.” Lifting a hand to her face, I cup her cheek in my hand and stroke her cheek with the pad of my thumb, tapping her bottom lip until she sucks it in and bites it. “You’re Colin’s little girl, and now you’re my lover, but I also want us to be friends and more. I want to get to know you as you are and spend time with you doing the things we both enjoy.”

      “We can do that,” she whispers, her eyes wide and darker than usual as her tongue darts out to tease my thumb, after which she follows up with an equally teasing grin. “We’ve got time. Right now, though, I want you, Theo. No. I need you to make me feel amazing again like you did earlier.”

      I should deny her, stick to my guns, and spend time with her that isn’t in bed, at least for a little bit. At the same time, does it really matter if we do what I want tomorrow instead of tonight? No, not really.

      She isn’t going anywhere, and neither am I.

      So instead of telling her no, or saying anything at all, I merely lean over and gather her in my arms, then stand up in one smooth movement to carry her back into the bedroom.

      We stay in bed the rest of the night, exploring and enjoying each other’s bodies, before falling asleep in each other’s arms.
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      “Wake up, Theo!”

      Greta’s panicked face hovering over mine as she shoves at my shoulders is the last thing I expect to wake up to the next morning, and I sit up with a jolt, my heart beating fast at her stricken expression. “What’s wrong?”

      “Dad’s home!”

      The last thing I expect her to say and I toss the blanket aside as she scrambles off from the bed. That’s when I notice she’s dressed in her sundress again, her hair tumbling down around her bare shoulders and her makeup mussed.

      It won’t look good when she goes up the steps looking like that, and there’s nothing either of us can do.

      Not quite awake yet, I snatch up my jeans from the ground and cast a glance at where she stands beside the bed, twisting her hands together. “Are you sure? Have you been upstairs?”

      “Yes, I’m sure, and no. The sound of the garage door opening woke me up, and I’ve heard him walking around for the past couple of minutes. What are we gonna do?”

      Great question. No idea if Colin’s aware his daughter is home or not. She did put away her things yesterday so he may have no clue she’s here and so we might be able to do something.

      Formulating a plan that should work, I tug on my shirt and then pull her into my arms for a hug where I kiss the top of her head. “You stay here and keep your phone on you. When I’ve got him distracted with something outside, I’ll let you know it is safe to come upstairs and you can act as if you’ve just gotten up.”

      “From where?”

      “Your room, sweetheart. Don’t be nervous, okay?” I ask her while stepping back and smile when she nods. “Great. He won’t know a thing if we can just keep it together. Finding out is inevitable, but we’ll need to find another way to tell him some other time.”

      “Agreed.”

      Another kiss, this time on her lips, and then I exit the bedroom, hoping with everything I have that this day doesn’t begin with Colin punching me in the face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      Dad has no idea.

      Theo managed to get him to go back into the garage to check something out for a few minutes, and the moment I got his text, I ran up the steps toward the bathroom.

      By the time they came back inside, Theo had ‘mentioned’ my return home, and my father was happy to see me. Of course, he scolded us for not texting to tell him I came back, but otherwise, he seems clueless to the change between Theo and me.

      Whew.

      I want to tell him and have spent all day with the words on the tip of my tongue, yet nothing will come out about that. He talked about his vacation and that he didn’t stay long because it wasn’t any fun on his own, so he came home.

      “I’m glad,” he says as he sits in his chair and I’m on the couch. “We get to spend more time together before I go back to work.”

      “Me, too, Dad.”

      And I’m happy too. I really am. But now any time Theo and I had to ourselves before my dad got home just ended, and until we are ready to tell him, it will be hard for us to keep it a secret.

      And after last night, not being close to Theo or able to have sex with him isn’t going to happen. He’s a sexy man, and I want to let him do all the things to me he spoke about last night in the dark.

      Just thinking about sex with Theo makes my body respond as it recalls everything he did to it all over again. My life will never be the same after that. Even if we weren’t talking about being serious, there’s no way I could go back to a selfish guy like Donovan, who never thought about making sex enjoyable for me beyond the basics.

      Theo makes sure I have an orgasm, that I enjoy myself the whole time, and at no point have I found anything he does as selfish or just for his own pleasure. Theo fucked me, hard enough I’m aching all over today, but it also felt like he was making love to me at the same time.

      He isn’t here now, having to run more errands apparently, and god, I miss him like nothing else. I want him to come back and sit beside me. Even if we can’t touch, I want him here, silently supporting me and letting me know with his presence that I’m not in this alone.

      I know I’m not, as he made that quite clear before he left earlier, in the short minutes alone we had as my dad went to the bathroom. He kissed me, reminded me to remain calm, and told me he would be back in time for dinner again.

      That’s what I’m telling myself while waiting for his return.

      Stay calm. Smile and be happy because I’m home and my dad is home, and everything is so damn good right now, more than I thought they would be after everything fell apart.

      It’s crazy how much they’ve changed, as well, but I’m not complaining at all. And I really am glad my dad is here, so I focus on him the best I can until Theo gets back. “I’ve missed you, Dad, and it’s good to be home.”

      He bobs his head in agreement, then rubs his chin. “I’ve missed you, too, baby. You staying around for a while?”

      “Probably. I’ve got to find a job, but that shouldn’t be too difficult. And eventually get my own place.”

      Or move in with Theo if the opportunity arises, but can’t exactly say that out loud.

      “You can stay here as long as you need. I never cleaned out your room and did you see the basement?”

      “Yeah, I love what you did with it. The whole setup is really great.”

      “When Theo leaves, it’s all yours.” He shifts in his seat and grabs the remote. “I hope the fact Theo’s gonna be staying with us for a little over a month is okay with you.”

      If only he knew how glad I am for how close we’ll be for the next few weeks. “Of course, Dad. It was sweet of you to let him stay here while his place is being redone.”

      “He’s good, the best friend a man could have. Don’t know what I would do without him.”

      Doesn’t take long for his statement to affect me in a way thinking about a relationship with Theo hasn’t since the moment I arrived.

      Theo is my father’s best friend, and what happens if he doesn’t approve of us being together? What if my wanting Theo tears apart their friendship and nothing is ever the same? Do I want to cause such a rift, one that might be permanent? And what will my father think of me? How will our relationship change if I feel as if I have to choose between my dad and Theo?

      All of a sudden, I’m not so sure, and it’ll be worse when Theo comes back because I’m certain the doubt creeping in will remain kept inside for long. I have to tell him, and we’ll have to decide whether the risk is worth the potentially life-changing consequences for both of us.
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      After dinner, the three of us actually end up watching some funny movie on TV. I don’t even catch the title because I can’t stop thinking about what I will tell Theo when we’re finally alone.

      My dad sat next to me on the couch while Theo sat in the chair. I caught him casting glances my way many times and the few times my father saw him, Theo pretended he was focusing on my dad, and they talked about something. What, I don’t know, since again, my thoughts were my primary concern.

      But now, my dad has bid me goodnight with a hug and a kiss, telling me we might go and do something tomorrow, and gone to bed.

      Theo grabs my hand the moment my dad’s door shuts and drags me down the steps to the basement.

      “What’s going on with you, Greta? You’ve looked positively sick since I returned.” He crosses his arms over his chest, blocking me from being able to go back up the stairs, which is fine because I don’t want an escape. We have to talk. “Did your dad find out somehow?”

      “No.” I shake my head, my eyes blurry from the unshed tears, and I rub at that with a sigh. “But he will, Theo, and he’s going to be heartbroken. He said he didn’t know what he would do without you and that you’re the best friend he could have. We can’t do this to him. He won’t understand, and I won’t be the reason you two aren’t friends anymore.”

      He scowls, which does more to turn me on than off, and shakes his head. “You’d give in that easy, Greta? You had to know this wouldn’t be easy before we started.”

      “It was easy to ignore that in the face of having you in front of me, with my father nowhere in sight. Now he’s back, though, and this thing between us has just started. We can stop now before we hurt him before we’re...”

      “We’re what? In love?” He shoves a hand through his hair forcefully at my nod and releases a long breath as if he has been holding it. “I’ve been serious since the moment you kissed me, honey. Haven’t you?”

      I answer honestly. “I don’t know. Yes, I’ve thought about it. I just...he’s my dad. And you’re his best friend; pretty much his only friend. Plus, you guys work together. This could get really complicated.”

      “Well, life isn’t simple, sweetheart. But if you want something, you don’t just let it go because having what you want will require you to work for it. You don’t give up without a fight.”

      “I can’t.” A tear slips down my cheek, and I swipe it away angrily. “Theo, don’t be mad. This isn’t easy for me.”

      He stares at me, understanding shining in his eyes, even though the devastation is equally apparent. “I’m not mad. Only wishing there is something I could do or say to convince you otherwise.”

      “I...” The war inside me won’t let me choose sides. I’m stuck in the middle, and there’s no way to explain how I feel right now, divided as I am between the loyalty for my dad and what I want to give him. “Can I just have a few days, please? I need to think.”

      “Of course, honey.” He leans in, pressing one soft and a sweet kiss on my lips, lingering to really allow me sense how deeply he feels about me, and then pulls back slowly. “You should get to bed, sweetheart. I’ll see you in the morning.”

      But he doesn’t because, by the time I manage to drag myself from bed, he’s gone to work for the day.

      And I miss him so much I’m not sure how to get what I want without hurting my dad in the process, with nothing I can do except figure it the hell out soon.
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      I am able to land a job at a local photography business, lending a hand with their social media and marketing efforts. It doesn’t pay as well as my job in the city had, yet I enjoy it a lot more.

      I’ve been working there a week, and in that time, a lot has shifted in my life.

      My dad rejoined Theo at work, Theo’s still in our basement, and we haven’t spent another moment alone.

      Things are going well, obviously.

      He texts me, mostly at night after my father is in bed, telling me we’ll work it out, my dad will care more about us being happy than anything else, and he can’t wait to get me naked again, among other things.

      I’ve wanted to give in and go downstairs, join him in his bed so we can both have what we want, so badly. It isn’t easy for me to ignore what is basically a blatant invitation, to not let him make feel amazing once more, yet I don’t do what I want because all I can think about is not hurting my dad.

      He took a long time after my mom died to return to some normalcy in life. My mom and I had been his whole life, and suddenly, all he had was Theo and me. He leaned on us both, and only in the last year has he become more like the man I’ve always known instead of the shadow of a man from when she died four years ago.

      I don’t want him to return to that. I don’t want to be responsible for my father losing his best friend and daughter in the same moment when he discovers how far we’ve taken things.

      He may be angry. I’ve never seen my father hit someone, but he might get so mad at Theo for taking ‘advantage of me’ that there’s a first time for everything. I’m realistic and won’t lie to myself about this.

      Sure, Theo wants to believe my father would just want us to be happy, but the reality is he’s my dad’s best friend, is twenty-two years older than me and has known me since I was a kid. How can my father not think something bad when he finds this out?

      Adult or not, I’m still his little girl, his baby, and suddenly his friend is going to claim me as his own?

      I don’t see any way that will go over well, despite all the positive thinking in the world, and it has me considering leaving town once more since I’m not sure being near Theo will work for me if I have to ignore my attraction to him forever.

      So, I’m considering that, but before I do anything rash, I’m going to try to talk to my father without being specific to see what he might think. I don’t know how I will do it; all I know is I have to give it a shot before I toss aside Theo forever for the sake of my father.

      I just hope it doesn’t end up making things worse than they already are.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Theo

        

      

    

    
      Greta is worth admiring.

      She’s sitting at the table, wearing another sundress that shows off enough of her curves to make me wish having another taste of her was only hours away, instead of potentially never going to happen again.

      We’re eating dinner. She keeps flicking her gaze between Colin and me, almost as if watching us to see when the perfect time to bring up something important will be, but I’m two steps ahead of her.

      If she’s planning on telling her dad, my speaking up first may shock her. However, we can’t keep going on as we have.

      This woman is in my dreams, living one floor above me and all I can think about, so much my work is suffering. Wrapping her in my embrace and kissing her, along with naughtier scenarios, consumes my thoughts. I desire her and want nothing more than to have how I feel about her out in the open, damn the consequences.

      She’s worried about her father. She shouldn’t be.

      Colin’s always been a reasonable man, not one to get angry about anything without good reason, and I don’t see falling in love with his daughter as a negative thing. Why would he?

      I didn’t plan on it or ever imagine she would see me anything other than Theo, her dad’s best friend and someone she can trust at any time she needed someone to go to.

      Yet here we are.

      Yes, I’m in love with Greta and fuck knows how long that’s been true. Longer than I recognize, which makes it time to come clean.

      And when she opens her mouth, there’s only one way I can think to prevent her telling Colin something he should hear from me.

      “Colin, man,” I say, putting down my fork and sliding my chair back before standing up. “How about going out for drinks? We haven’t been out in a while.”

      Greta doesn’t know this, but her father has a thing for one of the bartenders at the local joint, a woman we’ve both known since high school. He hasn’t seen her in a while, and this will be the perfect opportunity for me to get him out of the house to tell him about the situation. If he’s going to react badly, I don’t want her to see it, even if I don’t believe he will.

      “Sure.” He stands up as well, then glances at his daughter. “You good here by yourself?”

      “Yeah, thanks. I’m a big girl.”

      He laughs and walks off with his plate into the kitchen. A few moments later, the bathroom door shuts, and I walk over to Greta. Caressing her cheek, I lean in and kiss her, her lips clinging to mine instead of pulling away as I thought she might considering the way things have gone the last week.

      And it’s clear she wants to linger and draw it out, but we don’t have that sort of time.

      Ending the kiss, I push the hair that’s fallen into her face out of the way and whisper, “I’m going to talk to him, all right? You’ll see, everything will be absolutely fine.”

      Her lower lip trembles as she shakes her head and softly inquires, “What if he gets so mad that he wants you to leave? I don’t want this to come between you and my dad.”

      “He’ll have to get over it, sweetheart.” I kiss her forehead and step back at the sound of the toilet flushing. “I will not let your father come between us, not when you’re an adult and can make your own decisions.”

      I walk back to my plate just as the bathroom door opens, leaving her mouth opening to say something only for her to snap it shut, and I stride away without giving her another glance as I head into the kitchen.

      Five minutes later, when Colin heads to the garage first, I find her gaze with mine as she sits on the living couch and smile in an attempt to reassure her.

      It’s probably isn’t comforting at all, but this is the best I can do until he knows.

      The result may be worse than I imagine it will be, yet there’s nothing either she or I can do about it. Colin will take it well or he won’t; what’s between Greta and I won’t change because of his feelings or reaction.

      And the whole way to the bar, as Colin makes small talk, that’s what I keep telling myself, even though a little bit of doubt creeps in as the part of me always expecting the worst does what it does best.
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      We’re five drinks in when Diana leans over, resting her elbows on the counter, and locks her eyes on Colin’s, who stares at her with an intent I’m all too familiar with, as it’s the same way I look at his daughter.

      “About time you came to see me,” she says, her pout making her appear way younger than her real age. “I’ve missed you.”

      “I wasn’t gone long.” Colin sips his beer, casting me a side glance before returning his attention back to Diana, as it will be for the rest of the evening. “But I’ve thought about you as well.”

      Turning my attention away from them to the game on the TV, I don’t really pay attention because what he said makes me smirk. He won’t admit he’s got a thing for Diana, even though they’ve been going out for a while now.

      Colin hasn’t even told Greta because he’s afraid she’ll be unhappy he’s moving on, even though it’s been over four years since Terri died. I’ve said to him quite a few times that Greta will be more than happy as long as he is, but he just makes up another excuse, such as he wants to make sure it’s a ‘long-term thing’ before telling his daughter.

      Tells me I can’t possibly understand, seeing as how I’ve never married nor do I have kids, and all right, maybe he’s correct.

      Difficult to know when you haven’t been in that position. Maybe if I had a daughter Greta’s age, and my best friend was sniffing around her like she was a dog in heat, I might be upset, especially if we’ve known each other since the girl was a baby.

      As I told Greta, I do understand her fears. What I don’t believe is that Colin’s the kind of man who would rather his daughter be unhappy than to accept something outside his comfort zone. I’ve known him a long time; it isn’t likely that Colin won’t get over this eventually, especially when he sees how happy she is.

      That’s why when Diana walks away to help another customer, and Colin brings his attention back to me, I do what I’ve been waiting to do all day.

      Looking him straight in the eye, I say the words I hope will make the news a little easier to take.

      “Colin, man, there’s something you need to know: I’m in love with your daughter.”

      But I didn’t think to keep my expression neutral. Whatever I feel, and have done with Greta, must be all over my face because Colin’s reaction is the last thing I expect.

      I don’t even see the punch coming my way until it’s too late to avoid.
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      “Oh, my god! Theo!” Greta rushes to my side as we walk in the door before I can warn her not to and glares at Colin as she takes my arm. “What the hell, Dad?”

      Colin stares at her, his mouth in a grim line then stalks off toward his room after glaring at me. The slamming of his door makes Greta and me both wince.

      “You told him.” She whispers this while pulling me toward the couch and stands in front of me, cradling my face in her hands, where I’m staring at her with my one good eye. She leans in, presses a kiss to my lips, and her voice quivers as she says, “I can’t believe he hit you. Are you okay?”

      “I’m all right.” And I am even though my face is fucking killing me. “He only hit me once, and I have to admit, I deserved it. He’s pretty pissed.”

      “I told you he would be. This looks bad,” she murmurs, frowning when I flinch at her gentle touch on the forming bruise. “Let me get you some ice.”

      “Not as bad as it could’ve been.”

      She doesn’t even hear what I’ve said, already having walked off to the kitchen, and when she returns, she sits beside me with a sigh. Placing the cloth-wrapped ice on my face, I take over with one hand as she intertwines her fingers with mine.

      “What did you say?” She inquires after a few quiet moments where we’re both lost in our thoughts, then lowers her voice to further ask, “You didn’t tell him we slept together, did you?”

      “No. I told him I had feelings for you and that was all it took. He refused to speak to me the whole way home.”

      Frankly, I’m surprised he let me come back with him. He could’ve easily made me spend the night at a hotel or something considering the price is one I can easily afford.

      Greta doesn’t even comment on that, though, as she focuses on the one part of my statement no girl would miss. “You have feelings… for me?”

      Lifting her hand to my face, I kiss the back of it and smile, enjoying the way her eyes shine brightly with her happiness. “Honey, only a man who had feelings for a woman, would dare tell his best friend he’s got a thing for his daughter.”

      “I...” She blushes and licks her lips, which curve a moment later into a full grin. “I more than like you, too, Theo. A lot.”

      “I know.”

      With that, another blush blooms across her cheeks, spreading down into her neck as we kiss again, and I’m left with zero doubt about our relationship from here.

      Everything may not be perfect at this moment, but it will be as long as we give it all we’ve got.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      “Dad? Are you okay?”

      My father barely glances up from the newspaper he’s reading at the table to shrug at me. “Yeah, I’m good.”

      Theo isn’t around. He went into work today, and my father should have gone in too, but I guess he’s decided not to after all following last night’s events.

      “I’m sorry.” I take a seat on the end of the table so we could touch if either of us reached out, and tell him, “I know it came as a surprise, but it did to us, too. I... I never expected this when I came home, and I don’t want you to be mad. He really cares for me, you know that, right?”

      “You’re my baby,” he grinds out, slapping the paper on the table and finally staring right at me. “My only child and all I have left of your mother. He’s been around us since you were a kid. Do you know how this looks?”

      “Like what, Daddy?” Long time since I called him ‘Daddy,’ but right now, he’s treating me like the child who would call him that. “Like a man and a woman falling for each other despite so many things in the way and for all the reasons they shouldn’t?”

      “No.” He flicks his gaze out the patio window, his jaw tight and lips thin as he falls silent, then returns his eyes to mine. “He watched you grow up, right alongside your mother and me, baby. Even though you’re an adult now, it means nothing. He was like your uncle.”

      “But he isn’t my family, Dad, and he never has been.” I square my shoulders as he scowls, to clarify what actually happened in case Theo decided he would take this all on himself. “I kissed him first, Dad. Me. I came in, totally drunk, and came onto him. And he told me no, that I had to wait until I was sober and could decide with clear judgment.”

      “I see.” He frowns then, his expression warring between disappointment and affection, with his love for me winning out as he smiles sadly at me. “I don’t want to see you hurt, baby, that’s all.”

      “Donovan hurt me.” As his eyes fill with fire at that, I reach across the table and cover his hand with mine. “I know us being together bothers you, Dad, and you’re worried. And you don’t understand why we want to be together, but he’s a good man. Isn’t that right?”

      His nod is reluctant. “It is.”

      “Exactly. I mean, Theo wouldn’t be your best friend all these years if he wasn’t. Why wouldn’t you trust him with me, too? We thought about this a lot, and I was so afraid to tell you, but he didn’t want to hide it. He wanted you to know, so much he told you before I could.”

      “You’ve got a lot of living to do yet, Greta. There’s a big age difference between you two. He might want things you aren’t ready to give him just yet.”

      “What, Dad? Marriage? Babies?” I smile at that, the idea of having Theo’s children filling me with such joy I can’t hide it, and I know my dad can see it because his face softens. “I can have that with him, Dad, and I want it. Mostly, he makes me happy, and I make him happy, and that’s what should matter, not something either of us can’t help.”

      He searches my eyes with his, the hand beneath mine turning over until he can interlace our fingers, and finally, after a few tense moments of silence, he gives a firm nod. “All right. If that’s what you want, baby, I won’t stand in your way. But I won’t apologize for punching him, and I can’t promise I’ll ever be okay with this.”

      I have to giggle at that because Theo told me last night he deserved it. “That’s okay, Dad. I don’t think he’s expecting you to say sorry for hitting him. Just don’t do it again, please?”

      “For you, baby, I won’t.”

      There isn’t much to say after that, so we fall back into silence, but this time, it’s way more comfortable than before, and I can’t wait for Theo to get home to tell him everything will be just fine.
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      Theo doesn’t come back until dinner time.

      By then, my dad’s gone out, telling me before leaving that he wasn’t ready to see Theo just yet, and I understand, even though I obviously want the two important men in my life to get along considering they matter to me more than anyone else.

      However, I have to deal with what’s going on for now, so I greet Theo with a smile and a hug which he returns with pure joy.

      “I missed you,” he whispers, kissing my lips when I turn my face up toward his and grinning after. “What’s for dinner?”

      “Pork chops, mashed potatoes, and carrots.”

      “Mm. Smells delicious, just like you.” He buries his face in the crook of my neck, sniffing me with exaggeration, and I giggle until he pulls back with another wicked smile. “Too bad I’m starving for real food while it’s hot. Otherwise, I’d be dragging you down to the bed to take care of my other hunger while we’re still alone.”

      “Yeah, it is sad, because I miss you.” My heart pounds at that as I pull away and step back. “And everything’s all right now. Dad and I talked. He isn’t thrilled, but he wants me to be happy.”

      “I’m glad, sweetheart. See, didn’t I tell you it would work out?”

      “You did. And it makes me want to go to bed with you again even more. I hate sleeping apart from you.”

      “That will change soon,” he promises, shrugging out of his coat, and hanging it up by the door before offering me his hand. “Shall we?”

      I place my hand in his and squeeze, my heart filled with happiness, and my mind dreaming of all the beautiful days ahead of me with the one man I never expected to spend the rest of my life with. “Definitely.”
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      Later in the evening, after my dad’s gone to bed, Theo leads the way down the steps as quietly as possible.

      When we’re alone in the bedroom, he shuts the door and turns to me with a mischievous grin. “I’ve got a surprise for you.”

      “You do? What is it?”

      He points at the closet. “You’ll need to check in there, really well. I’ve hidden it.”

      “Oh, I see.” Laughing, I shake my head and turn away, opening the closet door before grinning at him over my shoulder. “I might be an adult now, but I’m always happy to go on a search for a surprise!”

      There isn’t much inside, except for his clothing and some boxes, which I search through before standing up with a frown. “I don’t see anything, Theo.”

      “Are you sure you’ve looked everywhere?”

      “Yes, I am.”

      “Damn. I’m sorry. I must’ve put it somewhere else and I’ve forgotten where.”

      “Oh, it’s okay.” He sounds regretful, so I shrug and step back, shutting the door. “No big deal.”

      That’s when his voice gets real low as he says, “Turn around and let me make it up to you, honey.”

      So, I do, and my hands fly to cover my sharp gasp at the sight of him right behind me while down on one knee, a ring box sitting open on his palm.

      Nothing could’ve prepared me for him to do this so soon, and after we’ve stared at each other for what feels like forever, he clears his throat and reaches for my hand.

      “I wasn’t sure if this would be too soon, honey, even with all the years we’ve known each other. What I do know is how much I love you and want to spend the rest of my life with you, and nothing would make me happier than having you by my side. Will you marry me, Greta?”

      Barely able to contain my excitement, tears of happiness glide down my face as I answer him with a softly spoken, “Yes!”

      He slips the ring on my finger and rises, gathering me in his arms with a sigh of contentment as he seals our engagement with a slow, intense kiss that curls my toes.

      Then, we celebrate more by making love as quietly as we can and although it’s different from the other times, it’s a wonderful beginning to the rest of our lives.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Greta

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One year later...

      

      

      “Come on, honey, you can do it. One more push.”

      “No, I can’t.” I crush his hand with mine as another contraction hits me hard and makes me cry out. “I’m so tired, I can’t do this anymore!”

      “Yes, you can. One more push, Greta, and you get to hold our daughter in your arms.” Theo kisses the top of my head and slips another ice chip in between my parched lips until I open up to take it, my eyes tearing up at how sweet he is. “One more, sweetheart, and it’ll be over. Okay?”

      Another contraction hits before I can answer, the doctor encouraging me to push right then, and I do because our baby is ready to join the world. I give it everything I’ve got, so ready for this whole thing to be over so I can hold my first child in my arms, and finally, our daughter arrives in the world with a wailing cry.

      It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard in the world as I fall back onto the pillows, exhausted and exhilarated all at once.

      After a couple moments, they put her on my chest, and the love I have for Theo isn’t anything compared to the instant joy filling my heart with the little life now counting on me. Our daughter’s eyes are closed, her mouth opening and closing until the nurse shows me how to bring her to my breast to feed.

      She suckles, the sensation making me giggle, all while Theo gazes down at us with such adoration in his eyes. It’s lovely and amazing and when he kisses my hand, the one he clutches tightly, I’m surer than ever before that returning home was the best decision I’ve ever made.

      Because it brought us together.

      And being with him has created such joy in our lives, and although his friendship with my father changed thanks to our marriage, we’re still all very close.

      Now, our daughter will bring us closer, as we’re naming her after my mother.

      Rebecca Terrianne Grafton falls asleep, mouth still attached to my nipple, after she eats her fill.

      “She’s beautiful.” Theo runs his hand along her scalp, covered by a thin layer of hair matching my own, and kisses me again with such pride shining from his eyes. “As are you, sweetheart. You did well. I’m so proud of you.”

      “I had the strength because you were here.” And it’s the truth. He’s my rock, my strength... my love.

      My everything.

      And I’m looking forward to building the rest of my life with him, with more children and a house of our own, where we’ll grow older together, but never apart.

      We’ll have what my parents had before she died. And of course, I hope, many more years together, enough we’ll see our children grow up and have many years after that to ourselves after they leave home.

      And when he leans in, whispering, “I love you, Greta, and I can’t wait until we can try for another already,” my heart sings because there’s nothing I want more than to have as many children as we’re blessed with.

      As my eyes close, finally resting after one of the longest days of my life, it’s with a full life and heart, and the love of a lifetime with a man who will always be there for my family and me, as he always has been.
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        Thanks for reading!

        I hope you enjoyed Greta & Theo’s story!
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        Visit my website to join my reader’s list!

        I’ll never spam you and, by joining today, you’ll receive a FREE eBook!
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        Hey! I’m Violet Haze. I am autistic & the mother of one cool kid. I’ve been writing and publishing romantic fiction since late 2013. The majority of my stories are erotic, and all of them are stories of true love. Happy reading!

      

      

      
        
        For information on other books you can read, including links to ALL the vendors, visit my website: www.authorviolethaze.com!

      

        

      
        Want to contact me?

        Email at: violet@authorviolethaze.com or locate me at one of the links listed below!
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