
        
            
                
            
        

    

  	
	    
	      Also by Ann Mayburn

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bondmates

          
        
          
	          Casey's Warriors

          
        
          
	          Jaz's Warriors

          
        
          
	          Paige's Warriors

          
        
          
	          Naughty Desires

          
        
          
	          Blood like Whiskey

          
        
          
	          Roxy's Warriors

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Club Wicked

          
        
          
	          My Wicked Valentine

          
        
          
	          My Wicked Nanny

          
        
          
	          My Wicked Devil

          
        
          
	          My Wicked Masters

          
        
          
	          My Wicked Trainers

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Iron Horse MC

          
        
          
	          Exquisite Trouble

          
        
          
	          Exquisite Danger

          
        
          
	          Exquisite Redemption

          
        
          
	          Exquisite Karma

          
        
          
	          Exquisite Innocence

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Long Slow Tease

          
        
          
	          Still

          
        
          
	          Penance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Submissive's Wish

          
        
          
	          Ivan's Captive Submissive

          
        
          
	          Dimitri's Forbidden Submissive

          
        
          
	          Alexandr's Cherished Submissive

          
        
          
	          Alexandr's Reluctant Submissive

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Awakening

          
        
          
	          Turning Leaf

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Concubine Chronicles

          
        
          
	          The Breaker's Concubine

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Cordova Empire

          
        
          
	          Obsession

          
        
          
	          Sweetest Obsession

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Last Resort Motel

          
        
          
	          Room 419

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Blushing Violet

          
        
          
	          Guarding Hope

          
        
          
	          Peppermint Passion

          
        
          
	          The Fighter's Secret Crush

          
        
          
	          Sodom and the Phoenix

          
        
          
	          Sam and Cody

          
        
          
	          The Fighter's Secretary

          
        
          
	          The Submissive's Wish Boxed Set

          
        
          
	          Bulldog's Girls

          
        
      

      
    
    


[image: image]



The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement (including infringement without monetary gain) is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in, or encourage, the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

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

Room 419; A Gift from Drunk Me

Copyright © 2018 by Ann Mayburn

Published by Honey Mountain Publishing

All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work, in whole or in part, in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]





Chapter 1

Ivy


[image: image]


The soft shimmer of chimes drew me from my sleep, my mouth as dry as the desert, and my eyelids feeling like they were glued together. My befuddled mind tried to figure out what that noise was as I squinted and rubbed at my face, dislodging one of my false eyelashes. Crap, I hadn’t taken my makeup off after I’d gone to bed. By the nausea churning in my gut, and the headache brewing behind my closed lids, I knew I was hungover. This wasn’t unusual. I had just finished up my sophomore year at college, and I’d spent a great deal of that time getting shitfaced with my friends.

I’m not saying I’m a binge drinker or anything, but I liked a good party as much as the next girl. 

Besides, I needed to let loose. I was supposed to be settled on a major by now, working towards my future career, but I still had no clue what I wanted to do. Nothing really caught my attention, and I dreaded ending up in a job I hated. I’d worked at my fair share of shitty jobs, and I had no desire to replicate that experience for the rest of my life. My parents were getting impatient for me to choose something, but I just didn’t know what I wanted to do. Well, I knew what I wanted to do, but I don’t think anyone was going to pay me to sit on the beach and read books. 

The chime came again, slicing through the fog of my drifting thoughts like a razor-edged knife.

My searching fingertips tried to grab my phone, but I found only cool pillows and linens where my bedside table usually was. 

A sense of disorientation swept over me when I finally opened my eyes, and it took me longer than I’d care to admit for my brain to engage.

Staring dumbly across the unfamiliar room, I tried to figure out where I was. 

Wherever I was, it had the distinct feeling of a hotel room, and it was way nicer than my crap apartment back home. Instead of a faded and stained carpet, the floors were gleaming pale wood that brightened the rectangular space. The king-sized bed I was in looked as big as the living room I shared near the UCLA campus with my roommate, and the sheets were so soft. Absently I rubbed my cheek back and forth on the smooth fabric of the pillowcase, my gaze drifting around the room.

The drapes were closed on the windows, but enough light seeped in around the edges to reveal the small brown suede couch and neat driftwood table. A pile of what looked like shopping bags sat in the shadows near the couch and I squinted, trying to read the names in the semi-dark.

With both hands I rubbed my eyes, then squinted again at what looked like a pile of bags from La Emerald, a super high-end lingerie store.

A low throb started behind my eyeballs as my stomach clenched, and I had to spend a few moments doing nothing but fighting back the urge to get sick.

Whatever had happened last night, I knew this feeling well. My alcohol tolerance was crap, and when I drank too much, my body always made me pay for it. I’m not a lush or anything, I’m just one of those girls that got wasted off of two drinks. Hey, at least I was a cheap date.

The sweat on my forehead began to cool as my nausea faded, leaving me weak with relief.

My phone began to ring again and I managed to gather myself enough to pick it up.

The words on the screen made me freeze in horror.

There was a message.

From me.

Or more specifically, drunk me.

Nothing good ever happened when drunk me left messages for sober me.

Steeling myself, I pressed a button and listened.

“Okay, sober Ivy, don’t freak out,” my recorded voice slurred slightly. 

I instantly freaked out. 

Last time drunk me sent sober me a message like this I found out I’d ordered pizza for my entire dorm room floor. Do you have any idea how many hours I had to work at my shitty job that barely paid above minimum wage to cover all that food? A lot. 

Then there was the time I woke up terribly hungover in Cancun on spring break. When I sobered up enough to function, I discovered some video of me doing a hula hoop contest at a bar the night before had gone viral. Drunk me had decided stripping down to my, thankfully matching, pink cotton bra and booty shorts was a sure way to win the contest. My bra actually covered more skin than my bikini, though my shorts were short enough that I had more than a hint of my round lower ass cheeks hanging out. 

Drunk me was right about ‘skin to win’ and I had won the contest. While sober me was happy to have the six hundred dollars drunk me won, my parents were less than pleased to find out their darling daughter could hula hoop while making obscene tongue gestures. Not my finest moment thanks to my friend tequila. 

And I didn’t even want to think about the time drunk me decided to streak across campus with a huge group of equally drunk frat brothers and sorority sisters. 

A chime from my phone split the air and I blew out a deep, sour breath.

A shiver raced down my spine as I prayed I hadn’t done anything too crazy.

I skipped to the next voice mail, “Okay, sober Ivy, I need you to be calm and look at your ring finger on your left hand. And remember, don't freak out. This is all good.”

With a growing sense of horror I looked at my hand and right away was blinded by the massive, sparkling diamond surrounded by tiny opals on my ring finger. 

And the pave cut diamond and opal wedding band beneath it.

The wedding set was unique, gorgeous, and the diamond was freaking huge.

The wedding set...

“Oh no. Oh no, oh no, oh no,” I chanted. “No, no, no. I am not married. No way. No.”

My breath came out in hot pants as my stomach filled with nausea. 

I felt like I was going to be sick as I stared at the ring, wondering if it was real. 

Surely it was a fake.

I mean, that was like a three-carat diamond.

And the opals sparkled with rainbow fires.

It was exactly the kind of ring I would have picked out if I like a million dollars to spend.

My mouth watered and I willed myself not to be sick.

Closing my eyes, I took some deep breaths.

There had to be a perfectly reasonable explanation for this.

I mean, if I was married there should be a guy with me in bed, right? As far as I could tell I was alone, and a quick glance showed an empty and dark bathroom. The bed certainly didn’t show any signs of a wild sex romp. I smelled the pillow next to mine and there was no hint of a male scent, only fabric softener.

I hit the next message on the phone, and drunk me sounded very excited as she said, “Yep, we got married! And you’ll never guess who you got married to.”

Maybe it was a joke.

Drunk me had a seriously twisted sense of humor.

“I’m not gonna tell you, it’ll be a surprise, but check your Facebook page.” My drunken giggle filled the air as I turned the volume up. “I wanted everyone to know I’m married and who my new husband is.”

Oh no.

Spots began to dance along the edges of my vision and I forced myself to take another deep breath as I sat up and quickly went to my Facebook page.

At first I squinted my eyes, sure I was reading the numbers on my phone wrong.

There was no way I had over five thousand new friendship requests.

And over seven hundred message notifications.

But I did.

And they were all comments and likes for my change in status post from single to married.

My world lurched as I broke out into a stinging sweat that smelled faintly of alcohol. 

Wheezing, I closed my eyes and promised God I’d be a good girl for the rest of my life if he would just make this all go away.

When nothing happened, I squinted open one eye and peeked at my Facebook page. 

Nope, still there.

I scrolled down to the post and nearly choked when I saw my wedding picture.

Wearing a glittering princess crown and flowing veil, my dark black hair was styled into an elaborate mass of curls and I was smiling like I’d just won the lottery. Considering the man that was gazing down at me adoringly in the picture, it was no wonder I was grinning. My heart gave a huge thump and I clutched my hand to my chest, wondering faintly if I was having a heart attack. 

I knew that face, had studied every inch of his profile with pure, unadulterated puppy love. 

We were a study in contrasts. True, we both had dark hair, and we both tanned easily, but that’s where the resemblances ended. While I was short and curvy, he was built like a professional football player with impossibly broad shoulders. Deacon had a perpetual tan, the kind that could only be gained from a lot of time spent outdoors. His dark brown hair was liberally streaked with deep auburn, and he wore a tux like no one’s business. The tux had to be custom made, because it fit his barrel chest, then tapered to his narrow waist perfectly. He had the thick thighs of a football player, and his rounded ass was out of this world.

Deacon Kryza had always been a good-looking man, but he’d gotten immensely better with age. In the three years since I’d last seen him, Deacon had filled out and his face had matured. He had to be close to thirty now, and he wore it well.

Taking a deep breath, I stared at the ring on my finger, then back to the picture on the screen in pure disbelief. 

My first crush, the next-door neighbor who I’d been more than a little obsessed with growing up, my dad’s buddy, had somehow become my husband. 

With my heart in my throat, I struggled to keep from hyperventilating.

How had this happened?

Staring at the picture, I could remember the feel his arms around me, the way our bodies fit so perfectly together. Deacon wasn’t super tall, and in my heels the top of my head reached his nose. My gaze returned to his face in the picture,, and my heart gave a flutter, as I stared at his green as summer grass eyes.

I was twelve years old when Deacon moved in next to my parents, and I’d fallen hopelessly head over heels in puppy love at first sight. Who could blame me? Not only was he cute, he was nice and smart. At twenty he’d started his own successful construction company that specialized in building self-sustaining homes. Utilizing things like solar, wind, and geothermal power, his buildings were light years beyond what most home builders were doing. While he’d started out with running his business out of his house and driving a piece of crap truck, by the time he moved he was a millionaire.

The scent of fresh cut wood filled my memory as I thought about all the times he’d taken me to his construction sites with him. When I was fifteen, I talked him into letting me spend a summer working part-time for him. It had taken some begging, but he’d finally relented. I still had the hot pink hard hat he’d given me. I’d worn it proudly as Deacon taught me his craft. Looking back, he’d been so patient with me. I mean, I was a typical fifteen-year-old girl, and I’m sure I was more annoying than most. I liked to talk, but thankfully Deacon was one of those guys who liked to listen, so we fit well together.

Not that he never said anything. More than once I’d acted as his sounding board as he’d designed different homes. He seemed to value my feedback and made me seem like my opinion mattered. It was a heady feeling and my stomach still got tight as I’d recalled how he’d praise me when I had a good idea. He treated me like an equal, even if I was just a kid in his eyes.

Something I figured out too late, right before I destroyed our friendship.

Moving my thumb, I looked at the next picture, this one of me swept up in Deacon’s arms as he kissed me. 

How had I gone from Deacon pretending I didn’t exist to being married?

After rubbing my face, I grabbed a plush pillow and held it to me, forcing myself to think.

Okay, deep breath...in and slowly out.

Panicking wasn’t going to help.

I’d gone to Vegas with my parents for one of dad’s boring business conferences. He was a chemist and worked for some big energy company. It was dull stuff, so my mom had wanted me to come along so we could hang out. Translation—so she could play on the slot machines for five hours while I lounged by the pool. 

My parents had taken me to dinner and had forgotten to mention that Deacon would be there. Beautiful, perfect Deacon. The last time I’d seen him was after ‘the incident’ that made him move away and avoid all contact with me for three years. 

When I was almost seventeen and he was twenty-five, I made a complete fool of myself. At the time I was coming out of breaking up with my first real boyfriend, and I was hurting. Deacon had taken me aside and talked to me about it, making me feel better about the situation and myself. He’d been so nice, building up my confidence and making me feel cared for. I’d foolishly kissed him, and for one brief—glorious moment he’d responded and kissed me back. I remember his lips, so firm but soft, smoothing over mine as he groaned. 

It had been the best kiss of my life. 

Unfortunately, it ended with Deacon shoving me away as if I was poison.

He’d stuttered something about this being a mistake, then left as I fought my tears.

That was it. No more Deacon. The moving trucks had shown up ten days later and that was that. He was still friends with my parents, but he never talked to me. In fact, he avoided me entirely. I won’t lie, being basically shunned by Duncan had hurt me deeply. After trying to reach out to him, only to be ignored, I decided to cut him out of my life as well. Something easier said than done considering he’s become something of a home improvement celebrity these past few years.

I’d been unsure how Deacon would react when he saw me last night, but when he’d smiled at me with genuine happiness, I’d practically flung myself at him. Deacon had swept me into his arms the moment I reached him, then lifted me up and spun me around before hugging me tight. The scent of his clean, woodsy cologne had filled my senses as I’d buried my face against his neck. While I was short, I was also curvy, but Deacon lifted me up like I was lighter than air. People had laughed around us as I giggled, but all I could think about was how good it felt to be in his arms. I’d been too genuinely happy to see him to hang on to my hurt feelings. He seemed to feel the same way because his happiness had matched my own. To my surprise, there was no awkwardness between us at all. 

We instantly clicked. The familiar sparks I felt when we touched flared to life as he’d smiled his familiar big, wonderful smile at me while my parents babbled during dinner. The attraction I had for Deacon when I was a teenager was still there. If anything, they stronger than ever. Over the past few years I’ve had my fair share of boyfriends, and none of them had ever made me feel like he did. I felt euphoric around him, like my skin should be throwing off little bursts of lust filled light when he touched me. 

I looked down at my phone again, and swallowed hard as I found a new photo album labeled ‘Wedding Pictures’.

With my heart banging against my ribs, I opened it and stared in disbelief.

We’d gotten married at some beautiful little church, and the wedding photo I’d put as the cover for the album was of our first kiss as husband and wife. Wearing a fitted and sparkling white wedding gown, I looked like I belonged on the cover of a magazine as I molded my body to Deacon’s big frame. Another flash of memory, this time of a lovely young man applying sparkling pink shadow to my eyelids to make the brown eyes ‘pop’. The dress had been a Vera Wang original, tailored to fit me in three hours it took to get the wedding license. 

Deacon’s laughter filled my mind as I remembered dashing around the city with him, pulling our wedding together in record time.

He’d rented some obscene sports car, something so foreign I couldn’t even begin to pronounce it, that looked like something out of a sci-fi movie. It was red, and I felt like the luckiest woman alive to be in the passenger seat next to Duncan. I remember that it was a convertible, and that I’d stood up and looked around as he drove us through the city. And I hadn’t been able to stop touching him. Everywhere we went we held hands, as if we’d loathed to be parted from each other for even a moment. 

Flipping to the next image on my phone, I studied the picture closer, trying to figure out what he was feeling when it was taken. It was a close up of us and he was smiling at me with so much warmth I tingled. We were staring into each other’s eyes, and I would have been embarrassed over my besotted expression if he wasn’t looking equally entranced. I’ve never, ever had a man look at me the way Deacon was in our picture.

I’m not one of those girls that thinks she’s ugly and is always picking apart how she looks. I know I’m reasonably attractive, and plenty of men like my long black hair, huge brown eyes, and hourglass figure. I’ve also dated my share of hot guys, but Deacon was in a class by himself. He was movie star sexy. He looked like a walking advertisement for some outdoorsy men’s cologne, his jaw sharp enough to cut glass with cheekbones to die for. Add some scruff and slightly overly long hair, and you had the kind of man women swooned over.

And, according to photographic evidence, he was my husband.

Sweet baby Jesus in a manger...I was married.

A bolt of pain sliced through my thoughts as I sat up, forcing myself to think despite my hangover.

I recalled going to dinner with him and my parents last night, and how much I enjoyed his company. Then we went dancing after my parents went to bed, and Deacon moved so well I remember thinking about what it would be like to have sex with him. I had another flash of Deacon smiling at me, the light wrinkles around his eyes crinkling with his grin, as he’d slowly kissed my neck and told me I was so beautiful it made him ache.

My phone beeped reminding me I had more messages waiting, and I dreaded hearing what else drunk me had gotten up to.

“Heeyyyy,” drunk me sang out and I winced. “So, Deacon won’t fuck me because I’m wasted. He’s a big fat meanie with a big fat weinie.”

I melted into the bed in a big puddle of embarrassment. 

A faint man’s voice came from the background and whatever he said had sent me into giggles. 

“Stop teasing me, I swear my clits so blue it’s purple.” I winced as the guy I was sure was Deacon laughed, then a door slammed, cutting the sound off. “He’s so nosy. Anyways, there should be some bags on the other side of the room, black ones. I want you to get in that bathroom and get your kitty properly groomed so you can wear the one of the outfits I got. They’re amazing, so you can thank me later. Go clean up, put them on, and find Deacon. He owes you a bunch of orgasms and you’re going to get them. Did I mention he has a big dick? And that he’s an insanely talented kisser?”

A memory filled my mind of just how big he’d felt as he’d ground it against my ass while kissing my neck.

“I gotta hang up now, I’m gonna pass out. Deacon gave me a massage that was out of this world. He’s so nice, sober Ivy, and he’s crazy about me...or us...whatever. Don’t screw this up, don’t be scared, and go fuck his brains out. He’s waiting for you in the adjoining room next door. Room 419. I promise you, he’s worth taking a chance on. He wants us to make beautiful babies together and live happily ever ever ever ever ever after.” 

I couldn’t help but cringe as my loud burp filled the recording, letting me know that I’d been beyond smashed by the time I hit the sheets last night.

Deacon’s voice came from somewhere nearby, and goose bumps erupted along my spine all the way to my scalp. “Come on, beautiful girl, come cuddle with me and get some sleep.”

“Fine,” my recorded voice huffed. “Night, sober me! Or should I say, goodnight Mrs. Deacon Kryza.”

With that the message ended and I waited for something more from my drunk self, but I must have fallen asleep. Cuddled up with Deacon. I had hazy memories of burying my face against his furry chest, loving the masculine hair that covered his firm pectorals. He’d spent most of his life working construction and it showed. While he was big, he wasn’t super-duper lean. No veins sticking out, just solid slabs of muscle. And while he didn’t have a six-pack, he also didn’t have a gut. No, he was solid in a deliciously manly way.

Moving too quickly, I went to stand up and groaned as the room spun.

My head ached and I hated the nasty taste that being hungover left in my mouth. After taking two Tylenol and drinking a bottle of chilled water, I stumbled into the bathroom and winced as I flicked the light on. I glanced around the white and brown tile room for a moment, eyeballing the toilet, before my gaze found the mirror and I stared at the hot mess that was me. I wore a man’s oversized Red Hot Chili Peppers T-shirt and nothing else. What had once been an elaborate updo was now a knotted, hair sprayed mess. And my makeup had melted onto my face, making me look like a hooker after a hard night on the stroll.

Pulling down the neck of the shirt, I winced at the sight of a hickey. 

A big one.

A very visible, big one.

The sparkle of my big ass diamond distracted me from my worries.

I was married to Deacon Motherfucking Kryza.

A little pulse of happiness cut through my disbelief and worry as I turned on the shower. One thought kept going through my head over and over. I was married and my life was changed forever in a way I’d never seen coming. For a long, long time I stood beneath the pulsing spray, the water rinsing all the hairspray out. There were about a million bobby pins holding my hair in place, and it took forever to remove them all. By the time I was done conditioning it into submission, my wavy locks were once again behaving. 

I contemplated the new razor and shaving cream on the shelf, and decided to clean up down below. Not that anything crazy was going on, but if I happened to be naked in front of Deacon I wanted to look good. No—not just good, I wanted to blow his mind. I want him to see me for the confident young woman I am, not the kid I used to be. Three years may not sound like a lot of time, but I’d grown up in the time we’d been apart. I’d learned a thing or two about men, and about myself. 

The sudsy water washed off my skin and down the drain as I finished washing up on auto-pilot, my mind all over the place as I tried to figure out my next move.

Nervousness created doubt and by the time I was out of the shower with my hair brushed and dried, I was wondering if I could maybe just take off without him knowing.

Then again, I’d have to be a complete idiot to run away from a man like Deacon. A complete fool. If my memory was right, he was just as eager to get married as I was. Hell, he was the one who proposed to me out of nowhere.

With renewed determination, I made my way back into the bedroom in my towel. I marched over to the bags and bit my lower lip at all the high-end lingerie. The really, really nice stuff from La Emerald that cost more than a month’s rent. Tossing the bags on the bed, I bit my lip as a little thrill of excitement began to pulse in my core. I pulled out box after box of sexy lingerie of all colors and cuts. A few bits of silk and lace were classy, but most were beyond slutty. Drunk me evidently loved slutty underwear.  

Did I dare put one of the racier bits of fabric on?

I almost did, but at the last second I grabbed a black lace baby doll that looked safer than the thong made of pearls. 

As I let the fabric fall down my body, I realized it was sheer, showing my pink nipples and you could clearly see my tiny landing strip. In a way, it was worse than being naked. The neck was a halter top and it actually did a decent job of holding up my girls. Pressed together and pulled up high, my breasts created some pretty impressive mounds. Turning, I walked over to the mirror and blushed. 

Twisting and twirling in the mirror, I met my own gaze and sighed.

I was stalling and I knew it, so I grabbed the thick, white lady’s bathrobe that I’d found in the bathroom and slipped it on over my transparent baby doll. Turning to the mirror again, I debated putting makeup on and decided against it. Deacon knew the real me, knew me back when I had braces and acne, so I didn’t need to be all dolled up for him. Besides, my lips and cheeks  already pink from my excitement, and I had to admit there was a sparkle in my eyes that wasn’t normally there. The unreality of the situation swept over me again, and I rubbed my thumb against my wedding band, reassuring myself I wasn’t dreaming.

It took an unusual amount of courage for me to approach the doors between our rooms. As I opened mine, I took a shaky breath. What if he wasn’t there? What if he’d realized what a bum deal he’d gotten when he married me. He was famous, and rich, and so smart and driven. I was a college student who still didn’t know what I wanted to be when I grew up. Yeah, I was getting a degree in accounting, but that was only because I couldn’t think of anything else. Deacon knew what he wanted to do from like the day he was born, while the only thing I really wanted to do was read on a beach for the rest of my life.

As far as I know, they don’t have a major for that.

Before I lost my nerve, I forced myself to knock. I swear I hadn’t tapped more than twice before Deacon opened the door to his room. Dressed in a pair of black pajama pants that clung lovingly to his thick thighs, he took my breath away. He had the legs of a soccer player, the dark hair on his furry chest caught my attention and I had a sudden, and vivid, memory of rubbing my cheek against all that deep brown softness. He was a man in the prime of life and the sexual need that radiated from him had me almost had me swooning.

Clearing my throat, I blurted out, “Drunk me said you owe me some orgasms?”

Crap, that was not what I wanted to say.

For a long, excruciating moment he stared at me. Then the slow, sexy smile he gave me nearly knocked me on my butt. He was entirely too potent, too handsome. I loved Deacon’s cheeky grin, always had, and swooned every time it was directed my way. 

His voice came out with a husky purr that made my thighs clench. “I think I can accommodate you. Please, come in.”

He stepped back and his body flexed with his movements, drawing my gaze to him as I entered his hotel room. I really wanted to spend some time kissing the line of fine hair that led from his chest and down his belly to his big dick. The man was packing down below, and I couldn’t help but make a little noise of want as I stared at his erection, wondering if I could handle him. While most women seemed to think sleeping with a gigantically endowed man was great, my experiences had taught me otherwise.

Laugh all you want, but a man with a big dick who doesn’t know how to not hurt women isn’t a good thing. My first serious boyfriend had been beyond well-hung, and screwed me like I was a blow-up doll. I’m short, there was only so much room inside of me, and he’d tried to fit all ten inches of himself in me. He just rammed into me without a care and that shit hurt. Sometimes I’d get shooting pains afterwards that would leave me curled in a ball. Having a repeat performance of that brand of painful fucking was not something I wanted to experience ever again.

My unease from earlier crept back and I wondered what the hell I was doing here. I knew that while Deacon wasn’t as long as my ex, he was just as thick. So maybe he wouldn’t jab my cervix like it was a dart board, but he’d stretch me for sure. I almost bolted, but my memories of how gentle he’d been with me last night kept me here. Deacon watched me closely and I grew even more anxious beneath his scrutiny. 

“Ivy,” he said in a low, gritty voice. “Come here.”

I wiped my sweaty palms on my robe, hoping he didn’t notice the nervous gesture. “Why?”

“Because you’re my wife.”
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Chapter 2

Deacon
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Ivy shifted nervously before me, driving me absolutely crazy. 

Licking her pouty pink lips, she glanced over at the door I’d closed behind her, then back to me. “I—wait, maybe this isn’t a good idea.”

Her big, beautiful brown eyes stared up at me, surrounded by thick lashes. They were an unusual shade of brown, dark, but with streaks of gold and amber. Just looking at her brought me a sense of satisfaction and contentment that I’d never experienced before. For the past three years I’d dreamed about her, obsessed over her until every other woman paled in comparison. 

With one simple kiss, Ivy had ruined me for all other women.

Staying away from her had been the hardest thing I’d ever had to do, but she deserved a chance to be young. I’m not saying the thought of her falling in love with someone else didn’t burn me up inside, but it was a risk I had to take. I wanted forever with her, not a brief fling. Looking at the exquisite young woman standing before me, I was glad I waited. Hell, I’d wait a thousand lifetimes for just one moment with her, and now she was finally mine. My patience stretched thin as I focused on her lush, kissable lips. 

“Ivy,” my voice was rough and I held out my hand. “Come here. I promise we won’t do anything you don’t want, but I need to touch you, beautiful. I can’t be around you without wanting to feel you.”

She took a step closer, then gripped her robe tighter, indecision flashing across her expressive face. Wore her emotions for everyone to see, and didn’t bother to hide who she was. I admired that about her, the ability to be honest in a world full of liars. Warmth filled my chest and an ocean of contentment washed over me when she released one hand from holding her robe closed, and slid it into mine.

“Okay,” she whispered and my gut clenched at the hope in her eyes.

Trust, she trusted me and that did something to my heart I’d never felt before. 

Electricity arched between us. It was the same forbidden spark that almost had me breaking my own personal moral code years ago. Something, some mysterious chemistry leftover from the dawn of mankind, let me know that Ivy was perfect for me. That I needed to make her mine, needed to see her belly round with our kids. She was the woman made for me, and I was almost shaking with the need to take her and make her mine in all ways.

But I needed to be patient just a little while longer. 

Looking at her wedding ring sparkling on her finger, I smiled. “My beautiful wife.”

She hesitated slightly while she was still a step away.

I slowly lifted her hand to my lips, then kissed her knuckles as I tugged her closer. When I nibbled the sensitive tips of her fingers, she made a faint moaning sound and leaned towards me, almost touching me. She was so responsive to me, reacting to my every touch, letting me know how deeply I affected her. When I sucked her finger into my mouth, she gave a soft gasp that went straight to my aching dick. Sexy, everything she did was so damn sexy and she didn’t even know it. I wasn’t stupid enough to think she was still a virgin, but I was fairly confident she’d never been with a man like me. And I knew she’d never been with anyone that would worship her the way I do. I leaned over and brought her hand to my lips, kissing the soft skin, then leaned back and admired the ring, possessive elation filling me. 

“Have I told you yet how exquisite you are, Mrs. Kryza?”

Blushing, she tried to tug her hand away, but I held fast. “Not yet.”

“Well, you are.” I pulled her closer, groaning deep in my throat as she wrapped her arms around me and rested her head on my chest. 

The soft silk of her hair tickled my hand as I slowly ran my fingertips up and down her spine. I could feel her body shiver against mine and my dick twitched in response. Though she was short, she had curves for days and breasts that drew the eye of every heterosexual man she passed. Feeling all her warmth and softness pressed up against me, but still stiff with apprehension, was seductive torture.

“Deacon, are you sure?” She fidgeted, her full breasts crushing against me. “I mean...God, this is all happening so fast. Maybe we should take a few days to think about it.”

“I don’t need to think about it.”

“Deacon,” she sighed, then rubbed her cheek against my chest, her hips pressing against mine as she molded herself closer. “Is this—us, a good idea? I mean, we hardly know each other—”

Laughing softly, I began to gently rub her lower back, something I knew she loved. “Yeah, I mean, it’s not like we lived next door to each other for years or anything. Or that we went surfing together at least once a week, or that you’ve spent more than one Christmas dinner at my house with my family, and vice versa.”

She relaxed a little bit and her fingers began to stroke my back. “You went surfing, I stayed on the beach and read my books.”

“True, but we always talked about whatever you were reading.”

She snickered, “You think we talked about whatever I was reading.”

“What do you mean?”

Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief as she grinned at me. “When I was sixteen my friend sent me a steamy romance series she was reading about a female werewolf and her seven husbands. You thought I was reading Nancy Drew.”

Stunned, I leaned back enough that I could look down into her big, innocent brown eyes. “No way.”

“Yes way.” She smirked, then shrugged. “What? I was curious, and reading romance is a great way to learn a bunch of stuff and read a great story.”

“A story about a werewolf and her seven husbands was a great story?”

“Hey,” she jabbed me in my stomach. “Don’t judge. She loved all of them and they were cool with sharing her with each other.”

I didn’t like the idea of sharing Ivy, and growled. “I’m not sharing you with anyone.”

“Well, duh,” the little minx rolled her eyes at me. “I’m not a werewolf.”

Unable to help myself, I burst out laughing. She joined me a few seconds later, and I loved how our laughter mixed together. Pulling her close, I gave her a brief, gentle kiss on her smiling mouth. 

Her giggles tapered off, and she played with my chest hair as she said, “But really, Deacon, what did we do?”

“We got married.”

She wrinkled her nose at me. “You know what I mean. My mom and dad, among other people, are going to freak.”

“Don’t worry about your parents. I’ll talk to them alone first and smooth things over.”

“No, no, no, no.” She leaned back in my arms, as much as I would let her, then shook her head with pursed lips. “That would be a bad idea. I’ll deal with them.”

My gut clenched, imagining her parents talking her out of being my wife. I was good friends with Greg and Tabitha, and hopefully they would let me explain. Greg would lose his shit, and Tabitha would probably be upset at first, but she would see how good I was going to treat Ivy. And she knew me well enough to understand that I wasn’t marrying Ivy on a whim. I know she knew about Ivy’s crush on me, but I’m sure she also saw I was very careful to not cross any lines with her daughter. For a long time Ivy was kind of like a little sister to me, a sweet kid who liked to follow me around. Then she’d grown up into a beautiful young woman and my feelings for her had changed.

But even then, when it would have been so easy to give into temptation and make her mine, I’d held back. I cared for Ivy enough to want her to have the best life possible. I wanted her to experience the world and choose me as a woman. Not a child. My chest ached as I looked down at the tiny beauty in my arms gazing back at me, and my heart gave an extra hard thump. 

“You’re so beautiful.”

Her pink flush made my cock twitch, as did the way she dropped her gaze, then looked back at me through her lashes. “Thank you, but I’m serious about my parents. They are going to go bananas when they find out I eloped. I mean, my mom has been planning my wedding forever.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “This is true. I hope Tabitha doesn’t try to cut my nuts off for denying her the chance to throw a huge affair. She does love her celebrations.”

“Love her celebrations?” Ivy blinked up at me with a grin that made my chest tight in a pleasurable way I’d never experienced. “Deacon, she lives for them. My dog ‘brothers’ have birthday parties every year. Catered birthday parties with dozens of guests.”

“Maybe I could earn some points with her by letting her plan some kind of party to celebrate our marriage after our honeymoon.” I pushed away thoughts of Ivy on the beach in Maui with me and forced myself to get us back on topic. “Look, how about we talk to your parents together? Being that I’m your husband and all, I should be there with you. We’re a team, beautiful. Me and you against the world.”

Her slow smile made me feel fucking giddy and I wondered how I was ever going to be able to function around her in public. I’d do anything for that smile. 

“Okay.”

Brushing my mouth over hers, I sighed as a little tremor ran through her body. She was so responsive to me, lighting up beneath the slightest touch. Something about Ivy made me want to be gentle with her, to take everything out of living in the moment that I could. For the first time, I was touching the woman I’d fallen in love with long ago. There was a sense of rightness as she pressed into me, a completion that had always eluded me.

Holding Ivy in my arms was the essence of happiness

I cupped the back of her head and lowered my lips to hers for a long, unhurried, sweet kiss. She tasted like mint and woman, so delicious I couldn’t help looking for more. When she parted her lips for me, I stroked my tongue over hers, giving her everything she loved in a kiss. Last night we’d spent literally hours kissing, and I knew how to please her, knew what would make her putty in my hands. I needed her to be as desperate as I was, to be swept up in the same joy I was feeling. Never in my life would I have equated sex as being a joyful experience, but with Ivy it was. Without a doubt I could grow easily addicted to this feeling. My muscles tightened as she moaned for me, my erection beginning to ache from all the blood forced into it. 

My beautiful Ivy purred softly and brushed her hips against my rock-hard erection, then froze. The passion left her so quickly I could practically feel a chill against my skin, and I tried to figure out what was wrong as she wiggled away. She staggered back a couple steps, then froze.

“Ivy? What’s wrong?”

She blushed furiously, and looked across the room, pretending to be absorbed by a watercolor painting as she said, “Nothing, I’m fine.”

“Then why are you across the room from me instead of in my arms?”

Her gaze darted to my crotch and I suddenly understood her hesitation.

My darling wife had no filter when she was drunk. Among other things, she’d told me about her fear of big dicks. At first I thought she was joking, but when she told me her history I wanted to hunt down the stupid fuck who’d hurt her so bad. 

Normally women were excited about the thickness of that particular part of my anatomy. I wasn’t a foot long or anything crazy like that, but my dick would stretch a cunt in a way few men could. I wouldn’t hurt her—ever, but she didn’t know that. Unfortunately for Ivy, she’d had sex with some hung young asshole who didn’t know what the fuck he was doing. Just like dicks are certain sizes, so are pussies, and my wife has a small frame. He’d fucked her too hard without stretching her out first. Ivy said he didn’t hurt her on purpose, just that they were both virgins and had no idea what they were doing.

It had taken me awhile, but I’d finally convinced her I wouldn’t hurt her.

No, I’d take my time stretching her out.

Get her soft and dripping wet.

I’d eat her until she soaked my face and was begging for more.

I’d appreciate her.

I’d worship her.

But I wouldn’t hurt her.

The memory of how her labia turned a deep rose color when she was aroused had the head of my cock slick with my pre-cum. After I’d finally gotten her into bed last night, she’d kicked the covers back and announced that she couldn’t sleep without an orgasm. I tried to argue with her, but I didn’t put much effort into it. After denying myself all night I deserved to watch my new wife get herself off.  It was difficult, but I kept my promise that I wouldn’t touch her until she was sober and just watched. 

I wish she hadn’t gotten so wasted, but Ivy’s alcohol tolerance was super low. At the time I hadn’t been thinking about that as I watched Ivy have the time of her life walking around Las Vegas with me while sipping from a bottle of two-thousand-dollar champagne. We’d both been over the moon with happiness over being married. It must have been pretty obvious, because everyone on the crowded streets smiled at us as we walked and cuddled. Or it could have been Ivy yelling that she just got married to the most amazing man in the world. Or the fact that she was still in her wedding gown. She’d been so proud to wear my ring, and just the memory of her showing it off sent a surging crash of fierce emotions through my core.

Hell, she’d been so proud to just be with me.

I picked up her hand in my own, admiring the delicacy of her slender fingers. The massive diamond ring she’d picked out sparkled in the low light from my bedside lamp. I never would have selected it myself, but as soon as she put it on I knew it was perfect. Placing another kiss on her finger, I paused as I straightened my head, something on her body catching my eyes. While the thick copper curtains of our room blocked out most of the bright Nevada sunlight, it revealed enough that I caught a glimpse of sheer black lingerie beneath her robe as she turned to face me. 

Lingerie. She’d bought a ton of lingerie last night while wandering the Vegas Strip. We’d had a very good time picking stuff out together. I wondered if she wore one of the sexy scraps of fabric I’d selected. 

My heart just about burst out of my chest as my imagination went into overdrive at the thought of discovering what she wore for me.

“Ivy, what do you have on under that robe?”

She got shy on me, and it turned me on even more. “Um—nothing.”

“Doesn’t look like nothing.”

“Um—drunk me did some shopping.”

My lips twitched, but I managed to hold back a smile. “I know. I helped you shop.”

Her blush drove me crazy. “You did?”

“Yep. You even modeled a few outfits for me. Drove me out of my mind to watch you prance around the dressing room. My own, private fashion show.”

“No way.” 

“Yes way. You even flashed half the store when you tried to leave the dressing room in a see-through thong and panty set. You were adamant that you needed to try on the green version of the lingerie you wore. Something about needing your panties to match my eyes. You think I have the most amazing eyes in the world.”

She tugged the collar of her robe up higher. “Let’s just forget I ever said that.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. I love that you find me attractive. But I disagree.”

“Huh?”

“I think you have the most beautiful eyes in the world.”

She looked down at her toes, not able to hide her big smile. “Smooth.” 

I sat on the edge of the bed and spread my thighs, “Come here, baby girl.”

She frowned, but came closer, “Baby girl?”

“Cupcake? Kitten? Sugar Bug? How about Love Pumpkin or Poodle Woodle?”

My teasing had its intended effect and she laughed, closing the distance between us. Ivy was still skittish, so I forced myself to go slow and took a moment to admire her. Fuck, she was so beautiful it killed me. With her big amber eyes and velvety dark hair, she was seduction incarnate. She’d been a little gawky growing up, but had turned into an exceptional beauty. The kind of woman men stopped and stared at. Last night I’d been proud to have her on my arm, and not just because of her striking looks. She was funny, sweet, kind, and when she wasn’t drunk, she was very smart. While it had been fun to watch her let go and really celebrate, I enjoyed being with her when she was sober so much more.

The sharp clarity in her eyes as she studied me captured my attention, held me in her spell like the song of a siren. I could gaze at her for centuries and never grow tired of watching the way the various shades of brown shifted in the light. A tiny smattering of freckles danced over the bridge of her nose, and before she could stop me I pulled her into my arms and kissed those adorable dots.

She gave a squeak, but slowly relaxed as I continued to cover her face with soft, chaste kisses.

There was no need to rush. She was my bride, my wife, and I was so taken with her I almost couldn’t handle it. I’d thought that I knew what love was, but I didn’t have a damn clue because this gorgeous creature knocked me right on my ass. Fresh from the shower, her silky skin glowed pink in some places and I couldn’t wait to taste her. Inching my hand beneath her robe, I smiled as I felt some type of incredibly thin fabric.

“I think it’s time you get some of those orgasms I owe you.”

Her little gasp as I tossed her onto the bed made my dick twitch, and I was so damn hungry for her I was close to losing my mind. 

She laced her fingers tightly together as her body stiffened slightly.

Shit, I needed to slow down.

To give her the proper seduction she deserved.

She wasn’t some random lay, she was my wife and she deserved my worship.

With a low growl I couldn’t contain, I sat back on my haunches at her feet and placed my hands on my thighs. “Take the robe off.”

Her eyes went wide, but she did as I ordered. Sitting up on the cream and emerald green comforter, she undid the sash on the robe and allowed me to help her out of it. The racy black see-through baby doll and panties set she wore had my hips twitching with the need to fuck. Ivy had a petite, yet curvy body that drove me crazy. Her waist was tiny, but her hips and thighs full and lush. It looked like she’d been built for sex, and her large, round breasts were magnificent. I reached forward, palming the dip of her waist and rubbing my fingers down her hip. The lace was incredibly soft, and I savored touching every inch of her.

For so, so long she’d been the forbidden fruit, and I was glad my patience had finally paid off. Don’t get me wrong, I never thought of her as anything more than a kid back when Ivy was young. But once she outgrew her awkward phase and became a well-developed seventeen-year-old, it was a different story. I began to notice her, notice how she was always giving me hungry looks. At first, her attempts at flirting with me were easy to dismiss. I had a younger sister, and her friends had awkwardly tried to hit on me when we were growing up. It was natural for them to practice flirting with their friend’s big brother. 

It was the same thing with Ivy, until the summer of her senior year of high school. She went away for two months to stay with her aunt in LA. When she came back, she was different, more confident and self-assured. When we hung out I felt more like I was talking with someone my own age instead of the high school kid she was. So when she crossed the line and kissed me, and I kissed her back, I knew I had to get the fuck out. 

See, that one kiss with Ivy was the best kiss of my life-hands down. The kind of kiss that changed a man forever. But she was still a kid, and I knew myself well enough to know that I wouldn’t be strong enough to resist the temptation of her. I was twenty-five years old, I had no business messing around with her. Even though it hurt, I had to go. Luckily I’d been offered my own home improvement TV show that gave me an excuse to leave. It had broken my heart to watch Ivy cry as I drove the packed rental truck away, but for both our sake I had to leave.

While I still kept in touch with her parents, I’d avoided Ivy, only visiting George and Tabitha when she was away at school. I didn’t trust myself to be around her without claiming her. Evidently that had been a wise decision, because I’d married her the second I could. Rubbing my nose against hers, I didn’t regret it for an instant.

Her lovely doe eyes watched me, wide and little hesitant as my fingers grazed over the smooth skin of her upper thigh. 

“Deacon,” she breathed when my touch began to slide over the curve of her lace covered ass. 

“Yes, Mrs. Kryza?”

She blinked at me, like she was shaking off a dream. “Jesus, I am your wife. How—um, how did that happen?”

“You don’t remember?” My gut clenched and I tried to fight a growing sense of panic. “Not even our wedding?”

“I remember some of it. Like I remember meeting you at the hotel, having dinner, going sightseeing, and all of that. Did you propose to me near a giant fountain?”

“I did.”

She let out a relieved breath. “Okay, I remember that part. And did I pick roses for my bouquet? With pink lilies?”

“Yes, you did. And you wore a green garter because it matched my eyes.”

“You do have pretty eyes,” she murmured as she slipped her arms around my neck. “I remember looking into your eyes as I said I do.”

“Baby,” I whispered, aching on the inside from the love shining in her gaze.

The light in her eyes dimmed a little as her lips curved into a worried frown. “Are you really sure you want to do this?”

“This?”

She tilted her chin at me and her lower lip trembled a little as she said, “Us, being married. If you’re having doubts we could get an annulment.”

I know her question wasn’t meant to hurt me, but damn if I don’t feel a bolt of pain shatter through my chest. Studying her big brown eyes, I tried to get myself under control. The thought of her leaving me made my heart race and my body tighten. 

“I am absolutely sure about us being married and I do not want an annulment.”

“But we—well, I mean we do know each other, but we also don’t. A lot has happened in the last few years. I’m not the same person anymore. Am I making any sense?”

Rubbing my thumb along the curve of her jaw, I nod. “You’re right, we have some catching up to do, but I know you. And you are the same person in every way that counts. You have a wild streak, but you also have a kind heart and generous nature. I’m sure that hasn’t changed from when you were a kid. Remember the way you adopted your lonely elderly neighbor? What was his name? Mr. Hewlet?”

Her gaze softened and the way she smiled slayed me. “Yeah, Mr. Hewlet. He was cool. Used to be a roadie for the Doors, then with Steve Miller. He had a great music collection. I’d hang out, bring some friends with me, and he’d play albums for us.”

“How is he doing?”

The joy in her eyes dimmed. “He passed away two years ago.”

“Shit, Ivy, I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.”

The soft tug of her fingers in my hair distracted me, and I was suddenly glad I was long overdue for a cut. “It’s okay. Death is part of life and all that. Mr. Hewlet was ready to go so I don’t begrudge him the shedding of his mortal coil. I mean, the guy was eighty-nine years old. He’d lived a good life full of love and amazing experiences.”

Once again, she’d said the last thing I expected. “You fascinate me.”

Her delicate black eyebrows arched. “I fascinate you?”

“Utterly. You’re like no one I’ve ever met. Unique in every way.”

She stared at me like I was crazy. “I hate to tell you this, but I’m not really that interesting.”

“Oh, but you are. You just don’t realize your powers yet.”

A grin tugged at her full lips, and I ran my hands down her back, reveling in the feel of her against me. “My powers? Who am I, Supergirl?”

“No, you’re more like Wonder Woman. You certainly look like that hot Israeli actress that plays her in the movies.”

“You think I look like Gal Gadot?”

“Yes, but better. Your eyes are bigger, and your face is more heart shaped, but you look a lot like her.”

She snorted. “You’re laying it on pretty thick there, Deacon.”

“You think I’m exaggerating?”

“I think you’re delusional.”

I gave her round ass a good pinch. “You’ll see. Soon you’ll understand just how much power you have over men.”

“Do I have power over you?”

I was completely honest when I said, “Absolutely.”

“What kind of power?”

“Don’t you know? You own me, precious girl. I would do anything to make you happy.”

“Anything?” Her mouth softened, lips full and deep pink. “Even if what I wanted you to do to me was really dirty and kinky?”

“Fuck yeah.”

Laughing, she leaned into me and let out a little gasp as my erection pressed into her belly. “Hmm, I think I like the idea of being married to a dirty old man like you.”

“Brat,” I bit her lower lip and she moaned.

My dick throbbed with the need to fuck this little temptress as I leaned down and pressed a chaste kiss to her smooth throat, inhaling the scent of her.

Her breathy sigh had precum leaking out of the tip of my cock. “You have the best mouth I’ve ever seen on a man. I’ve fantasized about your lips, Deacon. A lot. That kiss we shared was amazing and I don’t regret it, but I’ve missed you.”

“I missed you too, so much,” I whispered against her mouth, “but after that kiss I couldn’t see you as a kid anymore, even though you still were one. You made me realize that you were growing up, but you were still in fucking high school.”

“Deacon, I was seventeen, not ten, and I wasn’t innocent and I wasn’t a virgin.” She nipped my chin, the licked the sting away. 

“No, baby, you had no idea the kind of trouble you were inviting into your world. I don’t care if you’d screwed around with some dumb boy, you weren’t ready for me.” I smoothed my hands over her full hips, giving into the urge to squeeze all that soft skin covered in lace. “I’m not some kid you can play around with. I’m a man who recognizes your worth, who realizes what an extraordinary treasure you are, and wants you for himself. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that once I had you, I’d never let you go.”

Grinning, Ivy flashed her wedding ring at me. “No kidding.”

“Minx,” I kissed the ring. “You’re mine now, Mrs. Ivy Kryza.”

A lovely tinkling laugh escaped her as she nuzzled her face into my neck. “And now that you have me, what are you going to do with me?”

Ivy rubbed her body against mine, nearly snapping the tight leash I had on my self-control. It was so fucking hard to focus on anything but the need to be deep inside of her. To see how dark I could make her pussy flush with arousal. I wanted to know how swollen her labia got when she was teased, and my cock throbbed at the thought of pushing into her hot, wet sex. 

But most of all I wanted to fill her full of my cum. Her ripe, luscious little body was just begging for me to take her. In a few years, when she was ready, she was going off the pill so we could start our family. The thought of sweet little Ivy pregnant with my child made my dick hurt with the need to be inside her. She’d be an amazing mom. All her life she’s been a giver, a nurturer to her friends and family. 

“Did you think about me while we were apart?”

“Think about you? I obsessed over you.”

“Obsessed?” 

“You have no idea how long I’ve dreamed about you. How many times I jerked off to the thought of burying my face between your thighs.” I gripped her round ass hard. “I’ve thought of all the ways I’m going to lick, suck, and fuck this gorgeous body of ours, all the ways I’m going to make you cum. I could fuck you a different way every night for the next twenty years and I’d still be finding new ways to take you.”

“Heck yeah,” she said with a naughty grin that was both cute and incredibly sexy. “I love it when you talk dirty. It makes me so hot.”

I groaned low in my throat, my hips thrusting into her even as I tried to hold back. “When we’re in bed together, I’m a giver. Better get used to that now. And I’m going to give you so many orgasms, you’re going pass out. Don’t worry, we’ll work on your endurance. Eventually you’ll be riding my face until my jaw is sore the next morning. I want you to know, without a doubt, that I will always take care of you in every way. I’m going to worship your body until you become as addicted me as I am with you.”

I could actually feel the heat of her blush against my chest as she hid her face from me. “Oh my.”

Smiling, I hugged her to me, rubbing her back lightly to soothe her. “Don’t get shy now. Last night you told me about some of the fantasies you have about me. I know for a fact that your little mind is just as perverted as my own.”

Giving a nervous laugh, she wrapped her arms around me as she groaned, “Shit...I’m afraid to ask what kind of crazy stuff drunk me said.”

“You have quite the imagination. And you like role playing.” I moved her hair over, then licked at the shell of her ear. “Such a naughty girl. I never imagined you’d have such a thing for being spanked. You told me that when you touched yourself, you like to pretend my fingers were the ones stroking between your legs, getting you off. That you wanted to know what it would feel like to sit on my lap with a sore, red ass from being paddled. You dreamed about me doing work at my desk, while you gave me a blowjob. You want me to smear my cum all over your pussy—then lick it off. I know that when you masturbate, your clit becomes nice and sensitive. And I know your past lovers have neglected your needs. None of them paid attention to your reactions, to your desires. Selfish pricks. You would think about me when you were fucking stupid boys that didn’t know what to do with their dicks, fantasize about me taking you instead of them. Because you know—you fucking know, I’m going to do you right.”

Her breathing was coming fast, but she nodded slowly, her embarrassment only making my dick harder.

I moved so our lips were almost touching, easily maneuvering her soft body against mine. The floral scent of her lush perfume filled my senses as I shifted and buried my face against the side of her neck. Elation filled me as once again reality slapped me in the face and I had to take a moment to gather myself before I spoke again, drowning in the high of being near her.

Her gentle hands stroked through my hair, tugging gently. “I can’t believe I told you all of that.”

“Don’t be embarrassed.” I moved her hair to the side, then kissed her temple. “Telling me your fantasies is a good thing. I highly encourage it.”

“Will you tell me yours?”

“I will...later. First, I want to worship my stunning bride.” I indulged myself in running my fingers through the soft silk of her hair. “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. So pretty men covet you everywhere you go, but you don’t even notice.” I stroked her high cheekbone. "Your mind is always so busy, you live in your own world, unaware of the trail of broken hearts you leave everywhere you go. A once in a generation beauty.”

“What? I'm hardly a super model and—”

I cut her words off with a kiss, the sweet taste of her lips making my balls draw up tight. She eagerly opened for me and we shared a long, slow, seduction that warmed me from the inside out. Her gentle hands rubbed over my chest, then my shoulders, busy exploring while she kissed me back with an eagerness that only stoked my arousal higher. Tugging her with me, I took us both back on the bed and rolled over so she straddled my waist. 

Compared to me, Ivy was petite and I had to admit I couldn’t wait to get my dick up in her no doubt equally tiny pussy. She’d used four fingers to get herself off with last night while I described in detail how I was going to fuck her someday, but I was still a lot thicker than that. Her perky, round breasts jiggled enticingly and I leaned up, capturing one raised pink tip between my lips and sucked hard.

Her instant response was to moan, and then grind herself against me.

Licking at one distended tip, I smiled against her skin as she sighed. “You’re so responsive.”

“Just with you.” She shivered. “God, the way you make me feel is unreal. Everything is...it’s just like—more when you’re here. I feel more of everything. Like everything really is better with you around.” 

Her passion dazed eyes met mine as she caressed my hair, then ran her fingers through it. 

Chills raced through me, and I slipped my hand around her delicate throat, my thumb resting on her pulse. “I understand, and I feel it too. That’s part of the reason I wanted my ring on you. This connection we have? It’s special, a once in a lifetime thing. I think we both know that.”

Slowly, she nodded. “When you’re touching me like this, my mind seems to stop thinking and the only thing I can focus on is the feel of you. Every time you touch me, I tingle like glitter.”

Grinning, I rubbed my nose against hers before saying, “I make you tingle like glitter? Where? Inside those sweet little panties you’re wearing?”

With a laugh, she shook her head. “Among other places, you perv.”

“I wouldn’t go tossing that word around, Mrs. Kryza. Remember, you told me some of your fantasies last night. I know how creative your little mind is. How much you enjoy the idea of roleplaying. You have some very kinky fantasies when you’re drunk fingering yourself, my beautiful Ivy.”

She buried her face against my chest. “I’m almost afraid to ask what I told you.”

I moved my hand lower on her neck, stroking her softly. “We can role play you being a virgin, if you want. I’ll even pretend to be your bastard of a boss blackmailing you for kinky sex. I’ll sit you on my desk at my office, cut your panties off with some very sharp scissors, and suck on your clit while you get my face nice and wet. And for some reason you were insistent I wear a purple and silver tie. Any idea of why that is?”

She leaned back and red flooded her chest as she gave me an embarrassed grin. “Um—I have no idea about the tie, but everything else sounds good.”

“You want me to do that to you, beautiful Ivy? Any desire you have, no matter how kinky, I’ll make come true.”

She blinked a couple times, her breath coming out with a slight shudder. “I had no idea you were such a debauched gentleman, Duncan.”

“And I had no idea you were such a dirty minx, but damn am I a happy man right now.” 

Her bright laughter made my own lips curve up before I slipped the robe from her shoulders and tossed it over the side of the bed. She sat up slowly, and I got a good look at the racy black lace lingerie she was wearing. It was almost completely sheer, and I could see her nipples were a deep pink color. I’ve always been a guy who appreciates a pair of large breasts, and Ivy’s were magnificent. In all my imaginings of her I’d never even come close to doing her body justice. Her waist was ridiculously tiny, making the flare of her full ass and hips seem exaggerated. The edge of the lace shielded her sex, but I could see she was wearing black panties.

The air around us thickened as Ivy placed her soft little fingers on my chest while I slid my hands up her thighs, skimming her waist and hips. My eyes closed of their own accord as I became lost in the feel of her, in the heat of her body and the way she responded to me. It was like I could feel her desire, and it only made my own arousal burn hotter. My dick gave a painful throb as I cupped her breasts, but I forced my eyes open and was thankful I did.

Ivy’s expression was pure bliss. Her head had tilted back, her mouth open and her breath coming in short pants. The sight of my hands on her lace covered breasts was better than any porno I’d ever seen, and I couldn’t believe this stunning creature was mine. Testing the weight of her tits, I gave them a slow, firm squeeze and Ivy moaned.

“Are your breasts sensitive, or do you like it rough?”

“I need a firm touch,” she moaned as I squeezed harder. “Yes. Like that.”

Unable to resist, I leaned up and moved us so my back was to the headboard, and Ivy was straddling me again. She arched into me when I began to kiss the swell of her round tit, her heart beating hard beneath my lips. I bit lightly and wondering if she’d like it if I gave her a little nip. A bite mark that would show anyone who saw it that she belonged to someone. 

My dick jumped as I fell deeper into the moment, everything but her fading away. I’d never experienced anything like the sensual peace she brought into my life. Usually when I was a with a woman some part of me was still on guard, some part of my mind distracted. But as I explored her body, the only thing I could think about was her. Slowly, I examined her with my hands following my eyes on her perfect skin.

Her gasp of pleasure as I brushed our chests together made me weak. I would do and be whatever she wanted or needed. I was going to take care of her, and protect her. I wanted nothing but happiness for my bride. She was so curious about everything, and I couldn’t wait to show her the world. 

My wife’s trusting nature and sense of adventure called for a man in her life strong enough to keep up with her and protect her from herself.

Without a doubt, I was that man.

Tugging at the bodice of the lace, I freed her other breast and sucked her nipple into my mouth, hard.

Right away she moaned and arched into me, her body primed for my touch.

Taking a deep breath, inhaling the scent of her skin, I slid my fingers between her legs and pressed against her pitiful excuse for panties. She’d soaked through the thin fabric, and my dick wanted inside of her so fucking bad I had to rub myself to relieve the ache. Stretching her legs open, she exposed her newly shaved pussy, trimmed back to a little landing strip. 

My balls tingled and drew up tight as I thought about what it would feel like to have my heavy sac resting against her smooth, glistening labia. 

Bet it would feel like heaven.

Before I could get a taste I was rolled over onto my back, and Ivy smiled down at me, her long hair surrounding her face in waves and loose black curls.

“I want to touch you.”

Arching a brow, I shifted my hips so she straddled my cock, her wet heat making me impatient. “I want to fuck you.”

Giving me a teasing pout that made me growl, she smiled, “We’re on our honeymoon, shouldn’t we be making love?”

“We will, on our honeymoon. This doesn’t count.”

“So this isn’t our honeymoon.”

“Nope.”

Leaning down, she began to kiss her way across my chest, pausing at my nipple to give the tight bud a soft lick that felt too fucking good. “Where are we going on our honeymoon?”

“I have to film six more episodes, then I’m taking you anywhere in the world you want to go. I’ll have a month off from work, so we can see the world.”

She gave me a blinding smile. “Really?”

“Absolutely.”

“God, there are so many places I want to visit. I don’t know what to choose. Where do you think we should go?”

“Would you like to visit somewhere hot, or cold?”

“Hot. For sure.”

“Beach or no beach?”

“Beach.”

“Do you want to be around other people or by ourselves?”

“Both?”

“Do you have a passport?”

“Yep.” 

She began to inch her hand down my stomach, petting the thin line of light brown hair leading to my cock still trapped in my thin pajama pants. 

“Luxury or private?”

“Private luxury? But not too private, I want to go dancing with you again.” She leaned up and licked my neck, making me stiffen as my balls ached. “I liked dancing with you.”

“I like dancing with you too,” I managed to grind out as her hands began to trace down my abdomen.

“You move pretty good for an old man.”

I couldn’t respond, because she’d finally reached my dick. Eager to feel her touch, I quickly took my pants off and tossed them over to the side. Moving back into bed with her, I growled at the look of lust taking over her exquisite face. Using her fingernails, she lightly ran them up my shaft, and I swear to God my knees went weak. I manage to steady myself, but she gave a pleased little laugh, obviously enjoying how much she affected me. When she finally grabbed my so-hard-it-hurt erection in her fist gave it a squeeze, I tried to keep from embarrassing myself and cumming all over her hand. 

“Deacon?” The way her lips moved as she said my name distracted me.

“Yeah, baby?”

Oh, that lovely flush, it turned the tips of her ears read now and made me crazy for her. “I need you. Give it to me.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at the petulant whine in her voice. “Anything you want from me, sweetheart, is already yours. All you have to do is take it.”

She surprised me when she said, “I want to suck you.”

“And I want to eat you. What are we going to do about it?”

“You tell me.”

“I’d rather show you.”

Her eyelids went heavy and I could feel the need to fuck pouring off of her in invisible waves. I couldn’t stop myself from grabbing handfuls of the filmy thing covering her, then tearing the thin lace from her body. The first part of her I revealed was her pretty breasts, the stiff nipples begging for my attention. Then the soft curve of her little belly, and finally the tight flare of her hips. Her young, beautiful body was the kind of thing men dreamed about, and I knew right then and there I was a lucky, lucky man. 

When her gown lay in tatters, I easily snapped the tiny strings holding her panties in place, and revealed her dripping wet sex. Big, pouty outer lips, bare of any hair, plumped with her arousal. I couldn’t stop myself from getting just a taste. I’d been so fucking good last night, I’d kept my hands to myself after I realized she was wasted. I deserved a little bite of that sweet peach of a pussy. Using my thumb, I gently stroked along the wet slit of her sex, watching how she responded to me, what kind of touch made her pant and moan. Direct contact with her clit made her almost instantly cum, so I had to back off and just rub along the sides, playing with her sex. 

Possessive love rushed through me as I took in the woman writhing under my touch. She was so on edge she was getting uncomfortable, so I decided to give her some relief. “I can’t fucking wait to get your pussy in my mouth.”

Spreading her legs wide, she arched her back, offering herself to me. “God, Deacon, stop talking about it and do it already!”

“Patience.” I continued to lightly pet her sex, watching how her arousal grew. 

“Deacon.”

Her warning growl made me smile as I kissed and rubbed my face against her silky thighs. I could smell her need and something about her scent made me fucking crazy. She brought out this energy in me that made me want to possess her, to mark her as mine in every way possible. The thoughts I was having about this young woman would scare most people, but I couldn’t stop my desire for her anymore than I could the beating of my heart. After giving her three long, slow licks, I let my tongue flutter around her clit and she came like a rocket.

I had to pin her down as I gentled my mouth and babied her swollen pussy, easing her down until her wiggling stopped and once again she began to shift her hips restlessly.

Lifting my face from between her legs, I smiled up at her as she looked at me with a slightly stunned expression. “You okay?”

She slowly nodded, her gaze filled with happiness as she smiled at me. “Wow. That was—I just...you’re good. Soooooo good.”

Resting the top of my head between her breasts, I chuckled. “Thank you.”

She sank her fingers into my hair and tugged gently at the thick strands. I leaned over her, feeling the heat of her body drawing me in. Removing my remaining clothing, I pinned her to the mattress and groaned. 

Silky soft and oh so right.

Fuck me, holding her naked was my new favorite thing to do. 

Her legs twined around my own and she pouted. “I didn’t get a chance to play with you.”

“We’ll play later. Right now I need to fuck you until we’re both satisfied.”

The smile she gave me was full of mischief, and I knew I was in trouble. 

“Well then, you better get on with it. Because I get in the mood sometimes and it takes a lot to satisfy me. Haven’t met anyone who could keep up with me yet.”

I cocked my head to the side, curious and slightly appalled that her past lovers hadn’t bothered to figure out her body. What a bunch of lazy assholes. “I’ll never have a problem satisfying you. I have so many ways to do it.”

She wiggled against me, then laced her hands behind my neck. “Yeah? I have so many ways I want to satisfy you as well. And I’ve thought about you... a lot. I started dreaming about you when I was fifteen and I caught you swimming laps in your backyard pool. It was night time and I’d just come home from my girlfriend’s house. You didn’t see me come in through the back gate, and I made sure to stay in the shadows as I watched you. And you were hot. Smoking hot. We all had a crush on you. You were the star of my first sex dream.”

“Bad girl,” I whispered against her lips and she shivered. 

Shifting my hips, I rubbed the sensitive tip of my swollen shaft between her labia, rubbing along her clit and making both of us moan. I coated myself with her, waited until my dick was lubed up to make the penetration easier. Ivy clung to me, her legs wrapped around my waist, her arms gripping me tight, as she rode the ridge of my cock with her clit. I swear her pussy was so hot, steam had to be coming from it, and I was just about at my limit for warming her up.

Ivy must have reached her limit as well, because she lined us up, then slid the head of my dick inside her pussy.

I swear my eyes rolled back in my head and my abdominal muscles tightened as I pushed into her for the first time.

“Deacon,” she moaned as she spread her legs wide, arching into me, “fuck, you’re so big! Go slow, please.”

I did as she asked, making her feel every inch of me as I slid inside her. Kissing her neck, I reached between us and began to circle her clit with my thumb. A low, rumbly groan of pure pleasure vibrated against my lips as she moaned. My balls drew up tight and sensitive as I plunged deep inside of my sweet girl. The flutters of her pussy around my shaft were exquisite and her little clit was firm beneath my thumb.

Burying her fingers in my hair, she arched against me. “Holy shit. You need to go fast. Fuck me. I need you to fuck me.”

Her filthy mouth was going to make me cum before I even began to move.

I tried to distract myself, but my brain was too focused on the sensation of her body spreading around mine. Watching her plump labia part around my thick, heavily veined shaft drove me wild, but I held myself in check. It wasn’t easy, but I wanted Ivy to know that she didn’t have to be afraid I’d hurt her. So even though I wanted to give into her guttural urging to slam into her, I took my time and suffered.

With gentle thrusts I worked into her, whispering to her about how good she felt, how much I loved her body. She kissed me, licking at my lips, seducing my mouth with a slow push and trust of her tongue that mimicked our bodies movements. Rocking my dick in and out of her gripping pussy felt amazing, and the pressure to cum started to build as our pace increased. 

I had to fight the urge to fill her up with my seed. My whole body seemed to catch fire as she twisted her hips into mine, her nails sinking into my biceps as she panted and writhed on the bed beneath me. Gorgeous, unashamed in her needs and openly showing me how good this was for her. I wanted that, needed to know I was giving her pleasure, and her repeated moans and sighs were so damn hot.

Fisting my hands in her hair, I shifted on the bed to a more dominant position. My muscles burned with the need for release as I began to really work my cock inside of her. She stiffened, her belly fluttering and her chest turned red right before she came hard. The strong ripples of her pussy were enough to make me burst, and I roared as I emptied myself inside of her, my harsh breathing filling the air as Ivy whimpered.

A few seconds later she panted out, “Oh my God, you’ve ruined me for life.”

Concerned, I propped myself up on one elbow and took in her sprawled form. “Are you okay?”
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Chapter 3

Ivy
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I couldn’t help the breathy laughter that burst out of me at the sight of Deacon’s worry. His hair was utterly disheveled, it looked good like that, and I smoothed my fingers through it, loving the hidden glints of silver. Everything about him screamed confidence and for good reason. The man was a beast in bed, and I’d barely scratched the surface of ways I wanted to screw him into next week. The sheets were a rumpled mess beneath us, and I was hungry, but also tired. Being hungover sucked, and the spectacular sex and multiple orgasms wiped me out.

Feeling grumpy, I buried my face against his throat. “I’m starving. Feed me.”

“What do you want?”

“I don’t know. Something good, but I’m still a little hungover so nothing super greasy. Carbs. I need carbs.”

“Right,” he sounded amused. “Carbs it is.”

He sat up against the headboard, then picked up his phone and spent a few minutes messing around with it while I basked in my fading afterglow at his side. 

“Food will be here in twenty minutes.”

Snuggling close to his side, I rested my head on his firm thigh and smiled with pleasure as he began to play with my hair. “You’re comfy.”

“Glad you think so.”

As the endorphins began to fade, reality sank in again and I started to fidget with my ring. “I’m kind of freaking out.”

Right away he cuddled me close, relaxing my stiffened muscles. “Why, baby?”

“What do we do next?”

He nuzzled my ear, the bristles of his five-o’clock shadow scratching my neck. “We live happily ever after.”

His talented lips were making me lose my train of thought, so I pushed him gently away. “That sounds lovely, but what about when we go back out into the real world? We can’t hide here forever. For one thing, my parents would kinda notice I’m MIA. I mean, we’re supposed to leave tomorrow, and our rooms connect. They’re going to know I wasn’t home all night. Shit, they’re going to kill me—and you. Shit, shit, shit. We’re up diarrhea rapids without a paddle.”

His hand in my hair stilled. “Diarrhea rapids?”

“It’s like shit’s creek, but worse.”

His emerald eyes sparkled with amusement. “So I imagine.” 

I turned so I was facing him, looking up from his lap as my head rested on his erection, which I tried to ignore. “But seriously, where do we go from here?”

He ran his fingertips over my cheek, a dark shadow of his scruff gracing his square jaw. “Where do you want to go?”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t deflect.”

He laughed, then rubbed my hip. “Okay, fine. I’m open to suggestions, but wherever we end up, I want you to finish school. When do you start fall semester?”

“A couple months.”

“Do you want to put in for a transfer, or finish up at USC?”

“I—I don’t know. I mean, I always assumed I’d graduate from USC...eventually. To be honest, I’m not even sure on a major yet. I thought I wanted to go into business, but the more I think about it the more it doesn’t feel right.” I let out a frustrated breath, flipping over so I could look at Deacon. “I want to have a passion for my job, to look forward to going to work. I mean, I know everyone has something about their job that they hate, but my dad loves what he does. You love building houses. I want to do something that gives me the same happiness your job gives you. I just don’t know what it is yet.”

Instead of looking at me with disappointment, he merely nodded. “You’ve got plenty of time to figure it out. Might do you some good to take a semester or two off and figure out what you want.

“Really? You don’t think I’m a loser because I can’t figure out what to do with my life?”

He chuckled, then moved me so I was on my back and he was braced on his elbows above me. “No, I don’t think you’re a loser. Sometimes it takes people a while to figure out who they are, who they want to be, and how to get there.”

“But you knew what you wanted to do since you were a kid.”

“Yeah, but I was lucky. I know lots of people, very successful people, who had no idea what they wanted out of life until they were older. If you need to take some time to figure things out, you’ve got it. I’ll support you no matter what you want to do.”

My chest swelled with love at the warm emotions in his eyes. “You’re so awesome.”

He brushed a kiss over my lips. “I am.”

Giggling, I rubbed my nose against his, my hands exploring the muscles of his back. “What do you want to do? I mean, you have your job, your TV show. I can go to school anywhere, but you need to be in Salt Lake City, right?”

“I want to be wherever you are. If you decide you want to stay at USC, I’ll buy us a house out there. If you decide you like Salt Lake City and want to stay there, we’ll do that. I don’t give a shit where we end up as long as I wake up with you at my side and fall asleep with you in my arms at night.”

“What about your TV show? Don’t you film at your office on location in Salt Lake City?”

“It would be a heck of a commute, but I only film four months a year. The rest of the time I’d be home with you.”

“Deacon, I can’t ask you to do that!”

“Hell, it gives me an excuse to buy a corporate jet.”

“You don’t need a jet.”

“You’re right, I need a new one. Already have a smaller model that flies eight. I need something bigger, with an overnight cabin. I want to take you all over the world, show you all the amazing things I’ve seen. After our honeymoon, our first stop is going to be Iceland. You’ll love it. I’ll get my assistant on finding us a decent jet.” 

My heart beat rapidly as I stared at him. “You’re not kidding, are you?”

“No. Why would I be?”

“Uh—‘cause all that stuff will cost a crazy amount of money.”

“Baby,” his full lips twitched with a smile, “I don’t know if you’re aware, but we’ve got plenty of money. More than we could spend in two lifetimes. I’ve invested well and it has paid off ten times over.”

“No, you have money. I’m a struggling college student with student loans coming out of my butt.”

“Wrong. We have money. What’s mine is yours and what’s yours is mine. Including your student loans or any other debts you may have.”

“No, I’m not taking your money.”

“Our money.” He kissed the tip of my nose in a way I found vaguely patronizing. “I want to give you the world, please, just accept it.”

My back stiffened and I pulled away from him. “Just accept it?”

His eyes narrowed, but his voice was calm as he said, “Yes. Don’t fight me on this, sweetheart. I want to take care of you, you’re my wife. Not to sound crass, but I think it’s no secret that I have a lot of money. I can afford to spoil you.”

“Spoil me? Gah, that makes me feel even more like a gold digger.”

He moved back a few inches, his expression confused by a spark of anger lit his gaze. “Gold digger? What the hell are you even talking about? You’re about the furthest thing from a gold digger as someone can get.”

“But people are going to think I am. I mean...just look at this.” I waved my hand around.

“At what?”

“This!” I pointed to the big rock blazing on my ring finger. “Everyone is going to think you’re my sugar daddy, but you’re not. I care about you, a lot, and I’m not with you because you can buy jets or whatever. I like you, not your bank account, and I don’t want you to ever doubt that. But all people are going to see is a young, uneducated, flighty girl who—”

He clasped his hand over my mouth. “You are amazing. You are everything, and I don’t give a shit what people think. And neither should you. We’re together forever, I’m never letting you go, so you might as well get used to it. I’m going to spoil you, because I know you’re going to spoil me. Hell, you already are.”

“What are you talking about? I’m broke as a joke. The only thing I could treat you to is a good pancake breakfast.” Frustrated, I blew out a harsh breath. “When you were my age, you were already working on starting your company. The only thing I’m working on is trying to figure out a major that I should have declared last semester.”

He rubbed his nose against mine. “Don’t be so hard on yourself. I know plenty of successful people who didn’t find that success until later in life. You do whatever makes you happy and I’ll be here to support you all the way.”

“But I don’t want you to have to support me.”

“Ivy, it’s just money. I grew up poor, I know what it’s like to struggle. I’ve worked my ass off since I was sixteen to make something of myself, and now I finally have someone to share it with.”

“But I didn’t earn that money.”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“It matters to me.” I blinked back tears. “I don’t want you to be embarrassed to be with me.”

“Ivy,” he said so sternly I was booted out of my pity party. “Do you think I should be ashamed of you because you aren’t wealthy?”

Squirming uncomfortably under his piercing gaze I shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe?”

“I’m not. And you shouldn’t be ashamed of me because I’m rich.”

“I’m not ashamed that you’re rich. I’m proud of you and everything you’ve accomplished. Hell, I remember when you moved in next-door driving that big piece of crap red truck.”

“Hey! My truck was awesome.”

“Right, by guy standards. It was also beat to hell, and had a weird smell inside.”

He gave me a sheepish grin that warmed my belly. “I forgot to roll up the windows one night and it rained. Might’ve made things a little musty.”

“My point being, I’ve known you for a long time. I’ve watched you build a successful company and I’ve cheered you on all the way. But I don’t feel like I’ve earned that money, and that’s important to me.”

“I understand, really I do. But what if our situations were reversed? What if you were wealthy and I was a jobless surf bum.”

“You know, I can easily see you being a surf bum.” I indulged myself in touching his cheek, admiring the firm curve of his jaw. “Remember how you used to talk about surfing around the world?”

An odd look came over his face, a softness that I really liked. “Yeah, and you said you’d come along, but only if the majority of the day was spent reading on the beach.”

I sighed. “Bliss.” 

“We can travel, we can spend weeks at your favorite beaches anywhere in the world, and I’m not going to feel bad that I can provide that for us.”

Feeling kind of dumb, I sighed. “I don’t want you to feel bad. I’m sorry, I just...it’s hard to explain.” 

“Talk to me, tell me what’s bothering you.”

“I worry that you’re going to regret being married to me.”

“You are such a loving woman, it radiates from you and warms me up like nothing I’ve ever felt. When you look at me, I feel like I could conquer the world for you. You listen to me, you understand me, and you know me in a way few people do. You knew me when I was just a nobody. You even liked me when I had to get half my head shaved in order to get stitches.”

I rubbed my thumb gently over the scar I knew was hidden beneath his hair. “That was a gnarly cut. You got what? Twenty-eight stitches?”

“Yeah. I remember you cried when you saw it.”

Giving him an embarrassed half smile, I looked away. “When mom said you were in the hospital, I was so worried. And then you come home with two enormous black eyes, a broken nose, and missing half your hair.”

“That’s what happens when a steel beam hits you in the face.” His laughter rumbled through his body into mine. “You and your family took such good care of me while I was recovering. I remember binge watching a whole season of that extreme sports reality show with you.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “That show was awful!”

He gave me an astonished look. “What? I thought you loved it?”

“No, it was because you loved it and I had a huge crush on you.”

Grinning, he kissed my forehead. “You’re so cute, but you don’t have to pretend to like shows for me.”

Giggling, I lightly scratched my nails down his back, making him shiver. “Don’t worry, while I still love you, you don’t have to worry about me pretending to like something.”

Leaning back, he studied me then nodded. “Good.”

“Such a sweet girl,” he softly kissed my lips, pausing to nibble lightly on the lower one.

Before I could respond a knock came from the door and Deacon practically vaulted out of bed, his movements loose and easy. He put on his pants then tossed me my robe with a grin. As I watched him throw on his shirt, I marveled at the new relaxation in his smile, the gleam in his eyes. When he looked at me he positively glowed with happiness.

“Cover up.”

I slipped on my robe and rolled out of bed, heading into the bathroom in my room while Deacon spoke with the delivery person.

By the time I came out he had the food set up, the smell of bacon and eggs making my stomach growl.

“I got you coffee and orange juice,” Deacon said as he set two cups down on the small table.

“Thanks,” I strode past him and opened up the curtains, gasping when I saw the view.

Instead of Las Vegas in all its tawdry and electric glory, I saw a lovely—but foreign view of mountains.

“What the hell? Where are we?”

“Huh?” Deacon grunted. “We’re at the Last Chance Motel near the Utah border. We’re almost home.”

“Home?”

Giving me a puzzled look, he nodded. “Yeah. Home. Salt Lake City. I have to be back for filming later tonight. We have a couple more weeks of taping before the season is wrapped up. We talked about it last night.” 

Wincing, I took a heavy seat in the chair across from him at the table. “We did? I don’t remember.”

“Well, last night you seemed excited to come home with me.”

There was a trace of hurt in his voice, so I quickly said, “I still do. I just hate not being able to remember what we talked about. But I do want to go home with you.”

I was digging into my food when he leaned back in his chair. “Do you remember our discussion about wanting to get some babies as soon as possible?”

The food in my mouth lost its flavor and I quickly took a sip of coffee. “Um...”

He laughed. “Don’t worry, you were talking about ‘fur babies’. Kittens, if I remember right.”

I couldn’t help but smile. “I’ve wanted a cat for years, but mom is allergic and the apartment I live in doesn’t allow pets.”

“I draw the line at four.”

After swallowing my eggs, I arched a brow. “Four what?”

“Four cats. Anything more than that and we enter crazy cat lady territory.”

Abandoning my food, I launched myself into his lap covering his face with kisses. “You mean it?”

Laughing, he nodded. “Hell, if this is the reaction I get you can have as many cats as you want. Fuck it.”

Happy, I cuddled close, feeling like purring as he held me. “Thank you, Deacon.”

“Anything for you, Ivy. Anything.”

Two hours later we arrived at Deacon’s house on the south side of Salt Lake City. Two stories high, on five acres of land, it boasted a wraparound front porch complete with a couch sized swing and a cedar shingle roof. Built in the 1920’s, the home had an elegant charm that was accentuated by the pretty flower beds full of red and white blossoms. Deacon pointed out different things about the construction to me as we slowly pulled up the circular driveway. His eyes positively sparkled as he talked about the craftsmanship that had gone into the home, and I couldn’t help but grin back.

“You really outdid yourself with this place, it’s amazing.”

“I’m glad you like it. Do you think you’ll be happy living here?”

“Deacon, I share a 700 square foot apartment with my roommate back in LA that constantly smells like the Chinese restaurant two floors below us. I think somehow I’ll endure.” Wheeling one of my suitcases behind me, I took in the house as we walked up to the front door. “Wow, your place is beautiful.”

“Thanks, but I’m afraid I can’t take credit for most of it. Karen is the one who did the interior design for most of the house. I take it you don’t watch the show? A few episodes were about the remodel.”

“No, I don’t watch it. Who is Karen?” I ask with a little more salt in my voice than usual.

He smiled at me as he unlocked the front door. “Easy there, tiger. She works on the show with me and is a great interior designer, but we’re just good friends.”

“Good friends, huh?”

“Just good friends.”

We’d reached the kitchen by this point, and I raised a brow as I took it in. While the white cupboards and brown granite countertops were nice, there was a definite rooster theme going on. There were roosters on the wallpaper border, rooster statues on the windowsill, rooster salt and pepper shakers, and a painting of a watercolor rooster on the wall near the back door. 

“Wow. So you like roosters, huh?”

“Not really. My mom, on the other hand, loves them and I let her decorate the kitchen. Karen wasn’t a big fan, but it’s my mom so what are you going to do?”

Taking in the rooster salt and pepper shakers next to the rooster oven mitts on the counter I grinned. “I feel like they’re watching me. How can you deal with all these beady eyes on you?”

“Honestly, I’m never really home. And when I am, I just reheat the dinners that my housekeeper leaves for me.”

“That sounds really lonely.”

“It was.” The sudden warmth gaze fascinated me and my heart gave a little hiccup. “But now I have someone to come home to at night. My beautiful wife.”

Blushing, I bit my lower lip as he put his cup beneath the coffee maker. 

My cell phone chimed from my purse the same time his phone rang and we both exchanged tired glances.

“It’s work, I have to take this,” he said as he stared at his phone.

I glanced down at my phone in its pretty gold shimmer case and sighed. “I should probably take this too. It’s Tiffany, my roommate. She’s going to come hunt me down if I don’t respond to her texts soon.”

I’d been ignoring all the messages stacking up on my phone, not wanting to deal with the real world for just a little while longer. Last night I’d texted my parents that I was going to Deacon’s house in Salt Lake City and I soooo did not want to read their response. No doubt they were freaking out.

Sighing, Deacon took a sip of his coffee then said, “Let me deal with this then I’ll give you the grand tour before I have to leave for work. I’ll be in my office down the hallway on the left if you need me.”

Warmth filled me as he gave me a gentle kiss before leaving, and I watched him go with a no doubt dreamy expression on my face before I forced myself to respond to Tiffany’s message.

WhoreBomb- If you don’t respond soon I’m calling the police!

Me- Calm your tits. I’m fine. I haven’t been abducted, I’m not high, and no, I was not roofied.

WhoreBomb- I wasn’t worried about you being roofied, I was worried about you drugging him. 

Me- No, I didn’t drug him. 

WhoreBomb- I’ll tell you what, honey, you did good. Deacon is a prime catch, everything a woman could ever want in one delicious package. 

Me- I’m glad I have your approval.

WhoreBomb- You should be. When are you coming home? I want to meet him.

Me- I don’t know. Right now we’re at his...well our house in Salt Lake City.

WhoreBomb- But, you’ll be back in time for school, right? What would I do without my lab partner?

Me- Fail.

WhoreBomb- Shut up. I still can’t believe you’re married! When I saw those pictures on Facebook, then on TMZ, I just about crapped myself. And don’t listen to any of those haters, that whole thing he had going on with Karen was obviously a showmance.

I blinked a couple times, making sure I read her last message correctly.

Me- Showmance? I’m on TMZ?

WhoreBomb- Hold on, I’ll send you some links. Girl, you’re famous! 

There was a short pause, then Tiffany posted a link to a couple different gossip websites.

The first story was nice. They congratulated Deacon on marrying such a beautiful woman, and commented about how in love we looked. The second one was from a somewhat reputable fashion site, and they talked about my unusual ring and the designer gown that had fit me perfectly. Thank goodness my makeup and hair team had been on point. It was disconcerting to have your body and face judged by strangers, and a tight feeling soured my stomach.

That tight feeling became outright nausea as I read the third article. The gossip website that wrote the story was known for being malicious and catty. It talked about how Karen was devastated, and that Deacon broke her heart by marrying some young floozy. It also showed pictures of Deacon and Karen together, and that sick feeling intensified. Karen was gorgeous, blonde and tanned with a beauty queen smile. Even worse, she and Deacon were clearly an item. There was even a picture of them kissing. According to the article, they’d been in a relationship for the past few years that had played out on Deacon’s TV show. 

I ignored Tiffany’s messages and tortured myself by reading trashy article after trashy article about Deacon and Karen, pausing occasionally to swipe away my tears. 

I didn’t realize Deacon had returned until he pulled my phone away with an angry grunt.

“Ivy, sweetheart, don’t read this garbage. None of it’s true.”

“You said she was just a friend!”

Deacon jerked back, his eyebrows going up as he said in a soothing voice, “Who?”

“Karen! You know, the love of your life. How could you marry me while you were in love with another woman?”

“I’m not in love with Karen!” His nostrils flared with anger as set my phone down. 

“Then why are there pictures of you two kissing and cuddling?”

He ran his hands through his hair, messing up the dark waves. “That was all a publicity stunt. The producers thought a romance would bring better ratings, which it did, but it isn’t real. We have zero chemistry together and neither of us is interested in the other in that way.”

“It sure looks real.”

“Ivy,” he took my hands in his own, tightening his grip when I tried to pull away. “We’re just friends and that’s all we’ll ever be. Please believe me, you’re the only woman I want. I married you, not her.”

Taking a calming breath, I tried to swallow past the hurt choking me. “People are calling me a homewrecker.”

“Who, the gossip sites?”

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I nodded.

“You can’t let their bullshit bother you. They’re going to be vicious, and mean, and flat out lie in order to get as much attention and readers as possible. They’re going to make shit up until news about us no longer sells.”

My voice came out thick as I whispered, “That sucks.”

“It does, but I promise you, it’s easier to deal with if you just ignore it. Don’t read that trash. Don’t give it another thought.”

“But they called me a homewrecker. People are going to think I’m a bad person.”

“The kind of people that judge you from questionable info gleaned from a gossip website aren’t worth your time. There are some real dipshits out in this world that believe everything they read. You don’t need or want judgmental people like that in your life anyways. The people that matter, the people that love you, know you aren’t a bad person.”

“I know, but it still sucks.”

His touch was soft as he rubbed my cheek with his thumb, playing over my dimple. “It does suck, but in some ways bullshit articles like that are doing you a favor.”

“How so?”

“The people that believe that crap are the kind of people that would stab you in the back. It says more about their character that they enjoy believing the worst in people than it does about you.”

My anger eased, and so did my tears. “This is true.”

“I know it is. I don’t consider myself famous, but I have some friends who are and I’ve learned a thing or two about handling the public’s attention.” He brushed his fingertips down my cheek, swiping away a few lingering tears. “It sucks, but you’re going to have to learn to ignore them. They don’t matter. Seriously, they don’t. The only thing that matters is us. You and me, beautiful girl.”

Wrapping my arms around him, I rested my cheek against his shoulder, instantly soothed by his embrace. “Thanks for talking me down.”

“I’ll always be here for you. Never forget it.” 

I suddenly remembered his earlier tension. “What’s going on with you?”

He hesitated, then said, “I was discussing the future of the show with my producers. And how we’re going to address me being married.”

“What do you mean?”

“My fake relationship with Karen was scripted into the show, so we’re trying to figure out how to have us ‘break up’ without pissing off the viewers.” He huffed out a harsh breath. “Personally, I was never a big fan of the whole romance angle, but it got good ratins and the producers are afraid we’ll lose a ton of money if this isn’t handled right.” 

I felt so bad for him. It was obvious he was stressing out and I hated watching the tension filling his body and movements. I wrapped my arms around Deacon and curled my hands around his broad, muscled back. The late afternoon sunlight poured through the large windows, golden and diffused by the sheer curtains. 

“I’m sorry.”

He hugged me back, tight enough that I squeaked. “No, you have nothing to be sorry about. I feel like an asshole for not thinking about the repercussions of having our wedding be so public. Once I saw you the only thing I could think about was you, and once I got my ring on your finger I couldn’t wait to show the world that you were mine. I sure as fuck wasn’t thinking about the show and pissing off my producers.”

“Are you in trouble?”

“No, I’m not in trouble. It’s just going to be tricky to figure out how to make this work.”

He took a deep inhalation from the top of my head, then slowly breathed out as I slowly ran my nails over his back. 

“Well, if I can do anything to help, let me know. Like you said, we’ll face this together.”

“Thanks, sweetheart. I’m gonna have to take off in a few hours to deal with this. I hate to leave you so soon, but I need to deal with this.”

For some reason his words stung me. “Oh, yeah, sure. No worries. I can totally entertain myself.”

Rubbing his nose against mine, he murmured, “I wish you could come with me, but it’s best if I do this alone. I’d like to tell them to go fuck themselves, it’s not like I need this show to survive. But I can’t. While I don’t need the show to pay the bills, there are a lot of people who work on the show and do rely on it to pay their bills. I can’t screw them over.”

“You’re such a good guy.”

“I’m trying to be,” his gaze wandered to my lips. “Have I told you that you have the most gorgeous mouth I’ve ever seen.”

“Is that right?”

He brushed his cheek against mine, bypassing my mouth in favor for my neck. The gentle glide of his lips over my skin made goose bumps race up my back in a pleasurable chill. All the nerve endings in my body seemed to come to life as I turned my head and kissed his neck in return. Wanting a taste, I slowly licked my way up his pulse, the faintest hint of his aftershave clinging to his skin.  

He growled, low and deep, when I nibbled him. His body immediately pressed into mine, the hard length of his erection pressing into me. Even though he’d satisfied me this morning, right now I wanted him inside of me again. My whole pelvis seemed to throb with the need he stirred to life inside of me. I couldn’t help my reaction to him, it was primal. Instinctive.

“Husband” I whispered against his ear before licking the outer shell, “your wife needs tending to.”

His hands slid down my back, cupping my ass and squeezing it firmly. “She does?”

“Yes,” the word came out in a hiss as he lifted me up and walked me over to the counter as if I weighed nothing.

The brown granite was cold beneath my bottom, but I ignored the faint discomfort in favor of watching my husband undress. First, he removed his shoes and socks, then his shirt was tossed off, and finally his pants and underwear were history. The proud, slightly arched curve of his thick erection had my inner muscles clenching down. 

The house was silent other than our heavy breaths as Deacon moved between my legs. Silently, he stripped me bare and I shivered at his heated look.  Starting at my ankle, he kissed his way up my thigh, licking back and forth, getting closer to my pussy then pulling away. I let out a guttural sound as he began to gently kiss his way up one side of my labia, then down the other. Totally avoiding my clit.

That little bundle of nerves throbbed to the rapid beat of my heart, and I could feel my wetness coating me. I was highly aroused, and the sensation of Deacon’s tongue pushing into me had my eyes rolling back in my head. Collapsing back against the icy smooth counter, I panted and groaned, but he continued to love me with his mouth.

“I’ve never tasted a pussy as delicious as yours,” he growled out.

“Delicious?” I panted, barely able to form a coherent thought as he circled my nub with the tip of his nose.

“Yeah. Smooth and sweet with a little bit of tang. Makes my cock rock fucking hard. One lick of your puffy little lips and my dick is ready to fuck.”

Before I could reply, he captured my clit between his teeth, then flicked it rapidly with his tongue. I arched and tried to find something to hold onto, settling for his head. Digging my fingers into his hair, I pulled him closer to me as my orgasm stormed through my body. He growled and licked, sucking my lips into his mouth, then releasing them with a wet slurp. His mouth left my pussy just as I started to build up to another fierce climax and I forced my eyes open. With a visible snarl, Deacon fisted his cock and rubbed it over my slit.

“I wish you could see how fucking perfect you are,” he moaned before beginning to feed his length into me. “See how pretty your pussy looks as it hugs my dick. Fuck.”

He lifted me off the edge of the counter, sliding my butt out and holding my thighs. With my feet next to his ears, he leaned over and thrust into me with a solid grunt. In this position he went deep, so deep that it was almost painful. But he stopped right before he would have hit bottom, and I let out a sigh of relief.

“I’ll never hurt you,” his breath puffed against the side of my face. “Never. I love you.”

I think I must have blacked out with happiness for a moment, and I know I forgot to breathe. It may sound crazy, but with Deacon inside of me, telling me that he loved me, my heart simply overflowed with joy. I’d loved him before I even know what romantic love was. I’d loved him with the pure devotion of a teenage girl, and now with the experience of a young woman. My breath caught in my throat as I tried to speak, but burst out into tears instead.

Right away Deacon tried to pull out, but I clasped onto his shoulders and held him to me. 

“Darlin’, are you okay?”

Nodding, I managed to stutter out, “I love you too, so much.”

The green of his eyes lightened to an emerald so bright I swear they glowed. He ground his hips into mine, mashing my clit with his pelvis and I lost track of everything but the feel of him inside of me. Our breath mingled together as he held me tight lifting me up so he was standing while I was balanced on the edge of the counter. It allowed me to wrap my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck, clinging to him as our hips swayed together.

A sense of peace filled me even as my body tightened in anticipation of my release. A light sweat formed between us, and I adored the feeling of my nipples rubbing against his hairy chest. Everything about him was so masculine, so grown up and virile that I lost myself in him. Increasing his pace, Deacon pressed his lips to mine and kissed me as we both came within seconds of each other. My body went haywire, only his firm grasp keeping me connected to him as I moaned and screamed. Bells rang in my ears, and the only thing I could do was arch as a pulse of post-orgasmic heat washed through me. Waves of joy and love swept me away and I moaned loudly when Deacon bent over and licked one of my softening nipples.

“My beautiful wife,” he growled against my breast.

The doorbell rang and I sat up straight, then slid off the counter.

Gathering up my clothes, Deacon handed them to me and pointed down the hallway. “The bathroom is right there. Go ahead and get dressed. I’ll answer the door and get rid of whoever the fuck it is. I’m not finished with you yet.”

The chime sounded again and I gave him a quick kiss before skipping down the hallway, grinning from ear to ear.
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Chapter 4

Ivy
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Hushed men’s voices reached my ears right before I turned the corner and I found my father and mother both staring at me in open shock mixed with anger and disbelief.

Oh shit.

I suddenly felt like I was nine and had just gotten busted shaving our dog because he was ‘hot’ in his fur during the summer.

My parents had been pissed and I’d been grounded from everything for three months. 

Steam practically poured out of my dad’s red tipped ears as he glared at Deacon.

I had to do damage control, stat, before my father did something stupid and they got in a fight.

Reaching out, I took Deacon’s hand in my own, then faced my tearful mother and clearly agitated father. My elegant mom, who looked a lot like me—or I looked like her, glared at Deacon like he was some kind of monster. Her hair was swept back into a quick ponytail, and her long, tan suede dress was adorable, but her eyes were red and her face puffy from crying. 

Guilt hit me as her gaze shifted to me and my lower lip trembled at the sadness in her normally bright eyes.

“Hi Mom, hi Dad. What are you doing here?”

“What are we doing here?” my dad practically roared. “You run off and get married behind our backs, leave the freakin’ state, and you’re wondering what we’re doing here?”

Suddenly Deacon squeezed my hand and I looked up at him. We seemed to be able to communicate without words, and he was silently telling me I wasn’t alone, that he had my back. And there was something even better, a warmth that seemed to grow by the second between us. A well stoked flame of attraction and affection, of comfort and a sense of peace. I’d thought I knew what love felt like before I’d met Deacon, but I was wrong. 

Without looking away from me, Deacon said in a low voice, “Hey, beautiful.”

I beamed up at him and was tempted to give Deacon a kiss, but my father cleared his throat and any sexy time feelings I’d been having died a quick death. 

“What is this crap about you being married to Deacon Kryza of all people?” My father barked out. “Please tell me this is one of your stupid jokes, or I’m on a prank show. ‘Cause otherwise I’m going to kill that bastard and you’re going to be a widow.”

“Greg,” my mother griped in an exasperated yell, “You promised me you wouldn’t flip out.”

“I’m not beating his smug ass, am I?” He gestured to Deacon with both hands, his cheeks red with anger. “He’s known her since she was a kid. Hell, she still is a kid. She’s still in college for God’s sake.”

I held up my hand, interrupting my dad’s tirade as I cocked my head at him. “I’d like to remind you that you were already parents by my age. And that I’m still going to college. And that I’ve supported myself while I was away at school. I live on my own, eating food I bought with my own money and I’ve managed to stay out of jail so far. Yes, you help pay for my schooling and I’m totally grateful for that. But I’m not a kid anymore. I know my decision seems rash, and impulsive, but you know I’ve had a crush on him for like—forever.”

“Jesus, give me strength,” my father rolled his eyes dramatically to the ceiling and pulled his hands together in prayer. 

My mom elbowed him, then shook her head at me. “Sorry about this.”

Rubbing his thumb on my hand, Deacon inclined his head. “Don’t worry about it. I know this is a bit of a shock.”

I could tell my dad was going to say something not nice, so I cut him off. “Dad, no. Whatever you were about to say, just don’t. Deacon’s my husband. Please show him some respect.”

“Like the respect you showed me by getting married behind my back?”

“And you didn’t even invite us to your wedding? Or at least let me help you pick out a dress? Didn’t you want us there?” My mom’s voice broke at the end.

I flinched, her pain cutting me deeper than my own. “I’m sorry, but Mom, last night was everything I ever wanted in a wedding. What we had last night was perfect, but I am sorry you weren’t there.”

My dad turned to my mom, then pointed at me. “He’s mesmerized her. Did some voodoo on her and now our little girl has gone crazy. We might need to consult with an exorcist.”

“What?” My mom and I said at the same time, with the same outraged tone of voice.

“He’s brainwashed her. She has Stockholm Syndrome.”

I shook my head at him. “Have you lost your mind?”

Giving an exasperated huff, my mom put her hands on her wide hips and scowled at my dad. “Your father, in an effort to calm his anger, and against my advice, decided to have a few drinks on the short flight up here from Vegas. I told him it was a bad idea, but you know how stubborn he is.”

I pursed my lips at my father then narrowed my eyes as I studied him. “You’re drunk?”

“I just had a few sips of whisky,” my dad muttered, avoiding my eyes.

Like me, he has a super low tolerance to alcohol.

A few sips for him is like half a fifth for most guys. 

“Isn’t it a little early to start drinking?”

His shoulders straightened and he nailed me to the floor with a look of intense parental disapproval. “Not when your daughter goes missing and turns up married to a man who is way too old for her. I was about to go to the police when your Aunt Lacy calls us to congratulate us on your nuptials. I thought she was out of her mind, you know that woman’s grasp on reality is loose at best. I mean, she really, truly believes in unicorns. Flaky. But no, when I looked on your Facebook page, there you were, with this rat bastard, married!”

“Dad—”

His face suddenly went ashen and he whispered, “Are you pregnant? How long have you been having sex with him? I swear to god if he touched you while you were under age, he is going to jail.”

“What?” I tried to tug my hand from Deacon’s so I could throw it in the air, but he held tight. “I can’t believe you seriously just said that. What is wrong with you? This is Deacon we’re talking about. My marriage isn’t some impulsive bullshit whim. And no, we never did anything when I was a kid.”

“You never did anything?” My dad asked with a frown.

“I kissed him once, when I was seventeen. He pushed me away and moved the next day. Last night was the first time I’ve seen Deacon in three years.”

“Lord end my suffering,” my father moaned dramatically then ran his hands through his dark hair. 

Tapping her red painted fingernail on her arm, my mom frowned. “I did wonder about that. You two used to be so close, but Deacon didn’t even show up for your graduation.”

“That’s because he wanted to give me a chance to grow up. This is a man who gave me the gift of time to experience the world as a single young woman, he risked me falling in love and losing me forever. But that never happened. I went on dates, I had boyfriends, but there was always something missing. None of them were Deacon.”

“I knew you had a crush on him,” my mom said while running her fingers through her hair, “but I thought you outgrew it.”

I shrugged, my toes digging into the thick carpet as I shifted my weight. “No, I never got over him.”

“And what about you?” My mom gave my husband an impressive glare. “How long have you been in love with my daughter?”

Deacon cleared his throat. “After she kissed me I knew my feelings for her were inappropriate so I left. But I never stopped thinking about her.”

“Should have stayed gone,” my Dad muttered, his face creased with a glare as he stared at Deacon.

“I stayed away,” Deacon continued as if my dad hadn’t spoken, “I stayed away for three long years. I wanted to wait until she graduated, but when I saw her last night...I couldn’t live another moment without her. She’s everything to me and I promise I’ll take good care of her.”

“Spare me,” my dad muttered.

“Stop being such a jerk,” I cleared my throat, striving to be calm. “Is it so hard to believe that Deacon could love me?”

“No, not at all,” my Mom quickly said as she gave my Dad the stink eye. “Ivy, you’re an amazing young woman. And I know it makes me sound like a hypocrite to say this, but you are so young. Sheltered and naive in a way I never was. You’re right, I got pregnant when I was sixteen, and it wasn’t easy. Both your father and I had to work, had to struggle for those first five years of your life while he finished college. I don’t know if you’re ready for the trials and tribulations of marriage. It isn’t going to be easy.”

“Of course it’s not going to be easy, but anything worth having is worth working for, right?”

“Honey,” my mom’s voice softened. “I don’t think you’re ready for the public attention you’re going to be getting. Deacon is famous, and you just married one of the hottest bachelor’s in the world. People are going to notice, and they’re going to talk.”

Deacon pulled me to his side, the fine lines around his eyes deepening. “I’ll protect her.”

“That’s a nice sentiment, but we both know people can be vicious.”

“Mom, I’m not a moron. I’ve been out on my own for the past couple years, and I’ve experienced how bitchy both men and women can be. You see me as a kid, but I’m not. I’m not going to crumble the first time a tabloid publishes a lie about me. It comes with the territory, I know that. Hell, I grew up watching all those trashy tabloid shows. I know what the less scrupulous ones will do to get a story, and I’ll do my best to always talk to Deacon before I freak out.”

Deacon leaned over and gave my cheek a gentle kiss, his scent teasing my nose as I closed my eyes and smiled. “And I’ll do my best to keep our private life private.”

My husband squeezed my hand and I could easily read the pride and love in his expression.

Unfortunately, my father wasn’t done being an ass.

“You’ve been brainwashed. Did he drug you?”

Fed up with him, I beseeched a higher power, “Mom,” I growled through clenched teeth. 

My mother had enough, and this was evident by the way she pushed my dad gently, but firmly, into a nearby red leather chair. “No, you’ve said your piece, Mr. Stockholm Syndrome, now it’s my turn.”

I braced myself, and my husband pulled me into his side. I instantly felt better in his embrace as he rubbed my bare arm, his presence protecting me from the world. Never in my life had I felt this safe with someone, and I melted into him.

“Just hold on,” Deacon’s commanding voice resonated through me. “I didn’t let you in here to lecture her. Like I told you, we’re married and we’re staying married. My wife is a strong woman, and the idea that anyone could get her to do anything she didn’t want to do is laughable.”

“Got that right,” my father muttered while he rubbed his red nose, another sign he’d had too much to drink. “You couldn’t have gone for anyone in the world but him?”

I looked at the floor, embarrassed by what I was about to say out loud. “It could only be Deacon.”
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Chapter 5

Deacon 
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The moment those sweet words ‘it could only be Deacon’ drifted from her full lips I lost the last shred of self-control I was clinging to.

She couldn’t say something that sweet without me wanting to kiss her. To sip from her lips, taste the honey of her skin. I managed to restrain myself enough to only brush my lips against hers, but we lingered for a moment, sharing our breath, and she snuck a lick of my upper lip. Little minx, she was playing with fire and she knew it. 

“Greg,” I looked up at her dad, then her mom. “Tabitha, you’ve not only been my friends, you’ve been my mentors and I respect you. But you don’t need to worry about Ivy. I’m going to be the best husband she could ever want. I’ll work hard to make her happy, to give her the kind of life she deserves. I know she’s a handful—”

“Hey,” Ivy elbowed me in the side. “I’m not a handful.”

Her dad snorted and we glanced at each other and shared a look filled with understanding.

“I believe you, Deacon,” my mom said with a strained expression deepening the lines around her eyes. “But that doesn’t mean I have to like it. You eloped! Ivy wanted a big wedding, she’s talked about it all her life.”

“Mom, I wanted a big wedding when I was ten. I honestly don’t want to go through all the hassle of a huge wedding. Remember, I just had to deal with my friend Kim, aka Bridezilla. I saw what her big, fancy wedding did to her sanity. Trust me, rehearsal dinner with her wasn’t pretty. Deacon gave me exactly the kind of wedding I wanted. You’ve seen the pictures on Facebook, it was perfect.”

Greg crossed his arms and rolled his eyes. “What about that woman you were dating, Karen?”

“Karen and I were never really dating, it was just a storyline for my show.”

“I told you,” Tabitha muttered as she elbowed her husband. “Their relationship was obviously fake.”

“Whatever,” Greg muttered while giving me the stink eye.  

With a sigh Tabitha reached out to Ivy. “Come here, my love. Congratulations on your wedding. I know it’s not conventional, but life rarely is. I love you so much, and I wish you and Deacon a long and happy life together. God, my baby is married!”

My wife let out an odd sound between a laugh and a cry, the two women hugging each other tight as they full out sobbed now.

Greg and I exchanged another look and he said with a growl, “If you call me Dad, I’m gonna punch you in the throat.”

I burst out laughing, while Tabitha and Ivy glared at Greg with identical expressions. “Yeah, you don’t have to worry about that happening. I’m still your friend, or at least I hope I am.”

He rubbed his head, the booze no doubt making him sleepy by now. “You’re pushing it, Deacon. You’re lucky you’re still breathing.”

Ivy made her way back to my side and slid a possessive arm around my waist. “Dad, enough. Deacon’s my husband now, and I expect you to respect that. Please. I want you in our life, I want you guys to get along like you usually do, and I don’t want to be the cause of your friendship breaking up. Please, please, Dad. Give us a chance. Consider it your wedding gift.”

Tabitha sat on the edge of the chair and rubbed her husband’s shoulder. “Greg, let it go. Please, for me.”

Now, Greg’s a hard man, but he melts like taffy around his wife and daughter. “He’s still alive, isn’t he?”

Shaking her head, Tabitha continued to gently rub his back. “That’s hardly a ringing endorsement for getting along with someone.”

“But Tabby,” he snarled in grumpy voice, “he married Ivy.”

“I know, and I approve. She needs a firm hand and you know Deacon isn’t going to fall for any of her tricks.”

“Wait, what?” Ivy squeaked out.

Her parents ignored her, and I had to hide my grin as she seethed. 

“This is true,” Greg tugged Tabitha off the arm of his chair and into his lap. “At least I know he’ll keep her out of jail.”

Ivy jerked her head back. “Dad!”

Chuckling, Tabitha shook her head. “Ivy, honey, don’t look so shocked. I’ve had to bail you out of jail twice.”

“Twice,” Greg shouted, “What the hell do you mean twice? As far as I know she only got arrested once for trespassing.”

Tabitha sighed and placed her hand over his mouth, “Thank you for making me deaf in one ear. We’ll talk about it later.”

“Damn right we will,” Greg switched his glare to Ivy. “Both of you.”

She fidgeted and I wondered myself what her second arrest had been for. I know the first one was for trespassing on a private golf course during a ‘selfie’ hunt. Like a treasure hunt, but you run around taking a selfie at different landmarks. One of them was the 18th hole, and Ivy got busted by the owners who were tired of teenagers tearing up the grass on the green. I could only guess what her second offense was. Sky diving naked? 

Tabitha rose gracefully from Greg’s lap, then helped her unsteady husband up. “Come on, let's get you checked into a hotel and sleep it off.”

“You’re more than welcome to stay here,” I offered. “We’ve got plenty of room.”

“Thank you, but we don’t want to intrude on your honeymoon.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive. We have an early flight to catch in the morning.” Tabitha said with a small smile. “Welcome to the family, Deacon.”

Greg glared at me, but I ignored him as I gave Tabitha a hug. “Thank you.”

I could feel the relief coursing through Ivy as she embraced both of her parents and said goodbye.

After shutting the door behind her with a sigh, she slumped back then smiled at me.

“Well, that was fun. When do we get to tell your parents?”

“Don’t worry, my parents will be thrilled. They gave up on me ever finding my one true love.”

She crossed the room to me, her green dress swaying around her slender hips. “One true love, huh?”

“My forever love.”

She nuzzled into my arms, and a radiant warmth filled me. “I’m a lucky girl.”

“Nah, I’m the lucky one. I mean...babe, that lingerie you had on earlier? I nearly came without anything but the air touching my cock.” 

Giggling, she tipped her lips up to mine and licked them suggestively. “Really?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Yep,” I ran my thumb down her cheek, then over her lips. “Your mouth is pornographic.”

“Uh—thanks?”

Rubbing the lush curves, I groaned. “Like kissing a rose petal.”

“Deacon, focus. We’re having a conversation.”

“I am focused.”

And I was, totally on her. Something about Ivy awoke some feral part of me that wanted to fuck her until she passed out on my dick. I don’t know if it was her smell, her taste, or what—but I couldn’t be around her without wanting to lose myself in her body. The sweet line of her breasts beneath her dress caught my attention, and I bit my lower lip as I imagined taking each hard nub into my mouth, sucking on them like I planned to suck on her clit.

“Deacon,” she snapped. “Are you paying any attention to what I’m saying?”

“No, sweetheart, I’m sorry. The only thing I can think about is how bad I want to have you ride my face.”

She swayed towards me and I pulled her into my arms, stroking every inch of her I could reach, reveling in the feeling of her against me. Instantly she melted in my arms and the sex kitten side of her started to come out. Arching against me, she clasped my thigh between her legs and started to rock her pussy over my tense muscle. I still played soccer with a group of my friends on a regular basis, and had to keep in shape for the games. Now I was glad I had the strength to support her as I gripped her hips and ground her down onto my thigh. The heat of her hit me through the thin fabric of my dress pants, and I groaned.

“Are you wet for me?”

“Oh yeah,” she purred, then squealed as I swept her up and carried her over to the couch, my little wild child.

“I’m going to fuck you, fill you up, then eat you out.”

She jerked back, surprise making her eyes almost comically wide as she blushed. “Wow, that’s...hot.”

My balls drew up tight as she stripped off her dress, revealing a pair of sweet little white mesh panties. The small fluff of her pubic hair was clearly visible, as was her slit and the thin fabric clung to her labia, showing more than it hid. Without thought I sat up and tugged her forward, then gripped the soaking wet fabric of her thong and tore it open at the crotch with my teeth. I gave her clit some attention, loving the way it grew harder in my mouth. Giving her pussy the gentlest of kisses, I teased her until my kitten showed her claws.

“Fuck me,” she growled as her hands fisted in my hair, “please.”

I couldn’t help but smirk as she tore at my pants, jerking them down and over my bare feet before turning her attention to my cock. As soon as she looked at it my dick twitched and the tip was clearly wet with precum. Her hard little nipples called to me and I moved so I was sitting up against the back of the couch, then pulled her onto my lap. She reached between us and gripped the shaft of my dick, squeezing me tight enough to make me groan before guiding the head to her entrance. She was so wet, so hot, and I arched with a groan as she slid down onto me. Soft, she was so soft inside that it drove me insane. Her inner muscles squeezed as she let out a whimper, the thick head of my shaft pressing deeper into her hot, tight, body.

It had to be a little painful, her entire body went tight as she squeezed her eyes shut, so I began to pet her clit with my thumb. I needed Ivy to push past her fear and let me in. To want as much of my dick stuffed into her as she could get. She let out a low hum and sank down lower on me, taking more. I swore I could feel the pulse of her clit beneath my thumb, and I rubbed that little nub as it strained into my touch. 

I leaned up and licked along her pulse as her body her tighten around me, and she began to ride me. We soon found the pace that worked best for her, and I worked her g-spot until she practically shook apart on top of me. The sight of her with her head thrown back, her body arched into a curve, made my whole body catch fire. Pleasure raced from deep inside of me, warning me that I was about to cum. Ivy said my name in a whimpering cry, and it had to be one of the dirtiest, hottest things I’d ever heard. I held her close, growling my orgasm against her neck as our combined release wet my balls.

“Oh my God,” she moaned into my chest. “I’ve never—ever felt this good. You’re amazing.” 

Panting, I kissed her parted lips. “You’re amazing. Your pussy...the way it squeezes my cock...perfect. And when you climax with me inside of you...your body tries to suck me dry. My cock loves your pussy.”

“On behalf of my pussy, tell your cock the feeling is mutual.”

I laughed and licked her damp neck, the slight salt of her skin, making me hum with contentment. 

Reaching between us, I swirled my thumb around in the slick juices shining on her clit. 

She sat up and moaned as my still hard shaft pressed deeper into her body. “Holy shit.”

“You thought I was done with you? Hell no. We’re just getting started. Now that I think about it, didn’t I promise to clean you up with my mouth?”

Her gaze grew hazy as she ground her hips into me. “Mmmm, yeah. That’s kind of kinky.”

“Too kinky for you?”

She blushed, then looked away as she shook her head. “I didn’t say I wasn’t interested. I’m very interested. My pussy deserves a little TLC after being stretched open by that beer can between your legs.”

I laughed hard, and she yelped when my dick flexed inside of her, growing harder. “I’ll be gentle. Promise.”

Her lazy, sensual smile as she gazed down at me had my balls aching like I hadn’t climaxed in weeks as she began to move up and down my shaft. “Can I come on your dick first, please?”

I almost lost it right then, but gripped her writhing hips and stilled her. “Ask nice.”

“Please, Deacon, my husband, can I come with your cock shoved up inside of me.”

When she said it in that sugary sweet voice I began to fuck her again, wondering if I’d be cleaning up two loads. 

“Anything for you, my beautiful wife.”

Her eyes closed as she tensed and whispered, “Love you.”

A second later the sensation of her strong inner muscles clamping down on me sent a rush of feral satisfaction through me. This was my woman, my wife, and I was giving her this pleasure. Her thick nipples were so hard they looked painful, and her moan became a shuddering cry as I lightly squeezed one tip. Her little nails scratched my chest, and warmth flooded through me as she moaned and squirmed.

After she’d come down, I flipped her over and smiled as she blinked at me. “You didn’t cum with me?”

“Nope. Second time around I can take my time with you. Fuck you right.”

Her head thumped against my chest as she moaned, then wiggled against me. “Yes, please.”

“Such a good little girl.”

Her eyes opened enough to glare at me before they closed again in sheer pleasure. The soft warmth of her legs wrapped around me and she clung to me as I pounded into her, pinning her to the couch when she climaxed twice more. Now the need for my own release had become almost painful, and I held her pressed into her with my frame, dominating her as I emptied into her grasping warmth. We both shook and made soft noises as the aftershocks of our orgasms rattled through our bodies. 

After awhile I managed to move enough to slip out of her and grab a towel from the bathroom along with two wet wash clothes. In the short time I’d gone, she’d fallen asleep, and I had the pleasure of gently cleaning her as she slumbered. I hated that I had to leave, but she probably needed some rest. She didn’t even stir as I carried her upstairs and placed her in our bed, tucking her in and wishing I could join her. After giving her one last kiss I headed out to what promised to be a real shit show of a meeting with my producers.
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I HAD NO IDEA HOW LONG I’d been asleep in Deacon’s luxurious bed, only that the sound of his angry voice pierced through the heavy veil of my dreams.

“Yeah, it was a cluster fuck for sure, but I’m glad the truth came out. Even if Jim did flip his shit.”

That brought me fully away and I turned over so I was facing Deacon in bed.

He was sitting up against the headboard, the blankets pulled up to his waist, leaving his furry, chest and delicious abs exposed.

The look on his face worried me and I sat up, pulling the sheet up with me to hide my nakedness.

He glanced over at me as he said, “Thanks, Karen. Yeah, I’ll let Ivy know. I’ll talk to you soon.”

Pulling the sheet up to my neck, I tried to ignore the soreness of my body. My pussy wasn’t used to such vigorous fucking and I wondered if it was possible to be bruised down there from his big dick. Tension rolled off Deacon as he tapped away on his phone. 

“What’s going on? Was that Karen, you’re pretend girlfriend.”

I was trying to be funny, but evidently I picked the wrong time to crack a joke.

“That was Karen, my co-worker,” Deacon said in a tight voice. “She was calling to invite us to dinner at her place once we’re settled in. She wants us to meet her secret fiancé.”

“Uh, what?”

Giving me a tired smile, he nodded. “There were a lot of shit revealed at the meeting I was at, most of it not so good.”

I poked him in the ribs hard enough that he winced. “For goodness sake, tell me what happened.”

“Well, long story short— ‘cause I’m fucking exhausted and running on fumes, it was a shit show. One of my producers, Jim, was losing his mind because the rest of the season is going to need a rewrite, while the other producer, Lonna, was pissed that I didn’t film my wedding for the show. She seems to think the audience would love to see me get married, and that it would save the ratings. She also thinks you’re absolutely adorable and feels that our audience would embrace you if they got to know you.”

“Wow...Lonna thinks I’m adorable?”

His tired smile tugged at my heart. “You are adorable. I’m telling you, sweetheart, you have no idea how beautiful you are. And you’re all mine.”

I ran my fingers through his dark chest hair, loving how solid his body was beneath my fingertips. “And you’re mine.”

The broad expanse of his body tensed as he stretched, then yawned. “I’m so sorry to say this, but I am beat. It’s 2 am, and I need to get some shut eye. Tomorrow promises to be another crap fest in the making.”

“Of course, but one question first. Who is Karen’s secret fiancé?”

“One of my woodworkers, Nathan. Good guy, little rough around the edges, but wicked talented.”

“Did you know she had a boyfriend?” 

He shook his head. “No, I really had no idea. I had a feeling he was interested in her, but I didn’t know she’d agreed to marry him.”

“Why did they keep it a secret?”

He yawned again. “Seems her contract stipulated that she has to keep her personal relationships under wraps. I think Jim wrote that into Karen’s contract without Lonna’s knowing. She seemed pretty pissed.”

“Wow. That’s a lot of drama.”

“Yeah,” he rolled over, taking me with him. “Fuck you feel good.”

Smiling, I draped my body over his big, burly one. “You too.”

Placing his lips to my head, he murmured something, then fell asleep.
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The next morning, I woke up way before Deacon and threw on a pair of sleep shorts and a camisole from my luggage. I hadn’t bothered to put anything away last night, too exhausted to do anything but sleep. Deacon must be feeling the same, because he was still sleeping. I’d been afraid of waking him, but the man slept like a log. He didn’t even flinch when I rolled out of bed and turned on the bathroom light. 

Now it was nearly noon, and I was putting the finishing touches on brunch. His refrigerator was well stocked with fresh food, and I was in love with his housekeeper. She’d left a big stack of French toast with easy reheating directions, along with a bowl of sugared strawberries and fresh whipped cream. I’d already eaten three, but managed to save the rest for Deacon. 

His house was so quiet compared to my apartment in LA, and I missed the noise. I soon found the remote to his kitchen TV and turned on the news while I went to make some omelets. There were bowls of chopped veggies and bacon bits in containers, along with all kinds of cheese. Living on a tight budget I totally forgot what a luxury it was to open a full refrigerator. 

While I wasn’t really paying attention, I looked up when I heard my name. 

“Married local celebrity Deacon Kryza in Las Vegas.”

I stared in shock as one of my wedding pictures appeared on the screen. I was looking at someone off camera, smiling as Deacon gazed down at me with the sweetest smile. You could see his love for me so clearly my eyes teared up, and I had to put down my eggs to wipe them. The image went back to the male anchor who’d moved on to another story.

Grabbing a napkin from the rooster napkin holder on the counter, I dabbed at my eyes. I felt silly getting so worked up, but having my dream man look at me like I was his dream woman warmed up from the inside out. Strong arms wrapped around my waist, and the masculine pine scent of Duncan’s cologne washed over me.

“Why are you crying?”

“We were on TV and you love me so much.” He turned me around, and I smiled through my tears at his puzzled look. “There was a picture of us from our wedding. The way you were looking at me was just...I can’t put into words how much you mean to me.”

“Sweetheart,” he brushed his lips gently over mine. “I do love you.”

He sank his hands into my hair and pulled me in for a deep, soft, and wet kissed that seemed to last forever. I’d never imagined just how much he would mean to me, or how powerful the emotions that I could feel for him were. Our tongues stroked against each other, and I let out a little moan of longing. 

“I can’t get enough of you,” he muttered against my mouth. 

“Me neither.” 

Wanting to feel his skin, I broke away from him long enough to remove his shirt. He returned the favor and the feeling of our bare chests rubbing together was bliss. Making a little growling sound, Deacon lifted me onto the cool granite countertop, his large hands caressing my lower back. My shorts provided no protection from his heat, and my thin camisole allowed me to feel every stroke.

“I love your hair,” he whispered as he kissed my jaw, then my neck. 

“I love your everything,” I said with a slutty moan to my voice.

When he pulled my top off, I smiled at the way his eyes lit up with carnal greed. His talented fingers drew another porn star worthy moan from me. Hey, I couldn’t help it, his hands were busy plucking at my nipples, and each tug sent a path of fire straight to my clit. 

The sound of canned laughter came from the TV, and Deacon leaned back then said, “House, play sexy motherfucker music.”

For a moment I stared at him before I burst out laughing, “Sexy motherfucker music?”

A sensual, but loud, driving beat began to pour from the overhead speakers, and he smiled. “One of my buddies set up the smart home features and renamed all my playlists. Then he locked me out of the program so I can’t change it.”

I giggled, and he looked down, then licked his lips. I sucked in a pleased breath as his mouth brushed over my nipple, making the bud quickly harden. He hummed against my breast, the sound lost in the pounding base. 

“Deacon! Yo! Deacon? Where are you?” A man’s voice yelled out. “House, turn off the music!”

In the sudden silence I let out a little yelp as Deacon growled. Using his body to shield us, he and turned us away from a group of people. I had the brief impression of three women and two men before Deacon blocked me with his wide chest and broad shoulders. I clung to him, embarrassment mixed with shock, making me hyperventilate. 

Rubbing my back with a soothing hand, Deacon looked over his shoulder and snarled, “Get out!”

“Damn, Deacon,” another guy said, his voice familiar. “Doing her on the counter? Isn’t that a little unsanitary?”

“Shut the fuck up and get out!”

“We’re so sorry,” one of the women said, “So, so sorry. I tried to stop Jim, but he was adamant and I didn’t want you to have to deal with him alone. We had no idea, that is—I know you just got married and all. Please excuse us!"

The women’s whispering voices quickly faded, but the familiar man’s voice remained.

There was a moment of silence, then the man said, “I can’t believe you didn’t invite me to the wedding! What the hell?”

I let out a low groan as I finally recognized the voice. Crap, Deacon’s best friend was here. I’d met Roger plenty of times when Deacon had been my neighbor, and he used to tease me about my obvious crush on Deacon. I prayed that he didn’t see anything when they came in the kitchen, my heart practically beating out of my chest as embarrassment flooded me.

Roger must have taken a step in our direction because Deacon held out his arms to further block me and snarled, “Do you fucking mind?”

“Shit, sorry. Hey, Ivy. Congratulations on the wedding.”

Trying to make myself as small behind Deacon’s protective bulk as I could, I waved over my husband’s shoulder. “Hi Roger, thanks.”

“Get. Out.”

“Right. Look, once you get your shit together we need to talk. Jim is on the war path.”

I’m assuming Roger left, because Deacon finally peeled himself off me with a scowl. “I’m going to kill them.”

“Who the hell was that?”

“My producers and a couple production assistants. And, of course, my idiot friend Roger who is one of our script writers.” He handed me my clothes, anger tight in his voice as he said, “I don’t think they saw much from their angle.”

“What the hell are they doing here?”

He gave me an uncomfortable look. “I’m not sure, but I’ll find out.”

Hiding my face behind my bra, I groaned. “This is so embarrassing.”

“Hey, we didn’t do anything wrong. We’re a husband and wife having sex in the privacy of our home. They’re the ones in the wrong.”

“Still, I feel so...dirty.”

He helped me get dressed, soothing me with his touch as he murmured, “No, sweetheart. Don’t let them take anything away from us. Don’t let them taint the memory of you telling me you love me.”

To my surprise, a little warm ember began to melt the hard ball of tension twisting my stomach. “That was pretty awesome.”

He smoothed my hair back, then got a napkin wet and wiped under my eyes. “Your makeup got a little...messed up.”

I sighed as I watched the napkin become black with what was no doubt my melted mascara. “At least my lipstick is kiss proof.”

“Mmm, that it is.”

Laughing softly, I nudged him back. “You better go find out what they want.”

Still clearly irritated, he nodded. “Go get dressed then come meet me in the living room, okay?”

“Are you sure? I don’t want to intrude on business stuff.” 

He snorted. “I’m sure. You’re my wife, you have every right to know what’s going on. There is no ‘I’ in team.” 

Shaking my head, I then gave him a kiss on the cheek, breathing in his scent before stepping back. “You’re so cheesy.”

“But you love me anyway.”

“I do.”

He placed a soft kiss on my forehead. “Just remember, the sooner we get this over with, the sooner we can go on our honeymoon.”

“Some place with a great beach and smooth surfing, right?” The daydream of laying on the beach while I read a book and Deacon frolicked in the surf had me smiling. “I can already smell the suntan oil and taste my margarita.”

“Come on,” he led me out of the kitchen to the stairs leading up to the master bedroom. “I feel a sudden pressing need to see you in a bikini.”

After rushing upstairs, I threw on a pair of jeans and a slightly wrinkled pink and green floral shirt from my suitcase. Instead of trying to tame my hair, I threw it up into a ponytail, and debated putting more makeup on. My chances at making a good first impression had already flown out the window, so I skipped it. 

My nerves were already dancing around in my stomach as I made my way down the stairs, but the sound of men’s raised voices had me pausing on the bottom step.

“I’m telling you,” Roger said in a stiff tone, “Ivy is not who you think she is. I’ve known her for years. She’s a great girl.”

“I don’t care what you say,” A man with a nasal accent hissed, “This isn’t like you, Deacon. How do we know she didn’t drug you or something?”

“Are you for real?” Deacon yelled. “Nobody drugged anyone. I married Ivy because I love her. Really, Jim? You’re wondering if she drugged me?”

I crept down the hallway, staying out of sight as I neared the living room. The open space was huge, with a sunken floor surrounded by bookshelves on three walls. The fourth held a massive TV and a u-shaped mahogany brown leather couch occupied most of the space. Sitting on the couch were the people I’d caught a brief glimpse at earlier.

An older man with a handlebar mustache in a black silk shirt was glaring at Deacon, his cheeks red with anger. I instantly recognized him as a big shot I from the Hollywood gossip sites I liked to read. Next to him sat a beautiful black woman in her late fifties, dressed in a stunning blue dress, and two more women, both blondes, flanked her on either side of the couch. They were all glaring at the man I assumed was Jim as he shook his finger in Deacon’s face.

“Do you have any idea how big you’ve fucked up? How much you’ve screwed up our brand? We already have some sponsors backing out because of your bullshit. Our message boards are filled with the show’s fans hating you. They’re threatening to boycott because you cheated on Karen.”

“Fuck you,” Deacon growled. “That’s complete bullshit and you know it.”

“No,” the man nearly shrieked. “Fuck you! I’m gonna sue the fuck out of you for breach of contract. I’m gonna take everything you own, keep you in court until you have nothing. And you know I can fuckin’ do it. Either you play by the rules and get rid of your wife,” he spat the word out like it was dirty, “or I’m going to ruin you. See how much that little gold digger wants you when you’re living out of a fucking box on skid row. Either you get an annulment and do as I say, or I’m going to fucking bury you.”

My whole body flushed hot as I placed my hands over my mouth to hold back my gasp. Oh God, Deacon was so screwed and it was all my fault. The thought of him losing his company, everything he’d worked so hard for, was more than I could bear. Turning, I ran down the hall as quietly as I could, racing upstairs so I could grab my purse and luggage. I had to protect Deacon, which meant I had to leave.

Behind me I could hear the women arguing with him, but I tuned them out, my attention totally on the keys to Deacon’s sweet Land Rover. Almost running, I jerked open the front door and bolted to Deacon’s SUV as I clicked the key fob to start it up. I felt kind of bad for committing what amounted to grand theft auto, but I was his wife. At least for the moment. So that should count for something. 

Peeling out of his driveway, I pretended to not see Deacon waving his arms around in the driveway as I drove with one hand and wiped away my tears with the other.

I had no idea where I was going, I just kept driving west out of Salt Lake City. I’d punched my parent’s address into the GPS and found myself following the soothing woman’s voice as she directed me home. A sob ripped from me, shaking me so hard I had to pull over on the side of the highway. I already missed Deacon and was regretting having run off, but at the same time I couldn’t bear the idea of Deacon being hurt. Taking my phone out of my purse, I ignored all the messages—glad I’d turned the ringer off. Since it came out in the tabloids that Deacon had gotten married, and everyone and their brother was calling me. It was surreal how many people I didn’t know had suddenly gotten my number.

Ignoring the messages, and calls from Deacon, I went to my web browser and took a deep breath. 

There were a couple people who’d threatened to hunt me down, to hurt me and my family, and I began to cry again.

I called my mom and left her a quick, tearful message telling her to watch out, that people wanted to hurt me—and might hurt them.

After hanging up, I drove for a while, glad we’d filled up the tank right before we hit town. Still, exhaustion was hitting me hard, and I was wicked hungry. As if coming out of a daze, I stared around me, wondering where exactly I was. Per the GPS I was in the northeast corner of Nevada, somewhere near the mountains. It was pretty, but the sun had almost fully set and I needed a break. A wicked headache was brewing behind my tired eyes and I knew if I traveled much longer I’d be a danger to myself and others.

After going another thirty miles, I saw the glowing lights of a big truck stop and decided to pull over and fill up. I was tired, super tired, so mentally and physically exhausted I was barely functioning. After checking the map, I realized I was near the hotel we’d stayed at the day before, The Last Resort Motel. A bitter laugh escaped me as I set the coordinates. The name of the place was way appropriate for how I was feeling.

The motel owner, Gwyn, recognized me and gave me one of their newly renovated rooms. She said the old ones were clean, but sleeping in one was like living in a time warp. I was glad I got one of the upgraded rooms when she opened the door and proudly showed me around the large, surprisingly nice bathroom and bedroom. There was even a little sitting area, and the decor was modern and hip, with lots of white, purple, and blue. The king-sized bed looked super comfortable, and Gwyn told me the mattresses were some kind of crazy comfortable foam.

I collapsed into the bed and proceeded to cry my eyes out until I fell asleep.

The sound of banging woke me up from an extremely unpleasant dream about Deacon losing his company to that pompous fuck, Jim.

With my mind still fuzzy with sleep, I cracked the door open, gasping in shock as I found a very pissed and tired looking Deacon staring at me.

“Ivy—”

“Go away!” I yelled as I attempted to shut the door. 

I say attempted because Deacon was almost all the way through it already and I didn’t want to hurt him.

I wanted to kill him.

All the sorrow I’d been feeling transformed to anger and I tried to hip check him back out the door. “Get out!”

“Ivy,” he pleaded, “Why did you run away?”

“Leave me alone! We—we can’t be married anymore.”

“What?”

“I—we’re not good together. It was a mistake.”

His agony pierced through me as he said, “No, baby, please, please don’t say that.”

From behind Deacon came Gwyn’s familiar voice, “I believe she asked you to leave. Now, why don’t you step away from the door and we can call the police before I put a bullet in your ass.”

“Shit,” I yelped as I hauled Deacon into the room the rest of the way, blocking his body with my own as Gwyn pointed a big rifle in his direction. “Don’t shoot! He’s my husband, well my soon to be ex-husband as soon as I can get an annulment.”

“Like hell,” Deacon shouted from behind me. “You’re my wife, and you’re staying my wife. End of story.”

Whirling on him, I advanced and poked a finger in his chest. “We’re getting an annulment.”

“No, we aren’t.”

“Deacon, we have to. He’s going to ruin you if we don’t!”

“What are you talking about?”

“Whose going to ruin him?” An unfamiliar man’s voice came from the open doorway.

I turned to find a tall, built guy standing protectively behind Gwyn.

“Shh,” Gwyn replied, “This is getting good. Way better than that reality show I was watching about those crazy celebrity twin sisters downstairs.”

“So no one’s in danger?” he said as he looked at me as if wanting to know if I needed help. “Is everything cool, or do I need to show my wife how to take the safety off the rifle?”

“Ivy,” Deacon’s voice turned my attention back to him. “Please, talk to me. I don’t know what’s going on, but I swear to you whatever it is we can fix it.”

“He sounds pretty sincere,” the guy next to Gwyn said.

“I’m going to ruin his life!” I yelled. “He’s going to lose everything because of me.”

“You are not going to ruin my life,” Deacon kept his voice low, but it was tight with anger. “And I’m not going to lose anything. The only way that’s going to happen is if you leave me. I love you, without you in my life I have nothing.”

“Awww, that’s so sweet,” Gwyn cooed.

“Do you mind?” Deacon snapped. “This is a private discussion.”

Gwyn lifted her chin, but the man next to her gave Deacon an apologetic nod. “Sorry, man. Ma’am, you okay with him hanging out? If he’s making you uncomfortable just say the word.”

“No,” tears burned my eyes at how messed up everything in my life had become. “It’s fine.”

He didn’t ask anymore questions, just closed the door with a nod.

Left alone with Deacon, I jerked away as he tried to wipe a tear off my cheek. “Don’t.”

Totally ignoring my order, he enfolded me in his arms and I gave a token struggle, but quickly sank into his hard warmth. Maybe it made me weak, but I felt so much better wrapped up in his protection. His body encircled mine, and I could tell by the way he held me he needed this hug as much as I did.

“Don’t ever run from me like that again. I about had a heart attack when you took off like that.”

“Deacon, I heard what Jim said, about the lawsuits. I can’t be responsible for you losing everything.”

He gave a frustrated growl. “I’m not going to lose everything. If you’d stuck around, you would have heard Lonna rip him a new asshole. He was bluffing, it’s what he does when he doesn’t get his way.”

“He was bluffing?”

I allowed him to pull me into his arms, my heartache instantly soothed by his warmth. “Yeah, bluffing. Jim’s an asshole of the highest order, and a bully.”

“But he said you were breaking your contract.”

“Bullshit. In fact, he broke his contract when he had Karen sign that illegal contract about not having a romantic relationship. It was totally illegitimate, and the fact that he flat out lied to a shit ton of people about it does not bode well for him. Lonna is going to take his ass to court over it, and trust me when I say that while that woman may look sweet, she’s a fucking pit bull.”

More tears coursed down my cheeks, but this time they were tears of relief. “Really? But what about all those people that hate you now? I don’t want to ruin your ratings.”

“Fuck my ratings, but Lonna has an idea for that as well. One that I think will make both our families very happy.”

Five months later

My dad held his arm out, and I smiled as I laid my hand over his. “Ready?”

“How do I look?” He brushed a hand over the front of his elegant tux. “Good enough for prime time?”

Aware of all the cameras on us, I nodded and whispered, “You look amazing, Dad.”

We were doing a live taping of Deacon and I ‘renewing our vows’ for his TV show, a show Jim was no longer a part of. Deacon hadn’t been lying when he said Lonna was a pit bull, and while she was as sweet as sugar to me, she’d chewed Jim up and spit him back out. Stupid Jim had tried to take Deacon to court, but ended up losing—big time, when news of his shady dealings were made public. Karen’s bullshit contract was just the tip of the iceberg, and during the trial there’d been a list of witnesses a mile long ready and willing to help take Jim down.

Because Lonna had been so helpful, we’d taken her up on her offer to help rehab Deacon’s public image. It had started with both myself and Karen’s fiancé doing guest spots on the TV show, along with a public relations team that worked magic. While I still got some hate mail, the viewers had warmed up to me and I now had a fan club of my own called ‘Ivy’s Chill Squad’. 

See, I helped design rooms in the homes of the rich and famous devoted totally to relaxing and chilling out. All those years working with Deacon gave me a great foundation, and Lonna was thrilled at how well Deacon and I worked together. As part of our PR campaign Deacon and I had agreed to do a live wedding, something that had made my mother deliriously happy since she got to help plan it. Though I still think she got a little carried away. For example, I not only had flower girls, I also had a flower dogs. That’s right, my fur brothers had walked down the aisle decked out in flowers and a sparkly white collars.

The music to the wedding march started up and butterflies erupted in my belly. Even though I’d already been married once, in many ways it felt like the first time all over again. The guests were a mix of family and celebrity clients of Deacon’s, and I smiled as I saw my old roommate Tiffany flirting with a famous movie star sitting next to her.

Taking a deep breath, I looked down the end of the long aisle and smiled so big it hurt. There he stood, the handsomest man in the world, my rock, my everything. My husband.

––––––––
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Keep reading! As a steamy treat I’ve included a bonus novella, Sensation Play! 

RETIRED GERMAN CAGE fighter, Jonas Becker, has finally settled down in Las Vegas to open his own training center. A chance meeting with his dream woman at a charity ball leads him to hanging out at her favorite coffee shop where he overhears the perfect opportunity to win her over. One orgasm at a time.
Erica Alman is sick of her overprotective older brother's ruining her love life, especially after they chased away that amazing mystery man that she had danced with a the charity ball six months ago. With the help of her best friend, she signs up with the 1 Night Stand dating service. Her request is simple. She wants a dangerous, rough man to fake break into her hotel room at the Castillo resort and force her to have multiple orgasms. Oh, and she wants the man to be big, bald, and have a German accent, just like Jonas.
Using every ounce of his skill as an experienced Dom, Jonas hopes to win Erica over before the night ends. He can only hope that the pleasure he can bring her would make the beautiful woman look past his scarred and battered exterior to the man within who can give her sensations like no other.


Sensation Play




Chapter One

Jonas Becker angled his big body away from the front door so he could remain just another anonymous patron at the coffee shop. Well, as much as a man who looked like he spent a lot of time on the rougher side of hell could blend into the lunch time crowd. The decade he’d spent as an extreme fighter left him with a crooked nose, one ear that had a bite taken out of it, and various scars and bumps on his shaved skull. Add to that his heavily muscled body and dominant mannerisms and it was no wonder that women often reacted to his appearance with fright...though it did seem to attract the submissives at the BDSM club he frequented. Hell, he’d rather fight a cage full of angry Russians than face the fear on a beautiful woman’s face when she first saw him.

He hunched his shoulders and slid farther into his secluded booth at the back of the room as soon as he heard Erica Alman entered the shop. Her husky, breathy tones were as unique and feminine as she was, and had as profound an effect on him now as they did six months ago during their brief meeting at a charity ball held at the Morning Star Resort. The first thing he’d noticed about her was the mass of golden curls falling to her waist, the second her full figure wrapped in a slinky, black beaded gown. Young, probably better than ten years his junior, her innocence added an irresistible lure.

To his surprise, she had given him a smile filled with genuine delight and warmth when he asked her to dance in his heavily accented English. The men back at his fight club would have laughed their asses off at the sight of the Monster of Munich grinning like a fool.

The sensation of the soft press of her body against his flashed through his mind, and he relived those eight glorious minutes when she’d been in his arms. The dance itself had been wonderful, but he was afraid his conversation had been less than stellar. She’d tried to chat with him, but his one word answers soon silenced her. To make up for his inability to speak, he tried to show her with his body how beautiful he found her. With a gentle touch, he moved her around the dance floor, surprised at how well she followed his lead. The way her breath quickened and her pupils dilated with desire when her breasts brushed his chest let him know she enjoyed the dance as much as he did. When her big brown eyes met his, he knew he was in trouble. Such fierce intelligence shone in their depths, and a sensuality burned in her gaze that made him want to toss her over his shoulder and take her home with him.

Unable to help himself, he’d leaned down and whispered into her ear, “Du tanzt wirklich atemberaubend.”

The song ended and she lifted her face so that their lips were inches apart. “I have no idea what you just said, but it sounded wonderful.”

Before he could respond, a young man who looked like a male version of her gripped her shoulder with a possessive smile. “Sorry to interrupt, but our parents need to speak with Erica.”

Her brother. Jonas knew a dismissal when he heard it, and he had to respect her family’s wishes. “Thank you for the dance.” With a nod he left, damning his foolish tongue for being unable to express his thoughts in English as her voice rose in anger behind his retreating back.

The sensual purr of Erica’s husky voice snapped him back to the present as she greeted the barista. He pictured her in his mind as she ordered her usual, a tall iced mocha, and chatted. Were her marvelous blonde curls up in a sensible bun today to compliment her business attire, or did she wear his favorite pink tank top with her hair back in a high ponytail? Unable to resist the temptation, he stole a quick glance over his shoulder then returned to staring at the screen of his laptop.

Heat coursed through his body as he froze the mental image of her in his mind, adding it to his collection of memories. Today, she wore a cream sweatshirt and worn jean shorts that showcased her plump legs. Tall and very curvy, she was eine echte schönheit, a real beauty.

A scratch marred the back of one calf and he wanted to kiss away the sting it must have caused her. Some might find it strange that a Dom would want to sooth a hurt, but those were the kind of people who only knew about BDSM from what they’d seen on TV or in movies. In real life, he had yet to meet the Dom who enjoyed actually hurting a submissive. Oh, they would tease and torture, push the submissive to her limits in various ways that could include pain, but he’d never seen one outright abuse his sub.

Any asshole with a baseball bat could cause pain; that didn’t make him a Dom. That made him an abusive fuck.

The booth behind him shifted as Erica slid in, taking her customary place for her regular cup of coffee. The backs of the booths were high enough that she couldn’t see him, but he swore he could feel a change in the air when she was around, as if it were charged with the electricity of her presence. His gym was just down the street, and when he had seen her coming in here three months ago, he hadn’t believed his luck. He’d almost approached her then, but he was sweaty and in a tank top and shorts after his workout so he’d raced home to change. By the time he got back, Erica had been joined by her boyfriend, a handsome young man with a smile that Jonas didn’t trust.

Over the next few months, he stopped into the coffee shop once or twice a week to take advantage of their excellent tea and free Wi-Fi. If he just happened to pick the booth next to Erica’s favorite spot, that didn’t mean anything. And if he wore a baseball cap and always kept his face away from her, that didn’t mean anything either. And if, last week, he had forced back a whoop of delight when he heard her talking on the phone about breaking up with her boyfriend who utterly bored her in bed....

Yeah, right.

Today was the day. He owed it to her and to himself. His English had greatly improved over the last six months. After studying with a tutor, he could express himself without searching for the right word. He was about to stand and go to her booth to introduce himself when a softly accented female voice called out, “Hi, Erica!”

He turned his head the tiniest amount and caught a glimpse of Lara, her best friend, out of the corner of his eye. As usual, the pretty Hispanic woman wore a perfectly tailored suit that couldn’t hide her hourglass figure. Her heels struck the floor in a series of brisk clicks as she navigated the crowded tables and made her way toward Erica.

“Hey, Lara,” Erica said. “About time you got here.”

Jonas listened eagerly as the other woman slid into the booth. Lara often joined her for coffee and he rather enjoyed listening to them talk. Both women had sharp wits and he’d found himself more than once biting his tongue to keep from joining their conversation. As soon as Lara left, he’d approach Erica. Hopefully she’d be in a good mood after her friend’s visit.

“Sorry, I had a bunch of bullshit to deal with at the office. In fact, I only have a few minutes before I need to get back, but I had to see you after I got your email this morning. I’m so glad you finally contacted Madame Collette.”

Erica giggled and he smiled at the happy sound. “Yeah, after dickhead ex laughed at me for wanting to role play, I kicked him out and took your advice. I’m tired of trying to find the right guy on my own. If this Collette’s List is all you claim it is, I should be a happy girl in a few weeks. Even if it is only for one night.”

He quickly typed the names Collette’s List into his laptop and continued to listen in on their conversation.

Lara’s voice held an edge of laughter. “I told you about the fantastic time I had. And my one-night stand turned into a whole lot more.”

Erica sighed and the booth creaked as she shifted. “Somehow, I doubt she’ll be able to pull another Super Bowl-winning linebacker out of her pocket for me.”

“What did you ask for?”

He strained to hear what she said, but the barista began to froth some milk and the noisy machine drowned out her response, other than three words that made his mouth go dry. “Big and dominant.”

Lara’s reply came through loud and clear. “You be careful with that fantasy. It’s potentially very dangerous. You have no idea what kind of man you could be attracting.”

Erica snorted then lowered her voice to almost a whisper. “Like you should talk. All I want is someone to fake break into my hotel room and force me to have multiple orgasms. Someone big and intimidating who won’t take ‘no’ for an answer. It’s not like I want to shove a butt plug up some strange guy’s ass while I spank him.”

His butt muscles clenched and he thanked God that wasn’t her thing. Now...putting objects into her tight pink ass interested him immensely.

Lara laughed. “Hey now!”

“Shit, look at the time. I have to go before my over protective brothers come looking for me.”

“I keep telling you that you need to stop working for your papa and open your own clinic.”

“I know.”

“I’ll walk with you and you can tell me more about this fantasy of yours. It might be fun to role-play with Tycen. I’ll be the evil cat burglar and he’ll be my victim.”

Both women giggled and the booth squeaked as they slid out. Some change rattled onto the table and out of the corner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of her beautiful round butt as she strolled out the door with her friend. The rest of the conversation faded while they moved away and the jingle of the bells on the door signaled their departure. He stole one more glance at her before she left, the light glinting on her golden hair as she tipped back her head and laughed. So full of life, her beauty shone from her like the sun, and he wanted that warmth on his body.

He stared at the website for Collette’s List and began to plan on how to make sure they were matched together.

***
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ERICA PERCHED ON THE edge of the hotel bed at the Morning Star Resort and played with the small silver pendant that lay in the hollow of her throat. To the casual eye, it looked like a piece of jewelry any woman might wear, but if she pressed on the front and back at the same time, it would set off a silent alarm. Madame Collette had left a package at the front counter when she checked in and the note inside let her know that if she found herself in a situation she didn’t want to be in, all she had to do was press the button and hotel security would be there in an instant.

As if she wasn’t nervous enough about this blind date. Oh, he had passed the same rigorous background check that she had, but that didn’t ease her jitters. While the necklace provided a sense of security, her over active imagination still conjured up scenes in which pressing the button wouldn’t save her. Her tension ratcheted up again and she struggled to remain calm. She hadn’t spent four hours shopping for lingerie to sweat through it before they even met.

A quick glance at the massive chrome and steel mirror that hung over the gas fireplace confirmed that at least her body looked ready for sex even as her mind went into hyper spazz mode. Covered by a sheer black robe, a black lace nightie clung to her generous breasts and flared around her waist, falling to mid-thigh. As if that wasn’t scandalous enough, she’d tied thick, black lace ribbons around her wrists and ankles, looping the ends into bows, a silent invitation to her blind date to tie her up. At least that’s what Lara, an experienced Domme, had said.

The phone rang, making her reflection in the mirror jump so high she couldn’t help but laugh at herself. She looked like one of those cartoon cats clinging to the ceiling. The laughter helped chase away her nerves and she managed to answer the phone without having a heart attack. “Hello?”

A man’s voice, deep and thick with a deliciously rough accent rumbled into her ear. “Good evening, Erica. My name is Jonas and I am your date.”

Her whole body buzzed with a rush of hormones. Accents always turned her on and made her weak in the knees. “Hi, Jonas.” She mentally scrambled, trying to figure out what to say to a man who would soon stage a fake break-in to her hotel room and role-play a forced seduction scene with her. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

He laughed and goose bumps erupted on her skin. Wow, this man had some serious mojo. “Before we begin...anything...we need to go over some ground rules.”

She winced and mentally berated herself for forgetting what Lara had told her about the negotiation stage of a scene. “Right. Sorry about that.” She propped the phone on her shoulder and grabbed her list from the side table next to the bed. “Umm, no burning, no blood, no defecation or urine play, no humiliation, no suffocation, and no spitting.”

“Agreed. Now that you have your list of demands out of the way, you will listen to what I have to say.”

The command in his tone made her swallow and her voice came out even breathier than usual. “Okay.”

“You want me to play the role of the invader, come into your room, and make you my pleasure slave, yes?”

When he said it in such a matter of fact way, she felt slightly less embarrassed. “Yes.”

“And I have your leave to do what I want, within the parameters of your rules.”

Her breath came out in a shudder as anticipation pushed away the worry. “Yes.”

“Good. I will be there sometime within the next hour. I expect you in bed, with the lights off. If you choose to fall asleep, that is fine.”

As if she would be able to fall asleep, knowing what was about to happen. “Okay.”

“Your safe word is anhalten. Let me hear you say it.”

She tried to copy his tone. “Anhalten. If I say that word everything stops, right?”

“Yes. Though I’ll do everything in my power to make sure you don’t want to use it.” His chuckle worked its magic on her body again, and her nipples tightened into hard points. “Once I enter your room, I will be in character, as they say. I am very much looking forward to this, Erica.”




Chapter Two

Low jazz music streamed from the clock radio next to the bed. It made it hard for her to hear anything going on in the other room and she liked it that way. As nervous as she was, she thought if she actually heard the door open, she’d hide beneath the bed with the dust bunnies, though this five star resort probably didn’t have such ordinary things beneath the bed. They probably had purebred dust angora rabbits. Through the open French doors leading into the rest of the suite lay a small sitting area with the hallway door opposite the bedroom. She had left a table lamp on in there for Jonas and turned down the fire burning in the gas fireplace until it illuminated the room in flickers. If she had left the room dark, the glow from the hallway would have alerted her to his entrance, but she didn’t want him stumbling in the dim lighting and hurting himself either.

Outside the large window, the lights of Las Vegas spread in a glittering electric blanket across the desert. She reached up and made sure her hair draped out behind her in an artful manner. The sheer robe lay over her legs, and she checked again that the bows on her wrists and ankles were facing the proper way. Her experience with men told her that Jonas probably wouldn’t give a crap what she was wearing and would get her naked as soon as possible, but she liked to feel sexy.

Jonas. His voice reminded her of the amazing man she’d danced with six months ago. The mystery man with the same rough German accent whose memory still made her skin flush with desire. He’d been so big, so dangerous and commanding as he led her across the dance floor with consummate grace. True, he’d had the battered and scarred face of a fighter, but she’d found that attractive. Growing up in a land of metro-sexual pretty boys, she enjoyed the grit and character on the face of an older man who could teach her about the pleasures in life.

Too bad her stupid brother had chased off her dance partner in a typical display of not staying out of her business. The baby of the family, she had three older brothers and an overprotective father who encouraged them to “take care” of her. Unfortunately, that meant they got rid of any man they didn’t approve of...which meant pretty much everyone.

A hint of her blind date’s cologne, warm and citrusy, filled her head a moment before he flipped her onto her stomach and straddled her, sitting on her butt. She couldn’t help the girly shriek she gave as he leaned over her, his warmth blanketing her back through the thin cloth and lace of her nightie.

His delicious voice whispered into her ear, “Well, what do we have here?”

“Jo...I mean, who are you? What do you want?” Well, her acting would never win an Emmy, but it was better than nothing.

He rubbed his face against the side of her head, but the angle he held her at prevented her from seeing his face. “A thief. Where are your jewels?”

Her heart beat hard enough that she was afraid that he could feel it through her back where he pressed against her. “I don’t have any. Please, take what you want and let me go.”

“No jewels?” He pressed his face against the back of her neck and took a deep breath. “I went to great trouble to break into your room. I cannot leave without taking something. What is your name?”

“Erica. Please, I don’t have anything.” She tried to squirm out from beneath him, wanting to see what he looked like in the dim light coming from the sitting room doorway and the fire, but his massive bulk didn’t give her any wiggle room. The thought at once scared her and sent a bolt of lust straight to her pussy.

With surprising tenderness, his rough hand traced down her cheek in a gentle stroke that affected her more than a hard grope between her legs. His fingertips left a searing path of tingles that made her draw in a breath. She tensed, waiting for more of that magical touch.

“I think you have much to offer. If you are a good girl and do everything I say, I will let you live.”

She moistened her lips and wiggled her rump against him. “I’ll do anything you want. Please don’t hurt me.”

His iron hard thighs gripped her bottom, stopping her squirming, but not before his big cock pressed into her. It made her feel good to know that her body, lush curves and all, turned him on. He hovered over her, slowly combing back her curls and making her scalp tingle with each gentle tug.

“I won’t hurt you.”

What? He was supposed to do that BDSM stuff with her, make her feel pleasure from pain and all that those naughty things she’d read about and yearned for. He must have seen her frown because he made a clucking sound with his tongue. “You may wish I would just slap you across the face after the sensual torture I’m about to put you through.”

“What are you going to do to me?” Her voice came out in a breathy rasp.

Instead of answering, he leaned back and untied the lace ribbon on each of her ankles. He did this in slow, deliberate moves. He touched her ankle, tracing the arch of her foot up to the sensitive skin between her toes. She grew restless beneath him, wishing he would use those magical hands higher, handle her where she grew swollen and wet with need. As the second ribbon slipped off with a scrape of cloth, he tickled her foot until she kicked at him, trying to dislodge his weight as she laughed.

His deep voice held a trace of amusement. “You see? The torture begins already.”

She screamed into the pillow as he tickled her sides, finding the spot between her ribs that always reduced her to howls. It felt good and annoying at the same time and she began to try to get away from him in earnest. She had no idea how big he was, but it was like trying to remove a boulder from her back. “Get off me, you bastard!”

“Such language from a lady. We can’t have that.”

The tickles stopped and she let out a shuddering breath as her over stimulated nerves continued to buzz. He gave her enough time to draw a breath before one of the lace ribbons pressed between her teeth like a gag. What should have been a blistering insult comparing him and his mother to several unsavory things ended up coming out in an incoherent mumble, and he took advantage of her open mouth to tie the gag more securely.

“There now, that is better.”

He ran his palms over her arms in a soothing manner, his soft touch warming her from the inside out. Once again her body responded to his stroke, and she found herself back to wishing that he would do that between her legs, or over her breasts. Surely he’d want her to pleasure him soon? She couldn’t wait to see him. To feel that rock solid body pressed into her back.

“We can’t have you identifying me to the Polizei, the police.”

The next ribbon went around her eyes, loose enough so that she could blink but she could barely see through it. Only glimpses of shapes and light. That annoyed her. She wanted to see him, to put a face with all of the wonderful sensations coursing through her body. He knew what she looked like, but she knew nothing about him and she chafed beneath the knowledge of the power he held over her.

His weight lifted from her back and the bed sagged as he sat next to her. She tried to leap from the bed and tear the blindfold from her face. Before she reached the edge of the king sized mattress, his hand wrapped around her ankle like a vice and he dragged her back to him. She fought to kick her way out of his grasp but he chuckled and hauled her across his chest.

He sat with his back pressed to the headboard and the position gave him easy leverage as he wrapped his big thighs around her body. Her nipples tightened at the feeling of his hard frame beneath hers. He didn’t have an ounce of fat on him anywhere. As she tried to push herself out of his arms, everywhere her palms touched she enjoyed the feeling of solid muscle. No wonder he had no problem hauling her back to him as if she weighed no more than a pillow. It made her feel strangely feminine and protected to know how strong he was.

“Behave, or I will tie you up and leave you here for the maids to find.”

She growled at him through her gag, and he maneuvered her until she straddled his waist. Between her thighs his erection pressed into the heat of her pussy and her growl turned into a groan. His dick was as big and solid as the rest of him, taking her breath away as he slid her hips up his length until she could feel the ridge of the head of his shaft through her panties.

He didn’t say a word as he rocked her up and down his shaft, tilting her pelvis until she had to brace herself on his chest as each drag tugged at her clit. She became more and more aroused and moaned in protest when he stopped moving her. She tried to ride him herself, but he kept her easily in place.

“Your pleasure is mine to take and give tonight, Erica.” She grabbed a handful of his shirt, attempting to make him move beneath her, but he made a low sound of displeasure. “I can see that you are still too willful. You are mine to play with, mine to deny and reward as I see fit. Give me your wrists.”

Her pussy throbbed with the beat of her heart as his cock twitched against her. Never in her whole life had she been this turned on, and they’d barely even begun. While she debated giving him her hands, knowing what it meant, his rough palms grazed her bare legs. His wandering fingers went higher until he traced the line where the sensitive skin of her inner thigh met the damp cloth of her panties. Seemingly of their own accord, her arms went up as she tried to shift her body enough to get his touch where she wanted it.

Needed it.

With a low growl of appreciation he slid the sheer gown off her arms. He used the ribbon around her wrists to tie her hands together in front of her and she tugged at the bindings even though she knew they wouldn’t loosen. The feeling of helplessness doubled and a thread of real fear seemed to heighten her arousal somehow.

“Now, you are mine.” The satisfaction in his tone made her heart leap. Her modern side protested the concept of any man owning her, but her primal side loved it. She belonged, even if just for tonight, to this powerful man.

He moved her off of his lap and laid her back on the bed. “Raise your hands over your head and keep them there.”

She did as he asked, straining to see anything beyond the black lace of her blindfold. He unzipped something and she heard the sound of objects being moved around, but had no idea what. That uncertainty added to her desire as her imagination began to guess what he was doing, each fantasy wilder than the one before.

Cloth rustled and a moment later he held her wrists and lowered her arms. “You may touch me, so you...know me.”

She didn’t really understand what he meant, but sighed in delight behind her gag as her bound hands traced the outline of the muscles of his lower abdomen, pleasure coursing through her as she realized he had taken off his shirt. A light dusting of wiry hair covered the skin around his belly button and she traced lower, reaching the edge of his pants before he stopped her.

“Neit. My cock is a privilege that you have not yet earned. Arms above your head.”

She grumped but the complaints froze in her throat as cool metal pressed against the skin of her chest. A second later, the cloth over her breasts parted with a snick. Before she could figure out what was going on, his big fists grasped her nightie and tore it from her body with a harsh snarl of ripping silk. She jerked as he repeated the same treatment to her panties, pausing to pull them up tight between her labia before slowly teasing the torn scrap of black lace off.

“So beautiful.” He tugged at the golden curls between her legs. “Open yourself to me.”

She did, eager for any relief that he might offer her. Instead of soothing her wet heat, his lips brushed against her neck. The smooth skin of his skull brushed her arm and she realized he shaved his head. The memory of the man from the charity ball came to mind and her desire roared out of control. The thought of that man, rough and dangerous, being the one touching her had her arching her hips off the bed as a bolt of lust sizzled through her body.

“What was that thought?” he murmured against her before placing a stinging bite on her collarbone. More followed, small nips that stung and ached as he moved his way lower. He would bite, then lick and suckle the hurt until it transformed to pleasure, then move on. By the time he reached her breasts, she panted as he worked his way to her nipple.

“You like this, ja?”

She nodded as emphatically as she could, mumbling out her answer from behind the gag. When his teeth closed over the hard tip of her breast, she hissed in pain and pleasure. Instead of soothing it, he switched to the other breast and nibbled his way to the tip before sinking his teeth into her aching tip. The harder he bit, the wetter she got.

Soon her nipples were sensitive to the slightest brush of his lips and her arms trembled with the effort to keep from reaching for him. She couldn’t take it anymore and never wanted it to stop. When he drew her nipple into his mouth with a gentle suck she felt it all the way to her toes. She arched into his lips, and when his fingers reached between her legs to caress her labia with a gentle stroke, she hovered on the brink of an orgasm. He switched from one breast to the other, soft swirls of his tongue that corresponded to the circles his fingertip made around her clit. When he massaged the base of her clit between two fingers, her orgasm broke just as he bit down on the underside of her breast hard enough to leave a mark.

That pain mixed with the pleasure of her release and became an intense rush of endorphins that totally re-categorized what she knew a climax could feel like. Fantastic. Her whole body seemed to go numb then exploded into pleasure. The only thing that could have made it better was to have him buried in her body, to have her empty vagina gripping his cock. As she came back to her senses, she realized that her arms were around his neck and her fingers stroked against the smooth skin of his shaved head as he rested his cheek against her breasts, listening to her heart. A wave of tenderness crested over her as he murmured something in German that sounded rough and beautiful.

Once her heartbeat had returned to a normal rhythm, he untied her gag and removed her arms from around his neck. As she swallowed and stretched her jaw, he helped her sit up and pressed a glass to her mouth. “Drink.”

Ice bumped against her lip as she took a long swallow of what she thought would be water, but turned out to be sweet juice. The cool drink washed over her tongue and rolled down her throat, tasting better than anything she ever drank before. When he pulled away the glass, she sighed and reached for him but he grabbed her arms and checked the bindings around her wrists.

He placed a kiss on each of her palms and looped her arms behind his head again. His breath warmed her mouth for a brief moment before he kissed her. His lips had an interesting texture, harder in some places than others. He held still and let her nibble at his mouth, tracing the tip of her tongue over one of the hard spots and testing it. She soon realized that it was a scar and wondered who he was and what he had done to have his lips split open so many times. The knowledge that he had the scars of a fighter aroused her, and she purred when his tongue slipped past her unresisting lips in a gentle slide. He tasted like mint and something she could only identify as pure...like cold air off the mountains in the winter. At the first hesitant stroke he took control of the kiss, his fists gripping her curls and tilting her head to the angle he wanted. He was ruthless, taking everything she had to offer and demanding more.

She could spend the rest of her life kissing him and die a happy woman.




Chapter Three

Jonas loved the feeling of Erica’s curls in his fist as she surrendered to him. She was such a passionate creature, he couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have found her. Now he just needed to figure out how to keep her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and he enjoyed the cushion that her soft hips provided for his body. Everything about her was so feminine, he wanted nothing more than to bury himself inside her and make her his.

But that would happen later. First he had to give her the multiple orgasms she yearned for. Already he knew that she enjoyed a bit of pain with her pleasure, so now it was time to explore her beautiful body and see what else she liked.

Pink and swollen, her pussy shone in the low light as he laid her back onto the rumpled bed. She reached for him, but he took her arms and placed them firmly over her head. When she touched him, she threatened his self-control, and he wanted to show her the kind of pleasure he could give her before she saw his face. She could have forgotten their dance altogether. It was just a brief moment six months ago, but he had the kind of face people tended to remember. He wanted her to equate him with amazing pleasure, not fear.

She shifted her hips, spreading her thighs in a silent invitation. The nub of her clit stuck out between the puffy lips of her labia, begging for his attention. To test her sensitivity, he gently grasped the little bundle of nerves between his fingers and squeezed until she jerked away from him with a whimper. His cock hardened further, if that was even possible, as he watched a fresh rush of her honey wet her pussy.

The temptation proved too great—he had to taste her. Holding her legs wide open, he gave her one long lick from the base of her ass all the way up to her clit. When her essence hit his tongue, he groaned deep in his throat. He loved her taste, her musk. Her cry of dismay when he moved away from her swollen pussy made him grin. She was so vocal about her pleasure, and it made the Dom side of his nature swell with pride.

“Open your mouth.”

She hesitated then parted her lovely lips. He would have loved to slip his cock between them, but he wanted to awaken all of her senses. Cellophane crinkled as he opened a small box of rich, German chocolate-covered cherries. In some ways, opening her mouth to him had to be harder for her than some of his other commands. To open one’s mouth and wait for something to be put in there opened the sub to all kinds of trust issues.

He carefully watched her body and what facial expressions he could see beyond the black lace blindfold. At the first brush of chocolate against her tongue, she moaned deep in her throat, a noise similar to the one she made when she had an orgasm. It seemed that women around the world all had the same reaction to candy.

He pushed his finger through the center of the chocolate to the cherry inside. Leaving her to eat her treat, he spread the sticky cordial over her nipple. She continued to make happy sounds as he licked every trace of sweet from her breast with ravenous sweeps of his tongue. He placed his finger into her mouth and she sucked him clean in a way that made his balls ache. In his younger days, he would have been buried in her up to his hips by now, but thankfully time had given him the self-control and experience that youth lacked. He couldn’t wait to use his skills on someone as amazing as Erica.

She was his woman. He was the one giving her pleasure. Her body was his to play with.

Removing the Wartenberg wheel from his duffle bag, he disinfected its sharp spikes with an alcohol wipe. Originally used as medical devices for testing nerve response, the BDSM community had learned long ago that they worked wonders during sensation play. Not sharp enough to pierce the skin without lots of pressure, those spikes would create different sensations all over the body depending on how they were used.

Erica’s breasts moved with her rapid breath as she strained to see beyond the blindfold. With an experienced sub he wouldn’t have tolerated the outbursts she had shown during their play, but this was her first time so he gave her some leeway. If everything went well, he’d have the rest of his life to play with her.

“Sir?” she said in a soft voice, breaking him out of his thoughts. God, he loved how she said that in her American accent.

Instead of answering her, he placed his palm on her stomach, pressing down into her softness and reassuring her that he was still with her. He ran the wheel lightly over her hip, causing her to jump, but his strength held her in place as he continued to run it up each of her ribs, eliciting giggles and sighs. Each pass awakened her nerves, his intention to bring her focus back to her body.

It worked. Soon she stilled beneath his palm, wetting her lips with the tip of her tongue as he ran the tiny spikes closer and closer to her nipples. They had relaxed somewhat after her orgasm, but the tips soon grew hard and rose red as the wheel pressed into her outer areola. He grasped her nipple and held it tight, pinching it and pulling upward. With her breast held taut, the spikes gave the impression of pins cutting the skin as he ran it over her areola.

Her answering low moan made him smile, almost as much as the way she fought to keep her hands above her head. The sight of her battling her instinct to pull away pleased him and made him twist her nipple all the harder. She didn’t have particularly sensitive breasts, so he had to play a little rough to get a response out of her. Not that he minded. By the time he was done, she would be receptive to the slightest breeze.

Pulling on her other nipple, he repeated the play, noting how she arched into his touch. Abruptly he released her breast, enjoying how it rocked with her pants. He ran the wheel over her chest and down each arm, paying special attention to her fingertips. By now her body should be buzzing.

“Show me that pretty scheide, I mean pussy.”

Her kiss-swollen lips curved into a smile. “I like it when you speak German to me.”

“Sprechen Si Deutsch?”

“No, but I did take one semester in high school. I remember what ja and nicht mean, but I love the way you speak. If my German teacher had sounded like you, I would have aced the class.”

“Show me.”

She bit her lower lip and slid her fingers between her legs. After hesitating for a moment, she held open the puffy flesh of her labia, exposing the moist pink heat within.

“Good girl,” he said in a soft voice. He reached into the glass of juice and took out a melting ice cube. Her thighs flexed as she shifted, her pussy clenching when he leaned forward. He popped the ice into his mouth and sucked directly on her clit, his hands clamping onto her hips as she shrieked and tried to scramble away.

The heat of her body quickly melted the ice, and he let the cold water leak from his lips and trickle down her swollen flesh. She hissed and then said in a ragged tone, “I don’t know if I should kiss you or kill you.”

Only a tiny sliver of ice remained in his mouth, and he ran it over the tip of the sensitive little bundle of nerves. Her answering groan made his balls ache, and he wondered how much longer he could hold off before he finally had that pussy clamped around him. He removed his grip from her waist and eased one finger into her heat. Her inner muscles tightened around the intrusion and now it was his turn to groan.

Flicking her nub back and forth with his tongue, he explored her passage with his finger until he found the little bundle of nerves that marked her G-spot. Her moans took on a guttural quality as he bit the hood of her clit. His little sub certainly liked being bitten.

There was no doubt in his mind that his Erica was indeed submissive. She responded beautifully to his commands and the more he restrained and controlled her, the more she relaxed and enjoyed. No wonder all of her previous boyfriends had been such a disappointment. They had no idea what this woman needed to complete her.

Lucky for both of them, he did.

Holding her clit between his teeth, gently biting at the base, he sucked hard, her scream of pleasure his reward. One more stroke inside of her and she began to come. Each contraction had her hips snapping against his face as she said his name over and over. Once again her arms came down and stroked his head as she came, soft caresses filled with reverence. He loved that in the midst of her deepest pleasure she wanted to connect to him, that touching him was something her psyche craved on a primal level.

When he released her tender nub, she moaned as the blood rushed back and her pussy spasmed around his finger. She curled into herself and he recognized a sub who needed to be held after a strong orgasm. Pulling himself up the bed, he gathered her into his arms and pressed her head to his chest. She shivered against him and he tugged the edge of the blanket around her and scooted up the headboard until he held her on his lap.

Such a delightful armful of woman—her sigh of contentment tugged at his heart. After six months of wanting, waiting, he finally had the woman of his dreams in his arms and the reality was far better than any fantasy he’d had. The soft scent of her floral perfume filled his head, mixing with the musk of her release.

Her breath stirred against the hair on his chest as she said, “I...you...I.... Wow. How do you say thank you in German?”

“Danke schön.”

She nuzzled his nipple and stroked her finger tips over his chest. “In that case, danke schön.”

“It was my pleasure.”

She grew tense in his arms and took a deep breath. “May I see you, please?”

He tried to think of a good excuse as to why she couldn’t but it wasn’t in his nature to hide from the truth. “Ja.” Before she could remove the blindfold, he placed his hands over hers. “You need to know that I’ve spent the last ten years as a professional cage fighter and my face has the scars to prove it.”

She pursed her lips. “So that’s what those scars were. I kept trying to figure out how your lips had been split so many times. And the bumps on your head. And how rough your knuckles are. The best thing I could come up with is either you are a bull rider or a human wrecking ball.”

He stared at her, then laughed. “Neit. I retired from the fights last year with enough money to open my own school here in Las Vegas.” He pulled off the blindfold, tugging it from where it had caught in her curls. That gave him the excuse to look at something other than her face as she studied him. When the blindfold was finally unsnarled from the ends of her long hair, he braced himself and looked into her eyes.

Instead of the flinch, or even worse the pity he expected, her face lit up from within as she beamed at him. “It is you. The man from the charity ball. I don’t believe it!”

He tried to play it off, shifting her on his lap until she straddled him with the blanket pooled around her waist. “I did not know if you would remember me.”

She cupped his face in her soft palms, her big brown eyes sparkling with delight. “I can’t believe you’re my blind date. Of course I remember you. I tried to find out who you were after my asshole brother interrupted our dance, but you were gone.”

“It was obvious your brother did not want me with you. So rather than cause a family issue, I left.”

Her full lips thinned into a firm line and he couldn’t help but notice how adorable she looked when she was angry. “I don’t know how things work in Germany, but in America a woman decides who she does and doesn’t want to see, not her brother.”




Chapter Four

Matt Alman leaned over the polished marble counter of the concierge desk at the Morning Star Resort and used his best cop voice that fit right in with the uniform he still wore. “My sister could be in trouble right now. Being tortured by some sadistic asshole she met at an online dating site.”

The perky blonde in her stylish black suit, who now looked sick rather than perky, further deflated beneath his glare. “Honestly, Officer Alman, I can’t give you her room number.”

He took a deep breath, but before he started yelling a smooth voice interrupted him. “Perhaps I can help you, Officer Alman.”

Matt swung around to face a composed, debonair man who he recognized as Steve Star. With his thick black hair and tanned skin, the resort owner oozed confidence with a hint of “don’t fuck with me.” The Morning Star had donated a good deal of money and use of the hotel’s conference rooms to the local police force, and Matt remembered meeting him at a few events. Hopefully Steve would understand his situation and help him out.

The look of relief the concierge gave Steve made Matt feel a little guilty about being such a hard ass with her. He tried to give her a winning smile to get her to relax and give him the information he wanted. When he turned on the charm, women were usually putty in his hands, but she gave him a weary look in return. Maybe it was because he had just gotten off a twelve hour shift when his brother Aaron had called to tell him that their baby sister was on a blind date with some guy she wanted to molest her.

Steve led Matt to a small hallway off the opulent main foyer. “What seems to be the issue?”

Matt could barely contain the rage in his voice. “My sister is on a blind date with some guy, and while we’re standing here, he’s assaulting her!”

Steve continued to give him a measured, even bland stare. “I’m assuming your sister is the Erica Alman that you’ve been shouting about?”

“Yes!” He leaned back against the doorframe, the lack of sleep catching up with him despite the adrenaline pumping through his body. Being up for more than twenty-eight hours weighed on him and made him irritable. “My brother found an email of hers on her work computer talking about how she’s meeting some guy here, tonight, who was going to...do stuff to her—rough stuff.”

Steve’s dark gaze grew cold. “Then I am sorry, but there is nothing I can do for you.”

Matt gaped at him then yelled, “What!”

“Your sister is an adult who is free to make her own decisions about who she wishes to be with. I will not interrupt her date because you disapprove.” His frosty demeanor thawed a bit as Matt continued to stare at him. “I understand your concern as a brother, but I can assure you that she is in no real danger and precautions have been taken for her safety.”

Rage made Matt’s voice come out in a choked whisper. “You will tell me where she is right now or I’ll—”

“You’ll what? Get fired from the police force for assaulting me in my own hotel in front of hundreds of guests?” Steve leaned in until their noses almost touched. “I suggest you go home and think about how you would feel if your family invaded your privacy, broke your trust, and treated you like a child incapable of choosing whom you can or cannot date. Now, please remove yourself from my property before I’m forced to call security.”

Matt tried to think of a comeback, but nothing came to mind that didn’t make him sound and feel like a huge asshole. Gritting his teeth together, he spun on his heel and stalked toward the front doors where dawn painted the sky in streaks of orange and purple.

The desert heat washed over him as the doors to the lobby closed behind him with a pneumatic hiss. A middle-aged couple stumbled out of a cab, laughing and still dressed in what he could only assume were their clothes from the night before. They caught sight of him in his uniform and the man attempted to walk straighter while his wife giggled into his chest.

Staring up at the vast array of windows climbing the side of the seventy-story building, he felt a moment of vertigo before dropping his gaze to the parking lot. Somewhere his sister had parked her red Mercedes convertible with its blue, Grateful Dead dancing bear decal on the back. Eventually she was going to have to leave the hotel, and when she did, he’d be waiting there for her and the psycho who got off on molesting women.

***
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ERICA TRIED TO IGNORE the erection pressing against her sore clit as Jonas arched his brows in disbelief. With his crooked nose and heavy bone structure she would have crapped her pants if she had to face him in the ring. Add the tribal tattoo going from his shoulders to his chest and he looked like two hundred and fifty pounds of bad ass killing machine...and she loved it.

He ran his hands up her back, the calluses on his palms scratching her skin. In the light from the sitting room, his blue eyes were dark, but she detected a hint of uncertainty in them. “Actually, I shouldn’t be too surprised that I got paired up with you.”

He tilted his head to the side, his strong jaw throwing shadows across his face. “Why is that?”

“Well, I requested a bald man who was physically fit and had an accent. Not too many of those running around Vegas.”

His lips twitched in a barely suppressed smile. “Were you thinking of me when you filled out the form?”

She traced a pattern on his chest instead of meeting his eyes. “Maybe.”

“Hmmm.” His finger lifted her chin until she had to meet his gaze. “Then that makes two of us.”

Slowly closing the distance between them, he gave her a savage kiss that was in marked contrast to the light strokes of his palms on her back and hips. She had no idea how he knew what to do in order to drive her crazy, but he managed to do it every time. Maybe he was some type of sexual psychic.

He bit her lip and she moaned into his mouth, wriggling closer to his erection until her breasts were crushed to his chest and she practically climbed on him. “I need you,” she whispered against his lips. “Inside of me, please.”

His fingers gripped her bottom hard enough to bruise, but he pulled her even closer until her already swollen and aching clit ground into the seam of his pants. He broke their kiss and tossed her onto the bed, where she gave a little shriek and then a giggle as she bounced. Her laughter quickly tapered off at the dark look in his eyes, and her breath came out in a low hiss. So sensual, all he had to do was look at her and she wanted to worship at his feet. This must be what Lara was talking about, a submissive’s bone-deep desire to serve.

Holding her gaze, he hooked his thumbs into his pants and pulled them down, showing that he went commando. She didn’t know where to look first as he held his head at an arrogant angle and crossed his arms over his chest. Never, in all of her life, had she ever seen a man so powerfully built. He didn’t have the perfect muscles of a gym rat, no, his body was made and toned for fighting.

Her thighs clenched as she eyed his erection. Big and slightly curved, it was thick enough that she wanted to clap with greedy delight. This strong, sensual man was all hers to play with, and she would be damned if it was only for tonight. Since he had been paired with her because of her submissive cravings, he had to be a Dom through and through. An experienced one from the way he skillfully played her body.

She needed to show him that what she lacked in experience, she made up for in enthusiasm.

She crawled across the bed and hesitated with her mouth a breath away from his cock. “Jonas, may I taste you?”

One of his hands fisted into the back of her hair while he held his cock toward her mouth with the other. Guiding her, he slid her down his length until she couldn’t take any more. He more than filled her mouth and his grip tightened, sending sparks of pain through her aroused body as she began to suck him.

He set the pace, guiding her mouth up and down his shaft, pausing to tell her where to use her tongue and how much. Instead of being annoyed by his instruction, she loved it. There was no guessing about what he wanted from her. He showed her and rewarded her with guttural groans that seemed to vibrate in her clit.

She loved pleasuring him, repaying him for the mind blowing feelings he had given her. The soft silk of his sac tickled her palm as she cupped his balls. They drew up tighter as she lightly traced her nails over the delicate skin and he thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. His rhythm built until he pulled out from between her lips with a rough jerk.

“Enough. I want to come in that hot pussy, not your mouth.”

She expected him to throw her on her back and have his way with her, but he had other plans. Reaching into the duffle bag, he tossed a condom and a small package that glinted onto the bed. Before she could grab one to see what it was, he had her flipped over onto her hands and knees with her rump sticking up in the air.

“We will go slower, next time, but if I don’t fuck you soon, I lose control of myself and hurt you.”

A delicious tension filled her as he spread her thighs farther apart, exposing her fully to his gaze. He ripped a package ripped open and she held her breath. His finger traced up and down her labia, gathering moisture from her pussy and spreading it around her clit. She rocked with his movements, her eyes closed and a low moan coming from deep in her throat as he bit her ass hard enough to bruise.

His voice deepened as he said, “That will leave my mark on you and every time you look at the healing bruise of my teeth on your body, you will think about me.”

“Yes, Jonas.”

Cool metal slipped around her waist and she looked over her shoulder to see him draping a gold chain over her. Curious, she looked down the line of her body between her arms and tried to figure out what that extra length of chain was for. Her unspoken question was answered as he took the padded clamp at the end and secured it at the base of her clit.

“Oh God!” She jerked and trembled as her swollen nub throbbed with each beat of her heart, ramping up her desire until she shamelessly pushed her bottom in the air, offering herself to him in the most primal way possible.

She heard the crinkle of foil and a moment later the latex covered head of his cock pressed into her. Her head became too heavy to hold up, and she pressed her face into the bedspread, groaning as he moved deeper into her inch by delicious inch. The invasion seemed to go on forever until it almost felt as if he was so deep inside of her that she could touch her belly button and feel him.

“So fest,” he groaned out. “So tight.”

The swollen tissue of her pussy protested as he pulled out, only to return again with a hard slam of his hips. He rode her, holding her hips and fucking her body until she began to believe that he could hurt her by fucking her too hard. As it was, he moved inside of her hard enough that each time he hit her cervix, she tightened around him.

She had forgotten about the chain around her waist until he grabbed it with one hand. With each thrust he pulled on the waist chain and it in turn tugged at her clit. She grabbed fistfuls of the blanket, moaning and begging him as he continued to move inside of her. Each tug had her closer and closer to her own orgasm until she tensed, hovering on the edge.

He paused and said, “This is going to hurt.”

Before she could even comprehend his words, he pulled off the clamp around her clit. It took a second for the blood to rush back and once it did all she could do was scream into the mattress. The pain turned to pleasure as he resumed fucking her, slamming her hips back into him.

“Come for me, Erica,” he ordered.

It was as if he had more control of her body than she did. The moment those words left his mouth, he rubbed her abused clit and she arched against him. With his cock buried all the way inside of her she gasped as the first rush of her orgasm broke over her. So good, so different with his shaft there for her body to grab onto, his hips rocking into her in time with her contractions.

He leaned over and bit the sensitive skin where her neck met her shoulder, hard enough to break the skin. The impossible happened and another orgasm, this one hard and fierce, ripped through her as his cock jumped inside of her.

“Ohh Gott,” he whispered against her aching skin and licked at the bite mark on her neck.

His arms shivered as he pushed himself off her. Without his body and cock to anchor her, she collapsed onto the bed. Her body stung, ached, and burned. She felt wonderful.

She gave a garbled protest as he carefully cleaned between her legs with a wet washcloth, then hissed and slapped his hand away when he used an alcohol wipe on her shoulder.

“I know it stings, I’m sorry. I did not intend to bite you so hard, but you test my control.”

He gathered her up into his arms and pulled the covers over them. She lay draped over his chest like a limp noodle. “I think you broke me.” He tensed and began to reach for the light when she laughed. “No, I mean in a good way. I feel...amazing. Like being drunk, but better.”

“Ahhh,” he pulled her back onto his chest and smoothed the heavy weight of her hair from her back. “Then that is a good broken.”

“Mmmhhmmm.”

They lay in silence, touching each other with gentle strokes, exploring each other’s bodies. She hesitated to break the spell of absolute peace he had woven in her soul, but she had to talk to him now before he made her lose her mind in a most wonderful way again. Already his caresses were turning more sensual in nature, awakening parts of her body that she swore would never respond so soon.

“Jonas?”

“Yes?” He stroked his thumb over her lower lip and left a path of tingles.

“Would you, uh, like to go on a date?”

His hands paused, then resumed their drugging strokes along her skin. “You American women are so forward.”

She pushed at his chest and glared down at him. “I’ll have you know—”

He grabbed the back of her head and claimed her in a slow, sensual kiss that fuzzed her thoughts like a glass of good champagne. “I didn’t say I didn’t like forward.”

She licked her lips, tasting him on them. “Oh.”

“There is so much I want to do to you, for you. So many things I would like to show you.”

She couldn’t help the happy flush that rushed through her. “I think you’ve shown me quite a bit.”

He smiled and even that would have looked menacing if she didn’t see the warmth in his beautiful eyes. “Erica, I haven’t even started. But if we’re going to go any further, I need you to not call me Jonas while we are in bed.”

She licked along the pulse in his neck, enjoying the salt and musk of his skin. “What do you want me to call you?”

“Master.”

She purred and reached down to trace her nails over his growing erection. “Okay, but if I’m going to call you that then I’d like you to call me something too.”

He arched his back as she squeezed the base of his shaft and his voice came out in a growl, “What is that?”

“Yours.”

He traced his finger over her cheek. “Mine.”

“Yours,” she agreed with a happy sigh.

At a little after nine am Erica strolled through the parking lot of the Morning Star Resort, sore, weary, and blissfully happy. Jonas held her hand in his and kept raising her wrist to his mouth so he could place a soft kiss on her pulse. They had raised a few eyebrows in the lobby of the hotel, and Erica pulled her hair over her shoulder again to hide the giant love bite Jonas had left on her neck after their last session of lovemaking in the shower.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like to come back to my home? I make a very good breakfast,” Jonas said as the passed beneath a manicured set of palm trees.

“I wish I could, but I’m working at my family’s veterinary clinic this afternoon. I have to get home and get some sleep before my shift. If I go home with you, I know I won’t want to sleep.”

His pleased smile warmed her all the way to her toes. “What would we be doing instead?”

In the bright sunlit morning, talking about such things seemed scandalous. “As if you don’t know.”

She gave a small scream as he jerked her in between two cars and pressed her against the brick privacy wall, absorbing the impact with his arms. He pushed into her, his big body cradling hers as he gently licked the bruise on the side of her neck, starting an ache that raced to her pussy. “Do you want me to tie you up? To spank you until you scream my—”

A metallic click shattered the spell of desire that Jonas had woven around her, and she screamed for real as the barrel of a gun pointed at his temple. “Step away from the girl, you sick fuck.”

To her horror she saw her brother, Matt, holding the gun a split second before Jonas erupted into contained violence. In a series of movements almost too quick to see he dumped Matt on his ass and broke his nose with a sickening crunch. Jonas pounced on him and pinned him to the ground with his knees on his shoulders, no small feat because Matt was almost as big as he was.

“Wait!” she screamed and grabbed Jonas’s fist.

He pushed her toward the parking lot. “Erica, run and call the Polizei. He may not be alone, get safe.”

“I am the police,” Matt said in a muffled voice and spat a mouthful of blood to the side.

“He’s my brother,” she added.

Jonas looked shocked and stood up, then reached down and helped Matt to his feet. “I’m so sorry. I thought you were going to try to mug me and hurt Erica.”

Matt winced as he gingerly touched his nose, then yowled as Erica kicked him in the shin as hard as she could. “What the hell is wrong with you, Erica!”

So angry she could barely see, she gripped her hands into fists and struggled when Jonas pulled her against his chest. “Aaron broke into my email account again, didn’t he!”

“I...he.... I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Matt finished in a lame voice.

“Who is Aaron?” Jonas asked in a low and deadly tone.

“One of my brothers who seem to think they have the right to run my life.” To her embarrassment, angry tears began to spill down her face.

Matt looked even more pained, if that was possible, as he alternated between touching his shin where she had kicked him and his nose which now resembled a ripe tomato. “Aww, Erica, don’t cry—”

She turned her back on him and looked up at Jonas. He was so solid, so real in the light of day. Bumps, scars, tattoos, and all. “Is the offer for breakfast still on the table?”

Jonas looked at her, then Matt, then back to her. “Always.”

“Then let’s go.” She held his hand in hers and marveled at the way strength seemed to pour back into her body. So this is what they mean by your partner making you stronger. He gave her the strength to let go of her anger enough to stop and speak to Matt, who looked miserable. “Tell Dad that I’m taking the rest of the week off. If he wants to know why, you three dipshits better tell him the truth.”

Matt winced. “Erica—” He looked behind her at Jonas, swallowed and started again. “I’m sorry. I misjudged your...companion. Obviously he cares about you and I doubt anything less than an army would be able to get past him to hurt you.”

Slightly mollified, she took a deep breath. “Thank you.” Jonas rubbed his thumb over her knuckles and her heart beat faster. “Matt, did it ever occur to you that maybe if you, Aaron, and David had lives of your own, you wouldn’t need to worry so much about mine?”

Matt muttered something about seeing if the hotel had any ice and a medical kit before slouching past them toward the entrance. Erica stuck her tongue out at Matt’s retreating back and Jonas laughed. He placed a kiss on her forehead and said something in German that made her toes curl and her pulse race. She would never, ever get enough of her Master.




Epilogue

Jonas stood in the center of the dance floor and held out his hand as the first strains of music came from the band. Pride, joy, and an unbelievable amount of love filled him to the point that his fingers faintly trembled when Erica placed her hand in his, the diamond on her ring finger catching the light. The first notes of a song about love, acceptance, and joy came from the singer, and Erica curtseyed, dipping low enough that he got a good glimpse of her stunning cleavage before she straightened with a saucy grin that told him she knew what that gesture did to his libido.

He took a moment to look at her, to freeze this memory forever in his head. His first dance with his wife. She wore a simple, elegant off-white gown that emphasized her curves, and her gorgeous blonde curls hung down her back, held back from her face by a pair of diamond and platinum combs that used to belong to his grandmother. The smile that she gave him broke his heart into a thousand pieces and reformed it again, better and stronger than before.

She fit into his arms perfectly, their bodies moving together without conscious thought on his part. As they moved around the large dance floor he caught glimpses of family and friends watching them. His mother beamed as his father dabbed at his cheeks with a napkin, no doubt blaming his tears on the smoke from the candles in each table’s centerpiece.

In his arms, Erica softly sang along with the song, laughing when he joined her. While God had given him many gifts, singing was not one of them. Her family’s table came into view, and he grinned as her father and all three of her brothers gave him a thumbs up. Despite their rough start, Matt had actually become his staunchest ally in winning the rest of Erica’s family over and they’d grown close. Earlier in the day, he’d slipped her brother Matt one of Madame Collette’s business cards and suggested he give her a call.

The song started to wind down and he felt a brief flash of disappointment that he couldn’t dance with Erica forever. Then he looked down into her beautiful brown eyes and realized that for them the song never would end.

She swayed in his arms and leaned forward to smell the single sprig of white lilac he wore on his lapel. “Ich liebe dich.”

He pulled her closer until her body pressed against his in a perfect line from the soft crush of her breasts to her feet. “I love you too.”
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