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      Savannah has had her entire life planned out by others. When she was forced into a loveless marriage, all she could do was try to make the best of it. Until the day Wyatt Carmichael comes in and wants her for himself. He’s been the only man to hold her heart and she’s wondering if she can finally have the love and life she deserves.

      Wyatt has been biding his time until the perfect moment to have her. One look at Savannah when he was fourteen and he was done for. He’s done everything in his life so that he’d have his shot, and now that he’s got it, he’s not leaving anything to chance.

      Warning: The second book in this duet can be read as a stand alone…but it’s better if you read The Virgin Husband first! Can the evil wife get her redemption and find love all at the same time? Are you kidding us?! Of course she can! See what happens when the hated wife finds her happily ever after.

    

  


  
    
      To redemption…

      sometimes it’s possible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          Savannah

        

      

    

    
      When I wake up I see I’ve got over a hundred messages on my phone. I know instantly something has happened. I scroll through them and see most of them are from my father and a few are from friends. A chill runs down my back when I see one of the articles someone sent me. It’s there right in front of my face and I can’t ignore it.

      Billionaire Aiden Clark annuls marriage to heiress Savannah Matthews

      “Shit.” I toss my phone on the bed and cringe. This is why my father is calling and texting me nonstop.

      I was hoping I had a few more days to prepare for what was coming but I guess I don’t get that luxury. Not now that Aiden is in love. I roll my eyes and get out of bed. It’s not that Caroline isn’t great or that I don’t want Aiden to be happy. We just agreed that this was the deal and then he went back on it. I can’t blame him, but I need to blame someone and I’m not taking any responsibility for it. I’ve kept my end of the deal. It’s everyone around me who’s always breaking their word.

      My phone vibrates again and I assume it’s my father, but when I look down I see Wyatt’s name. The first time we met we were fourteen and in high school. Wyatt was mine and Aiden’s lawyer since we got married. Aiden and I used him for everything, including our prenuptial agreement and now annulment. He’s probably seen the news, but I don’t know why he would be calling me since Aiden is the one he usually deals with.

      Wyatt Carmichael is the cockiest asshole I’ve ever met and it’s part of what makes him a great lawyer. Even when we were kids and he didn’t have much, he still walked in every room like he owned it. Like we were all there for him. I hated him the first time I saw him and nothing has changed since then. It’s just too bad my body never got the message.

      He’s loud and doesn’t care that people are annoyed by him. He’s inconsiderate of people’s feelings and never apologizes for anything. Yet when I think about that dark beard and what it would feel like on the insides of my thighs I can hardly think straight.

      I sigh as I go to my bathroom and get in the shower. I hate Wyatt, but my lady business wants him more than anyone else. Ever. It’s just too bad I can’t have him. The whole reason I married Aiden was because my father wouldn’t allow me to be with anyone else. Even if I didn’t love him. I was forced into every path I’ve ever taken and I knew with one look at Wyatt that he was a path I could never take.

      The message from Wyatt said I need to come by his office today and finish signing the paperwork. I thought I signed all I needed to, but I don’t really remember that clearly. I was upset when I scribbled my name on the form Aiden gave me and I probably did it in the wrong place.

      When I’m finished in the bathroom I grab a cream-colored dress and a pair of heels. I tie my hair back in a low ponytail and then put on some lipstick. I don’t really want to get dressed up, but it’s been ingrained in me for so long that appearances matter and I have to go through the motions.

      I grab my bag on the way out and then drive towards downtown. Aiden was the one who wanted to live in the suburbs, but I miss the city. He said I got the house, but I wonder if that means I can sell it? I don’t need all that space, but I doubt my father would approve the sale. He’s still guardian of my trust and he uses it against me every chance he gets.

      Before I go to Wyatt’s office I decide to stop for a coffee. I park the car and get out, and when I get inside I see there’s a couple of people in line. I pull out my phone while I wait and scroll my Instagram.

      I’m looking through pictures of my cousin’s new little baby and smiling when I hear someone whisper behind me.

      “Can you believe it? How awful must she have been for her husband to never fuck her?” I feel my neck get hot as I turn around and see two girls behind me trying to hide their laughter.

      Maybe they were talking about someone else? I’m famous because of my family, but it’s not like I’m a celebrity or anything.

      The person in front of me is called forward and I go back to my phone. I’m just about to put it away and order my coffee when I see someone has tagged me in a post. I click on it and my blood runs cold when I see the gossip site has posted my medical records and has the word VIRGIN splashed across the screen.

      I can’t stop myself from scanning the page and reading about how Aiden left me for another woman and we never consummated the marriage. I hear more giggles behind me and I look up to see the barista staring at me and then down at my phone.

      I hold my phone against my chest as I back out of the coffee shop and run to my car. Hot tears sting my eyes as I fumble with my keys. I shouldn’t care what people think, but that comment stung. Yes, I’m a virgin, but so was Aiden. He just doesn't have a medical record to prove it.

      I drive out the parking lot too fast and my tires screech as I make the turn towards Wyatt’s office. I don’t know where else to go or what to do, but I don’t want to talk to Aiden. He’s just going to feel sorry for me and I don’t need that right now. I want to make sure I’m split from him and there’s nothing else tying us together. The last thing I want right now is sympathy for the life I had to choose.

      Nothing about what I’ve wanted has ever come into play. I didn’t get to go to the schools I wanted, or choose the major I wanted, or even marry the person I wanted. I was forced into this and people think they know the whole story, but they don’t know anything about me.

      When I get to Wyatt’s office I park my car and take a deep breath before I wipe away any remaining tears and square my shoulders. I’m ready to face whatever is in front of me, and that includes an asshole with the ability to make me weak in every part of my soul.

      I just need to make it through this meeting and Wyatt Carmichael will be out of my life forever.

      It’s too bad he has other plans.
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          Wyatt

        

      

    

    
      I hang up the phone when I hear Savannah enter my office. One look at her and I’m transported back to the first time I saw her.

      I was fourteen and it was my first day at a new school. I was accepted after the school year had already begun, so it was two months in and everyone already knew one another. I had applied for a scholarship and was denied, but then another scholarship student dropped out and they told me I could have the spot. I jumped at the chance because it was the best school in the state and one of the top schools in the entire country.

      The terms of the scholarship constituted a work-study program where I had to work in the kitchens during lunch and stay after school to help maintain the pool for the swim team. I agreed to it because I would have agreed to anything that would help me get out of my situation at home.

      I lived with my uncle in a trailer park on the outskirts of town. It was over an hour’s bus ride to get to school and took almost double that in the afternoons to get back home. My uncle was a drunk who managed to stay sober long enough to work a few hours a day hanging sheetrock. I worked nights at the convenience store near the trailer park because they didn’t care how old I was. They knew they could get me to work the shifts nobody wanted and pay me cash and I wouldn’t complain. I found out early on that I didn’t need much sleep and napped on the bus when it got bad. I did what I had to.

      The worst part about where we lived was the school district was shit. I knew I was smart and that I was going to make something of myself, but I had to get out of there to do it. When my uncle saw me filling out the application he made fun of me for days. It was better than when he used to knock me around, but he stopped doing that when I got bigger than him.

      When I didn’t get accepted right away I was already thinking about how I could get the money to get out of town and try to make a life somewhere else. I don’t like to think about what I would have done to get it, but it never came to that, thankfully.

      I’d been up all night before the first day, going over all the work I needed to make up. It had been a long day with classes and learning what I had to do in the kitchen and I was exhausted by the time I had to report to the pool.

      The student aquatics director Brad was showing me the chemicals and how to clean out the filtration system when the swim team came in. I was horny as shit when I was fourteen and could hardly keep my hand off my dick when I had four seconds to myself. But real-life girls were never on my radar. I was a dirty kid from the wrong side of town and I knew my place in the world. I had big dreams of one day breaking out, but I was aware at a young age that some people would never see the real me while I was dressed in rags. That is, until she looked at me.

      Eyes as green as emeralds looked across the water and into my soul. I stood there staring at the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen and I couldn’t speak. She was smiling at me and my heart began to swell. When she lifted her hand and waved, I thought I was going to pass out. I raised my own hand and then her face twisted in confusion. That’s when I looked over my shoulder to see Brad waving back at her.

      “Put your hand down, freshman. She’s waving at me,” he scolded, and I tucked my chin and went back to cleaning.

      I watched her during the whole lesson out of the corner of my eye. I felt stupid and vulnerable after embarrassing myself in front of her, but I know she was looking at me. I felt something in that moment had changed my life forever, and I wasn’t wrong.

      The next four years I got to know her and her best friend Aiden. We weren’t exactly what you’d call friends because I’m pretty sure she hated me. But every time after the pool incident when my dick got hard it was for her. And it got hard a lot.

      Then two years ago I got a phone call from Aiden asking me for a favor. He needed me to draft up some paperwork, and when he said it was for a premarital agreement for him and Savannah I nearly ripped my desk in half.

      I’d just made partner in my firm and was finally making the money I knew she deserved. I knew her father and had done business with him, and I knew that he wouldn’t let her tie herself to just anyone. With my past there was no way he was letting me near her unless my pockets were padded, and I was finally there the day Aiden dropped the bomb.

      What the fuck could I do but file the paperwork? I knew she didn’t love him and he didn’t love her, but that didn’t mean she could be mine. I wanted her more than I’d wanted anything, but I couldn’t have her. Not yet.

      I made the agreement to where she got everything and then some. I wanted to make sure if she ever wanted a way out she could have it. I knew that one day I would have her, and until then I wouldn’t have anyone else.

      They invited me to the wedding, and at the bottom of the invitation there was a note from Savannah. She wrote that the day would only be full of joy if I was there. For a moment I thought she’d written it on everyone's invitation, but I knew better. Savannah would never go out of her way to be nice to someone if she didn't mean it. We have a long history of back and forth and her wedding day was no exception.

      I was standing in the back while the guests were filing in and I didn’t want to go inside. I convinced myself a thousand times that I should leave, but I felt like if I didn’t see it with my own eyes then I would always wonder if it was real.

      After seeing Aiden at the end of the aisle I couldn’t do it. It should be me. I couldn’t sit there and watch the woman I’ve wanted my whole life give her heart to another man. I turned around to storm out and there she was.

      She was dressed in ivory and she looked so beautiful I couldn’t breathe. When my eyes met hers I saw tears form there and before I knew what was happening I was holding her in my arms. I moved so that we were out of sight from everyone else and I held her as she cried. I didn’t speak or ask any questions, I just rubbed her back while she wept in my arms.

      I closed my eyes and the scent of roses surrounded me. She was so soft and fragile in my arms and all I wanted to do was steal her. But she took a breath and then stepped away from me as she straightened her back.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, her emerald green eyes piercing straight through my heart.

      “I’ll be waiting,” I whispered to her as she walked past me and down the aisle to her future husband.

      I stood there for just a second before I walked out the door and never looked back. That day I carried her heart out of there with me and promised myself to protect it and to keep it safe until the moment was mine.

      When Aiden called me to file the annulment papers I hit send on the email. I had them drawn up the day they were married and was waiting for the day I could put them to use. I saw Savannah over the past two years and I knew with one look that she was miserable but she wouldn’t leave. It killed me because I loved her and I wanted her to be happy, but she didn’t love herself enough to ask for it.

      Now that she’s free and clear, it seems like a dick move to trap her all over again. But I know that in doing this, I’ll finally give her what she was missing. I can give her the life and love she deserves and worship her until the end of time. I just need her name on the dotted line and all will be right.

      And if she decides to throw a fit, I’ve got a little insurance in my back pocket that will have her father agreeing for her. Everything is going according to plan, and as she walks in my office I feel my heart beating for the first time in years.
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      “Good morning,” she says in her raspy voice as she walks in.

      I watch without comment as she tosses her fur coat on my couch and takes a seat without me asking her to. I bite my lip and then rub my thumb across it as I think about how tight her pussy is. She’s so stuck up I bet she’s never even put her fingers inside it.

      “Make yourself at home, won’t you?” I say with sarcasm in my voice and she rolls her eyes.

      “You called me down here first thing in the morning, what do you want?” She glances around the room, trying not to look at me.

      I make a show of looking at my watch and see it’s noon. “I should have anticipated how long it would take you to get ready.”

      Now her eyes snap to me in a glare and I swear it goes straight to my cock. What I wouldn’t give to see her eyes wide with my dick in her mouth.

      “Are you going to take your time since you’re charging me by the hour?”

      “Don’t you want me to take my time?” I ask, sitting down across from her and leaning back in my seat.

      Her cheeks flush. She looks out the window and crosses her arms, no doubt to cover up her tight nipples under that cream dress. Fuck, I can’t wait to get my mouth on them.

      “I need you to sign these,” I say, moving the folder closer to her.

      “Fine,” she says as she grabs the pen.

      I hit the buzzer on my intercom and one of the office paralegals comes in. “If you could witness this,” I say, indicating the papers in front of Savannah.

      Savannah scrawls her name on the papers without reading a word of it. Then I turn them towards me and sign. Afterwards I hand it to the paralegal, who signs and then notarizes the document.

      “Thank you, that’ll be all,” I say, and Savannah stands up. “Not you,” I add and she rolls her eyes again and sits back down.

      The paralegal leaves and closes the door as I tuck the paperwork away.

      “What else could you possibly want me for?” Savannah’s question is heavy and I ponder all the answers I could give her.

      I want to tell her that I want her for everything, but that might just make her fall out of her chair. But I’ve got to tell her eventually and now is probably the best time for it.

      “These are yours,” I say, handing her a set of keys.

      “What for?” She takes them and looks at them in confusion. “Why do I need keys?”

      “They’re to my place. You obviously can’t stay at the house you shared with Aiden anymore. It would be awkward for me to fuck you where he slept.”

      Slowly her eyebrows rise and her emerald green eyes turn to ice. “How dare you talk to me like that.”

      I stand up and walk around the small table between us to lean over her in her chair. “Oh, princess, you can pretend all you want, but you and I both know this was a long time coming.” I smirk down at her and walk back to my chair. “The movers are already at your place and should be finished within the hour. I’ve arranged a spa day for you while you wait. Then you can go to our place afterwards.”

      “Our place?” Her voice rises as she gets out of her seat. “Are you shitting me right now, Wyatt? I can’t live with you. I haven’t even told my father that Aiden and I are finished.”

      I notice that nowhere in her declaration did she say she didn’t want to be with me.

      “This is insane.” She tosses the keys on the desk and I smile at her and pick them up.

      “How is this insane? Where else would my wife live but with me?”

      “Wife?” she whispers, and I can see as understanding hits her and she looks at the paperwork. “You didn’t.”

      “Oh, I most certainly did. It’s signed, sealed, and notarized.”

      “I’ll rip it up,” she says.

      “It’s not happening, princess.”

      “I’ll tell everyone you tricked me. I’ll have the paperwork voided. You can’t do this, Wyatt.” Her cheeks are flushed, and I can feel the heat coming off of her as she comes closer.

      “You’re cute when you’re throwing a tantrum,” I say, reaching out and tucking a lock of hair behind her ear.

      “How could you? Haven’t I been through enough?”

      I lean down close so that my lips are so close to her face I can feel her breath on them. “I’m doing this because of what you’ve been through.” I reach up and touch her neck and let my fingers trace the line of her throat gently. “You were in a loveless marriage where you were ignored for years. I won’t let you get away again.”

      She gasps when I move closer, and instead of kissing her lips I brush my mouth along her jaw and to her ear.

      “I should have carried you out of there that day,” I say, and we both know I’m talking about her wedding. “Now take the keys and enjoy your day at the spa. I’ll see you at home tonight.”

      I take a step back, and her eyes are so soft. But suddenly she realizes she’s let her wall down. In a flash it’s back in place and her signature resting bitch face is back in place. I smile because it’s my favorite. We both know that’s not the real her, but I’ll pretend for the sake of argument.

      “You think you can get me to sign a piece of paper and it’s all going to be okay?” She lets out a humorless laugh as she shakes her head. “I was in that marriage because I had to be. If you think for one second my father will allow this, you’ve got another think coming.”

      Once again she never says she doesn’t want to be with me, just that she isn’t allowed.

      She yanks the keys from my hand and grabs her fur coat off the back of the couch. “Oh, I’ll spend the day at the spa on your dime, and I’ll even go to your place tonight. But only to get my stuff and go to a hotel.”

      “I’ll see you tonight,” I say and blow her a kiss. If she could kill me with a look I’d be a pile of ash. God, I love her.

      Without a word she stomps out of my office and slams the door. The ringing in my ears is drowned out by the love in my heart. I’ve never felt so full before and I plan on spending tonight making her feel just the same.
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          Savannah

        

      

    

    
      I sit in the back of the town car wondering what the hell is going on. I can’t believe Wyatt would be so sneaky. I don't understand the game he’s playing, and to be honest I’m so tired of everything that I don’t have the energy to care.

      I reach for my phone to call Aiden but then stop myself. He was always the person I called if I had a problem, and I’ve noticed that lately I’ve been reaching out to him less and less, even before his fiancée Caroline came into his life. We were always close, but the last year things changed and felt different with us. Maybe it was the reality of what we’d done and the lives we were going to have to live. We’re two friends who love each other but never in the way that would fill our hearts. I can only hope that Caroline will forgive me for the cruel things I said to her. Maybe one day we can even be friends.

      My eyes fill with tears when I think about when Aiden and I were little. His sister and I were joined at the hip and the three of us were always together. When she died she took a small piece of both of us with her, and I think in hindsight we were just trying to salvage what we could to stay together.

      I want Aiden to be happy, but I’d be a liar if I didn't admit I was jealous of what he found. I’m also hurt that he so easily cast me aside for someone else, which is stupid. That’s what a man in love should do and I want the man I love to pick me first.

      I’ve been so angry lately and it’s not just because of Aiden. It’s because of the line of men in my life that are always letting me down. I think I lashed out at Aiden because I knew when the dust settled he’d still be there for me, maybe not as my husband, but he’ll always be my friend. I still feel the resentment festering inside of me and waiting to break out. Maybe I need to get away and be alone for a while. Although I’m always alone, so being stuck in my own head might not be a good place for me right now.

      “We’re here, ma’am,” the driver says, then steps out and opens my door for me.

      I know what spa we're at without having to ask. I’m planning on being a brat today and I’m going to spend as much money as I can. God knows I could probably buy the place and it wouldn't dent Wyatt’s bank account. I follow his cases because I can’t help myself. I have too much time on my hands, and as a housewife with no house to actually run I read all his cases because I’m bored. At least that’s what I tell myself. It’s definitely not because I want to know everything he’s up to.

      His very first case made the man a millionaire, but who knows what he has now. If there’s a list that tracks the fast-rising lawyers in the country, I’m sure he’s at the top of it. While he made something of himself, I’ve done nothing but exist. If you can even call it that anymore.

      I let out a long sigh as I pull myself together. I don’t want to be here because I’ll know half the women inside. They’ll be nice to my face then talk behind my back. Others will outright insult me in a passive aggressive manner. You don’t realize they’ve cut you until they’re already walking away and you’re left bleeding all over the place. It really is an art form and no one is better at it than my own mother.

      I thank the driver then walk into the lobby of the hotel and go to the spa elevators. I pull out my cell phone to look busy and hope no one notices me. I’m sure everyone has something they want to ask me so they can share the gossip. It’s not because they actually care that my marriage was annulled, or that my medical records were leaked. They don’t care about how I’m doing; they just want the dirt.

      I’m surprised but relieved that paparazzi haven’t followed me. They were all over Aiden, so maybe I’m not interesting enough anymore. They got their virgin headline article and that’s probably enough for them when it comes to me.

      The elevator chimes and the doors slide open. I step on and a woman in a suit steps on with me. She looks familiar, but I can’t place her even though I’m sure I’ve seen her before.

      Her face is emotionless—and not from Botox—as she stands straight, her shoulders back.

      “Everything okay, Mrs. Carmichael?”

      It takes me a moment before I realize she’s talking to me because she just called me by Wyatt’s last name.

      “Yes,” I manage to say, and then I realize who she is. “You’re my bodyguard.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” She nods in conformation.

      “My name is Savannah.” I smile at her and she looks surprised.

      People think I’m rude, but most of the time I’m just direct. I don’t pretend like some other women who run in my circle. I don’t wear a mask of civility, unless I’m with my parents; then I just keep my mouth shut and nod. It’s a skill I learned early in life.

      I’m never rude to staff. In fact, I always find them to be my favorite people to be around. I try to sneak away from a party and into the back at most events. Their company is always better.

      “I’m really sorry, Mrs. Carmichael, but I was told I could only call you that or ‘ma’am.’”

      I know there is no arguing with her. When Wyatt tells someone to do something they do it. The corner of my mouth pulls up in a smirk because I’m probably the one exception. I don't have to do what he tells me, and I bet it drives that man crazy. He’s been driving me crazy for years, so I don’t mind the payback.

      From the moment I spotted him at school cleaning the pool I knew he was different. He didn't care what everyone thought about him. He did what he wanted and set his own expectations in life. Not only that, but he was the best at everything he did. He’s a cocky bastard, but after everything he’s accomplished he has a right. Cocky without reason is unattractive but Wyatt is— I stop my train of thought. This isn’t the place to be getting turned on. Especially when I want to throttle him.

      He gives no fucks about what others think of him and that’s what began my life-long crush. I became obsessive and went out of my way to run into him. I stayed on the stupid swim team because I knew he’d be at the pool after school each day and I wanted to see him. I didn’t care how much I hated the sport. My new sport was letting Wyatt see me in a swimsuit.

      But like everything in my life, my father took it away from me. He found out about my crush because I’d written Wyatt’s name over and over again in one of my secret notebooks. I couldn't stop myself, and drawing had always been my safe place. When my father found my notebooks he took them all and then warned me that if I didn't stay away from Wyatt he’d make sure he stayed away from me. I could read between the lines easy enough. He would get him kicked out of our school and I knew how hard Wyatt worked to be there. I also knew I couldn't be the one that got it taken from him.

      “Mrs. Carmichael it is then,” I say, and I let the memories fade. “‘Ma’am’ makes me think of my mother.”

      I don’t want to think about how nice it sounds being called a name I wrote thousands of times. Even if this isn’t real. She nods quietly and she’s the model of professionalism, standing quietly and serenely.

      When the elevator chimes I step off and she follows me. I wonder if I should text Wyatt to remove the bodyguard. I don’t need one. I’ve never had one before now and I don’t think she likes me. What has changed since Aiden and I split? Why does Wyatt suddenly have a need to be with me and to hire a bodyguard for me? I roll my eyes because I don’t want to let myself go there. He doesn’t need me, and this isn’t about me. It can’t be. I don’t know what his game is, but I’m not going to get hurt. I’m done hurting and I can’t do it anymore.

      Maybe one time Wyatt had a crush on me, too, back before my eyes were opened to what my life was going to be like. I’m not the same girl I was back then and time has tainted me. I can't stand myself some days, so how can I expect someone else to?

      When I walk into the waiting area I see it’s empty. A woman I don’t recognize comes out from behind the counter. I know most of the staff since my mother loves this place and makes me come with her at least once a month for “maintenance” as she likes to call it. This place is more likely to cause wrinkles and gray hair, if you ask me. Everyone comes here to gossip and their maintenance only gives them a reason to do so. They don’t have to admit they’re just gossiping assholes and hypocrites.

      The woman behind the counter smiles brightly at me. “Mrs. Carmichael?” she asks, and I can tell she’s extra perky.

      “At this rate my father will know about this by the end of the day.” I look to my bodyguard whose name I still don’t know.

      She doesn't even acknowledge that I spoke to her and I look away from her. Why does that bother me so badly? I don't want to talk to anyone and I want to be left alone, yet here I am getting hurt over the bodyguard not giving me the time of day.

      The girl behind the desk looks confused and I take pity on her.

      “That’s me,” I sigh.

      At least no one is here to hear her. The whole city would have known in two seconds that I’m married again. Well, I guess not again, because the first was annulled.

      “We’re ready for you.” She beams at me, more excited about this spa day than I am.

      “I haven't told you what I want.” I glance down at the list of spa services.

      “Your husband already outlined your day.” The girl looks down at the clipboard she’s holding as if doubling-checking.

      I’m not the least bit shocked that Wyatt planned out my day.

      “Where is everyone?” The place is normally quiet, but it’s even more so right now. There are always people waiting for someone to cancel so they can steal an opening.

      “You’re are the only client to be seen today. Mr. Carmichael booked out the whole spa for you so you could relax.” She says it in a dreamy voice.

      “The whole spa?” I repeat.

      A day here isn't cheap, so I don’t want to know what the price tag is on taking up the whole place. My mother tried to book it for my wedding day. She wanted to have a big to-do, but it was really about making the day about her. I hadn’t cared because the fake wedding was always about our parents. I smirk when I remember how mad she was when they told her no.

      “Of course Wyatt Carmichael can book the entire spa,” I laugh, wishing my mother knew.

      I’d text her and use her own passive aggressive behavior against her, but then I’d have to talk to her.

      “He’s a very generous man,” the girl simpers.

      Jealousy like nothing I’ve ever felt shoots through me and I wonder what she means by that. Maybe I’m reading too much into it, but either way, I don’t like the jolt of anger that courses through me.

      “This way.” She motions down the hall and I follow her and try to get my shit together.

      The bodyguard follows me, keeping a good distance away, but her eyes are either on me or checking her phone. I guess she’s reporting back to Wyatt, or maybe I’m secretly hoping that he’s checking in on me and she’s responding.

      I’m shown to a back room where I get undressed and then put on my robe for the day. I decide to focus on what I’m here to do and that’s to relax and clear my head. I know it’s what I need most, so I’m going to make myself take advantage of it.

      My entire day is spent getting pampered as I think about Wyatt way more than I should. Every inch of me is massaged, buffed and polished. I soaked in all kinds of wonderful baths and ate the most decadent food. I spent hours alone in the peace and quiet and it’s the first time in a long time that I feel relaxed.

      I glance over to my bodyguard in the elevator next to me. She’s quiet as ever as we walk outside to the same driver from before. The town car looks as though it hasn’t moved the entire time I was in the spa. I thank him as he closes the door and I notice the bodyguard disappears. I glance out the back window to see her in the passenger seat of an SUV being driven by a man in a dark suit.

      “Are you taking me—”

      “I’m taking you to your home with Wyatt,” the driver says.

      Wyatt didn’t really move my stuff, did he? Someone would have told me. Or maybe someone had tried and I don’t know because I turned my phone off after my father started blowing it up.

      The driver’s response sounds practiced and I lean back in my seat feeling oddly relaxed. At least at Wyatt’s no one will know where to find me. It will be like a mini escape, which is just what I need right now.

      All day when I thought of him I wondered what it would be like to be married to him. I couldn’t picture it because he’s so driven. His focus is directed on his job. Wyatt is a man who’s the best at everything he does, so I don’t think he’d be an absent husband. In fact, I think he’d take great pride in being the best husband he could be.

      Our relationship has always been—I rake my mind but can’t come up with a word for it. Hot and cold? Sweet and spicy? It’s felt like we’ve been sparring but in a flirty, fun way. I get mad at him but never enough to make me not want him.

      One thing I know to be true is that the crush I had when I was a young girl has never gone away. Today I realized that not only am I getting a clean break on the fake marriage, but I’m going to break free from this hold Wyatt has on me. I’m going to start something new, even though I know my father already has plans in the making. He will try and control me for as long as he can, but I want to make plans of my own. Maybe I can do it while I enjoy this time hidden with Wyatt.

      Thoughts of sharing his bed and letting him touch me heat my body. What would it be like to lose my virginity to him? I lean my head back and close my eyes. I feel more relaxed as I pretend that he’s saved himself for me. He’s been too obsessed with work to find the time, but once he got me in bed he’d be demanding, needy and aggressive as his strong body held onto mine. He’d boss me around and I’d bend to his will.

      My eyes fly open when my clit starts to throb. I hate bossy, I think, putting my hand on my chest. I’ve lived my whole life around bossy men, so that’s the last thing I want. So why am I getting turned on thinking about Wyatt being bossy with me? Why did I get turned on in his office today too? As I try and fight my desire, my mind conjures up all the dirty things he’d make me do.

      If I’m truly married to him he could have his way with me. He could take me to events and make me suck him off in a coat closet. He could forbid me from wearing panties just so he could fuck me when he needed to.

      “Something’s wrong with me,” I breathe out, shifting in my seat, my aching nipples pressing against my sweater. I’m damp between my thighs and it’s becoming uncomfortable.

      “Mrs. Carmichael?” the driver asks with concern in his voice.

      “Oh god.” Hearing him call me by that name isn’t helping.

      Wyatt Carmichael is going to ruin me. Well, what’s left of me.
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      “This is Wyatt’s house?” I ask the driver as I stare up at the gorgeous house.

      It looks as though it was plucked from the movie Father of the Bride. Only this house isn’t in a neighborhood. It’s isolated and surrounded by a stone wall. It’s hard to see how far the wall goes as it disappears into the woods in the backyard.

      It’s a small treasure hidden away from the rest of the world, and it should be. It’s utterly perfect, as if it was plucked right out of my dreams. This isn’t what I thought Wyatt’s home would look like. I was thinking he’d be in a penthouse full of black leather and white walls. I assumed he’d have ruinously expensive art by artists he couldn’t even remember the names of. It would be immaculate and sterile, because I’m pretty sure he lives in his office. Once when I went by his office I saw the sofa was pulled out into a bed. I was always having to go by and sign something, and Wyatt was there every time. I wondered if he did it on purpose because he wanted to see me. His assistant could have easily given me the papers to sign, but he always took care of it personally.

      The driver shuts the car door behind me and my heart begins to race. For some reason as I stare at the front door I can feel myself getting nervous. I toyed with the idea of having fun with Wyatt, but this is starting to feel a little too real—more real than my fake marriage.

      “The door is unlocked, and the staff has already left for the day. I was told to tell you to make yourself at home.”

      I nod but don’t move from the spot I’m standing in. How many times have I watched the movie Father of the Bride? It’s one of my all-time favorites, and even though I’m pretty sure the movie is supposed to make you happy, it always makes me cry. I think I enjoy torturing myself by giving myself constant reminders of the things I could never have.

      “Mrs. Carmichael?” The driver motions for me to go inside.

      I glance over my shoulder to see the SUV with the bodyguards is gone. Maybe they drove away when we pulled up the long entrance.

      “Is he in there?” I nod to the door.

      I sent Wyatt a text to tighten the leash on his guard dogs. When I told him I was going to his house he’s corrected me by saying it’s our house and that he already knew where I was. It seems I don’t have that same pleasure of knowing where he is. Men.

      “Still at work.” A trace of relief passes through me, followed quickly by annoyance.

      With one last goodbye to the driver I walk to the house and open the door. When I step inside, once again it’s not what I thought it would be. It looks like a home and it feels warm and cozy. There’s a softness to it that I would never associate with Wyatt.

      I pull my coat off and walk to the double doors next to the entrance. When I open them I stare inside, shocked for a moment. His coats are hung right next to mine—the coats I left hanging in my own entry closet early this morning.

      “He really moved my stuff,” I say to myself, shaking my head.

      I toss my coat inside and shut the door without bothering to hang it up. I know the neat and organized Wyatt will be annoyed by that. I smirk as I go straight up the stairs to see if the rest of my stuff is here.

      As I move down the hall I open door after door and check the closets. There’s not much to the spare rooms, but nothing of mine is in them. I wonder if they’re sparse because one day they’ll be children's rooms, but then I squash that line of thought quickly. I would never have babies with a man I didn't love or that didn't love me. I would never raise children the way I’d been brought up.

      Most people think I’m anti-baby because I never want to hold anyone’s newborn child. But it’s because I want it so badly I can’t bare it. It would truly be my undoing if I held one and then had to give it back. So I’ve never allowed myself to do it because of my longing. I shake my head as I close another door and ignore the ache inside me.

      I come to a set of double doors at the end of the hallway. This has to be the master. I stare at them and that same silly flutter I got when I stared up at the house hits my heart again. I grab the handle but it doesn't budge. I try it again. This time I wiggle it harder but still it doesn’t move. It’s locked, which only makes my want inside the room more.

      “Bastard,” I mumble. I give up and go back down the hall. He tells me to come back here, bosses me around, and then I can’t even get into the bedroom.

      All I could think about during the last ten minutes of the drive here was getting into Wyatt’s bedroom. I kept wondering if anyone else had been in there. Who locks their bedroom door when they aren't in it? Someone who is hiding something, that’s who.

      I walk down the stairs and decide I’m leaving. He wants me to wait around until he gets home from work? If he’s anything like my father, that will be well past dinner. Let’s see what Wyatt thinks then he gets here and finds I’m gone.

      I’m out the front door before I realize I don’t have a vehicle. The driver isn’t there and I don’t see any other cars around. They’re probably in the garage and I decide to check. Maybe he keeps the keys inside the house somewhere. I try to open the side door to get in but that doesn't work either. I let out a small growl of annoyance and stomp back towards the house.

      My purse is where I left it by the entryway, and I shuffle through it to find my phone. I hit 411 to call for a ride but am surprised when Wyatt picks up on the other end of the line.

      “Wife,” he says coolly.

      The word drips from his mouth so easily without an ounce of hesitation or uncertainty. My body betrays me and doesn’t match the anger I’m trying to hold onto. It slips back into being turned on again like I’d been on the drive over here.

      But this is my reality check and I need it. He isn't going to be my husband. I buried those dreams long ago and that’s something that no one will ever know.

      I pull my phone away from my ear to check the number I called and my phone screen reads “Husband.”

      “What the fuck?” I mutter, and I hear his deep laugher. “What did you do?”

      “If you need to talk to someone or get help, your phone should be calling me. I made sure of it.”

      My mouth falls open and I want to say something rude or jab him back, but I’ve got nothing. Instead I hit end on the call because the truth is, I find it completely adorable.
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      I bite my bottom lip to try and keep from smiling. She’s on her knees with what looks like a screwdriver in one hand and a flashlight in the other.

      Leaning against the wall, I cross my arms over my chest and watch her work. She’s trying desperately to break into the locked garage, but I have no idea how she thinks this might work. She’s clever and inventive as hell, but for someone so small she’s like a bull in a china shop.

      “Is this what you’re looking for?” I ask, and she squeals and almost falls over backwards.

      I hold out the keys to the garage door and she glares at me.

      “I figured you’d be home late.”

      “Why would you think that?” I ask, pushing off the wall and stalking towards her.

      “Because busy men work late.”

      I reach down and grab her by the waist and pick her up off the ground. I pull her against me and lean down so my lips are close to hers.

      “The men who have been too busy for you aren’t a group that you should toss me into.” I brush my lips softly against hers. Just as quickly as I do it, I turn the key in the lock and the door behind her opens. “There, now stop trying to break things.”

      Her cheeks are flushed as she pushes against my chest. “I wouldn’t break things if you wouldn’t lock them. I thought this was supposed to be my house, too.”

      She raises an eyebrow in challenge and I laugh. God, it feels good to be next to her.

      “It is, but you're clearly trying to escape it. I’ve got to keep you here somehow.” She rolls her eyes, but I see the edge of her lips fighting a smile. “Go ahead and have a look.”

      I turn on the lights as she walks into the garage. Five long rows of cars light up, and when the last one comes on I hear her gasp. In here are rows of expensive cars that cost more than some people make in a lifetime, but the one at the end probably isn’t worth a hundred dollars on paper.

      “Wyatt Carmichael, do not tell me that’s your old truck.”

      I laugh and nod when she turns around for confirmation.

      “I can’t believe you kept it,” she says, running down to it. I follow after her as my chest heats up.

      “You got naked in that truck. It’s not like I could ever sell it.” She glares at me over her shoulder, but I shrug.

      “Marshall Evans spilled that drink on purpose,” she says while she opens the door of the cab.

      “I paid him fifty bucks to do it.”

      “You did what?” she snaps, and I lean in close to her.

      “I would have paid a hundred.” I wink at her and I can almost see steam coming out of her ears.

      It was the winter formal during our junior year and I didn’t have money for a tux. Aiden loaned me an old suit of his and it was nicer than anything I owned. Still, when I got there in my old beat-up Ford I couldn’t go in. I felt dirty and cheap compared to everyone else and I convinced myself that night that I wasn’t good enough. I sat in the parking lot for over an hour before I saw Savannah pull up. She was with some other girls from the swim team, which I was relieved about, until I saw her dress. It was baby blue and silk and so sheer you could see right through it. The second I saw her I knew I couldn’t let anyone else see her like that, so when Marshall passed by my truck with his date I took the chance.

      I called out to Savannah and just when she had her eyes on me Marshall came in and did the deed. Lucky for Savannah I was right there and let her change into my clothes I had stashed in my truck while I stood outside. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t take a peek.

      “You were always such an asshole,” she says while she hops up in the truck.

      “Never said I wasn’t.” I move in and stand there as she sits in the driver's seat.

      “I remember riding in the back of this on the way to Aiden’s lake house. Do you remember that weekend?”

      “I remember that pink bikini,” I say, licking my lips.

      “I remember it going missing after the first time I wore it,” she says and narrows her eyes on me.

      “It was too goddamn small.” I step closer to her and turn her so that while she’s still sitting in the driver's seat, I’m standing between her legs.

      “And the time you used your truck to pull the trailer for homecoming?” She raises an eyebrow. “I couldn’t find my coat and had to sit here in the cab with you for the whole parade.”

      “That coat never fit right to begin with.” I slide my hands up her thighs and then around to her ass. I pull her closer to me and press my cock between her legs.

      “I had so many dirty fantasies about you and this truck,” she whispers as I lean in.

      “And you wonder why I never got rid of it.”

      I saved up every penny I could my sophomore year of high school. I found a deal in the paper and bought the truck that was already well beyond its years. I was able to salvage some parts from a local junk yard and learned how to fix what I could on my own. I knew it wouldn’t compare to anything that was in the parking lot of the school, but to me it was freedom. And one step closer to Savannah. The first time she saw it I expected her to turn her nose up at it, but I should have known better. Some people might have thought she was a bitch, but she was never cruel. She smiled when she saw it and then told me she’d never ridden in a truck before. She and Aiden hopped in the cab and I took them around the block. She said she liked how it bounced and I just nodded as I tried to contrate on driving and not on the way her tits moved with each bump.

      “Will you take me for a ride in it?” Her emerald green eyes stare up at me and there’s nothing on this earth I wouldn’t give her.

      “There isn’t anything you can’t have,” I say just before I press my lips to hers.

      My hands grip her ass and she digs her fingers into my shirt. Her lips part and I waste no time slipping my tongue inside. Just like on her wedding day, the scent of roses surrounds me and I’m holding her tighter. I should have taken her that day and made her mine, but she’s here in my arms now and I’m never letting her go.

      She tastes sweet like candy and melts into me. When she lets out a moan I decide that I’m done controlling myself. For years I’ve held back what I wanted and now that’s she’s mine I’m not going to apologize for what I want.

      “Lie back,” I demand, yanking her ass to the edge of the seat and shoving up her dress.

      She catches her breath, puts her hands behind her and leans against them. I spread her legs wide as I kneel down and yank her panties to the side roughly. I’ve waited too goddamn long for this pussy and I’m pissed off about it.

      “Wyatt!” she cries out when my mouth covers her pussy and I shove my tongue inside her.

      This won’t be gentle and delicate, at least not at first, because I’m too fucking desperate to have her.

      “Years, Savannah. Fucking years you’ve been teasing me with this.” I bury my face between her legs and lick up her treat. She’s even sweeter here where it’s concentrated and I can’t get close enough. “All those skimpy bathing suits and the way you’d come in my office wearing those low-cut dresses.”

      “Oh god.” Her breathing is fast now as she moves her hips against my lips.

      “You’re a fucking tease with how you’d bend over.” I lick and suck her clit as my fingers dig into her hips. “You knew exactly what you were doing.”

      “Yes!” she cries out when I push two fingers inside her tight little pussy.

      “All this time you knew what I would have done to have you.” I suck her clit, moving my fingers in and out of her. “You were just pushing me until you got what you wanted.”

      “Don’t stop, Wyatt!”

      “It’s too late for that, princess,” I say just as I rub her sweet spot inside and she explodes.

      She cries out my name and I keep rubbing and sucking while she gets off. She tastes too fucking good and I can’t stop even long after she’s come down from her peak. I’m still just as hungry for her as I was before, and eating her pussy won’t satisfy the beast inside me.

      I stand up and see she’s fallen all the way back on the bench seat. Her pussy is so pretty and pink as I pull my fingers from her and lick them clean.

      “I’m not finished with you yet,” I say, yanking at my belt and undoing my pants. “You’re in this for a penny, you’re in it for a pound.”

      Her eyes widen when I pull my cock out and the hard length springs out between us.

      “I’m not on the pill,” she says while I rub my cock against her puffy pink folds.

      “You think I don’t know that?” I push the tip of my cock inside her. “You think there is one thing about you I don’t know already?”

      She bites her lip and I push a little more into her.

      “I fucking love you, Savannah.” Her eyes widen and I nod. “I’ve loved you my entire goddamn life because it didn’t start until the day I laid eyes on you.”

      “Wyatt.” Her breath catches as I push past her virginity and all the way inside her.

      “You’ve always been mine, princess. I’ve just been waiting for my shot.”

      I pull her into my arms so that I can kiss her lips as I slide in and out of her slowly. Her tight heat wraps around me and it’s all I can do to breathe through it and not cum. I take my time kissing her, and when I feel her relax I speed up.

      “I dreamed about losing my virginity to you in this truck,” I say, and I can feel her smile against my lips. “I thought it would happen about a decade ago, but that doesn’t matter though. You’re worth the wait.” She pulls back and her eyes are wide with shock. “You were it for me, then and now.”

      She doesn’t say anything and doesn’t tell me she loves me, but she doesn’t have to. I know this is a lot all at once and I’m happy to just make love to her. She’ll get there on her own eventually and I’ll be here waiting when she does.

      I push her dress off her shoulders and pull it down so I can see her in her bra. I trace my finger along the edge of the cups as I kiss my way down until my mouth finds her nipple. I suck on it though the silky material until she’s crying out and rocking her hips against me. It’s hot and fast, but that’s just how we’ve always been and I hope it never changes.

      She grabs my hair as her pussy tightens and she calls out my name. I can feel her legs tense and her back arch when her orgasm hits her. Her body glows as her climax rolls over her and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in my whole life. I wasn’t lying when I said I was a virgin and she was worth the wait. I knew who I wanted my wife to be then and nothing’s changed since.

      I hold her close as I thrust one last time inside her and feel my own climax hit. My orgasm hits me in waves and it’s so strong that I can hardly keep my legs from buckling. I grip the steering wheel to keep from falling over and I have to gulp in air. I’ve never cum so hard in my life and I feel dizzy afterwards.

      She giggles and I look up to realize I’ve completely mauled her and then landed on top of her small body.

      “Sorry,” I mumble, kissing her lips softly, and she smiles at me.

      “Don’t be,” she says as she wraps her legs around me and wiggles her hips.

      “Want another ride?” I ask, and she bites her lip before she nods.
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      I smile as I lie in bed next to my husband. God knows how many times I’ve dreamed of being like this with Wyatt. I’ve been drawn to him since the moment I saw him and I’ve decided to stop fighting it.

      I had hoped yesterday that maybe I’d be able to break free of him, but Wyatt had other plans. He’s the most predictable unpredictable person, yet he still manages to surprise me at every turn. I should have known that he was playing the long game.

      I thought I knew what sacrifice was when I was doing what my family wanted. I tried not to rock any boats because I thought by giving my father what he wanted he’d love me. It was pathetic.

      If what Wyatt said to me last night is true, and that he loves me, then he knows sacrifice more than anyone. Thinking of him married to another woman makes me want to vomit. My heart hurts thinking about what it was like for him that day. He waited for me and I wonder if he would have come for me if not for the divorce. How long did he know it was fake? Maybe if I looked at my annulment papers or the prenup, I could see something there. I didn’t pay any attention to it because it never mattered. The day my father made me marry Aiden, I thought I lost everything. I signed what I was told because what else could have been taken from me?

      But as Wyatt holds me in his arms I’m reminded that it doesn’t matter. I’m here now, and there’s nothing ever coming between us again.

      For the first time in my life I want to thank my mother for making me always do those stupid exercise classes. I can keep up with my husband and his appetite for me. I might have passed out first, but I’m wide awake now.

      I look over at him and see him sleeping with a smug look on his face. I used to tell myself I hated that look, but that was a lie. I’ve wanted to kiss that smirk for years and last night I’d done more than that.

      I’m draped across his big body and his arms tighten as I press my lips to his.

      “Where are you going?” he asks with his eyes still closed. “Are you trying to get away from me already?”

      “I was going to kiss you but—”

      My smart-mouth comment is cut off when he rolls me over and his mouth comes down on mine. I moan, enjoying him taking control. It’s something I never in my life thought that I would want, but maybe it’s because Wyatt is different. It’s sweet and endearing and I love how much it’s about us. This has nothing to do with the rest of the world or what our obligations are.

      I raise my hips in invitation, needing him inside of me again. I lost count how many times he made me cum last night and into the early morning. I still want more. I’ve never felt this close to anyone and this is different on so many levels. The way I feel with him right now is everything and I don’t want it to stop.

      “Princess.” His warning tone doesn’t stop me. In fact, I think it has the opposite effect. I know with him he’ll let me get away with anything.

      “Wyatt,” I beg, as everything about him pushes me to plead for more.

      “I’ve got you, but only with a kiss.” I pretend to pout, which I’ve noticed it turns him on. Before I can say a word, he slides down my body and between my legs. “You’re sore. Let me take care of you.”

      He kisses my tender skin and it’s so gentle and sweet I want to cry. Not only because he loves me but because I get to see this side of him, a side no one knows. We both have this part of us hidden from the rest of the world and it makes the bond between us stronger.

      He licks me slowly as he pushes my pleasure close to the edge. I dig my fingers into his hair as his swift tongue gets me there so quickly. Maybe this why I’ve never been drawn to another man. My body has always known it belongs to him. He controls it with ease and I yearn for every touch.

      My body comes undone and I cry his name. I release my grip on his hair and melt into the bed. I open my eyes and realize he’s still there on his knees between my legs. His eyes lock with mine as he presses the tip of his cock into me. I watch the muscles in his arm flex as he jacks himself a few times. I gasp when his warm release shoots inside of me and fills me up again. He groans my name and the sight of my husband overtaken by pleasure is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

      He wasn’t joking about the pregnancy and he was making it clear. I can see it in his eyes when he lets go of his cock. I lick my lips when I see a small bead of cum at the tip and I want to taste it.

      “No,” he tells me, moving over my body and planting his hands on either side of me. “Don’t ask me to cum in your pretty mouth.” He brushes his lips against mine. “I’ll do it, but not yet.” He brushes his big hand against my stomach.

      “Something to look forward to,” I say, leaning up a little to touch my mouth to his. I let out a small, happy sigh when I taste myself on him. I never thought the day would come when this would happen and he was mine.

      “Food,” he tells me before pulling me from the bed. He kisses me then walks over to open the curtains.

      The sun pours into the bedroom and I glance around for a clock thinking it has to be late morning. I freeze when I see I’m in the master bedroom. I don’t remember coming up here. I mean, I knew we came upstairs but I was a little distracted while being carried to bed.

      My things are here and my heart races when I see all my art notebooks stacked up together with my drawing table. I kept them in a spare room at what I guess is now my old place.

      “You kept them locked up. So I did the same.” He shrugs, explaining why the door was locked.

      “Because I didn’t want my father to find them,” I admit.

      It’s silly, because my father didn’t come to my house, but the moment I got space of my own I rushed out to buy supplies and a lock. I told myself it was the one thing that was for me, but I was so scared he’d take it from me again. I put two locks on the door to try and reassure myself. Aiden never asked why because he never invaded my privacy. We were close in some ways but private in others. It wasn’t until recently that I saw how distanced we were in parts of our lives.

      “I moved those myself,” he says as he walks towards me. “I moved a few other things I didn’t want anyone else touching.” He cocks a smile and I know he’s talking about my underwear.

      “You broke into my room?” I tease.

      “Yep,” he says easily before kissing me and walking his naked ass towards the bathroom. “I’ll do anything when it comes to you,” he throws over his shoulder. “Feel free to do the same. I’ll enjoy it. I’m going to shower and make you something to eat. Join me if you want.” With that he disappears into the bathroom, leaving me standing there with my mouth open. I know I should be mad but I laugh.

      “You don’t have to lock the door,” I say more to myself since Wyatt can’t hear me over the sound of the running shower.

      My father thinks he can do as he pleases, but I don’t think Wyatt would stand for anyone walking into his home uninvited. Our home. I could tell if Wyatt made his move yesterday then he was ready for battle. Though I don’t think he has any intentions of telling me what his plan is or what he has on my father.

      My hand slides over my stomach and I wonder if I could be getting pregnant right now. I still feel Wyatt’s cum between my thighs, so it’s a possibility.

      I’m always left out of the plans and I swallow, suddenly feeling unsteady. I don't want to be on the sidelines anymore. It’s how my parents operated and I hate their marriage. If I’m honest with myself, I can admit to hating them, but I still hold on to a small piece of hope that one day they’ll see reason.

      I’m not going to ask for permission anymore. I’m going to become a woman of action. Maybe I can stop whatever the blow-up from this might be. I can try and make my father see there’s no reason for a war with Wyatt. Maybe he could get in a few jabs, but what would be the point? Wyatt has not only made a name for himself but he’s built up his own stack of cash. That’s what my father holds most dear and he can’t wrap his mind around others not feeling the same.

      This could turn into a bloody war and it’s one Wyatt wouldn’t let me get involved in. But I’m not standing by this time like some pretty thing to be put on the shelf.

      I’ve had a taste of what a life with Wyatt would be like and I want it. I also want him to see I can fight for this and that I want to fight for us. I want to stand beside him and build this family together, a family so different from my own.

      If I had to guess, Wyatt let me go because he wasn't ready. He knew that somehow I could get hurt because his plans weren’t fully in place. One of the things I love about him is the passion and the fight inside of him. I’m guessing he thought back then I might get hurt in the fight. It’s clear to me now that Wyatt is the exception to the rule.

      He always has been.
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          Savannah

        

      

    

    
      “I had no idea you could cook,” I moan as I rub my stomach.

      Not only can Wyatt cook but he’s made a freaking feast. I enjoyed watching him cook almost as much as I enjoyed eating it.

      “I’ve got all kinds of skills,” he teases, pulling me from my chair and into his lap.

      It’s the middle of the week and I don’t think he has any plans for going into work today from the look of things. He’s dressed casually in jeans and a buttoned-up shirt and he’s not checking his phone every two seconds like most men do. In fact, I haven't seen him with one all day.

      Before today I never thought about the simple pleasures of being married—well, of a marriage between two people who want to be together. Getting dressed and making breakfast together is so simple but so perfect. But to be fair the only thing I have to compare it to is my fake marriage to Aiden and seeing how my parents were together.

      Aiden's parents were always sweet to each other. They meant well, but I kept my distance from them these past few years. I was close to his mom when I was little, but when we lost Aiden’s sister things felt different. They wanted me to be something that I wasn't. I think that’s how they got so wrapped up in Aiden and me getting married. They wanted a little girl again, but I wasn’t her.

      If anything it made me put distance between us. I wonder how she’s taking all of this right now. I worry more about her than my own mother. Aiden’s fiancée is sweet, so maybe now Aiden’s mom will actually get what she’s looking for. That’s the best I can hope for at this point. I want nothing more than that whole family to be happy.

      Wyatt’s hand drifts across my stomach and pulls me from my thoughts. He doesn't want me to be anyone I’m not and it’s so freeing. Yesterday I thought I was going to break apart, but being accepted is a whole new feeling.

      “That’s a food baby,” I tease him, and he laughs. The softness from when we were kids shows a little in his face and I see the gentle side of my Wyatt.

      “It will be real soon enough,” he tells me before giving me a kiss. He runs his hand through my hair to tuck one of my long locks behind my ear.

      “We’ve lost a lot of time.” I rest my head on his shoulder.

      There are things I need to be doing, but when I’m close to him like this I don’t want to move. He’s right though. There will be a baby in there soon enough at this rate and we need to have things straightened out before then. Not between him and me because it’s clear this is happening. I know neither of us want my father touching the family we’re about to build together. I want a clean slate and I need to stand up to him.

      “I know, and I promise to make up for it. It’s not like it wasn't worth the wait,” he says, kissing the top of my head.

      He’s right. It was.

      “How long would you have waited?” I ask. When would he have come for me?

      “You were always going to belong to me, Savannah. Never doubt that.”

      “And if I hadn't wanted you, too?” I poke at his hard chest in an effort to lighten the mood. I can tell by the look on his face he doesn't like talking about the time when we apart.

      “I would have become what you wanted,” he says easily.

      “You’re so full of it, Wyatt,” I laugh.

      “I’d do anything for you, Savannah. Even let you marry another man if I thought it was best in the moment. Everything I’ll ever do is for you.” My heart flutters in my chest. He told me that he loved me, but this is different. It’s deeper somehow, more than love.

      “I want you to be you. Promise me right now that this is you.” His words are sweet and I know that this is the man I love. He’s the cocky bastard who ruled my every thought in high school and the man who was never far from my heart. “This is me, princess. Somehow you want the real me.”

      “That’s because you’re always real. That’s all I ever want.”

      “I know.”

      His body softens under mine as he delves his hands into my hair. He pulls me to him and our mouths meet for a long kiss that leaves me breathless.

      “I want nothing more than to take you to bed, but you need to rest.” I try to change his mind but he cuts me off. “Soak in the tub and relax. I’ll be all over you again tonight,” he adds with the smile I love.

      Tonight isn't that far away since it’s already past noon. “I would say let me soak in the tub and cook us dinner, but I hate to tell you—”

      “You suck at cooking. I know,” he chuckles.

      “How do you know?” I slap his chest. I must get it from my mother because I’ve never seen her cook a day in my life. I’ve tried to cook a few times but failed at it. Maybe now that I have someone to cook for I could give it a shot again. Back then I didn't care if I could cook, but now I do.

      “I know everything about you.”

      “Wyatt Carmichael knows everything about everything,” I smart off before trying to hop from his lap, only he’s still got a hold on me.

      “I don’t know where you’re think you’re going right now.” His warning tone is laced with good humor. This is my body's favorite thing as everything inside me lights up with excitement.

      “You told me to take a bath.” I make a show of smelling myself.

      “You smell like us mixed together. As much as I hate for you to wash it off, your tender pussy needs a nice long soak. Come on.”

      He carries me through the house and up the stairs into the bathroom. He places me on the counter and I watch him draw a bath for me, even putting salts and bubbles in for me.

      “This should help. Soak and enjoy yourself. I’ll be in my office unless you want me to stay.”

      “You’d stay and watch me lie in a tub?” I lift an eyebrow at him.

      “You think I’d rather work over watching my wife naked in a tub? I only offered to go to my office so I can control myself from taking you again.”

      He moves between my legs and his big size makes them spread wide. I tilt my head back to look up at him and he gives me a kiss. I didn't know I was so hungry for sweet affection until he gave it to me.

      “I’d undress you but—” He sighs as he lifts his hand and takes a step away from me. I debate letting my robe fall off me, but I don’t want to torture my husband. He’s waited long enough to have me.

      “I think I can manage,” I say, hopping off the counter.

      “Love you,” he tells me before giving me another quick kiss and leaving the bathroom.

      I don't know how long I soak in the bath, but I get up sooner than I probably should. My mind won’t stop working and I’m full of excited need.

      When Wyatt is near I forget about everything else and it’s only him and me. I know there is a whole world out there and even though he might have built a giant wall around this perfect home, everyone is still on the other side of it.

      I pull myself from the tub and grab a towel. After I get out I go to the closet and get dressed. I want to go see my father, but I’m not sure how that will turn out. The man has to be blowing up my phone at this point, but Wyatt has done something to it. Maybe it stopped getting calls. Hell, I don't know where the thing is and I don’t know if I want to find it either.

      I’m not going to stay locked away like I did before. I’m ready to take a stand.
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          Wyatt

        

      

    

    
      I smile when I see her walk into my office and come right to me.

      “That wasn’t a long enough bath,” I say as she sits down in my lap.

      “Do you have my phone?” she asks, and when I look into her emerald eyes I see she’s got her mind made up.

      “You want to talk to him, don’t you?” I ask, and she nods.

      Shit. I’ve wanted to keep this pain from her, but I know it’s something that she needs to face. I open my desk drawer and take her phone out. It’s turned off, but I knew it was a matter of time before we needed to set things straight. I’m not worried that we’ll end up right back here and in our bubble of love, but I wish there was a way I could protect her from the hurt I know her family is going to inflict. They will never give her what she needs. They don’t deserve her.

      “And you know I’m going with you, right?”

      “I was hoping you’d say that,” she says, reaching out and touching my face.

      “Princess, nothing could keep me away.”

      I stand up with her in my arms and carry her to the front of the house. We grab our coats and then go out to the garage and she begs me to take the truck.

      “We’re not going far. It should be okay to make the trip,” I say.

      She climbs in the cab and I go in after her. “I’m nervous,” she says after a long silence.

      “Don’t be. I’m going to be right here with you the whole time. There’s nothing he can say or do to separate us.” I wink at her. “Besides, I’ve got something on him that will keep him in line.”

      “Care to tell me what that is?”

      “Let’s wait and see if he’s willing to play ball first,” I say, and she nods.

      When we get to her parents’ house, long-stored-away memories rattle as I park the truck and get out. I was never invited over to Savannah’s house, but I rode over here a few times with Aiden when he had to drop his sister off. It was hard on everyone when he lost her, but I know how hard that hit Savannah. There were so many nights I drove by here in this very truck and wished I could go in and give her a hug. But I knew her father looked down his nose at me and I heard the rumors about how controlling he was. It didn’t take long for me to see it for myself and then realize what I was going to have to do to make her mine.

      I help her out of the truck and before her feet have hit the ground the front doors are thrown open. Her mother is in a silk robe with feathers around the sleeves and neck. It’s a bit like a soap opera as she stands there waiting on us to walk up the stairs to the front door.

      “Mother,” Savannah says, and I squeeze her hand in mine.

      “Where the hell have you been, young lady?” she says, as if Savannah isn’t a grown woman. “Your father has been worried sick.”

      “And you? Have you been worried, too, mother?” Savannah straightens her spine and I want to fist pump that she’s not letting her mother run the show.

      “How dare you speak to me like some common stranger.” Her mother places her hand on her chest like she’s been physically attacked. “The scandal the two of you have caused has turned this house upside down. I haven’t been able to show my face anywhere because of it.”

      And here we are, back to how this affects everyone except Savannah. I roll my eyes and I hear her mother make a tsking sound.

      “Get in the house before the neighbors see you,” she orders. She peers around suspiciously and ushers us in.

      “When will father be home?” Savannah asks as we step inside the foyer.

      “I called him when I saw that vehicle in the driveway.” She looks like she’s swallowed a bug when she references my truck. I’m even happier I brought it now. “He’s finishing up at work and he’ll be here soon.”

      “Good,” I say, and her mother looks over at me with a sour face.

      “I’ll have Matilda bring drinks to the lounge. I need to lie down after all you’ve put me through,” she whines as she puts the back of her hand on her forehead and pretends to be unsteady on her feet.

      Savannah lets go of my hand and I want to grab it back, but she walks towards her mother. For a second I’m worried she might push her over but then to my surprise Savannah wraps her up in a hug.

      “I feel so sorry for you,” she says, and her mother’s eyes widen in shock. “You have no idea what it’s like to be loved, and I forgive you.”

      “Forgive me?” her mother asks, and Savannah releases her and takes a step back. “For what?”

      “For being a shitty mother and all-around terrible person,” Savannah explains. She squeezes her mom's shoulder and comes to stand beside me.

      The woman looks like she’s just been slapped in the mouth as she stares openly at the two of us.

      “We’ll see ourselves to the lounge,” I say, pulling Savannah in my arms and we walk right past the frozen woman. “How did that feel?” I whisper to Savannah as we walk into the room and close the door behind us.

      “Amazing,” she says as she turns in my arms to look up at me. “I didn’t think I could do it, but I really do forgive her. After what we shared last night I know that she has no idea what it’s like to be loved like you love me.”

      “To be fair, I don’t think anyone on this earth does,” I say, tucking her hair behind her ear. I lean down and press my lips to hers.

      “I love you,” she whispers against my lips and I pull back to look at her.

      “Say it again,” I demand. I take a step closer to her and she takes a step back.

      “I love you, Wyatt. I don’t know why I hesitated last night because I’ve only ever loved you my entire life. And right now I feel brave and free, and I know it’s because you’re here with me.”

      I keep walking towards her until her back hits the door we just walked through. “Say it again.”

      “I love you.” She bites her bottom lip as she looks up at me through her lashes.

      “Pull that dress up.” I demand, reaching down to undo my jeans. I pull my cock out and it springs free hard and thick between us.

      “Wyatt,” she whispers and looks down at it. “Here? Now?”

      “I’ll have you anytime, anywhere,” I say, reaching under her dress and yanking down her panties. “Now hold your dress up and get on my cock.”

      She doesn’t hesitate when I grab her ass and lift her up. Her legs wrap around my waist as I sink into her and I put my hand over her mouth.

      “Shhh, princess. We don’t want daddy to hear you getting fucked.” I have to hold my back my own growl of possession as I thrust into her over and over. “Then again it might do him some good to hear that he’s not in charge anymore.”

      She moans against the palm of my hand as her pussy squeezes me tighter. Just then the doorknob jiggles, but I shake my head at Savannah and keep on going.

      “Ms. Savannah, your mother told me you’d like some refreshments,” I hear on the other side of the door.

      I slip my hand away from her mouth and smile at her as she glares at me.

      “I think we’re fine, Matilda, thank you,” Savannah says while I thrust hard and make her voice catch at the end.

      “Alright then,” Matilda says on the other side of the door and I hear her walk away.

      “Wyatt,” Savannah hisses at me, and I smile, burying my face in her neck.

      Her arms wrap around me and we move together. Her pussy tightens and slicks my cock.

      “I love you so much,” I say against the tender place below her ear. Her body shudders and clamps around me when her orgasm rolls through her body.

      I press my lips to hers as my cock swells and then begins to release. Together we find our peaks and I don’t want it to end. This isn’t the best place to make love right this moment, but I couldn’t help myself. Hearing her say the words I’ve always wanted to hear was too much for me to take.

      I press my forehead to hers and smile as I hear her say it once again. “I’ll never get tired of hearing you say that.”

      “Good, because I have no plans to stop.”

      I slip my cock from her warmth and tuck it back into my jeans, then kneel down in front of her and help her put her panties back on. I’ve just got them in place and her dress pulled back down as the door comes flying open.

      “Shit.” Savannah curses under her breath when she sees her father stands looming in the doorway.

      “What’s going on here?” he says as he glares between us. His eyes lower to my crotch for a second and then back up to me.

      I look down and realize my fly is open and I zip it up and wink at him. “Just passing the time until you got here,” I say, and he’s so angry his face turns red.

      “I came to talk to you,” Savannah says, interrupting him before he can say anything about me having sex with his daughter. “I know what you’re going to say—”

      “Oh, do you? How could you know that after days of not answering my calls or emails? I didn’t know where the hell you were and it’s all over the news that you and Aiden's marriage has been annulled!” he yells as he takes a step closer to her.

      “Watch your tone,” I warn, stepping between them. I want Savannah to stand up for herself but I’m not going to sit by and watch her get bullied while she does it. “I think you need to be careful how you speak to her, Mr. Matthews.”

      “I always knew you were trouble,” he says as he looks me up and down. “I should’ve had that school throw you out the second I laid eyes on you.”

      “That’s enough,” Savannah says. “You can say whatever you want about Aiden and me splitting up, but you knew I didn’t love him. It’s been Wyatt since I was fourteen and you tried everything to make sure I didn’t end up with him or anyone else that didn’t check all the boxes you had for me.”

      “Of course I did,” he says without apology. “I didn’t want you to embarrass this family. But I guess it’s too late for that.”

      “The only thing that’s embarrassing are photos I have of you in the Ritz,” I say and cock my head to the side.

      Mr. Matthews pales and looks over his shoulder to make sure there’s no one behind him. “What are you talking about?”

      “Oh, I think you know,” I reply, pulling out my phone and scrolling through the pictures my private investigator snapped. “This looks just like you and a very prominent state judge trading payment, doesn’t it?”

      “You can’t prove anything,” he says, but the beads of sweat forming on his head are telling me something else.

      “I can prove enough to cause suspicion and enough to take you to court. I can make an entire jury have doubts on your credibility when I drag out your tax evasion and the stack of regulations you’ve broken by taking money from lobbyists.”

      His face pales and he takes a step back as I pull Savannah closer to me. He lives in a house of cards. No wonder he was gasping for the Clark’s family money.

      “You were right, Mr. Matthews. I was trouble for you from day one. And I plan on being for the rest of your life.” He swallows and I lean in closer to him. “But I’ll leave you and your illegal business deals alone if you learn how to speak to my wife with respect.”

      “Wife?” He nearly chokes on the word as he looks between us.

      “Oh yes, I didn’t waste a second getting her tied to me. And congratulations. You’re going to be a grandpa.”

      He’s unsteady on his feet as he stumbles back and falls into the nearby chair. Savannah steps around me so she can look down on him.

      “I’m finally going to live the life I want without a say from you or Mother. You can’t control me or my trust any longer because I don’t care. I’m with the man I love and if you both want to be a part of that then you’re welcome to try, but I’m done doing what you think is right.”

      She looks back at me and I nod, letting her know I’m here when she’s finished.

      “Take me home, Wyatt,” she says and I’m by her side instantly.

      I turn to her father and lean in close to him. “If you ever try to interfere with her happiness I’ll do more than expose you as a fraud. I’ll fucking end you,” I whisper. I straighten and take Savannah’s hand.

      We walk out of the room without a backwards glance but once we get to the front door Savannah stops. She turns and looks back at the staircase and I follow her line of sight to see her mother standing at the top of it. For a brief moment I think she’s going to come down and talk to her daughter, but with a sad look in her eyes she turns and walks away.

      I put my arm around Savannah as we walk out to the truck and I get us out of there as fast as I can.

      “I’m so sorry,” I say when we’re almost home.

      “I am, too. They’re going to miss out on their grandchildren's lives because they’ve decided that controlling me was more important than loving me.”

      I pull her to me and kiss the top of her head as I drive. “Do you want me to cause problems for them?” She laughs and it warms my chest. “You know I’m serious, right?”

      “I know, and that’s why it makes me so happy.” She sighs as she looks up at me. “Not yet, but maybe one day when I’m feeling extra petty.”

      “I’ll be waiting.”

      When we pull up to the house I put the truck in park and turn to look at her. Her bright emerald eyes are so soft right now and all I want to do is take her to bed. But I need to make sure that she’s okay and that this can’t touch her anymore.

      “I know I didn’t go about it the traditional way,” I say, reaching over to open the glove box. I take out the small black box. I take her hand. “I got this ring after I won my first case.”

      “The Salinger trial?” she asks, and my chest swells with pride.

      “You remember?”

      “I followed all your cases,” she says, her cheeks blushing.

      “I didn’t have much in the way of a home, or really anything other than a win under my belt. But I’d been saving for a while and I wanted to get you the ring you deserved.” I open the box and inside is an emerald surrounded by diamonds on a platinum band. “I looked at it every day and it reminded me of your eyes.”

      “It’s so beautiful,” she says as she looks up at me with tears in her eyes. “I love you so much.”

      “I love you too, Savannah. And I promise to give you the family and the life that you’ve always dreamed of. I promise to make sure that you never know a day without love, and acceptance, and all of your dreams made into a reality.”

      I slip the ring on her finger and then kiss it before I look up and press my lips to hers.

      “Yes,” she says and then we both laugh because it’s not as if she had a choice.

      There are lots of things I should have done differently, starting with making her mine when we were fourteen. But living and learning is a part of life and in the end all our roads led to this moment. I should have stolen her away the day she married Aiden, but would she have found the courage to stand up to her family back then? It’s easy to look back and pick at the pieces, but it’s more important to live in our moment now.

      “Do you want a wedding?” I ask, and she shakes her head.

      “No, I’ve got all I need right here,” she says and wraps her arms around me.

      “Me too,” I say. I pull her into my arms and carry her into our home.

      It’s the start of our forever and I can’t wait to see where it goes.
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        Nine month later…

      

      

      “How long has it been?” I ask as I pace the room.

      “You’re not helping me relax,” Savannah says from the bed with her eyes closed.

      We’re at the hospital, but it’s been hours at least since her contractions started. She’s trying to breathe and I should be helping her but I’m too stressed and worried. I’m obsessing about her heartbeat and the baby’s as they flash across the monitor. Everyone is telling me that things are going perfectly, but there’s no guarantee when it comes to delivering a baby. Anything could go wrong.

      There’s a knock on the door and I glace over to see Caroline peek her head in. “How is everything going?”

      “Oh, thank god you guys are here. Wyatt is going nuts.” Savannah reaches out for her and Caroline goes to her side and they hug for a quick second. Caroline is just as pregnant and due any day now.

      After the confrontation with Savannah’s parents we decided we wouldn’t let anything stand between us and happiness. We both realized that Aiden was a part of our lives and that we wanted him to be happy. Once Caroline and Savannah got to know each other they became fast friends. We’ve even become close with Caroline’s old roommate Gia and her man Marco. It’s been like having our own makeshift family and I’ve seen Savannah come to life.

      I don’t think either of us realized how smothered she was even when she married Aiden to get away from her family. She carried so much on her shoulders for so long, but now she’s finally free and I’ve been able to give her that.

      “Do you need more ice?” I ask as I walk over and fluff her pillow.

      “I need you to settle down,” Savannah says and Caroline tries to hide her smile.

      “Aiden is in the waiting room so I can’t be gone too long. But I just wanted to check on you and let you know we’re here if you need anything.”

      “You don’t have to stay. Go home and rest,” Savannah says, and Caroline shakes her head.

      “I think Aiden likes being in the hospital. He thinks my water is just going to burst at any moment.”

      I nod my head in agreement because I understand, but the two of them just laugh.

      “He’s crazy, righ—” Just when she’s about to finish her sentence she stops and her eyes widen in shock. “Oh shit,” she whispers and I look down to see water on the floor.

      I rush over and grab the nearby chair as I hit the panic button. I help Caroline to a seat as the nurses all rush in.

      “Her water broke and her husband is in the waiting room,” I babble. I run out of the room and shout down the hall for Aiden.

      He must be closer than Caroline thought because he’s there in seconds.

      “I told you!” he says when he runs in the room and sees her.

      I hear laughter behind me and I turn in time to see Savannah covering her mouth.

      “What are you laughing at?” I ask, and I realize I’m still shouting.

      She reaches her hand out and I go over to her and take it.

      “Wyatt, I’m going to have them sedate you if you don’t calm down.”

      I glance over to see Aiden carrying Caroline out of the room as the nurses tell him to put her down on the bed they brought her.

      “There’s just a lot happening right now,” I say, running a hand down my face.

      She reaches out and takes that one from me too and squeezes it. She’s got both of mine gripped in hers as her emerald eyes stare into me.

      “I mean it,” she says and levels me with a stare. “We are about to have our baby and it looks like Caroline and Aiden are going to have theirs any moment, too. You are my rock and I need you to act like it right this second.”

      I swallow and take a breath. I know I’ve been going nuts but I just want everything to go okay and it’s all beyond my control. Seeing the look in her eyes and hearing that she needs me grounds me and I nod.

      “You’re right.” I swallow and nod. “I’m here and it’s all going to be okay.”

      Just then the doctor comes in with the nurses and she smiles brightly. “Alright, mom and dad, are you ready to meet your baby?”

      I look into Savannah’s bright green eyes and see that she’s totally relaxed as she nods. I lean in and kiss her softly before I turn back to the doctor.

      “We’re ready.”
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        Two years later…

      

      

      I stand in the middle of the art gallery, my own work hung on the walls all around me. I feel him before I see or hear him. My husband is never far from me. I’m sure it hadn't taken him long to realize I’d slipped from the room where he and the owner of the art studio had been chatting about tonight’s showcase.

      “You look beautiful tonight, princess,” he says, his hand coming around to cup my baby bump. He slides his other hand into my hair. I tilt my head, letting out a sigh as his lips graze my neck. My body tinges from his simple touch. It always does.

      “You’re not so bad yourself,” I tease. He nips my neck affectionately and pulls me flush with him. I moan when I feel his very hard cock against me. He told me I looked beautiful before we’d left the house. In fact, he’d pretty much chanted it as he fucked me on the entry table of our home before we left. I had a feeling that might happen when I put it on this dress and I was proven right.

      The dress is a little showy for me. It’s tighter than most things I wear, but the material is stretchy, so while it looks tight it isn't. It does, however, show off every curve of my body.

      I’m halfway through my second pregnancy and my baby bump is on full display tonight. Maybe I’m one of the lucky ones, but I love how my body feels when I’m pregnant. I’m not sure who enjoys it more: my husband or me. Either way it doesn't matter. I’m pretty sure he has plans to keep me in this state for a few more little ones. I’m not protesting. I want more, too.

      I turn in his arms, sliding my hands up his simple buttoned-up white shirt. The top few buttons are undone still, likely from me when we’d gone at each other. Or maybe he never bothered to button them to begin with. His sleeves are already rolled up, making him look calm and relaxed at the moment, but something is lingering. I can see it in his gaze.

      “You did it,” he says, his eyes flicking over me to where my drawings are hung in the room.

      “I did,” I agree. “You all brought me back to life.” I want him to know this isn’t just me. It’s him too. I started drawing when I first met him. He’s always been my inspiration. He looks down at me, his eyes softening.

      I could always draw, but my father took something from me the day he took my drawing book from me. Wyatt helped me find that something again. My art came back to life with me. Sadly my parents hadn't. It’s bittersweet but I’m thankful for it. If they aren't going to change I don't want them in our lives. Neither Wyatt nor I will ever let their ways touch our babies.

      It’s their loss. Between our family and Aiden’s we’ve made a family of our own, one I could never have dreamed of having before. Not until I saw it right in front of me for myself.

      He leans down kissing me softly. “God, I love you so damn much,” he says against my mouth, making me smile. Wyatt wasn't the only one who’d gotten a family too. It was a joy and we both got to understand and love together. Neither of us had had a real family before. I wouldn't call the family I had before him real. They never would be. This is real. I no longer had to pretend to be something I wasn’t.

      “You going to tell me what’s bothering you?” I ask. I know my husband too well to not know something is going on.

      “Everything has sold,” Jenny says, breaking into my question to my Wyatt. I pull back a little from his firm hold he has on me to look over at Jenny. Her high heels click loudly on the marble floor as she makes her way over to us.

      “It doesn't start for another hour.” I stare at her in shock for a moment. She stops walking looking like she’s not sure what to say. “Really?” I snap my eyes back to my too-handsome-for-his-own-good husband, who gives me a cocky smile.

      “Can you blame me?” He shrugs.

      “Wyatt!” I yell but can't stop a laugh from escaping.

      “What? I don’t want someone else to have them. You’re all mine.” Now I’m starting to understand why he seemed a little off moments ago. That cocky smirk on his mouth almost turns to a pout. Almost.

      “That’s really sweet,” I admit, and he smiles widely. There’s nothing cocky about it. “But we can’t keep them all.” I turn in his arms to face my work. Jenny makes herself scarce when she notices we need a moment.

      “We have to let some things go. They could make someone else happy.” That’s what art always does for me. It makes me smile and wonder what the artist was feeling when they made their creation. I try and feel it. Mine are all filled with so much love. I want that for everyone. Everyone deserves to feel and understand the depth of love. Besides, there is only so much all space in our home.

      “You’re so damn sweet, you know that?” He kisses my neck again.

      “Because of you,” I respond instantly, making him laugh. No one thought Wyatt would make someone sweet, but I knew better. With him I feel safe. I can be me. I don’t have to build walls around myself to protect my heart. Maybe that’s what happened to my mother. The walls got too hard and high to break down. She doesn’t have a Wyatt though. Pretty sure nothing could stop this man from getting to me. He has a hard enough time sharing me as it is. He isn’t letting something keep him from me altogether.

      I smack his chest, but he only chuckles. “Alright, princess. I’ll return them,” he concedes. Only my daughter and I ever get that privilege. The world gets the cold lawyer. Maybe I should want the rest of the world to see this side to him, too, but I guess I’m selfish when it comes to him. Not having him for those years made me this way. But I don’t think he minds in the least.

      “Except that one.” I don’t have to look to know which he’s talking about. I wasn’t planning on letting that one go. I just wanted to showcase it.

      One night not long after we married and we found out I was pregnant I asked Wyatt to tell me how he saw me. While he talked I let my hand draw, revealing to myself part of me I hadn’t known was there. It’s been almost two years and still when I look at it my eyes water at the sight.

      He really does think I’m this perfect regal princess. It’s how he always sees me. His own princess that he can do any dirty thing he wants to. In the picture I’m sitting in his lap. He’s my throne.

      “I’d never let that one go,” I tell him. He spins me in his arms so that I’m facing him again.

      “You’re lucky I even let you bring it here. That’s ours.” He grabs a hold of my chin as he backs me up against the wall until I’m pressed into it, right next to the drawing.

      “This why you didn’t give me my panties back?” I sass when I hear his pants come undone, knowing what’s coming. I’m already wet. We can never get through a night out without doing something naughty. I’m not sure if it’s his kink or mine. It’s probably both. I enjoy being bad with him and he enjoys reminding me I’m his. Like I could ever forget. He doesn’t have to remind me, but oh how I love his reminders.

      “Damn right. No one stops me from getting to my wife’s pussy.” He lifts me, thrusting deep inside. I moan out his name loudly, and his hand flies over my mouth.

      “Can’t ever be quiet when I get you on my cock, can you?” I shake my head, earning me his cocky smile.
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        Six years later…

      

      

      “Who has a birthday party at ten o’clock in the morning on a Saturday?” I grumble as I carry our three-year-old to the pasture.

      “Maybe this was the only time they could ride the horses,” Savannah says as she waves to the other moms there.

      Our six-year-old runs up ahead to go see her friends and get in line for the ponies. It’s a good idea for a birthday party, but I like us being lazy and in pajamas on Saturdays while I make everyone breakfast. Today was rushed and now I’m in a bad mood.

      Savannah slides her hand down my back and squeezes my ass. “I promise to make it up to you when we get back home.”

      “I’ll hold you to it,” I say, winking at her.

      She goes over to where Aiden and Caroline are with their kids and I wave to them. Our oldest kids go to the same school and their whole class is here to celebrate one of the other kids whose name I can’t remember.

      Caroline takes our youngest out of my arms and we all talk for a bit. I watch as Savannah goes over to the line to ride the ponies and makes small talk with the other parents. Thank god for her, because I’d just be standing here like a mute if she wasn’t here to play nice. I don’t think anyone would have ever thought she’d be the sociable type, but after years of being out from under her family and finally getting to do what her heart desires, she’s blossomed into an incredible woman.

      “Who is that guy?” Aiden asks in a low voice.

      I look over to Savannah again and see she’s talking to one of the horse handlers. He’s a tall lanky guy with a cowboy hat and chaps on, which seems really fucking unnecessary with a half a dozen ponies.

      “I don’t know, but I don’t like the way he’s talking to my wife.”

      Right when I get the words out of my mouth he reaches over and puts his hand on her arm and tries to pull her towards the pony. Savannah puts up her hands and I can see the tight smile on her face as she tries to decline.

      “Oh shit,” I hear Caroline whisper from behind me, but I’m already in action.

      “Hey!” I bark to the guy, who obviously has a death wish because his hand is still on my woman.

      “Sorry, sir, you’ll have to wait your turn.” He’s trying to make a joke and I hate it for him that those are about to be his last words.

      “Get your—” I glance around and see a line of young kids nearby and realize I can’t say exactly what I’d like, so I have to curb it a little. “Gosh darn hands off my wife.”

      Savannah smothers a choked laugh as she steps back and the man drops his arm. I walk right up to him and he leans away from me as I get in his face.

      “There are children watching, so I can’t rip your arm off because it would probably give them nightmares.”

      He audibly swallows and his eyes widen in shock.

      “But if you ever so much as look at my wife again and I’ll remove your eyeballs and hang them from my rearview mirror as a trophy,” I say as I smile politely. “Do you understand?”

      He nods quickly and clears his throat as he looks to the line of children. “So, who’s next?”

      I take Savannah’s hand and we walk back over to where Caroline and Aiden are standing.

      “We can take the kids back,” Aiden says, and I nod to him as we keep walking. We don’t stop until we are at the truck.

      “Wyatt, are we really just going to leave the party?” Savannah squeals as I pick her up and toss her in the truck.

      “You’re goddamn right we are,” I say, putting the truck in drive and heading towards home.

      “You are such a caveman,” she says as she crosses her arms. But I can see out of the corner of my eye that she’s fighting a smile.

      “You love it.”

      When we pull into the garage I hit the button to shut the door and before it’s even down all the way I’m unzipping my jeans and pulling my cock out.

      “Get over here,” I order, grabbing her by the hips and pulling her to me.

      I feel her hand wrap around my length as she raises her chin. “You think I’m going to reward you for that kind of behavior?”

      “I think you’re going to suck my cock because you love when I’m bossy.” Her cheeks flush and she bites her bottom lip. “You can pretend you don’t like it, but we both know the truth.”

      I fist her hair before I kiss her hard and feel her tongue against mine. She squeezes my length and before I know it she’s breaking the kiss and moving her mouth to my cock.

      “Fuck!” I bark as I lean my head back and moan.

      She opens her mouth and takes me to the back of her throat, licking me along the way. Her mouth is too hot and too damn good and just a few licks from her and I can’t take it anymore.

      I grab her skirt and yank it up before I pull her off my cock. I grip her hips and make her straddle me as I sink into her warm, wet heat.

      “You never let me have any fun,” she pouts, and my cock swells inside her.

      “Maybe if that mouth wasn’t so sweet I’d let you have more time with it.” She rocks her hips and I growl as I move her up and down my length.

      “Sorry,” she says, but she’s not sorry at all. The way she’s looking at me now makes me think she loves how hot she makes me.

      I reach down between us and brush my thumb across her clit. Her pussy tightens and I do it again.

      “That’s it, princess,” I say against her neck and her body responds.

      I know exactly where to kiss her and what spot to touch to get her off. My greatest joy in life is giving her pleasure and she’s a slave to it.

      “That’s it, Wyatt, right there,” she whispers. “I love you so much.”

      She always says that right before she’s about to cum and it makes me feel like a king. Her back arches and she grinds down on me right when she explodes.

      “I love you too,” I say, holding myself deep inside her and release. It’s hot and fast, but so is our love and nothing has changed since we were fourteen.

      I hold her close and we just sit there connected in the most intimate way while we kiss. It’s rare that we get these moments alone, but we have to carve them out for ourselves. Our kids are our world, but the two of us is where it all started.

      Here in this truck we’ve had a lot of good times, but we’ve spent our lives making new and beautiful memories. I wouldn’t change a thing about how we got to this moment, and I know Savannah feels the same way, too.

      It was all worth it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Virgin Roomate

          

          Chapter 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Gia…

      

      

      I swing my feet back and forth, keeping my eyes on my textbook. Normally the room is loud but it’s quiet today. I don’t know where everyone is, but I swear it’s like they know I have something to tell them and they’re making it drag out.

      It’s Sunday and in the Fisher family you never miss family dinner. Ever.

      I read the page in the book over again as I wait for everyone to get here. The quiet of the family home is messing with my nerves. The only thing I can hear are the quiet sounds my mom makes as she cooks, but my dad hasn't even made an appearance yet.

      I glance up, feeling my mom’s eyes on me. “Do you need help?” I ask for the fifth time. I tried to help when I got here, but when she saw I had my backpack with me she told me to sit and work.

      “Nope.” She cocks her head to the side, trying to read my mood, which she knows is off.

      Everything about me is off right now. At least it feels like it because I’m in love—head over heels in love. It’s different than anything I’ve felt before and I know what love is. My family is a close bunch and there’s so much love between us. Even though at times we can fight hard, too.

      It’s why I’m so edgy today. I’m not sure how this is going to go down. I need to tell my parents that not only am I seeing someone, but he’s the one. I can feel it in my soul.

      She keeps on staring at me, so I look back down at the textbook so I don’t blurt it out. I’m going to tell them when everyone is here. I didn’t want to repeat myself and get the same questions asked on a loop. I’m going to do it over the dinner table. That way all my brothers will be there to start their interrogation.

      Somehow I’ve been the first to find someone, which is crazy because they’re all older than me. Not one of them has brought someone home and I swear they’ve done this on purpose. Maybe they thought it would keep me from ever doing it. They’d be happy if I lived out my life like Aunt June who we all speculate is still a virgin. They even try to play up how great her life looks. She can do whatever she wants and doesn’t have someone else to worry about! I’m not that wet behind the ears and I’m on to them. I love Aunt June, but I’m pretty sure she’s crazy.

      Maybe I should have warned Marco I’m going to tell them first. Last night I started to tell him that I loved him and that I was ready to take us to the next level. My best friend Caroline told me I’m running scared and she was right.

      I wondered why he hadn’t said it first, but I know Marco grew up without a family. Caroline reminded me that some people aren’t used to saying I love you like I am and that maybe he’s never had those words spoken to him before. That’s when I knew I was being a jerk and needed to tell him the next time I saw him and stop avoiding him.

      Then everything in Caroline’s life exploded and distracted me from telling him how I feel. I know Marco loves me because I don’t see how he couldn’t, not with how he treats me. I’ve never met a man like him before and maybe that’s why he’s the first and only to have ever caught my eye. It doesn’t hurt that I’m not living at home anymore. My big brothers tend to scare away everyone with a dick. They mean well, but they’ve made dating impossible.

      “How’s Caroline?” Mom asks, because she’s probably wondering where she is.

      She fit right back into our family since moving home. She usually comes to family dinners with me most Sundays. It’s on the tip of my tongue to say that she’s banging a married man, but then my mom would lose her mind. I also know I’d only be shifting attention off myself and Caroline doesn’t need that crap.

      “I’m so happy she met someone.” I glance back up at my mom, who doesn’t look surprised at what I told her.

      “Good for her.” She nods as she stirs the gravy on the stove.

      My mom is being evasive and I wonder if she’s on to me about seeing someone. She could be pretending it’s A-OK for Caroline to date someone and not give me the third degree about it so that I’ll admit to seeing Marco.

      Again I bite my tongue because I’m pretty sure she’s baiting me. My mom and I are way too much alike and it’s annoying, even though it can be useful. Right now I’m really not sure what her reaction is going to be, but we’re both pretty blunt.

      I go back to reading the textbook and try to get caught up on my class work. I have to force myself to sit here instead of reaching in my bag for my phone to text Marco. I told myself when I left him last night that I wouldn’t talk to him again until I told my family what was going on. I want this to be a gesture of my love for him. He can see I’m really in this if I tell my family. He knows they’re a big part of my life but hasn't pressed about meeting them. I’m not sure if that’s a good sign or not.

      I want my family to accept him with open arms and give Marco a taste of a family he should have had when he was younger. I’m not sure that’s how this will go down, but a girl can dream. They can throw a fit if they want, but I’ll be coming to our next family dinner with Marco or not at all.

      I haven't brought a man home before because I never dated before Marco. They should realize that this means I’m serious and they should also trust my judgment. I’m giving myself this pep talk as I hear people come into the house—five big men tromping in make a lot of noise.

      “Where have you guys been?” I ask when they come flooding into the kitchen and everyone gives mom a kiss and hug.

      My oldest brother holds up a pie from Mom’s favorite bakery, earning him another kiss on the cheek. Everyone falls into easy conversation, but for some reason I think everyone is looking at me. I put my book away as the words I’m dying to blurt out bubble in my throat. No one is looking at me, but it feels like they are.

      “Spill it already,” Mom yells.

      Of course she knew I had news. She always knows everything. Everyone turns to look at me as Mom points the wooden spoon in my direction.

      “I’m seeing someone,” I blurt out and rip off the Band-Aid. The room goes completely silent before my older brother speaks.

      “Who?” he asks.

      I want to say “no one you know,” but I swear they know everyone.

      “Marco Taylor,” I say.

      “What?!” All of my brothers yell at the same time.

      Mom and Dad stay quiet as my brothers lose it and start talking over each other.

      I guess they do know him, and now the secret is out.
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