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Your Wife Comes First

To secure a lucrative promotion Isaac needs to find a wife, so when his dominant, generously-endowed escort Sadie suggests a short-term marriage contract, he readily agrees.

In exchange for room, board, and regular pay, she’ll take care of the cooking, cleaning, and also pound him into the mattress a few times a week.

It’s truly the perfect arrangement; at least until his boss forces him to take his “new wife” on a week-long cruise for their honeymoon. Being in such close quarters means spending a lot more time with each other than they normally would, and he very quickly learns that it’s really hard not to develop real feelings for someone when they’re deep inside of you every single day.

Your Wife Comes First is a gentle femdom transgirl on male erotic romance with sweet fluff and a lot of very explicit sex.


Chapter 1

Listening to my boss rant about the state of the economy wasn’t how I preferred to spend my Saturday nights, but I smiled and nodded along anyway as he droned on about plummeting corporate profits and rising interest rates with his mouth full of potatoes.

It wasn’t that I didn’t care. As a hedge fund analyst at the largest investment firm in the city, I was a lot more interested than most in the goings-on of the financial world. But after working for Alan McCullough for over five years, I’d heard some variation of that same rant at least a hundred times.

I’d started under him as a fresh-faced junior analyst, and with a combination of hard work, schmoozing, and helping to achieve some pretty good results for my team, I had managed to work my way up into my current position. Entertaining his occasional rambles was a very small price to pay for the hundreds of thousands of dollars that his firm paid me every year.

He was just about to launch into a rant about accelerating inflation when his wife heaved a great sigh from her seat next to him.

“Alan, that’s enough. We didn’t invite them over to talk about how everything is on fire,” she said, scoffing and rolling her eyes at us as if to say ‘this fucking guy’.

Properly admonished, McCullough cleared his throat and sat up straighter. “You’re right, dear.” He then turned to look at me again. ”I have to say, Isaac, I didn’t think you had it in you to get married. Joan and I were very surprised when you suddenly announced that you had a wife.”

I pasted on a smile and turned to look at my new bride. Her bright green eyes and pouty pink lips were framed by long, wavy brown hair highlighted with streaks of blonde. She wore a classy, knee-length black dress that she’d bought specifically to meet them, and with her amazing figure, she filled it out beautifully.

“Sadie and I had been casually seeing each other for over a year, and after I realized that she was the best person I’d ever met, I proposed. It happened really fast; even her parents didn’t know until after we were already married,” I lied.

In reality, her parents didn’t know about us at all.

Sadie squeezed my hand and smiled before leaning over to peck me on the cheek. My boss grinned and his wife cooed, and I couldn’t believe how well things were going.

I’d been a little nervous about how things would turn out when they’d invited us over for dinner, saying that they wanted the chance to meet my new wife. It wasn’t my first time dining with them—I usually found myself being treated to a home-cooked meal at least once a quarter or so—but it was definitely my first time bringing a partner along.

“Then let me give you some advice: if you want to have a happy marriage, you need to remember that your wife comes first. Before your friends, before your family—even before your career.” He paused for dramatic effect like he’d just told us the meaning of life, and when I glanced at Sadie’s face, I could see that she wanted to laugh.

“You don’t have to worry about that, sir,” she said, smiling sweetly. “He always makes sure that I come first.”

Unfortunately I’d chosen that exact moment to take a sip of my water, and her statement caught me so off guard that I choked.

“Are you okay, honey?” Sadie asked, her brow knitted and her face scrunched with mock concern as she rubbed my back.

I narrowed my eyes at the way her lips twitched. “Yeah, just went down the wrong pipe.”

She clicked her tongue and wiped my chin with a napkin. “Oh, babe. I’ve warned you about trying to swallow too much too fast,” she said.

I thought she was being ridiculous now, but a quick glance at our hosts showed that they were completely buying her fake empathy and missing all of the dirty subtext.

“Aren’t you just the sweetest,” Joan said, beaming. “And speaking of sweet—Sadie, would you mind helping me with dessert?”

Sadie smiled demurely and rose to her feet. “Of course, Mrs. McCullough.”

“Please, call me Joan,” she replied, and just like that I knew Sadie had fully won her over.

They left the dining room together, leaving my boss and me alone at the table. It wasn't lost on me that we’d most likely been separated on purpose, and I steeled myself for what was coming next.

McCullough sipped his drink and leaned back in his chair, eyeing me appraisingly. “I like her,” he finally said. “Smart, polite, and seems to have a pretty good head on her shoulders.”

“She’s the best, and has been so supportive of my career. I feel like I can take on anything when I’m with her,” I gushed. I briefly worried that I was laying it on a bit too thick, but fortunately, he just nodded and smiled.

“Joan and I were worried about you being as alone as you were, so we’re very happy to see that you’ve found someone. I think that with a woman like her behind you, you’ll be able to handle a little more responsibility at the firm,” McCullough said while giving me a meaningful stare.

I fought the urge to grin. Those were exactly the words I’d been waiting to hear.

For as long as I’d known him he’d been big on family, always emphasizing the importance of finding a good wife and settling down as soon as possible. I’d been solely focused on advancing my career though, and because of that, I had largely ignored his advice.

With my demanding job and the long hours I put in, dating was challenging enough, so the proposition of actually walking down the aisle and getting married to someone seemed completely improbable.

But after a couple of years of toiling in my mid-level position, I’d begun to notice a disturbing pattern: all of the senior analysts were married. Using the same analytical skills I deployed to evaluate emerging markets, I’d come to the extremely frustrating conclusion that McCullough seemed to believe that only married men were responsible enough to work at a higher level.

No matter how much I kept my clothes pressed, my face shaved smooth, and my dark hair slicked back like his, he’d never see me as reliable as long as I was still single.

Based on what he’d just told me, it appeared that I had been right.

“Thank you, sir, I’d really appreciate that. I want to be better every single day for Sadie, and I know that I’ll meet your expectations too.” I did my best to appear solemn and sincere, but I couldn’t quite stop my knee from jumping giddily beneath the table.

Eventually the women returned with dessert—a delicious-looking homemade strawberry cheesecake—and as she retook her seat next to me, Sadie raised her eyebrows in a silent question. I gave her a little nod and smirk in return, and then her lips formed a relieved smile.

We ate our way through two slices of cake each, and after chatting for a bit longer, we made our excuses to leave while promising to do it all again soon. Because I knew they’d still be watching us from the doorway I draped my arm around her waist as I escorted her to my car, even going so far as to open her door so that she could slip inside.

As soon as we’d pulled out of their driveway and were on our way home, Sadie leaned back in her seat and let out a long, exhausted sigh. “Oh my god, Joan was relentless! She wanted to know what kind of wedding dress I wore, how much you spent on the ring, if we had plans for a honeymoon—and I was like, lady, I just met you. At least buy me dinner before you try to get inside of me, you know?”

“She didn’t suspect anything, right?” I asked nervously, completely ignoring everything else she’d said.

Sadie rolled her eyes. “No, Isaac, I didn’t let it slip that you’re paying me to be your wife. Give me some credit.”

Relieved, I relaxed my shoulders. Unless she was lying we’d successfully gotten away with it, and our contract marriage still remained a secret.

The whole thing had actually been her idea. Before I’d hired her to be my wife she had been my regular escort, and for over a year I had called her a few times a month to come over and fuck me.

While making small talk in the aftermath of one of our sessions I’d started complaining about how unfair it was that only married men got promoted at my firm, and had offhandedly mentioned how I wished I could have a wife without the whole courting, love, and wedding part—someone who could cook, clean, and sleep with me without all of the emotional intimacy and effort required to maintain a healthy relationship.

To my surprise she had immediately offered herself up for the role, and while at first I’d thought the idea was completely ridiculous, the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. So after a two-week paid trial period wherein she demonstrated her homemaking skills to me, we negotiated her salary and the terms of the contract.

I paid her four thousand dollars a month with additional bonuses for any career-related events, and since on paper she was my wife, she was able to pocket all of it completely tax-free. She was also on my health insurance and got to live for free in my second bedroom, and I supplied her with a household credit card to handle the expenses for both her duties and personal upkeep including hair, nails, and clothing for special occasions.

While at first I’d believed she was getting the much better end of the deal, I very quickly realized that she saved me a lot of money and in a lot of ways. I no longer needed to order takeout every night, and though she wasn’t an amazing cook, I wasn’t very picky either. She was big on fruits and vegetables so my health had improved, and she’d pack me a lunch of leftovers so that I didn’t need to drop twenty dollars every day on the expensive options near my office.

Even better I didn’t have to go out after a long day of work to grab ‘drinks with the boys’ so often anymore, because I now had the perfect excuse of needing to get home to my brand new wife.

Combined with the fact that I didn’t have to hire a housekeeper or pay her to fuck me anymore I was saving thousands, and as much as I hated to admit it, McCullough had been right about the benefits of having a partner at home. With her managing most of the household I had a lot more mental bandwidth to focus on my job, and it was really showing in my performance.

I almost lamented the fact that our contract was for only three years. Whether I was promoted or not we were going to get divorced at the end of it, though it wasn’t because we didn’t get along. Marriage had just never been a thing I’d wanted in life, and for various reasons, I simply didn’t have it within me to become a good husband.

Besides that, I also didn’t want to get in the way of her finding the person she truly wanted to be with. She’d only be twenty-seven at the end of it, so I doubted that she’d have any trouble at all meeting someone new.

“Well, you did a great job tonight,” I said. “McCullough liked you, and because of that, he liked me more. I’ll send you the bonus pay for this dinner when we get home.”

“So, it really all worked out then? Your boss is going to promote you?” she asked.

“Looks like it. Once I officially secure the position, we’ll talk more about increasing your pay.”

“Cool.” I heard her shift in her seat, and then I could almost feel her eyes boring into the side of my head. “I guess that’s what happens when you make sure your wife comes first, huh?” she joked with a smile in her voice.

I tried to fight down my own smirk, but I couldn’t quite stop the corners of my lips from twitching upwards. “It wasn’t that funny.”

Sadie giggled. “Yes, it was. If only he knew, right? That you’re a little fucking whore who’s only allowed to cum after I’ve gotten mine?”

We stopped at a red light, and I glanced over to see that she was staring back at me with dangerous eyes and a teasing grin on her lips. Her face was more cute than gorgeous—very girl next door rather than porn star or Victoria’s Secret model—but that was exactly what I liked about her.

It made it that much hotter when she pounded me into the mattress.

“I know it’s not one of our days, but can we fuck tonight? I’m really horny,” she said, sliding a hand onto my knee.

I tightened my grip on the steering wheel until my knuckles went white. I’d wanted to get some work done before bed and had been planning on waking up early to go for a run, but when her hand moved up to grip my dick, my mind blanked and I quickly nodded my head.

“Great,” she said, releasing me completely. I groaned my disappointment, and her smile widened.

I sped the rest of the way home and parked haphazardly in the underground garage of my building, and then we both jumped out of the car to rush to the elevator. The moment the doors closed she shoved me against the wall, her thigh sliding between mine to graze my erection. While she was a couple of inches shorter than me even in her heels, she still somehow managed to make me feel really small.

She slipped her fingers into the back of my pants to tightly squeeze my bare ass, and when she pulled me closer I felt her much larger, harder cock against my hip.

“Do you like feeling how much bigger I am than you?” she murmured into my ear as her lips curled up into a wicked smile. She dug her teeth into the side of my neck, light enough to not leave a mark though plenty hard enough for me to feel the pain of it.

I shivered and opened my mouth to respond, but the elevator dinged and she quickly let me go to readjust her dress and hide her erection. It was a good thing too, because when the doors opened an older woman was waiting to get on. Her expression shifted from surprise to a wide smile upon seeing us, the crow’s feet in the corners of her eyes deepening.

“Oh, Sadie!” she exclaimed. “I just finished that book you lent me, and oh my god. The part about the greatest act of self-love being to no longer accept a life you’re unhappy with…it’s honestly life-changing.”

Sadie smiled angelically, like she hadn’t just pinned me to the wall and pressed her cock into my stomach. Even now it was throbbing against my ass as she half hid herself behind me.

“Glad to hear it, Alice. You have a good night now,” she said impatiently as she dragged me down the hall to my condo.

“Who was that?” I asked once we were out of earshot.

“Alice, your neighbor. She’s lived two doors down from you for years.”

I blinked as she pulled her key from her clutch to unlock the front door. I knew that I wasn’t home a lot, but the woman honestly hadn’t looked familiar at all.

“Oh. And you’re in a book club with her?” I asked, following her into the foyer.

Sadie sighed and pushed the door shut behind me. “No, I just let her borrow a book. Now shut the fuck up, go into your room, and take your clothes off,” she snarled.

I felt a cold, pleasurable shiver at the way she glared at me, and I immediately rushed to my bedroom to do as she demanded. I was naked in seconds, stripping out of my clothes and haphazardly tossing them onto the floor, and then I sat down on the edge of my bed to anxiously wait for her arrival.

She took her sweet time joining me—so long that my dick became soft as I waited for her—but it perked up again when she walked into my room. She’d changed out of her black dress and into a short, sleeveless white nightgown that fell to the middle of her tan thighs. The silky fabric did absolutely nothing to hide her hard nipples and the large cock throbbing beneath it, and my mouth quickly filled with saliva.

Sadie stopped between my legs, close enough for me to feel her heat. As I gaped up at her she proceeded to pull the thin straps off of her shoulders, allowing the little gown to pool at her bare feet.

No matter how many times I saw her figure, I couldn’t get enough of it. Save for a small patch of brown hairs at the base of her shaft she was completely hairless, and it made her body look like it was sculpted from marble.

She was slender for the most part but her breasts were full, and her narrow waist flared out into ample, curvaceous hips. On each exhale I could catch a faint trace of her abs, and the rest of her muscles were defined just enough to show that she spent a decent amount of time in the gym.

My eyes fell to her circumcised cock next, and then I swallowed hard. I was no slouch but she had a monster, and unlike the rest of her body, there was absolutely nothing feminine about it.

Long, thick, and darker than the rest of her skin, it bore a slight upwards curve that felt overwhelming when she fucked me missionary, but she was so big that no matter what position we were in I received plenty of prostate-crushing pleasure.

Despite seeing and taking it dozens of times over the year or so that we’d known each other it still intimidated me, and it was also why I’d been seeing her exclusively even before we’d made our contract. Her cock blew those of the previous escorts I’d hired out of the water, and she knew how to use every single inch of it too.

“Suck on my tits,” she said while arching her back to push them towards me.

I quickly obliged, grabbing Sadie around the waist to pull her closer and then latching my lips onto her left nipple first. It was warm and hard in my mouth, and I gave it a thorough licking before moving on to the right one.

She wrapped her arms around my head and pulled it into her chest as though she was trying to fit more of her breast into my mouth, and the longer I worked the louder her breaths and moans became. When I sucked especially hard on the little teats her cock would jump, and it wasn’t long before I felt the hot stickiness of her precum dripping onto my chest.

Far too soon she shoved my head away, forcing my lips to let her nipple go with a wet ‘pop’. I took a few moments to admire my handiwork, somewhat proud of how angrily red, and wet I’d managed to get them, and when I glanced up at her, her green eyes were dark with arousal and she was staring down at me like she wanted to devour me.

“Hands and knees,” Sadie said, her voice stern and her tone impatient. I turned over to do as she’d commanded, and then I watched anxiously as she walked around the bed to grab the lube I kept on my nightstand.

She drizzled a long line of it onto the top of her shaft, and then while making direct, steady eye contact with me, she used both hands to slicken it up. The squishing sounds they made as they glided up and down her cock made me swallow hard, and sensing my excitement and apprehension, she smirked cruelly.

“I should be making you do this so that you can get a better feel for what’s about to happen,” she said while pointing the pulsating red head at me, “but you’d probably love that, so never mind.” Her smile widened when I groaned my disappointment, and she added another large dollop of lube as if to taunt me even more.

Once it was sufficiently wet and dripping, Sadie climbed onto the bed behind me and let her heavy cock rest on my lower back to leave a sticky snail trail behind. When I began to shake my hips for her, she snickered and slid it all the way back until it was perfectly lined up with my hole.

There was no warning before she penetrated me, and no preparation either. She just grabbed my hips, pressed the head of her cock against my asshole, and fully sheathed herself in one long, smooth thrust that forced all of the air from my lungs.

I whimpered deep in my throat at being so roughly stretched open. I felt completely stuffed full, and any hopes I had of being given some time to adjust to her size were dashed when she began to eagerly fuck me with firm, steady movements.

“You like my fat cock, honey?” she asked, her voice mockingly sweet. Instead of answering I pushed myself back to meet her, and in response to that she pumped her hips even harder against my ass. “I guess that’s a yes. What would McCullough say if he knew that his favorite employee loves taking dick?”

I mumbled something unintelligible, my mind already broken by the pleasure of her scraping against my prostate. The brutal stimulation made me drool into the mattress, and noticing the puddle forming at my lips, Sadie giggled darkly.

“Oh my god, you’re such a hopeless slut,” she said while giving my ass a hard smack.

Her words made me shiver. Ever since discovering that I preferred to take cock rather than give it, she was the only woman who could both fuck me the way I needed while also seeming to get off on it. I never doubted for a moment that she didn’t enjoy degrading me.

Eventually the sliding of her thick cock inside of me became too much, and my dick twitched and my asshole clenched around her as I teetered dangerously on the edge of orgasm.

At least until her hand grabbed my balls. She squeezed them hard enough to hurt—drawing a pained gasp from my throat—and just like that I was back to where I’d started.

“Don’t you dare fucking cum,” Sadie snarled from behind me. To humiliate me further, she swung her leg around to press one of her pedicured feet onto my face, viciously pushing my head into the bed.

In her new position she could get even deeper, and she fucked me like she absolutely despised me. Sweat dripped onto my back as she rammed herself inside of me as hard and fast as she could, and the longer she went at me the louder her breathing became.

She began to gasp desperately with the effort of holding herself back from cumming, but despite her best efforts, she couldn’t keep going forever.

After a few more minutes of wanton fucking, her thrusts gradually became shorter and more erratic. Each time she bottomed out she’d leave herself inside of me for a little bit longer, and then her cock expanded to its full size inside of my ass.

At the last moment she fully pulled herself out with a loud, wet slurp, and the next thing I felt was the scalding heat of her cum on my back as she hosed me down. Some of it even splattered against my face, and a glance over my shoulder showed that she was purposefully aiming for it.

When she was done spurting she stuck her still dripping cock back in and continued to rut into me just as hard as she had before, and she was so large that even at half mast it was still more than enough to keep stretching me open. Her dick made wet sloshing sounds as she continued to work it in and out of me, the lube and her cum mixing together and frothing up into a vulgar lather.

“I can feel your little asshole twitching. Are you ready to cum?” she panted, her brown hair sticking to her sweaty face. I nodded, and she smacked my butt so hard that I involuntarily clenched down on her. “Beg for it. Use your words, sweetie.”

It took me a few seconds to think straight enough to form coherent words. “Please make me cum,” I slurred. My face burned as soon as the words left my mouth, but the shame of it only added to my pleasure.

Sadie laughed again, wickedly delighted, and then she angled her hips to more directly abuse my prostate with the head of her cock. It only took five or six of those hard, pile-driving thrusts before my body was seizing beneath her.

My mind went blank and my vision went white as my orgasm ripped through me. Every nerve ending seemed to burn with too-sensitive pleasure as a steady stream of watery cum dribbled out of my dick, forming a sticky, steadily growing puddle on the sheets beneath me. I felt like I’d been thrown out of my own body, and I had to clench my teeth and squeeze my eyes shut just to maintain even a scrap of my sanity.

I was only vaguely aware of the fact that she was still mercilessly pounding my ass, and by the time I fully came back to my senses she was already climaxing for the second time. Her fingers dug hard into my hips as she grunted and released another thick torrent of her seed, only this time she didn’t bother to pull herself out.

Instead she let me enjoy the feeling of being warmly and pleasantly filled up by her, and I knew then that I was hopelessly addicted to her cock.

She spent a long time catching her breath, every now and then flexing her shaft to squeeze out the dregs of her cum. While still inside of me she used the weight of her body to drive me down into the bed, getting my stomach sticky with my own mess, and after taking another minute or so to allow her dick to fully soften, she eased herself out of my gaping asshole and crawled on her knees up to my head.

I couldn’t open my mouth on my own, so she grabbed my jaw and forcefully shoved her wet cock between my lips for me to clean her up. I mostly just drooled all over it—far too out of it to properly suck the cum and lube off like she wanted—so she quickly gave up and decided to wipe it off on my face instead.

While I watched through bleary, half-opened eyes, Sadie slipped off of the bed and walked over to her previously discarded nightgown. She stepped into the top of it one smooth leg and a time, and then she pulled it up her torso and slid the thin straps back over her shoulders.

“Any requests for dinner tomorrow?” she casually asked as she adjusted the hem to fall to the middle of her thighs. My mind was so blank that I could only grunt my response, and she chuckled. “Okay, my choice it is then. Night.” She slapped my ass hard one more time and padded out of the room, leaving me lying in my own mess, covered in her sticky cum, and completely, utterly satisfied.

It really was the perfect arrangement.


Chapter 2

Following an exhausting day of client meetings, researching market trends, and analyzing complicated financial data, I found myself, as usual, one of the last few people remaining in the office. My co-workers had left over an hour ago to grab drinks and try to find a girl for the night, but I’d used the excuse of needing to get home to my wife to beg off from joining them.

In reality, I was working to get ahead on the next day’s tasks while also hoping to finally hear from my boss.

It had been over a week since our dinner with McCullough and his wife, and he still hadn’t followed up on his promise to discuss my promotion. While I understood that he was busy my patience was wearing thin, and if he didn’t reach out soon, I was strongly considering finding an excuse to pay him a visit.

As if the universe had heard me my desk phone rang, and when I saw the name that flashed across the screen, I leaped forward to snatch it up.

“Sir?” I asked, my heart thumping excitedly.

“Come see me,” McCullough bluntly said before hanging up.

I immediately jumped to my feet and hurried to his office in the far corner of the room. When I entered I found him leaning back in his oversized office chair, his sharp eyes staring back at me with an obviously disappointed frown.

“So, a little birdie told me that you and Sadie don’t have any plans to go on a honeymoon. And by little birdie I mean my wife,” he started as I settled into one of the leather chairs in front of his desk.

I blinked back at him. I thought we’d been about to discuss my promotion, and could only wonder what the hell Sadie and I not going on a honeymoon had to do with anything. I also wondered how his wife could have possibly known about that, but then I remembered her pulling Sadie aside during dinner and figured that she must’ve found out then.

“I didn’t want to take too much time off from work,” I said. “There’ve been a lot of exciting new developments lately in almost every sector, and I didn’t want to miss the opportunity to add more value to my team.” I thought my explanation would show how dedicated I was to the firm, and was surprised when he instead only sighed and shook his head.

“Well, that just won’t do. Lucky for you the missus and I have tickets for a cruise up to Alaska next week, and since we can’t go anymore, I’m gifting them to you.” He slid an envelope across his desk, and I blankly stared down at it. “I’m giving you that week off too. Paid. Consider it a wedding gift.”

My jaw dropped.

Fuck. Getting married had backfired.

“Sadie doesn’t care about a honeymoon, and she’s not super into travel either,” I rushed to explain. I didn’t know if that was true or not, but I really didn’t want to go and especially not now. Our industry moved fast, and in my current position, suddenly missing a week of work could be catastrophic for me.

McCullough snorted. “All women like to travel, Isaac.” He then sighed and leaned back further in his chair, revealing a bit more of his round belly. “Remember what I said at dinner? Your wife comes first, so take her on this trip and then when you return we can discuss your move to senior analyst.” I must have made some kind of sour expression because he crossed his arms and deepened his frown. “Work will always be here, but if you don’t take care of your wife, she may not be. Now go home to Sadie, it’s late.”

I almost pointed out how hypocritical it was that he was still working too, but I bit back the comment and forced a smile instead. “Yes, sir. Thank you.” I reluctantly grabbed the tickets and walked out of the office, gritting my teeth as I plodded back to my desk.

The tickets said we had to depart the coming Monday, so that left me just under a week to get everything together. I’d have to document and offload my current tasks to my co-workers, and all while managing my normal daily workload. I’d undoubtedly fall behind too, so once I returned I would also need to waste a couple of days on getting back up to speed.

I closed my laptop, stowed it in my bag, and sighed. I couldn’t see how McCullough thought he was doing anything other than fucking me over.

By the time I got home I was in a pretty bad mood, and when I threw open the front door I saw Sadie sitting on a stool at the kitchen island in a pair of denim cut-offs and a loose, cropped tank top. She had her wavy brown hair tied back into a loose ponytail, and her long, tanned legs slowly swung as she typed away at her laptop.

“Hey, I’ll have your dinner on the table in just a minute if you wanna get changed first,” she said, sparing me a quick glance before turning back to whatever she was working on. After I didn’t reply right away, she paused and peered over at me again with a small frown. “What’s wrong?”

I ran a frustrated hand through my hair and sighed. “Bad news, McCullough gave us tickets for a cruise to Alaska. It’s seven days, so we’ll be gone all next week.” Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open, and worried by her reaction, I rushed to reassure her. “I know it’s short notice, and I’ll obviously compensate you for the trouble, but I’d really appreciate it if you could do this for me. He’s holding that stupid promotion over my head.”

Sadie scoffed. “You don’t have to pay me to take me on a vacation,” she said while rolling her eyes. A few moments later, she straightened her back and gasped. “Oh my god, I need a new swimsuit!”

“You can use the household card for that and anything else you think we’ll need,” I offered, relieved that she wasn’t upset. In fact she was almost bouncing with delight, and despite myself, I smiled. When her green eyes were bright and she was beaming like she was, I found it really hard to hold onto my annoyance.

I was also startled to realize that I’d never seen her display such obvious joy and excitement before. We had known each other for over a year and had been legally married for two months of that time, but up until now she’d always been able to maintain a relatively calm and even demeanor in front of me.

As she began to jot down a list of items we’d need for our trip, her legs swinging faster and the tip of her tongue peeking out between her lips in concentration, I had the surprising thought that maybe missing work to take her on a cruise wouldn’t be such a bad thing after all.

❈ ❈ ❈

Upon checking in at the Port of Seattle and passing through security, they snapped a picture of the two of us, handed us complimentary flutes of champagne, and then ushered Sadie and me up the gangway to board.

We weren’t allowed to go to our room right away, so we decided to spend a bit of time exploring the massive ship. Everything we saw was modern, luxurious, and sleek, and each deck was decorated with expensive-looking artwork and stylish furnishings.

Gourmet restaurants offered all kinds of different foods, and there were lounges and bars spread out around the ship for drinks and live music. There was a casino on board too, and a theater for movie screenings and live shows.

On the main deck we counted three massive, sparkling blue pools, a bunch of bubbling hot tubs, and a spa and wellness center. One of the floors had a huge, fully equipped gym, and there was even a jogging track that wound its way around the ship.

It was the picture of excess and extravagance, but Sadie hadn’t stopped grinning since we’d arrived.

We walked around for nearly a full hour before we were led to our room by a cabin attendant, and once there the man handed us our keycards. I used one of them to unlock the door, and the moment I pushed it open Sadie gasped.

“Oh my god,” she exclaimed as we entered, and while I didn’t react nearly as enthusiastically as she did, I had to agree.

Because the tickets had belonged to McCullough and his wife and they always paid for the best, we had the penthouse suite on the topmost level of the ship. It was the size of a large apartment and tastefully decorated, with a wraparound couch, a dining table, and a wooden in-room bar. A huge TV was mounted on the living room wall, and a small desk and rolling chair were tucked into a corner.

Large double doors led to the master bedroom, and inside there was a king-sized bed and a second massive TV mounted on the wall across from it. We could see the ocean from the floor-to-ceiling windows, and Sadie paused to stare out at it with a giant smile.

“I can’t believe we’re on a ship right now. It’s so big, and way nicer than any place I’ve ever stayed in. Besides your condo, I mean,” she said, her green eyes sparkling.

“McCullough goes all out when he travels,” I mumbled back. Truthfully It was all a little much for my tastes, but I wasn’t a big enough asshole to ruin her excitement by complaining about it.

When she was done running around the suite and ‘oohing’ and ‘aahing’ over everything inside, she returned to the bedroom and opened the sliding glass door to lead us out onto the room’s huge balcony. A covered jacuzzi sat against one of the partition walls, and on the other was a wicker daybed, and in between them were two lounge chairs and a table.

Sadie strolled to the edge to rest her elbows on the railing. The howling wind tousled her long brown hair and billowed her flowy white sundress as she gazed out over the water, and her face looked more relaxed than I’d ever seen it.

Like she’d noticed my stare she glanced over her shoulder at me, and then she smirked impishly and hiked her dress up over her waist to reveal that she wasn’t wearing any panties underneath.

She shook her naked ass a little to make the soft globes jiggle, and when she reached a hand back to spread one of the smooth cheeks to expose her light brown pucker, I finally understood what she wanted me to do.

Without any hesitation, I sunk to my knees behind her to lick a long, slow swipe over her asshole. The moment my tongue touched her she sighed and spread her legs wider, leaning more heavily onto the balcony railing as I got to work.

I split her cheeks with both hands to better slither my tongue against the ring of her sphincter, alternating quick flicks with strong, wet swipes. She tasted absolutely amazing—like clean, slightly salty skin—and once she’d loosened up for me enough, I stiffened my tongue and poked it at her hole like I was trying to fuck her with it.

Each time I pressed the tip of my tongue into her butthole I was able to get it just a tiny bit deeper, and after only a couple of minutes of working her over she was breathing hard and gasping louder than was probably inadvisable given our current location. It only encouraged me though, and I continued to alternate between deep tongue fucking and wet, flat licks that slid against every ridge of her tight rim.

Eating her ass made me so horny that I eventually had to drop a hand to my shorts and pull out my dick. I gently massaged the shaft to help relieve some of the pressure, groaning sluttily into the recesses of her asshole.

If anyone came out onto the balcony next to us they’d surely be able to hear her low moans and quiet sighs, and if they leaned around the privacy wall they’d be able to see what we were doing too. Rather than feel worried or embarrassed by it, the idea of getting caught with my dick in my hand and my tongue deep inside her ass only made me harder.

After I’d thoroughly licked and sucked on her until her hole was sopping wet with my spit, Sadie turned around and leaned her back against the railing. She spread her legs wide and lifted the hem of her dress to reveal her hard, drooling cock, and without her having to say anything at all I immediately took it into my mouth.

“I love how well-trained you are,” she sighed, resting her hand on my head as I eagerly bobbed on her. “I just have to show you my dick and you start sucking it.” Her eyes then fell to my hands, and when she noticed that I was touching myself, she scowled.

“Uh-uh, move your hand,” she said. I did as she demanded, and then she replaced it with her bare foot. “This should be good enough for you to get off with.” She generously allowed me to rub my dick against her toes and the soft soles of her feet, all while looking down at me with an amused, condescending smile.

As I worked to slide her deeper into my throat, Sadie pulled down the front of her dress so that she could run her hands over her breasts and pluck at her hard, pinkish-brown nipples. Her gaze shifted to become almost loving after a few minutes of watching me slide my lips up and down her shaft, and I had to shut my eyes because I couldn’t focus when she was staring at me so warmly.

I heard her pants gradually increase in volume until she was gasping with every breath, and when I felt her legs begin to tremble I knew she was quickly approaching the point of no return.

“You ready to swallow my cum, sweetie?” she asked, her voice breathless.

I moaned and nodded as best I could with her dick in my mouth. Every time she called me ‘sweetie’ with that mockingly saccharine tone of hers it was like lightning shooting straight to my brain.

Her hand wrapped around the back of my head—keeping it firmly in place so that she could fuck my throat like it was her own personal fleshlight—and on her final thrust, she forced me to take her all the way down to the root. She pushed my nose into the sparse hairs of her crotch as she spilled her seed directly into my stomach, moaning so loudly that I worried it could be heard even from the deck below us.

She only let me go when I gagged and tapped desperately at her thigh for air, and I backed off of her cock enough so that only the head was still in my mouth. The last of her cum dribbled warmly onto my tongue, and because she ate so many fruits and vegetables it tasted vaguely sweet. Like an addict I greedily searched for more, sucking hard on her tip until she became too sensitive and had to pull herself from between my lips.

Through her entire orgasm I’d still been sliding my dick between my hand and the soft bottom of her foot, and once I was able to focus on my own pleasure I didn’t last very long at all. I spurted all over her foot until it was sticky with my cum, leaning my forehead against her warm, smooth thighs as I moaned and gasped and completely fell apart on my knees in front of her.

After I was done she lifted her leg and spread her French-tipped toes to show me my cum dripping off of them and onto the wooden deck below us, and then with a cruel little smirk she pushed it directly into my face.

“Clean up your mess,” she ordered.

I only hesitated for a moment before I began to slurp up my own slightly saltier seed. Because she was mostly in control of my diet it surprisingly didn’t taste all that bad, and I slipped her toes one by one into my mouth until they were wet and shiny with my spit. When I looked up at her again, her cheeks were flushed and she had a huge smile on her face.

“Whew. That’s one item off of the bucket list,” Sadie said while readjusting the hem of her dress. She walked past me into the room, and then she lay back on the huge bed with a relaxed, happy sigh.

From the balcony door I watched her chest rise and fall—her long brown hair splayed haphazardly around her head—and my chest did something funny that I didn’t like one bit.

“Come over here,” she said. She watched me reluctantly walk over to stand next to the bed, and when I didn’t move after a few seconds, she patted the empty space next to her. “Lie down.”

The white, fluffy comforter certainly looked tempting, but my stomach tightened uncomfortably at the thought of laying on it with her. “I was thinking I’d take the couch during the trip.”

Her brow knitting, Sadie sat up on her elbows to stare at me. “What? Why? There’s plenty of room for the both of us. You could fit a whole family on this thing.”

“The couch will be fine,” I firmly replied.

“So you can suck my dick and eat my ass, but you won’t share a bed with me?” she asked, incredulous.

I could only shrug my shoulders, because it wasn’t like I didn’t understand her exasperation. Even I knew that it was a strange line to draw, and though she looked really hurt, explaining the why of it to her felt impossible.

She let out a long, tired breath through her nose. “Whatever, more room for me then. There’s a welcome social downstairs in a couple of hours. Will you at least go to that with me? Or is that another weird hang-up for you?” she asked, her tone more snippy and curt than usual.

I shook my head. “No, we can go.”

“Great. We should take pictures and stuff there for your nosy boss and his nosier wife. I’m sure they’ll want to see that we had fun with their tickets.”

I hadn’t even thought of that, but I shouldn’t have been surprised that she had. Over the past week she’d extensively studied the cruise, watching videos online from other people who’d taken it and reading up on what it had to offer to put together a loose itinerary for the two of us. She’d been looking forward to it all so much that it made me feel even worse for ruining her mood.

“Good call,” I said while offering her a small smile. I wasn’t surprised when she glowered back, and since it was very clear that she didn’t want to see my face anymore, I exited the room and left her to cool down before the event.

After we unpacked, showered, and relaxed for a bit, we changed into smart casual clothing to head down to the ship’s atrium. There were hundreds of people in the large room—a good number of them couples just like us—but it was hard not to notice that none of them seemed nearly as awkward together as we did.

We grabbed some drinks and mingled for a little while until a short woman with silvery-purple-dyed hair and a man with brassy brown locks approached us. They looked to be around our age, but unlike me and Sadie, they both had huge smiles on their faces and seemed very much in love. They introduced themselves as Vince and Allie, and following a bit of small talk, the woman curiously cocked her head.

“So, have you two been married for a while?” she asked unsurely, glancing at the rings on our fingers.

“Actually, we’re newlyweds,” I replied.

The surprise that flashed across their faces wasn’t very encouraging. “Oh, us too,” Allie said. “We should totally hang out if we run into each other around the ship.”

I balked at the idea—I didn’t want to hang out with the people I knew, let alone strangers—but like the overly friendly extrovert that she was, Sadie smiled sweetly. “Definitely. I’d go crazy if I just had to hang out with him the entire time.”

The couple both turned their heads to look at me, and I fought back a grimace.

Yep. She was still mad.

They too seemed to notice that she wasn’t very pleased with me, because after only another minute or so of awkward conversation, they said their goodbyes and quickly drifted away to speak to an actual happy couple.

Most of our interactions throughout the night went like that. Maybe it was because we were talking to real couples, but absolutely no one seemed to buy that we were newlyweds. They’d assume we were friends, co-workers, or that we’d just been together for a really long time, and one couple had even thought we were siblings before noticing our rings.

It probably didn’t help much that Sadie was still very visibly annoyed with me. If she wasn’t holding a drink her arms were crossed more often than not, and she avoided any and all physical contact. Not that she usually initiated it outside of what we got up to in the bedroom anyway, but she was actively keeping her distance from me now.

Normally I wouldn’t have cared—our marriage was solely for the sake of my promotion, and not the opinions of a bunch of strangers I’d never see again in a week—so I really wished that I could understand why my chest hurt and my stomach churned with guilt.


Chapter 3

The ship violently swayed, and Sadie moaned miserably.

Soon after the social had ended and we’d returned to our room to prepare for bed, the ship encountered a pretty vicious storm. The dark waters quickly became rough, causing such intense rocking that even walking became a little difficult.

Ninety-nine percent of people would have been fine on a cruise ship the size of the one we were on—its width and stability made it very rare for anyone to experience seasickness—but unfortunately for Sadie, she was in the one percent who wasn’t.

She had already vomited once, and was currently experiencing an upset stomach and cold sweats too. In an attempt to help I’d called one of the floor butlers to bring her some medicine, but as it took a couple of hours for the Dramamine to fully kick in, she had to deal with the symptoms in the meantime.

Since I was the reason she was on the ship in the first place I felt somewhat responsible for her predicament, so while I leaned back against the bed’s padded headboard, I gently rested her head on my lap and placed a cool rag on her forehead to help with her headache. At the same time I poured small sips of ginger ale into her mouth, hoping to both keep her hydrated and better settle her stomach.

It didn’t seem to help much though, and she was still shivering and curled in on herself even after finishing her drink. In a last-ditch effort to help her feel better, I looked up some remedies for nausea and then tried to massage the pressure points in her wrists.

I didn’t know if what I was doing worked or if the medicine had just finally started to kick in, but after only ten or fifteen minutes of rubbing she eventually relaxed enough to fall into a fitful sleep.

At some point I must have fallen asleep too, because when I opened my eyes again Sadie was sitting up on her knees and glaring at me with a strange, perplexed frown.

“How are you feeling?” I asked groggily. A glance at my watch showed that I’d only been napping for a few hours, and since we’d woken up early in the morning to make it to the ship on time, I really could’ve used a few more.

Sadie twisted her lips. “Better. Thank you for taking care of me.” Despite her words, she didn’t look particularly thankful; in fact, she seemed more wary and suspicious of me than anything.

“No problem.” I yawned and sat up straighter, and she immediately scooted back, still staring at me like I was some sort of strange animal, and I sighed. “Okay, what?”

“I don’t understand you. Yesterday you treated me like I was something you didn’t want to be next to for longer than a few minutes, but today you nursed me back to health and stayed with me all night to make sure that I wasn’t suffering alone. I can’t decide if you’re this sweet, thoughtful guy, or the selfish, sociopathic finance bro I thought you were,” she said, her eyes sharp and annoyed.

I couldn’t argue with the “selfish” and “finance bro” parts, but I raised my eyebrows at the word in the middle. “Sociopathic?” I repeated, surprised. I’d been called aloof and detached before, but being referred to as a sociopath was new.

“You wanted a wife without any of the effort, emotion, and intimacy. That’s pretty textbook sociopathic, or at least asocial.”

“Fair. I’m definitely a selfish, sociopathic finance bro then,” I shot back sarcastically.

Her lips twisted even more. “No, you’re not. You went out of your way to get me medicine, massaged me, and let me sleep in your lap when before you wouldn’t even sleep next to me. A sociopath wouldn’t do all that for someone who isn’t even their friend.”

“I thought we were friends,” I said. “I wouldn’t enter into this whole contract marriage thing with someone I didn’t like or trust, and you’re the only person I talk to every day.”

Sadie blinked like she was genuinely surprised to hear that, and then she looked both pleased and a little embarrassed. “Oh. Really?”

“Well, yeah. And the bed thing…it didn’t have anything to do with you personally. I probably should’ve just said that.”

Her shoulders fully relaxed. “Yes, you should have,” she said, her voice annoyed but her face happy. “Since it’s not about me, can I ask why you feel so uncomfortable with the idea of sleeping next to another person?”

A wave of panic washed over me, and I quickly glanced away to avoid her curious gaze. “I bet you’re hungry,” I said while hopping off of the bed to raid the room’s mini bar.

The tray was piled high with snacks—chips, cookies, candy, and various types of nuts—and after grabbing the whole thing, I dropped it on the bed in front of her.

She gave me a look to show that she was well aware of what I was doing, but she thankfully let the subject drop and picked up a package of cookies.

“You know everything here’s like ten bucks each, right?” she asked around a mouthful of chocolate chip.

I opened a bag of chips and shrugged. “I’m not paying for it.”

Sadie hummed thoughtfully. “Speaking of not paying,” she started, “why did McCullough give you these tickets? I did some searching online last week, and…Isaac, this room is like four thousand dollars a night for the both of us. Even if he’s filthy rich and you’re his favorite employee, giving you a thirty thousand dollar wedding gift seems a little excessive.”

Chewing slowly, I considered how to best answer her question. Part of me wanted to deflect again because it was really none of her business, but another, larger part of me didn’t see the harm in telling her a little about my past; doubly so if it’d help her to not see me as a sociopath.

“I’ve actually known him since I was around twelve,” I started. “He and Joan sponsored the group home I lived in after my mom died, and they regularly donated clothes, food, and school supplies. At first I thought it was just a PR stunt or a way for them to save on taxes, but they’d come by and talk to us every couple of months about our futures too. Their visits kept me going, because I wanted to have a life just like theirs.”

When I glanced back up at Sadie, she’d stopped eating and her eyes were wide and shocked. “I thought he was just your weirdly overinvested boss,” she said.

“Well, he’s still that,” I said while rolling my eyes. “But yeah, that’s why he’s so interested in my personal life. He actually helped me get into college, and obviously got me my job at the fund too. I owe him a lot.”

Sadie shook her head. “I can’t believe you never told me that. I would’ve treated them so much better and wouldn’t have called them nosy if I knew.”

“I didn’t think it was that important to mention,” I said.

“That’s very fucking important, Isaac!” she shouted back, raising her voice at me for the first time since we’d met. She looked so incredibly upset—red blotches appeared on her cheeks and her glare cutting through me like a knife—that I recoiled.

“Well…sorry?”

After a few more seconds of glowering, she sighed and rubbed at her forehead like her headache had returned. “No, I’m sorry, I didn’t think to ask either. It’s just…Jesus, dude, you’re so tight-lipped. I can’t be a good wife for you if I don’t know basic things like that, you know?”

I shrugged again, because I couldn’t really argue with that. I’d learned very early on that the more someone knew about you the more they could hurt you, and even if I trusted her more than most people, it still wasn’t exactly easy to offer up information.

We continued to eat in silence, the only sounds coming from the crinkling of snack wrappers and the rushing of the waves outside. Through the glass patio doors the ocean looked oppressively black, with the only visible light coming from the quarter moon in the distance.

“Can I ask what it was like?” she delicately asked after a few minutes of deep thought. “Growing up in a group home?”

My first reaction was to ignore the question because it encroached on the parts of my past I preferred not to think about. But her face was gentle and open, and in the year that I’d known her she hadn’t given me any reason whatsoever to believe she couldn’t be trusted.

“Really fucking hard, and probably the worst experience you can have outside of prison. The staff treated me like I was a criminal, and there was no freedom to do anything. Most of us were traumatized, under-medicated, and pissed off, so fights were pretty common too. I had to grow a thick skin and a lot of mental toughness to get through it, which I guess is useful considering my job,” I said robotically, forcing myself not to feel the pain and anger of the worst years of my life.

I didn’t really think about it much anymore, but when I did, I made sure to keep a tight lid on my emotions. Otherwise I’d explode, and when that happened it was usually the people closest to me that got caught in the blast.

Sadie nodded and stayed silent for a much longer time, her fingers anxiously fiddling with the empty cookie wrapper in her hands. “Did anything inappropriate happen while you were there that might have affected the way you view intimacy?” she quietly asked.

I clenched my jaw; hard. Bile built in the back of my throat, and I dug my fingers into the bed sheets as I felt myself begin to unravel. It wasn’t a question I’d been expecting, and I wondered what she’d seen on my face or heard in my voice that had made her ask it.

It took me a long time to regain a sense of control, and when I did, I dipped my head very slightly. She made a small, strangled sound in the back of her throat, and hearing that made my stomach drop. Her pity was the last thing I wanted.

She crawled next to me until her shoulder was pressing against mine, and then she very loosely and carefully held my hand. It was an innocent gesture and we’d done a lot more together, but somehow her holding my hand as intimately as she was made me feel uneasy.

Is this okay?” she asked, apparently sensing my discomfort.

“We’ve been fucking for over a year. Holding hands isn’t going to freak me out.” Despite saying that my fingers felt stiff and clammy, and I swallowed hard. “It’s not fair that I’m the only one sharing. What’s your family like?”

I was relieved when she let me off the hook and began to tell me about her parents and her sister and their family dog Queenie, and the more she spoke the calmer I felt. Her gentle voice soothed me until my nerves didn’t feel quite so exposed and raw anymore, and I didn’t even cringe when she rested her head against my shoulder.

When I’d fully relaxed again, Sadie paused and shifted to glance up at me. “I don’t want to psychoanalyze you or anything, but…you make a lot more sense to me now.”

“I make sense to you how?”

“Please don’t get angry,” she said, biting her lip. I nodded, and she continued. “So, it’s actually not that uncommon for people to have a degrading kink. Some people are into it just because it’s something new and exciting, but for others being controlled and humiliated during sex can provide a kind of psychological relief if they’ve experienced it unwillingly in the past. I think you might be in the latter category.”

My throat tightened. It felt like she’d crawled into the gray matter of my brain and dug up everything I’d been trying to hide or ignore, and I didn’t like it at all.

“How do you know so much about all of this?” I croaked out instead of answering her question.

Sadie smiled blandly. “Well, I was aiming for my Master’s in psychology before I became an escort. This wasn’t exactly my area of focus, but I remember most of what I learned.”

“I should’ve known it was something like that. You’ve been unnaturally laid-back since I met you.” I suddenly felt very tired, my mind feeling both too active and exhausted as flashes of my past ran through it.

I didn’t want to think about it anymore. I didn’t want to think about anything anymore, and there was only one thing that could reliably shut my brain off and make the thoughts stop.

I put my hand on Sadie’s warm, bare thigh, and squeezed.

Her breath hitched, and she fidgeted as I slid it upwards. “I don’t know if right now is a good time for that,” she murmured.

“Please?” I asked. I moved my hand up and pressed my palm onto her crotch, and as I gripped her quickly hardening cock through her tiny cotton shorts, I watched her resolve shatter before my eyes.

“Okay, but do you want to maybe try something a little more intimate? Just to see how you feel about it? I don’t know if I can do the…usual thing to you.”

I stopped my hand and frowned. “Why not?”

Sadie sighed and ran an uneasy hand through her hair. “I just can’t, Isaac. Not after everything. Will you trust me? We’ll stop as soon as you feel like it’s too much.”

Being asked to trust her was a little frightening, but when she was looking at me with her big green eyes, I found it impossible to deny her anything. I slowly nodded, and she smiled.

“Great! Just let me shower first, I sweated a lot when I was sick,” she said while moving to slide out of bed.

I caught her arm before her feet could touch the floor. “Don’t, I like the way you smell right now,” I said. Her rich, slightly musky aroma was calming, and I would need all the comfort I could get if I was going to put myself in her hands like she wanted me to.

Her eyebrows briefly rose before she shifted back around to smirk at me. “You’re such a little weirdo.” She got up on her knees and pulled her tank top over her head, and as her heavy breasts fell out my eyes immediately zeroed in on them.

While I was hoping she’d tell me to suck them, she instead lowered her shorts and panties to reveal her already hard cock. It looked so good that my mouth watered, though when I bent down to wrap my lips around it, she pressed a finger to my forehead to stop me in my tracks.

“Not this time. Take your clothes off and lie on your back,” she said, her voice much more gentle than when we usually had sex.

Frowning, I did as she asked, and while I slipped out of my pajamas she turned to sift through the mini-bar tray I’d brought to the bed. There was an ‘intimacy kit’ included along with the snacks and the drinks, and when she opened the box there was a roll of condoms, a small bottle of lube, a couple of sex dice, and a mini-vibrator.

“This has to be at least thirty dollars,” she said, tossing everything except for the lube back onto the tray.

Just like I did the first time she’d commented on the mini bar prices, I shrugged. “I’m not paying for it.”

Sadie rolled her eyes at me and opened the miniature bottle. Normally she only applied lube to herself so that I was tighter when she entered me, but this time she worked a slippery finger deep into my butthole too.

After deciding that I was sufficiently loose for her, she spread my legs wide and crawled her way between them. She leered over me with her long, wet shaft in her hand, and when her tip pressed against my pucker, I braced myself for what I knew was coming next.

Rather than immediately force herself balls deep like usual, she instead gently pushed her hips forward so that only the fat head popped into my warm hole. She gave me a few moments to adjust, and then she gradually leaned forward until she was fully buried.

She released a soft, sexy moan that somehow made me even harder. I groaned along with her at the familiar feeling of stretched, satisfying fullness, and her dick pulsed warmly inside me as she wriggled her hips to more snugly sheathe herself.

Sadie lowered her upper body so that her breasts were squished against my chest, and then wrapped her arms beneath my shoulders to pull us flush against each other, fully enveloping me in her warmth, scent, and softness.

“Stop me anytime you feel uncomfortable,” she said into my ear. She waited for me to nod, and then she slowly drew her hips back until just the head was inside of me. She just as slowly pushed herself all the way in again, and I groaned as the slick friction quickly became overwhelming.

I was so used to being pounded hard and fast that I didn’t know how to handle the slow rolling of her hips. Her curved cock scraped against my prostate too firmly—making me squirm each time she pushed in and out of me—and it was one of the main reasons why I didn’t really like it when she fucked me missionary.

The other reason I didn’t like it was because it all but forced me to look at her. It was a lot more closeness than what I was used to, and having her face inches away from mine was too much for me to handle.

“Open your eyes,” Sadie said after I’d shut them to try to avoid her gaze. I ignored her, and she lightly slapped my cheek—just hard enough for me to feel the sting of her palm. “Open them.”

I reluctantly did as she demanded, and her eyes were very large and green as they stared into mine. They seemed to glow in the low light of the bedroom, drawing me in until I began to feel hypnotized.

When I tried to look away again she grabbed my chin and forced me to continue staring at her. The way she looked at me—like she saw me and wanted me—made my heart beat faster. I hadn’t felt truly vulnerable while having sex in years, so for a person I’d been regularly fucking for such a long time to suddenly make me feel that way was surprising.

Sadie kept her pace gentle and unhurried, methodically pulling me apart with each steady thrust of her hips. If I tried to make her speed up by humping myself into her she’d stop completely, and would then stare me down until I stopped and let her continue taking me how she wanted.

She leaned forward to kiss me and I immediately turned my head away, though rather than get upset she moved down to kiss my neck instead. Somehow that didn’t bother me so much, and when I didn’t react negatively, she licked a long swipe up the side of the smooth skin. It sent new sparks of pleasure down to my dick, making me involuntarily squeeze down on her with my ass.

I didn’t know how long she fucked me for. It was strange to have her be so quiet during sex—no dirty talk, and no teasing—and besides the occasional moan or sigh, she only gazed down at me with her lips parted and her pupils blown wide.

Even more surprising was how hard I was. I’d been leaking a steady stream of precum since we’d started, and each time she slid into me, a little more would drip from my slit. It made my stomach wet and shiny with my own leakage, and combined with her sweaty belly sliding against my dick, my body was humming with growing pleasure.

I began to feel a warm and pleasant burning deep in my core, and I strained and squirmed on her cock as I did my best to wait for her to cum first like usual. Noticing my struggle, Sadie’s lips split into a large, warm smile.

“It’s okay, you can cum now,” she whispered.

Like her words were all I’d needed to let go, my cock twitched and pulsed—once, and then a second, stronger time. I cried out in a way that I never had before, and I oozed more than shot my load all over our stomachs. Her relentless grinding of my prostate had wrung everything out of me, and my body shook and shivered and jerked while my balls clenched so hard that it felt almost painful.

She’d given me plenty of anal orgasms before, but this one felt completely different. This one made me wrap my legs and arms around her just to stay grounded, because otherwise it felt like I’d float straight through the ceiling.

Her eyes scanned my face as I came down from my orgasm, still watching me so closely that I felt embarrassed, but it was different from the usual shame I felt when she fucked me.

Once I’d finished cumming all over her cock and had finally gone limp on the mattress, Sadie immediately sped up her thrusts. Our bodies smacked together as her sweat-slick skin slid against me, and I kept my legs loosely wrapped around her powerfully pumping hips to hang on for dear life.

She single-mindedly pounded away at my ass, knocking the breath from my lungs with each deep, probing shove into my guts. The gentleness of the first half of our sex was replaced by selfish, greedy plowing, and she drove herself inside of me like a woman possessed.

It made my head feel fuzzy all over again, and I watched with detached amusement as her white teeth dug hard into her bottom lip in an attempt to slow the inevitable. Eventually even she was having trouble keeping her eyes open and focused on me, her eyelids twitching as the pleasure grew to be too much for her to handle.

I swore her cock seemed to double in size as it filled with blood, stretching me open to the point of discomfort. Her hips shot forward and she buried herself deep and erupted, shivering and gutturally as she pumped her seed into me.

Feeling her cum flood me I nearly came for a second time, and maybe it was because she’d fucked me for so long, but it seemed like there was a lot more of it than usual. The excess squirted out around the shaft plugging my hole, running down the back of my ass to pool onto the sheets.

With her dick still inside of me she collapsed, pushing me more firmly into the bed. Her breath was hot and fast on the side of my neck, and as she struggled to get it under control again she lazily licked and kissed at my salty, sweaty skin.

After a few minutes had passed and her dick had softened enough to slide out of me on its own, Sadie rolled off of me to lie by my side. She rested her cheek on my shoulder, and her wet cock—still covered in lube and cum—pressed warmly into my thigh.

“How did you feel about that?” she asked, her breath brushing against my neck and sending tingles along my still-sensitive skin.

Usually when we finished having sex I couldn’t think at all. My brain would be too muddled and my body would feel wrung out and used up, but now I felt relaxed and clear-minded. The bad memories were still there, though they were muted and easily ignored as long as I didn’t focus too much on them.

“I liked it, especially when you lost control at the end,” I finally said. “But it’s not going to be like that all the time from now on, right?”

“Definitely not, making you squeal on my cock is too much fun. I think it can be a nice change of pace sometimes, though.” She sat up on an elbow to look down at me. “You know, I think tonight is the first time we’ve talked. Like, talked talked. You usually only come home to eat, sleep, and get fucked.”

“Because I’m working,” I said.

Sadie pouted a bit. “I know, but maybe sometimes you can come home a little earlier? We can eat dinner together,” she suggested.

I considered the idea for a few moments, and while it did sound sort of nice, once we returned home and I became a senior analyst it would also be completely unrealistic with the amount of hours I’d have to put in.

“Yeah, maybe,” I replied noncommittally.

She sighed and didn’t push the issue any further, instead reaching up to run a hand through my wavy dark strands. “I like you better without all that product in your hair, by the way. The fluffiness is cute.”

“No one will take me seriously if I’m ‘cute’,” I mumbled while tiredly batting her hand away. I didn’t particularly mind having her close anymore, but feeling her fingers on my scalp was still a bit too stimulating.

“Then maybe you can keep your hair like this when it’s just the two of us? I promise that I’ll always take you seriously.”

It was clear that she wasn’t going to give up on the idea, so I rolled my eyes. “Fine,” I said. “Any more demands you want to make?”

Sadie smiled. “Nope, that’s it for now.”

“Great.” I yawned widely. I’d stayed up with her for most of the night, and combined with our mentally exhausting talk and the intense sex we’d just had, my battery was empty and I felt scrubbed raw. I started to get up to drag myself to the couch, but she quickly wrapped herself tighter around me.

“Wait, one more request. Can you just try to sleep with me? If you feel too uncomfortable then I won’t stop you from leaving, but I’d really like it if you stayed,” she said with her eyes large and pleading.

I didn’t understand why she was so insistent on us sharing a bed, but my ass ached, I was tired, and she was very, very warm, so I sighed and shuffled closer until I could feel her soft, naked breasts against my cheek.

She beamed and hugged my head closer to her chest, and since I didn’t get the usual slimy, prickly feeling beneath my skin, I let her. I was even too tired to stop her from stroking my hair again, and soon after I drifted off to the sound of her strongly beating heart.


Chapter 4

The ocean thankfully stayed calm over the next few days, and we spent the majority of our time doing everything Sadie wanted to around the ship.

She was apparently a huge foodie so most of her itinerary involved eating, but we checked out the onboard art gallery and spent some time losing money in the casino too. We had even worked out together a couple of times, and after getting our blood pumping and our endorphins rushing, we’d returned to our room to shower together and then have sex.

At first I’d been concerned that she wouldn’t be able to fuck me as hard as I liked anymore. It had only occurred to me the morning after our little heart-to-heart that she’d tried to make love to me, and while I’d liked it okay, I greatly preferred it when she was rough and used me as a toy for her to get herself off with.

I didn’t need to worry at all though as she still fucked me into the bed or the couch or the floor, and I was left just as used up and exhausted as usual. The only difference was that instead of leaving right away she’d want to cuddle me afterwards, and while sometimes I thought that I’d have preferred to be left alone, having her play with my hair and hold me felt kind of nice too.

Her sudden sweetness towards me was jarring. She’d always been perfectly nice to me, but it was a distant type of niceness that you might extend to a customer or a co-worker. Now she was constantly affectionate and almost overly attentive, which was surprising because I’d always pegged her as a much more aloof and easygoing type of person just like me.

Being in such close quarters as we were, I had seen a lot of new sides of her. Her cute side, her adventurous side, her petulant side—all the parts of Sadie that I hadn’t seen because we had never spent a significant amount of time together—and I hoped I’d get to see even more of them before our honeymoon ended.

I tiredly rubbed my eyes and sighed. I’d made the grave mistake of checking my email during a down moment, and there had been an urgent message waiting in my inbox from one of the junior analysts wanting me to review his latest investment recommendation.

I was right in the middle of typing out a long paragraph explaining why his idea sucked when a pair of slim arms wrapped around my shoulders, and then I felt a pair of lips kiss the side of my neck.

“Pay attention to me,” Sadie whined when I didn’t react quickly enough for her.

“Just give me a minute,” I mumbled.

She huffed an annoyed sigh. “I didn’t want to pull this card, but it’s our honeymoon. I’ll snitch to your boss.”

She was a woman of her word so I didn’t doubt for a moment that she’d actually do it, so with a heavy sigh I shut the laptop and swiveled around in my chair.

“Fine, what do you—” My words died in my throat and my eyes widened as I finally got a look at her.

She had her long brown hair hanging loose around her shoulders, and was wearing a swimsuit I’d never seen before. The bright white of it contrasted beautifully with her sun-kissed skin, and the halter neckline accentuated her strong shoulders while also making her breasts look larger and more full.

Though it was technically a one-piece, the center of it was cut out to fully reveal her leanly muscled abs, and the bottoms were high-cut to show off plenty of her hips and long, tanned legs. Most impressively it somehow managed to hide her large cock, and if I hadn’t personally been victimized by it dozens of times, I wouldn’t have even believed she had one.

There was no other way to describe it; she looked hot.

Seeing my reaction, Sadie’s grin widened. “Do you like the swimsuit you bought me?” she asked, striking a pose that was somehow both goofy and sexy at the same time.

Once I was able to close my mouth again, I nodded. “I have pretty good taste,” I joked.

I snaked my arms around her waist and pulled her closer until she was standing between my legs, and then I pressed slow kisses to her stomach while she ran her fingers through my fluffy dark hair and sighed. After a few seconds I dipped a hand towards the bottom part of her suit, and that’s when she finally danced away.

“Nope. If you get me hard, I can’t wear this anymore.”

“I wouldn’t mind that,” I said, grinning.

A dangerous glint appeared in her eyes for a moment, but right afterwards she shook her head. “We promised Allie and Vince we’d hang out with them.”

I let her go and groaned, because I hadn’t promised anything.

Despite my best efforts, the young couple we’d met on the first night had become our vacation friends. Anytime we disembarked in one of the coastal Alaska towns to look around or go on an excursion we’d group up with them, or if there was a show being put on in the theater, Sadie and Allie would want to double date.

Sometimes we’d even get lunch or dinner together, and while our wives chatted about books and TV and other subjects that I couldn’t follow, Vince and I would make awkward male small talk about sports or the economy.

They actually had a pretty crazy story about how they’d gotten together. It involved a last-minute broken engagement, them meeting while Vince was on a lonely honeymoon in Hawaii, and funnily enough her pretending to be his wife, but at some point during the week they’d spent together, the two of them had fallen in love. After he’d moved to Hawaii to be with her, they’d decided to turn their fake relationship into something real.

Sadie had given me a pensive stare after hearing their story, and I’d pretended that I hadn’t noticed. I could only imagine what she’d been thinking at that moment, but none of it could be very good for me.

At her urging I changed into a t-shirt and swimming shorts, and then we headed down to the main pool. Since it was a bit later in the day it wasn’t very busy, and we were easily able to spot Allie and Vince already waiting.

I wasn’t surprised when our wives immediately ditched us for each other, sharing a lounge chair and chatting excitedly about things Vince and I were just a little too far out of earshot to hear from where we sat at a table a few yards away. Every now and then one or the both of them would glance at us, so it wasn’t very hard to figure out whenever we became the topic of interest.

I was genuinely surprised by the jealousy I felt at not having Sadie’s full attention any more, even if she was simply giving it to another woman. Throughout my life I’d experienced jealousy towards a lot of things—people’s jobs, achievements, and families—but never towards someone’s attention.

“When did you know you loved your wife?” I asked, watching from afar as Sadie handed Allie one of her self-help books while gesturing animatedly at it. I fondly rolled my eyes; apparently, it was normal for her to try to foist them onto other people.

Vince gave me a strange look from over his drink, and I could sort of understand why. In the few days that we’d been forced to interact with each other because of our wives, I hadn’t exactly been the most open or engaging conversationalist. Plus, it was kind of a strange question for a married guy to ask.

“I guess it was when I realized that she made me happy. I pictured what my future would look like with her in it and I couldn’t stop smiling,” he said, and then he laughed when he saw my dubious expression. “I know it sounds cheesy, but it’s good advice. I got it from a guy who’d been married for over fifty years, and it really helped me figure out that Allie was the person I was supposed to be with.”

I glanced over at Sadie again. Her wavy brown hair shone in the sunlight, and her green eyes glittered with joy as she threw her head back and laughed at something Allie had said.

It was a sight that made my chest ache in a way that was completely foreign to me. I’d never let anyone get as close to me as she was now, and frankly, I didn’t know if I liked it.

After another hour Vince and Allie went up to their room to “nap”, leaving Sadie and I alone to rest by the pool in the quickly waning daylight. While I reclined on a lounge chair she relaxed between my legs, sipping on a fizzy blue drink and engrossed in yet another book. Meanwhile, I mostly just sat and thought.

The idea that Sadie could possibly mean more to me than I had initially assumed was terrifying. I of course thought she was smart, funny, attractive, and the sex was amazing, but I didn’t know if all that meant I loved her.

I shook my head and sighed. I was beginning to think myself in circles.

“Why psychology?” I asked, mostly to distract myself from my spiraling.

She tilted her head back to look at me, her thick dark eyebrows furrowed behind her sunglasses. “What?”

“You said you were trying to get your Master’s in psychology the other day, and now you’re reading about…” I squinted at the page she was on. “…the three beliefs of external control psychology. Whatever the hell that means.”

“Oh,” she said, looking genuinely pleased that I’d remembered. “Well, I actually used to want to be a child psychologist. I love kids, but since it seemed impossible that I’d ever have any of my own, I thought it would be the next best thing. You know, helping kids like me who maybe aren’t sure how to deal with feeling like they aren’t who they’re supposed to be.”

My eyebrows shot up. Knowing what I did about her now I shouldn’t have been surprised that she’d had such a noble goal, but hearing that she wanted to do something so selfless was still astonishing.

“Why’d you stop?”

Sadie put the book down and rolled over onto her stomach to look up at me from between my legs, lifting her sunglasses so that they sat on the top of her head. “Ran out of money. After I got my undergrad degree I couldn’t afford to go on for my Master’s, and it’s why I started escorting in the first place. My family didn’t have the funds to help me and I couldn’t find a job good enough to cover both school and my living expenses. After a while it all became too much to juggle, and I couldn’t imagine being so stressed for the additional six or so years it would take to become certified, so…I quit,” she said, shrugging. She tried to appear nonchalant, but it was clear enough that the decision to stop had been a very difficult one.

“You should try it again,” I said. “Once I get promoted and your pay as my wife increases, you’ll definitely be able to afford it.”

She laughed and rolled her eyes. “That was the naive dream of a girl who thought she could actually change the world.”

“You’re only twenty-four, you’re too young to give up on your dream. And look, you’re reading a book on psychology while you’re on vacation, so obviously a part of you still really cares. I think you can do it.”

Sadie looked up at me with wide, surprised eyes, and then she began to cry. Not heavily, and not loudly either, but the tears that slid down her cheeks made me panic.

“I’m sorry,” I quickly said, even though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for. Maybe being reminded of her broken dream had hurt her, or maybe it was just the way I’d said it. I knew that my tone could be curt and rude sometimes whether it was my intention to be or not.

She shook her head and wiped at her face. “You didn’t do anything wrong. I just can’t believe I ever called you a sociopath, because you’re so much more supportive than even my own family. Some psychologist I’d be, right?”

“To be fair, I’m not a child,” I said.

She smiled flatly at my attempt at a joke. “Well, I personally think that we never stop being children. We get older, become scarred, and learn to hide what we feel to protect ourselves, but deep down—” she reached a finger up to tap the middle of my bare chest “—We’re still the same scared kids who need to feel safe, supported, and loved.”

“I don’t need that. I’ve never needed that,” I snapped back. She appeared taken aback by my outburst, and truthfully, I was too; the anger had bubbled up out of nowhere.

Ever since we’d started the cruise I’d been having trouble controlling my emotions well. She’d cracked my hardened shell, and now my feelings were seeping through the cracks of my psyche. I immediately felt bad for snapping at her, so much so that I felt shame flood my body.

But Sadie didn’t respond with anger, and instead she just sat up and climbed into my lap to hug me. Feeling her soft breasts pressed against my chest and smelling the soothing scent of chlorine and her coconut sunscreen, my shoulders gradually relaxed until I was able to hug her back.

I was glad when she didn’t give me empty words of comfort like most people might have. She simply held me close, soothing me as the remaining irritation faded from my system.

After a minute I pulled away and risked a glance up at her face, and when our eyes met again, she smiled warmly at me. I felt so grateful to her in that moment for being the most patient and understanding person I’d ever met, and before I could stop myself I leaned up and pressed my lips against hers. They were just as smooth and soft as they looked, and they tasted sweet from the fruity drink she’d been sipping.

Sadie froze at first; probably because it was the first time I had ever kissed her of my own accord. We’d shared kisses a handful of times while having sex, but those had all been vicious, messy ones where we were both really caught up in the moment, and it had never happened outside of the bedroom.

This one was decidedly not that. It was gentle and careful and clumsy, because to be frank, I didn’t have a ton of experience with it. I’d always done my best to avoid kissing the girls I was involved with if I could help it, so things rarely escalated beyond chaste pecks.

Eventually she began to kiss me back, aggressively, standing up on her knees and draping her arms around my neck like she’d been waiting for it. She tilted her head to more comfortably work her full lips against mine, and it became very clear very quickly that she knew what she was doing.

My lips tingled pleasantly as she voraciously attacked them with hers, and her hard nipples pressing firmly against my chest drew soft groans from my throat. Both of our dicks were fully hard and straining, and our making out had become overwhelming and all-encompassing to the point where I forgot that we were very much still in public.

At least until someone coughed from a few chairs away. Annoyed at being interrupted, Sadie snatched up her things and then grabbed my hand, dragging me up a small flight of steps. Her swimsuit could no longer hide the thick bulge of her cock, and it stretched the fabric out so obscenely from her body that she had to hide it with her bag.

She led me to a jacuzzi nestled within a small grove of artificial bushes, secluded enough to be hidden from the main walkway. With the ocean on the far side there was only one entrance, so unless someone was actively seeking it out, they probably wouldn’t notice it at all.

“How did you know this was here?” I asked as we got into the water and she turned on the water jets.

“I watched a video about it: ‘Top Ten Hidden Places To Have Sex on the Ruby Princess Cruise Ship’,” she confessed.

I thought about asking why she’d apparently watched the whole thing, but seeing the way her swimsuit obscenely bulged, the answer was quite literally staring me in the face.

“Convenient,” I said instead.

She didn’t reply, and instead slid right back into my lap to pick up where we’d left off. Her thighs rested on either side of my legs—asserting her control—and then she wrapped my cheeks up in her soft hands to hold me in place so that she could better attack my lips.

Kissing her made me so much hornier than I expected, and it was helped by the erotic sound of our lips smacking as we came together and then broke apart again. When she got her tongue involved, slithering it between my lips to lick wetly against mine, I groaned and tried to match her probing movements.

After a few minutes she pushed her swimsuit to the side so that her dick could pop out, and then she grabbed my hand and forced it onto her shaft.

“This is what you did to me,” she said, her green eyes sharp. “Take care of it.”

Her face left no room for argument, and with my spine tingling I immediately began to work her over, rubbing her from root to tip with firm, even strokes. Her eyelids fluttered, and she moaned and sighed against my lips each time my fist squeezed the head of her cock.

The bubbles hid what we were truly up to, and if anyone stumbled upon us they’d probably assume we were just getting a bit frisky. Then again from the way she was gyrating and humping herself up into my hand, they could also assume that we were fucking too.

The movement also had the delicious side effect of grinding her ass on my dick, and I was fighting a quickly losing battle in my shorts. I hadn’t known it was possible to get so worked up with only kissing and a little dry humping, but multiple times I’d very nearly cum on myself.

Eventually Sadie’s soft sighs gave way to too loud moans, and she grew tired of having just my hand around her. She suddenly shot to her feet to push her way into my mouth, and after only two or three quick, hard thrusts, she let herself go.

She gasped loudly and her legs flexed and spasmed, and while she spurted her cum directly onto my tongue, she pulled at my fluffy dark locks hard enough to hurt. It felt a lot warmer than usual as it slid down my throat—maybe because the jacuzzi had been warming it up in her balls—and I had to swallow desperately to avoid drowning in it.

I continued to slide my lips up and down her shaft for another minute or so to draw out what remained in her balls until she let my hair go and pushed my head away with a shuddering gasp.

With her own horniness sated for the time being she seemed to remember that I still hadn’t cum yet, but when she sat back down in my lap and reached her hand into my shorts to return the favor, she paused.

“Did you seriously jizz in your shorts?” Sadie chuckled, darkly amused. She pulled her hand back out to show me that her fingers were wet and sticky with my cum, and I blinked at the evidence, surprised.

I’d felt a strange, warm euphoria spread throughout my body while she’d been in my mouth, but I’d been so focused on her that it hadn’t really registered that I was ejaculating. “I guess so,” I mumbled.

She giggled again and leaned forward to slot her lips against mine, and with the edge taken off her kisses were much sweeter and gentler.

We kissed leisurely for a little while longer, my arms around her warm, slender waist, and hers draped loosely around my neck. After a while our lips and tongues became too tired to continue, and she backed away to give us a few minutes to catch our breaths.

As I stared up at her I had the thought that even with her makeup wiped away she looked gorgeous, and I actually liked being able to see more of her light brown freckles.

Sadie’s pink, kiss-bruised lips twisted into a frown. “You don’t think they’re childish?” she asked.

I was confused by her question until I realized I’d inadvertently said the sentence out loud, and then I shook my head. “I think they’re cute,” I replied, kissing the tip of her nose. She wrinkled it in response, and the shy smile that blossomed afterwards made me grin that much wider.

“I’m really, really happy right now. Probably the happiest I’ve been in years,” she said. Though she was still smiling it had become uneasy, like she was afraid of what my reply would be.

I hadn’t thought much about being “happy” in a very long time—it was a luxury I simply couldn’t afford when I was just trying to keep my head above water—but if the warm, light feeling in my chest was happiness, then I felt the same exact way.

I placed another short, firm kiss on her lips, and was amused by the way her eyelids fluttered shut.

“Me too.”


Chapter 5

“I don’t know if I should have chocolate chips, cookie crumbles, or rainbow sprinkles,” Sadie said, her lips pursed as she weighed her many options. She stood indecisively in front of the ship’s ice cream bar, and was rather inconsiderately holding up the line (me).

“Yeah, it’s a real Sophie’s choice,” I said. She pursed her lips and glared up at me with an annoyed squint, and I smirked right back. Fuck, she was cute. “It’s free. Just get all three.”

Sadie blinked. “Oh, good idea.” While I looked on she poured a truly atrocious amount of each topping into her bowl, and by the time she was done it had more extras than ice cream.

“I don’t think you have enough sugar,” I said as I scooped a perfectly normal amount of chocolate chips into my own bowl.

Rather than dignify my comment with a response, she added some gummy rings into her bowl for good measure, all while staring rebelliously into my eyes as she did so.

It was the last night of the cruise and we’d be docking in Anchorage in the morning, so Sadie had come up with the bright idea to do everything we’d missed or die trying. Unsurprisingly, that had mostly meant running around the ship and eating everything in sight.

The main reason we’d gotten behind on her foodie itinerary was the amount of making out we did. Once I’d realized how amazing kissing could be I hadn’t been able to stop craving it, and since she was even hornier than I was, she happily indulged me. It usually led to some form of sex, but not always; sometimes we’d pass out while kissing and then wake up hours later still in each other’s arms.

Sadie led us over to an empty table. The moment we sat down she dove into her mountain of candy, and she performed a little happy dance with each sugar-filled bite. It was another thing I’d discovered about her in the last week: she had an enormous sweet tooth.

But the gummy rings did look sort of good, and since she wasn’t paying attention I reached out to grab one. She snatched her bowl away and scowled at me before I could, hunching her back and cradling it protectively.

“My precious,” she said, making her voice raspy and guttural.

I stared blankly at her. “That’s from like Harry Potter or something, right?”

“Oh my god, have you really not seen Lord of the Rings or Harry Potter?” she asked incredulously.

“Group home and terrible childhood, remember?” I replied. I’d meant it as a dumb joke, but her face softened.

“When we get home we’re having a marathon. You can’t say no,” she quickly added, frowning when I opened my mouth to try and talk my way out of it.

I immediately snapped it shut. “Yes, dear.”

Sadie beamed, and to reward me, she stuck the gummy into my mouth. I planted a kiss on her cheek as thanks, and when she pursed her lips, I pressed one there, too.

“Get a room,” Allie joked as she and Vince sat down across from us with their own desserts. “God, you two are so different now.”

Sadie and I exchanged confused glances.

“Different how?” she asked.

“Well, on the first day, you guys kind of acted like awkward siblings. Now you’re all over each other,” Vince chimed in.

“That was just because I’d made her mad,” I said.

Allie shook her head. “No, it was more than that. You honestly didn’t look comfortable with each other at all like you do now. But anyway, since we got married like a month apart, we should take another cruise together for our five-year anniversaries!” she pitched excitedly. When she was met with silence from us, her face fell. “Or maybe not?”

I struggled to reply, because I truly didn’t know how to answer. Sadie and I would be long divorced by then, and annoyingly, Vince and Allie had grown on me enough to where I wasn’t wholly comfortable with lying directly to their faces.

Luckily I didn’t have to, as Sadie answered for the both of us. “No, that would be nice,” she said noncommittally, offering up a thin smile. Her expression had shifted to become more closed-off and subdued, and to me at least it was very noticeable.

She stayed that way for the rest of the night, only speaking when addressed directly and her smile never quite reaching her eyes anymore. I knew something was really wrong when she threw away the rest of her ice cream, because from what I’d seen of her on the cruise so far she never left a dessert unfinished.

Since we were disembarking early the next day, we decided to head directly back to our room to start packing. Neither one of us wanted to be rushing around in the morning and potentially risk leaving something behind.

The feelings I had while stuffing my clothes back into my suitcase were bittersweet. I could fully admit that the cruise had been fun, relaxing, and much needed, but truthfully I was more than ready to get back to work.

Already my mind was making a list of things I’d do once I got back into the office, and hopefully at the top of it would be talking to McCullough about my promotion. I’d done what he wanted by taking Sadie on a honeymoon, so there was really no other reason for him to hold me back.

I was so deep in thought that I didn’t realize Sadie was trying to get my attention until she was standing right beside me.

“Hey, can we talk about the contract?” she quietly asked. Her face looked nervous and uncomfortable, and concerned, I turned to give her my full attention.

“Sure. What about it?”

She fidgeted for a few seconds before speaking, her fingers nervously intertwining. “Well…do we really have to get divorced at the end of it? Things are going great, right? I think we could make a real go of it, just like Allie and Vince did.”

I slowly blinked down at her; that had been the absolute last thing I’d expected her to say.

At first I felt a flash of happiness at knowing that she liked me enough to want to stay married. The week we’d spent together had been one of the best of my life, and the thought of experiencing many more just like it made my chest swell.

But then the dread came, crushing and suffocating as it wrapped around my throat. Anchoring myself to another person had never been part of my plan. I liked Sadie a lot and she made me smile, but enjoying her company and deciding to spend the rest of my life with her were two entirely different things.

I had so many goals that I needed to accomplish, and I couldn’t get to all of them if I had to worry about her happiness and well-being too.

“Are you okay?” she asked, placing a concerned hand on my back.

I shrugged her off. “We both agreed to end the marriage at the end of three years no matter what,” I said.

Her face fell. “I know, but—”

“I like you, Sadie, but I think it’s better if we avoid complicating things by sticking to the terms we set at the beginning. I hired you for this because I don’t want to get married; even if it’s to you.”

Sadie jerked back like I’d struck her, and as I watched her brow knit and her eyes fill with water, my heart dropped. I immediately wished that I could take the words back—to explain to her that it had nothing to do with her, and everything to do with the fact that I simply didn’t have it within me to truly commit to another person.

“Right, of course,” she mumbled, blinking rapidly to stop her tears from falling. It didn’t work, and a few of them slipped out anyway. She drew in a deep breath and then let it out again, shuddering slightly as she exhaled. “I need to get the book back that I lent to Allie.”

She shoved past me and sped out of the room, keeping her head turned away so that I couldn’t see her face.

I felt like shit.

❈ ❈ ❈

We docked in Anchorage early the next morning, and after taking in the sights and shopping for souvenirs with Allie and Vince, we said our goodbyes and made our way to the airport for our short flight back home.

While the morning after our conversation had initially been very tense, after I’d groveled and apologized to her for the harshness of my tone, Sadie had ultimately forgiven me. By the time we landed in Seattle she’d even seemed to be mostly back to her usual self—her usual self before our honeymoon, anyway.

Though the sex was still great she left as soon as she was done, and it was never more frequent than the agreed upon three times a week. If I tried to kiss her she’d accept a peck on the lips at most, but anything more would be met with either inaction or a blatant pulling away.

She’d completely withdrawn all extraneous affection from our relationship, and while it stung, I couldn’t fault her for it. She needed to keep her distance to protect herself, and the kissing, cuddling, and conversations we’d had during the cruise were what had brought us closer in the first place. If I wasn’t willing or able to try for anything more, treating our contract marriage as something serious would only cause her more pain in the end.

Knowing that and experiencing it were two different things though, and it was extremely hard not getting the real Sadie anymore. She was always perfectly nice towards me, but now that I’d experienced her genuine attention and affection, I didn’t feel nearly as satisfied anymore when we were together.

Even two full weeks after we’d returned home, I was still just as confused about what I should do about her. For so long, I’d been singularly focused on advancing my career and making enough money so I’d never have to struggle or rely on anyone ever again.

But now that she’d wormed her way into my chest and the twisty tunnels of my brain, everything I had been working towards for the last decade suddenly seemed so much less important. She distracted me constantly, and I could barely focus on work anymore because she was always on my mind.

I stared blankly at my computer screen, the words and numbers blending together until they looked like little marching ants. The office was nearly empty as most of my co-workers had gone out for lunch, and I’d begged off with the very real excuses that I was both behind on work and that my wife had packed food for me.

Since no one was around I felt safe in pulling out my phone, and then I navigated to the honeymoon gallery Sadie had made for me to send to my boss. It contained a curated collection of the more interesting and ‘romantic’ photos we’d taken during our vacation, each of them trying to sell the idea that we were newlyweds who were deeply in love with each other.

As I swiped through the dozens of pictures we’d taken together, the thing I noticed most was that I was smiling; really smiling, and not the schmoozing, pasted-on smile that I used when talking to clients, co-workers, or strangers.

I quickly switched to a different folder to look at some of my older photos—photos from a few months before Sadie and I had gotten married—and in every single one, I looked absolutely exhausted. I was far too skinny and my skin was too pale, and I was barely smiling in any of them.

I kept swiping back and forth between the old pictures and the new ones we’d taken on the cruise, shocked by the differences in myself. With my wide grin, stubble, and hair free of its usual heavy product, I barely recognized myself because I looked relaxed and insanely happy.

My gaze shifted to Sadie next, and instead of facing the camera, she was looking directly at me with her smile wide and her eyes soft with adoration.

I’d never been looked at like that before.

As I swiped through the rest of the gallery, I noticed that she was looking at me a lot. Sometimes with confusion, and sometimes with exasperation, but in all of them I felt like she genuinely cared for the person that I was—including the fucked up parts of me that only she knew about.

Vince’s earlier advice suddenly came to mind again, and as I thought about what I wanted my future to look like, I was surprised to find that it wasn’t my job, or cars, or clothes that mattered to me. Instead, all I could see was Sadie. Her smile, her eyes, and though it was embarrassing to admit, her cock.

My desk phone rang, and I jumped a foot in the air. It took me a second or two to regain my bearings, and after glancing at the name flashing across the screen, I picked up the receiver and brought it to my ear.

“Sir?” I asked.

“Come see me,” McCullough said before hanging up in his usual brusque way.

I got to my feet and ambled towards his office, wondering if we were about the conversation I’d been waiting on for years now. While we’d talked about my honeymoon the day I had returned to work, he hadn’t mentioned anything at all about my promotion.

Any attempts to press him on it were met with deflections, and after a couple of days, I’d given up. I was much less disappointed about it than I’d expected to be, though; probably because I was still so preoccupied with thinking about Sadie.

He had a smile on his face when I entered his office, and the moment I closed his door and sat down in front of him, he began to speak.

“I talked to your portfolio manager and the other senior analysts on your team, and they all agree that you’re more than ready to take on some additional responsibility. That will mean directly overseeing a few of the junior analysts and some longer hours, but we’ll be moving you up into the next pay band, too. Congratulations,” he said, grinning wider and holding out his hand.

I stared at it and frowned. His offer should have thrilled me, but instead I only felt cold dread growing in my stomach. If I took the promotion, I’d get home later and spend even less time with Sadie than I already did. We’d continue to drift further and further apart, and at the end of our three-year contract, we would eventually divorce as strangers.

The thought of never seeing her again terrified me more than the thought of staying with her forever, and then I was shocked by the sudden but obvious realization that I didn’t want my marriage to end at all.

“I don’t want it anymore,” I said, unable to believe the words coming out of my own mouth.

McCullough’s hand dropped to the desk, and he blinked. “What? Why not?”

“I think…I want to see my wife more. I’m not confident that I can take this promotion and keep her at the same time.”

I was worried that he’d be upset—he’d probably gone to bat hard for me, and despite what he’d said I’d bet that he had to do a lot of convincing to get the others on board—but instead his face split into a broad grin.

“Contrary to what most of you young hotshots seem to believe, having a good wife doesn’t take away from you. It only adds to your life, because having the love and support of a family gives you the focus you need to become a better man. Once you’re more settled in your marriage, we can have another discussion about your promotion,” he offered. His smile then softened. “I’m proud of how far you’ve come, Isaac. I wonder what that smart, but lonely and pissed off kid I met fifteen years ago would think of the man you are right now.”

My throat tightened, and I swallowed hard. While I hated to admit that I cared so much about someone else’s opinion, hearing those words from the person I’d looked up to for years—to know that he was proud of me—still felt really nice.

“He’d probably think I was a stud for landing such a gorgeous wife,” I said.

McCullough threw his head back and laughed, and I smiled in return. His laughing like that meant I wasn’t about to be fired, at least.

“Can I take off early?” I asked. “I worked through lunch, and I finished everything I needed to do today.”

He waved me off with a knowing grin. “Go on home and enjoy being a newlywed.”

With a final rushed thanks, I hurried back to my desk to grab my things and then sped out of the office. Living downtown meant only having to walk eight or so blocks to get to my condo, and as I rushed home, I tried to work out what I was going to say to her.

The worst outcome would be if she rejected me and said that it was too late, or that I’d hurt her too much for her to ever think of me the same way again. If that happened I didn’t know what I would do, because at this point I wasn’t sure if I could live without her.

The elevator up to my floor seemed to take forever, and then I jogged down the hall to get to my apartment. I unlocked the door and threw it open—fully expecting to see her waiting at the kitchen counter like she usually was when I got home after work—so when she wasn’t there, I frowned.

“Sadie?” I called into the apartment. When I was met with silence I walked around the condo in search of her, checking the bedrooms and bathrooms and even the balcony, and after she was nowhere to be found, I began to panic.

Of course, I knew that she hadn’t left me. There was evidence of her everywhere, from her clothes, to her shoes, to the massive amount of hair and skin care products in her bathroom. But even knowing that she’d be back, I just couldn’t shake the illogical fear that if I didn’t see her as soon as possible, I’d lose her forever.

While I was busy working myself up over nothing I heard the front door unlock, and then Sadie was stepping through the doorway in a sports bra and a pair of leggings. Her sweaty brown hair was tied back in a sloppy ponytail, and her gym bag hung from her shoulder.

She tiredly kicked her shoes off at the door and turned around to walk further into the foyer. She stopped short and let out a little squeak when she saw me—clearly surprised that I was home so early—and another squeak followed when I dashed over to wrap her up in a tight hug.

“Um, everything okay?” she asked, confusion and worry evident in her tone.

“You weren’t here,” I mumbled into her neck. She smelled of musk and sweat and her, and I greedily breathed her in.

Sadie laughed. “I don’t just stay home all day, you know. And I’m still trying to work off the last few pounds I gained on the cruise.” When I didn’t say anything and just kept holding onto her, she dragged herself out of my arms to frown up at me. “Seriously, what is it? You’re really scaring me now.”

“I want to void our contract,” I said in a rush. Her face fell and she wilted, dropping her gym bag in shock, and it was only then that I realized how my words might have been misinterpreted. “No! Not like that. I mean, I don’t want to get divorced at the end of it either.”

She immediately hugged me, relieved, and then she pulled away again to punch me hard on the shoulder. “God, why the hell would you say it like that?!”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry I’m such a fuck up, and I’m sorry again for what I said on the ship. If I could take it back, I would.”

Sadie regarded me carefully for a few seconds, like she wasn’t sure whether or not she should believe me. “What changed?” she finally asked.

“McCullough offered me the promotion to senior analyst,” I said, and when she smiled and started to congratulate me, I shook my head. “I turned it down.”

Her eyes widened. “What? Why? I thought that was what all of this has been for.”

I averted my gaze, unable to say what I needed to when she was staring straight at me. “Because I realized that I didn’t want to work more hours. What I want is to eat breakfast with you in the morning, and have dinner with you at night. I want to sit on the couch and watch thirty hours of movies about hobbits and wizards with you just because it makes you smile. I want to be together with you, every day, and for as long as I can.”

When I looked over at her again her eyes were really wet and wide, and her face was so frustratingly blank that I couldn’t tell what she was thinking at all.

“Oh,” she said. She went silent again, and I sighed and ran a worried hand through my hair.

“Look, I know I hurt you. I’ll probably keep hurting you, even if I don’t mean to. I don’t know how to be in a real relationship, but I swear that I’ll do my best to try.”

My words finally seemed to have gotten through to her, because her lips relaxed into a soft smile. “No one gets through life without hurting the people they care the most about at some point. I’ll probably hurt you too.”

“So…is that a yes?” I asked anxiously. “Will you still be my wife?”

Sadie nodded and smiled wider. “Of course it’s a yes,” she replied, and I squeezed her again as the worry poured off of my shoulders to pool at my feet. When her arms slid up to hug me back I noticed that her heart was also beating very, very fast; beneath her therapist’s poker face, she was just as nervous and scared as I was.

After a little while I felt something hard poking into my hip, and then I pulled back to look at her incredulously. “Really? Are you ever not horny? We were having a moment.”

“Well, it just occurred to me: if the contract doesn’t matter anymore, that means I can fuck you whenever I want. Are you complaining?” she asked teasingly, rubbing her cock more firmly against me. I shook my head, staring down at the obscene bulge in her leggings with eager desire, and she brought her mouth closer to my ear to whisper even though there was no one around to hear her. “Then, do you want me to fuck you now or after I shower?”

She looked supremely smug, as if she knew exactly what my answer would be and just needed to hear me say it. Since I could never resist her, I gave her what she wanted.

“Now,” I mumbled.

The corners of her lips curled upwards, and then she wrapped a strong hand around the back of my neck to pull my head down and take a kiss from me. Her soft lips devoured mine like she’d been holding herself back for years, and they tasted salty from her sweat.

I’d missed kissing her so much that I nearly cried, and was a little disappointed when she broke it to unbutton my shirt and pull it off of my shoulders. A moment later my undershirt soon followed, and then her hands greedily ran up and down my naked chest before dropping to my slacks to unbutton them.

She pushed them down to my knees and turned me around so that my hands were leaning on the counter top. While my back was turned I weirdly got a strong whiff of coconut, and a few seconds later a cool, slick finger entered my ass. She worked it in deep, getting it in up to the knuckle in a matter of seconds.

The feeling was different than usual; more slippery than the stickiness I was used to. “What is that?”

“Coconut oil. I don’t feel like looking for lube,” she said.

“Will that actually work?” I asked, worried. I sometimes liked a little pain when she fucked me, but too much and it wasn’t enjoyable at all.

“It’ll work.” Her voice was short and impatient, and I heard the telltale schlicking sounds of her getting her own cock ready to stretch me open.

She rubbed the slick tip of her dick against my pucker a few times, building the anticipation until I was squirming beneath her, and right as I was about to beg her to get it over with, she drove her hips forward and shoved herself inside of me.

We moaned in unison when she popped into my asshole. The slight burning sensation of being stretched so suddenly, but like usual it quickly gave way to a satisfying fullness. She shook her hips a bit—trying to work every centimeter of herself into my tunnel until her warm, heavy balls pressed into mine.

I gasped and dug my fingers into the counter, panting and biting my lip hard as she slowly pulled back and then slammed forward again. With each subsequent movement she sped up her hips, working it further into my hole until she was smoothly gliding in and out.

The coconut oil worked much better than I thought it would. The more it was warmed with friction and body heat the slicker it became, and unlike the lube we usually used it didn’t dry out at all. Her cock remained just as wet and slippery, and she was able to pummel my prostate continuously without having to stop and reapply or spit at the point where we were joined.

As she ground against my button, I gradually began to feel a familiar tingling sensation in the head of my dick. Precum oozed out of me to drip onto the hardwood floor, the clear, sticky fluid leaking from my slit to form a small puddle beneath me. It felt absolutely amazing, but it still wasn’t enough for me.

“Harder,” I gasped.

“Harder what?” she asked, her voice amused and mocking.

My cheeks flushed. “Please.”

Sadie chuckled in her throat, widened her stance, and then began to drive herself into me as hard and as fast as she could. She mindlessly and selfishly pounded me because she knew that was how I liked it, the pleasure so intense that my eyes rolled into the back of my head.

“Is that hard enough for you?” she hissed. I groaned my reply, and she giggled and leaned forward to lick a long swipe up the side of my neck. “I wonder what changed your mind,” she panted into my ear, “It was my big fucking cock, wasn’t it?”

I immediately shook my head, the answer clear to me even through the haze of ecstasy. “It was all of you.”

Her thrusts faltered for a second, and she fell really silent behind me. She grabbed my jaw and turned my head around so that she could shove her tongue into my mouth, and then her hand fell from my cheek to wrap around my throat. Her fingers squeezed just tightly enough to make me lightheaded while at the same time kissing me tenderly, and it was somehow both rough and incredibly intimate in a way that felt like the perfect analogy for our marriage.

“That was very sweet of you to say, Isaac, but I’m still going to fuck the shit out of you,” she snarled before digging her teeth into the skin between my neck and shoulder. She made good on her word by somehow finding another gear, drilling me so hard that I was certain the sound of our flesh slapping together could be heard from the condo next door.

I grunted each time she bottomed out, and my back was sweating profusely as she rammed my ass with every ounce of strength that she possessed. Her hot breath against the side of my neck made me shudder, and I involuntarily squeezed down on her every time she panted.

Unlike when she usually fucked me, she gave my dick some attention by wrapping her soft, oil-slick around the shaft. She held it more than tried to jerk me off, very gently rubbing her thumb over the head to make me shiver.

She was being very careful about how much she touched me, backing off whenever she felt me swell too much in her palm, and it was then that I realized she was managing my orgasm because she wanted us to cum at the same time.

It wasn’t long before I felt her cock twitch and jerk inside of me—one of the surefire signs that she was very close to ejaculating. She half-moaned, half-whimpered into my ear, and after a few final, especially strong thrusts, my asshole was filled with a familiar wet warmth as she trembled against me.

It was exactly what I needed to push me over the edge with her, and my own dick expanded in her hand to shoot my load onto the kitchen cabinets in front of us. She’d given me an orgasm from both my dick and my prostate, so the pleasure was overwhelming to the point where I nearly blacked out and was drooling from both my lips and my dick. If it weren’t for the counter top supporting me I might have collapsed, and judging by how heavily she was leaning on me, I was holding her up too.

When she was done emptying her balls inside of me she rested her chin on my shoulder for a long few minutes, huffing and puffing like she’d just run a marathon. Normally she wasn’t so tired after such a quick rutting, but we had gone at it pretty hard and it probably didn’t help that she’d just done what was basically two cardio sessions in a row.

Eventually she was able to work up the energy to ease herself out of me, shivering a little when the head of her cock popped out of the tight ring of my asshole. She seemed a bit unsteady on her feet, so I quickly turned around and wrapped her up in a tight hug.

A slight smile tugged at her lips as she returned it, and she looked so content just being in my arms that the skeptical, damaged part of me couldn’t help rearing its ugly head again.

“Why are you so patient with me? Is it because you know how fucked up I am?” I asked with a challenging edge to my voice.

Sadie didn’t rise to the bait at all though, and instead only looked up at me through exhausted eyes and smiled. “You’re not fucked up, Isaac. I’m patient with you because I love you.”

My eyes immediately widened, and although panic clawed at my throat and everything inside of me wanted to escape, I shoved it all down with a heavy swallow because I absolutely refused to hurt her again.

“I’ve never been told that before,” I finally replied. It wasn’t strictly true—I’d had co-workers say they loved me while they were drunk, or had it uttered by some of the other escorts I’d hired in the past—but I’d certainly never been told by someone who seemed like they really, truly meant it.

“Then from now on I’ll tell you every day, and as many times as you want. Even when I’m extremely pissed off at you.”

My heart pounded as a long-buried feeling sprung to the surface and bubbled out of me. Despite my mind and body resisting it, I knew exactly what the feeling was—I just hadn’t experienced it in over fifteen years.

The scary thing about loving someone was that one day you’d lose them. Whether it was because of growing in different directions, a circumstance outside of your control, or death, no matter what there would be a moment where you’d have to say goodbye.

It was an unavoidable part of life, and after the devastating loss I’d experienced as a child and all of the terrible things that had happened to me afterwards, I didn’t know if I could take that kind of pain again.

As I continued to stare down at her—at her gentle smile and her sparkling, bright green eyes—I knew that even if I only had one more day with her, I would still be happy just to have had any time with her at all.

I opened my mouth to respond, to tell her that I loved her too and wanted to spend the rest of my life with her. Instead my throat tightened, leaving me feeling so frustrated with myself that I wanted to cry.

But rather than get upset, Sadie just held me tighter.

“It’s okay. I know.”


Epilogue

“Did you finish setting the table?” Sadie asked, using a pair of tongs to plate one of the finished steaks. She was a harried, anxious ball of energy, frowning as she rushed around the kitchen trying to do everything at once. She had on the same black dress she’d worn the first time she’d met my boss, though this time her hair was tied up into a tight, fancy bun.

I came up behind her to try to make her relax, loosely wrapping my arms around her waist and pressing my lips into her neck. “Yeah, though I can promise you that McCullough won’t care if there’s no tablecloth.”

“Maybe not, but Joan will,” she mumbled while shrugging me off again, and I couldn’t really say anything in response because she was absolutely right.

McCullough and his wife had all but invited themselves over for dinner, claiming to want to see the home we’d only just purchased and moved into, so we’d been scrambling for a week to get everything unpacked and ready enough to receive guests.

Over a year after our honeymoon and once we were more sure about staying together past the contract’s end, we’d decided to downgrade our overly expensive lifestyle, moving from my high-rise condo in the heart of the city and into a nice four-bedroom family house right outside of town. My commute was fifteen minutes longer by car and it was a much less walkable area, but the amount of money we were saving made the move worth it.

I didn’t pay her a salary anymore either, as she instead insisted on building up our savings and investments to protect ourselves because my job was pretty high-risk and ‘2008 could happen again.’ She even had us on a budget now, which was a thing I’d never really considered before meeting her. She was so much smarter about those kinds of things than I was, even though finance was technically my job.

I still worked a lot, but it was a much more manageable fifty hours a week rather than the sixty or seventy I’d been putting in before. Getting home was the best part of my day, and though it was a life I couldn’t have imagined only a few years ago, I was happier than I’d ever been.

As my new therapist liked to say, I was finally moving forward one step at a time.

“I want to make a good impression on them,” Sadie said, drawing me back into conversation. She looked genuinely worried about it, which I didn’t understand at all.

“Why?”

She gave me a flat look. “Well, they’ve known you for over half of your life, Isaac.”

“So? That doesn’t make them my family,” I replied.

“But they’re the closest thing you have to one. And since you basically married me to gain their approval, I think it’s safe to say you value their opinion. So now, I value it too.”

I thought that was a massive oversimplification of what had happened, but she had a point. “They already like you, Sadie. You really don’t have to stress yourself out over this.”

“I know, but I want them to love me.” The doorbell rang, and Sadie’s panic returned. “Go let them in and show them around, I’m almost finished here.”

I left to do as she’d commanded, though truthfully there wasn’t much to see. Most of the things we’d ordered wouldn’t be delivered for another week, so besides the furniture we had brought over from my condo, our house was pretty barebones.

After I’d given them the not-so-grand tour we all sat down to dinner, and despite all of Sadie’s worrying, everything had turned out great. The steak, asparagus, and pasta salad she’d made were all delicious, and the only thing Joan could bitch about was the rolls not being very fresh. Considering I’d bought them from the grocery store nearly a week ago, it barely counted as a complaint.

“Four bedrooms is an awful lot of house for two people,” Joan said with absolutely zero subtlety whatsoever.

Sadie and I exchanged a glance, having an entire conversation with our eyes alone.

“Actually, we were thinking of fostering children,” she said while grabbing my hand.

“Someday,” I made sure to add, because she was busy with getting her Master’s, and I was still in therapy working through a lot of trauma and abandonment issues. Trying to help a kid when I was on such shaky ground myself didn’t seem like the best idea, though I was slowly but surely getting better. “We’ll start with a couple of dogs first to see if we can even handle caring for a living thing, but eventually we want to give some kids who need it a chance at having a real family.”

Joan made a strangled sound in the back of her throat while McCullough proudly beamed, and although I didn’t totally agree with Sadie’s insistence that they were kind of like my family, it felt good to know that they approved of our plans anyway.

They left a couple of hours later after a dessert of homemade apple pie, and then Sadie and I decompressed in our very much still-in-progress backyard. The grass was overgrown because we didn’t have a lawnmower yet, and except for a table and a couple of cheap plastic chairs we’d bought, it was completely empty.

“That went well,” I said, glancing over at where she was tiredly slumped in her chair next to me.

Sadie rolled her eyes. “For you, maybe. I did all the cooking, and then Joan made me promise to go shopping with her next week because—and I quote—’your home decor is a travesty, darling’,” she said while mimicking Joan’s rich, waspy voice.

I thought about pointing out that Joan was kind of right about that, but looking at Sadie’s exhausted face, I was pretty sure she didn’t want to hear that at the moment.

“Come here,” I said instead, holding my hand out to her. She took it and climbed into my lap to let me cuddle her. “You did an amazing job.”

She loudly scoffed, but the corners of her lips twitched upwards. “Well, lucky for us we get to do it all over again next month when my family comes to visit, and then a couple of weeks after that Allie and Vince are coming up from California.” She sighed and shook her head. “I can’t believe this is my life now, hosting dinner parties of all things.”

I rolled my eyes at her dramatics and then nudged her until she looked down at me. “I love you,” I said. Even though I was absolutely sure about her saying those words still made me panic a little, but each time I uttered them, it got just a tiny bit easier.

Sadie’s face noticeably brightened. She’d cried the first time I had told her, and even now it was a surefire way to make her smile.

After a few moments though it fell into something more mischievous, and she leaned forward until our lips were nearly touching. “Then show me.”

That was all I needed to hear. I picked her up and threw her over my shoulder like a caveman, carrying her back into the house as she laughed.
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