


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Uncut (Unexpected Book 4) Online

                Authors: Claudia Burgoa

                        Tags: #UNCUT

            

    
    Uncut (Unexpected Book 4) (41 page)

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	...
	19
	...
	36
	37
	38
	39
	40
	41
	42
	43
	44
	45
	...
	58
	...
	71
	»

        

                
            K
eys, wallet, condoms, and my emergency bag. I make sure nothing is missing and I’m ready for anything with my girl. Tonight we’re out on a date celebrating her counselor’s license. If I play my cards right, maybe I’ll get to fool around, and in case God loves me
that
much, I bring everything to stay overnight.

Opening the door, I encounter a bare-chested Tristan unloading from the elevator. “You’re leaving?” The ripped abs do their daily job: make me hard. There’s a bulge in my pants within two seconds. He glances down at my dick and grins. “When are you planning on coming back?” He runs his thumb through my jawline. “Or I can take care of it for you, babe. I’m so horny I doubt I need you to prep me.”

My balls twinge with the thought of taking him. I grab him by the shoulders and drag him inside the house, shutting the door. Pulling him in, my hand wraps around his neck, my fingers thread through his hair. I press my lips against his, and he grasps my waist pressing our bodies against each other. He moans against my mouth as I slide my tongue inside his hot mouth. Lowering one hand, I get inside his gym shorts and pump him. I kiss him harder. Our mouths meld as our tongues thrust against each other. My dick is thick, engorged from the months of abstinence. In this frantic moment I want to rip his clothes off and fuck him hard all night. A tone of beautiful purple lights stops every action.
She’s
waiting for me.

I pull back, releasing his pulsating cock, and push him far enough to level our sights. “Where are we standing, Coop?”

“What do you mean, dude? I live with you, we’re in a threesome.” He takes a step back and shakes his head. His eyes never meet mine. “You’re about to go on a date with her.” His hand points at the bag I left next to the door. “Planning on fucking?” He spits the words. “Who gives you the right to be her first?”

“Is that why you offered yourself to me?” I kick the fucking bag. “So I wouldn’t touch her?”

“Yes, no. Fuck it, Matthew. It’s been months. Months,” he screams. “What are you and I waiting for?”

“For you to stop holding back on me.” The pounding of my heart deafens the scream to stop this discussion. Neither one of us was ready to open another drawer filled with issues. “You were almost there, but since your parents’ visit, you shut us down. Not only me, also Thea.
The whore
.”

His mother was vicious with his girlfriend and he didn’t kick her out of my house. I had to do it, be the jerk.

“I already talked to
my
girlfriend about that,” he says, getting in my face. “My relationship with her is none of your business. Are you sleeping with her?”

“
My
relationship with her is none of your fucking business.” I mimic him, pick up my bag, and slam the door behind me.


“Wanna talk about it?” Thea twirls her colorful lock. “It’s eating you and I’m having trouble eating my appetizer because of your attitude.”

I break the bread, butter it, and feed her. “Eat.”

“Did you have a fight with your boyfriend?” she asks after swallowing the bread.

The waiter chooses that moment to step back to pour some more sparkling water into our glasses. His eyes move from Thea to me. She can’t help but laugh. I’ve been kissing her and flirting with her since we arrived, and now she’s talking about my boyfriend. No wonder the man is about to slap us,
or
sit down and hear the gossip.

“That sounded bad, didn’t it?” Thea asks the waiter who stares at her. “I swear it’s not what you’re thinking, it’s worse. We’re talking about our boyfriend. We’re a triad.” She winks at him. “Thank you for the water.”

“That’s bold, Butterfly.” I hold my words, not wanting to make a big deal out of the conversation. However, she’s publicly accepting that she’s dating two men. “Any chance that boldness will continue throughout the night?”

Her face turns serious. There’s no flirty smile to match mine, or anything close to a caress that can reassure me that I might get some action. Instead, she slams me with the question one more time. “What happened with Coop, Mattie?”

This different version of Thea makes me believe that we aren’t in individual relationships. Just as Tristan wanted to know if I was going to have sex with Thea, she wants to know what the hell happened between him and me. I clench my teeth, annoyance running freely through my veins. Sensitivity isn’t my middle name, but I like to express my feelings. My sister and I do share that profound artistic gene, so to speak, that in no way translates that I talk everything out. But since I became so close to Thea, everything is about how I feel, what I think . . .

It hits me. “You’re shrinking me.”

She searches my face and begins to laugh. Her fingers start sizing my head, going from a huge gap between them to a small one. “Are you telling me I’ve shrinking rays?”

“No, you’re acting like a shrink, Butterfly. I love you, and spending time with you is my favorite thing to do. Talking about my feelings isn’t. I’m all talked out with you.”

She lifts her palms. “Fine, keep that bitter bug inside you. It is all the same to me.”

I groan, and let everything out because it isn’t fine with her. Nothing of what I say changes her relaxed expression. Not the fact that I had an overnight bag, that I almost had sex with Tristan. That I haven’t followed her advice and had sex with him. While I talk, I hope that nothing I say will upset her.

“I can’t believe he’s still hung up on it,” Thea blurts, confusing the hell out of me. I lean closer and give her an
explain
glare. “Yesterday he went to the office at lunch time, brought me food, and groveled because he suddenly regretted the way his mother treated me, and that he became distant afterward.” She shrugs. “We argued. I told him that until he worked his shit, I wouldn’t take any further step with
him
. He blew a gasket.”

Thea looks up to the ceiling, then at me, and shakes her head. “I adore him, but this is our night, Mattie. Coop has to deal with his shit, the way I’m dealing with mine—confronting myself.”

I take her hand and kiss it, knowing that every other afternoon she heads to a different shrink. Once every two weeks we go to couples counseling, an appointment Coop has missed quite a few times.

“Do you think he’s still seeing his shrink?”

“Mattie, either we forget about him tonight, or we go home and sit down to put this to rest. Your choice.”

That’s an easy choice. I don’t have to think about it twice. “Tonight I’m having you for dessert. At least a nibble, a taste.”



A
s Thea opens the main door of the building, I eye the windows of the third floor. It’s been so long since the last time I set foot here. Twelve years? College. The year I thought I’d be in frat parties doing crazy shit. In only a few weeks, I was back at home taking classes online and caring for my broken brother.

“Are the roommates gone?” I enter behind Thea without waiting for her to invite me. Tonight I want to stay with her, even if we only kiss one time.

“I don’t know.” Thea fake-shivers as we climb the stairs. “Damn, tonight I’m going to have a hard time falling asleep. Mason swears there’s not one insect within the ten-mile radius of the building. But if I can’t sleep, I’ll be knocking down your door and taking over your guest room.”

“I can keep you company.”

Thea opens the apartment door and I’m amazed to find that the entire apartment has been remodeled. The white walls are gone, transformed by a soft green. Pictures with nature themes cover the walls, and if Arthur Bradley sees this, he might have a heart attack. His somber place is now a hippie-chic spot.

“You totally redecorated this place,” I say, looking at every corner.

“Yeah, Mason said that his father didn’t mind.” She takes me to the bookcase showing me pictures of us. My parents and her, and one of her with Gracie. “I even have pictures now, memories. Thank you.”

“I haven’t done much.” I take her into my arms by the waist, her lips only inches from me. With her perfect height, I don’t have to lean too much to take what’s mine.

“You have shared your family with me, Matt.” She kisses my jaw. “I’ve dared to dream of the possibilities. Not of a normal life, but of our own life. Bumps or not, we’re fighting.”

I don’t feel that I’m fighting as much as she does, that I’ve ever had the battles she has had to face all her life. Parents with addictions, a brother who protected her but one day decided that life wasn’t enough. Her biggest fight might be letting go of her past by letting Coop and I all the way in. Whatever stops her from doing it must be too painful.

“Tell me something, Butterfly,” I whisper, hoping tonight we have a breakthrough.

“My parents used to have parties in the house,” Thea says, leaning her head on my chest. “Big crazy parties where they’d play loud music. Evan, my brother, would hide us in the closet.” Her shoulders rise and drop. “Never knew why, or I don’t remember. For years I slept in that confined place, until I started to party with them or outside with my own
friends.
My first memory of me sleeping in a bed is . . . in a hospital bed.”

I comb her hair while her hitching breathing begins to even. So many questions pile inside my head.
Why were you in the hospital?
What happened?
What finally made you want to stay clean?

“My system was so used to drinking that the day I began to puke, I was so worried that I went to the ER, thinking someone had poisoned me—paranoia.” She releases a humorless chuckle. “Drugs, they impair your common sense.” Her head tilts, her eyes find me. They’re shaking, a bluer tint taking over the purple. “I was pregnant.”

What the fuck? My heart slams against my chest. Her eyes close, tears roll down her cheeks.

“
He
made me stop. A small person I hadn’t met became my miracle,” she whispers. “I couldn’t be like my parents. Even when I had no idea who the father was, or that I was only seventeen, I had to do better for him. I loved that baby. A nurse from the hospital, and Molly, an old friend of mine, helped me. I was in rehab for almost ten months.” Thea closes her eyes again, and remains silent for a long time. I hold her tighter against my body, knowing that there’re no words that can take away the pain she went through. It’s a miracle that she remains sober, and sane. “A loving couple from Texas adopted him. We met for only seconds. I held him for less than a heartbeat before they took him away. He saved my life, and makes me want to be a better person every day.”
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