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      I'll do anything to get her back.

      

      Fifteen years ago she crashed into me at a bus stop. It was love at first stumble.

      

      We fell in love quickly and wildly. It was everything that neither of us had experienced before and we got married as soon as possible.

      

      But what happens when life changes everything? When you start feeling unworthy of your brilliant wife?

      

      I've shared almost everything about myself with Lily - except my dark desires.

      

      I can feel her slipping away from me, but I won't let her go.

      

      I've got one chance to show her who I really am, what I really want, and all the games I like to play.

      

      Warning: This NAUGHTY SHORTS book contains a little naughty, a lot of heart, and a happily ever after.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Naughty Shorts from New York Times bestselling author, Sarah Castille, are quick delicious bites of dirty and sweet romance that will give you all the feels. Set in a small town, and inspired by stories about everyday couples, these sexy novellas are about hope, passion and second chances.
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        A little naughty, a lot of heart, and a happily ever after.
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        “Castille [gives] readers the compelling romance they crave.” —RT Book Reviews on Beyond the Cut

      

        

      
        "With sizzling love scenes, taut plotting, and a hair-raising finish, Castille's romantic thriller will appeal to her existing fans and win her new ones." - Publishers Weekly Starred Review on Luca

      

        

      
        “A sexy and dangerous ride! If you like your bad boys bad and your heroines kicking butt, Rough Justice will rev your engine.”—Roni Loren, New York Times bestselling author on Rough Justice
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        "Powerful. Gritty. And sexy beyond belief. Sarah is a true master!"-Opal Carew, New York Times bestselling author of His to Claim on Full Contact

      

        

      
        “Awesome! Sarah Castille ripped my heart out with this book. It is a vivid and powerful story of love, loyalty, lust,
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      To every couple who has lost their way and found the path home

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Lily

        

      

    

    
      I thud my official US Postal Service stamper on the envelopes in front of me in time to Elle King’s “Love Stuff” playing over the post office radio. With each postmark, I rock my hips, like I’m in the video dancing in the desert among upside-down semi-clad men.

      Wouldn’t that be something.

      But maybe it would be better if the men were standing. I imagine the men on their feet, handsome faces all turned in my direction.

      Mmmm. Much better.

      I mentally flip my golden brown hair, miraculously curl and frizz free, and run my hands down my not-so-curvy curves. Much can be achieved with a little imagination, including adding a few inches to my height. Maybe one of them should be wearing a suit—I do like a well-dressed man. Well, I did until my husband, Chris, lost his job as an accountant and traded in his suit for worn jeans, work boots, tight T-shirts, and a safety vest, and I discovered a whole new meaning of the word hot.

      After watching Chris spend six months on the couch in a depression, my brother, Mike, offered him a job with his construction company, building the kind of houses we will never be able to afford. Six months of outdoor labor has bronzed his skin and toned up the muscles that had gone soft after years of shuffling papers around a desk. Gone are the love handles and belly that caused him so much grief. Now he has a real, honest-to-goodness six-pack and pecs that beg to be licked. Not that he would ever let me have a little taste. His libido died the day he was fired and it hasn’t come back.

      Still, my imaginary men fade away until there is only one man. My man. The man I have loved for fifteen years and whom I think I’ve lost.

      “Good afternoon, Lily.”

      I look up only to stare into the face of a different kind of fantasy come true. Beautiful blue eyes set in a broad face, dark hair, chiseled jaw, and four days’ worth of stubble on a firm chin. Elle King, eat your heart out.

      “Uh . . . ” My tongue flaps uselessly in my mouth and the stamper slips from my fingers. My lust-soaked brain struggles to register the gorgeousness that is Revival, Montana’s new dentist, Dr. Aiden Steadman.

      I might be married and still love my husband, but I’m not dead, and Dr. Steadman ranks high on the fantasy list of pretty much every one of my friends—single or married.

      Dr. Steadman smiles. I give up any hope of coherent conversation and raise my eyebrows in query.

      “I saw Chris today for his annual checkup.” His voice is a soft, sinful rumble that whispers over my skin. Why couldn’t he be cursed with an ordinary voice, stained teeth, or thinning hair? Why couldn’t he have an over-fondness for beer, wings, and Sunday night football instead of spending his weekends playing soccer, running through Revival’s mountain trails, and lifting weights at the gym? This I know through Revival’s gossip queen, and my good friend and work colleague, the recently divorced Alexis Morales.

      “I suggested he book an appointment for you, but he didn’t know your schedule, or even where you were working today,” Dr. Steadman continues.

      My face heats and I drop my gaze to the abandoned stamper, lying forlornly on its side. How embarrassing. Now Dr. Steadman will know there’s trouble in our marriage. How many husbands don’t know where or when their wives work?

      “My schedule changes every week.” I force a laugh. “Even I don’t know what it is half the time. I’ll give your office a call tomorrow to set something up.”

      “I’ll look forward to it.”

      He’ll look forward to it? As in, he’ll make my appointment personally instead of shunting me off to his effervescent twenty-year-old receptionist, Gina, who doesn’t seem to have a single shirt with buttons above her naval?

      I am immediately swept away in a torrid fantasy of Dr. Steadman seducing me after he’s cleaned and polished my teeth.

      “Beautiful,” he whispers as he runs a thick finger over my gums. “Nothing is as sexy as a woman who takes care of her teeth.”

      “I have a good incentive.” I give him a flirtatious wink, and he walks quickly across the room and opens the door.

      “I won’t be needing you anymore, Tina,” he calls out. “Lock up on your way out.”

      “Her name is Gina,” I remind him.

      “Tina. Gina. I can’t think straight when I’m with you.” He locks the door behind him and prowls across the room to the chair, where I am lying languid after my cleaning. I hear a buzz and the back of the chair goes down, down, down until I am lying in a zero-gravity position looking up at his handsome upside-down face, which is now looking distinctly like Chris’s face.

      “I guess I should get going,” I say innocently, although there is nothing innocent about the bulge behind his dentist’s coat, or the way my breasts have escaped my bra and are almost touching my chin.

      “Lily.” He swallows hard and his Adam’s apple bobs in a sexy way. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

      “Yes?”

      “I think you have a package for me.”

      “What kind of package?” I lick my lips and give him a sultry smile, realizing only when his face smooths to an expressionless mask that I am no longer in Oz.

      Silence.

      Kill me now.

      “Uh . . . I meant, do you have a slip?”

      He hands me a parcel slip. “Actually, there might be more than one.”

      I stare at the paper in my hand and pray for the ground to open up and swallow me.

      “May I have them, Lily?”

      “Of course.” I crush the claim slip in my hand and through force of will alone manage to back up into the storage room, one painful, humiliating step at a time.

      As soon as I am out of Dr. Steadman’s line of sight, I thud my fist against the shelf. Why does this always happen? I’m thirty-five and not eighteen, and my days of acting like a moron in front of drop-dead gorgeous men were supposed to be over when I married the love of my life.

      After checking the package numbers against the codes on the crushed claim slip, I stack them four high and carry them toward the door. Dr. Steadman receives a lot of packages, all in identical unmarked brown boxes.  Alexis figures they are supplies for his new dental office, but I like to imagine they contain something more exciting. How can a man as handsome and single as Dr. Steadman have nothing in his life except inspecting cavities and teeth? He has to have some dirty secrets.

      Whirrr.

      “Oh. Dr. Steadman. What are you doing?”

      “This tool does more than polish teeth, Lily. The natural bristles are perfect for concave anatomies and the handpiece maintains a slow and steady 2500 rpm. It was a special order just for you.”

      “Lily? You in here?”

      Alexis’s voice pulls me out of yet another fantasy, and I shake it off. I have to stop my mind from wandering, but my fantasy life is so much more exciting than my everyday world that consists of working days at the post office and nights as a waitress at the local western-themed bar. I took the second job at ReTox Bar when Chris was laid off to pay the bills. Now I do it to get away from the sheer and utter loneliness of being in the house with Chris in the evening, knowing he doesn’t see me. It’s my childhood all over again.

      “Behind the boxes.”

      I recommended Alexis to my boss when my colleague, Jen, went on maternity leave. After her husband ran off with his secretary, Alexis needed a job to help pay the bills while she got her new bakery off the ground. Her position became permanent when Jen decided not to come back, but, with everyone communicating by email and the big stores handling their own deliveries, fewer and fewer people are using the postal service, and we know her days are numbered.

      “You want some help?”

      I catch a glimpse of Alexis out of the corner of my eye. Small and slim, with deeply tanned skin, her long dark hair dyed with purple streaks, Alexis has been my friend since fourth grade. Lacking in any kind of athletic ability, we bonded in the D squad in track and field and have been together ever since, save for the few years she went to college to study to be a chef.

      Alexis is an amazing cook, but she never did anything with her Culinary Arts degree. Instead, she put her career on the back burner when she got pregnant, and put her skills into making incredible birthday cakes and treats for hockey away games.  As soon as the ex was out of the picture, however, she used some of the settlement money to buy the town bakery from the retiring owners and she’s planning to reopen in just a few months.

      “No, thanks. I’m good.”

      “You can’t see over the boxes.”

      “That’s the point. They’re for Dr. Steadman and I don’t want him to see my face. My brain shut down when he came up to the counter and smiled his Ken-doll smile. It’s like Rex Morgan all over again.”

      Rex. The high school bad boy. I wanted him from the moment I saw him walking down the hallway of Revival High School with his shaggy blond hair, black trench coat, and Anarchy T-shirt stretched tight around his starving-musician frame. Unfortunately, I was rendered mute anytime I found myself in his presence, and the one time he did speak to me at a high school dance, I dumped a cup of punch down the front of my dress, slipped as I ran for the door, and spent a few hours in the ER with a mild concussion and a major case of humiliation.

      “Actually, I heard Rex is back in town,” she says.

      “What?” My head jerks to the side and I miss the small step between the back room and the front desk area. I stumble. Catch myself. But the boxes unbalance and scatter all over the floor. Instinctively, I cringe, waiting for the shout that doesn’t come, the mocking laughter, the cruel comments about my incompetence, and how I’ve got my mother’s lying, cheating, stupid, useless genes. No wonder my dad signed away his parental rights when I was nine years old.

      “I’m sorry, Lily, but I can’t deal with you. I don’t want to be your dad. I don’t want to see you and be reminded of that bitch.”

      “I’m so sorry.” I crouch down and gather the boxes in my arms under the amused gaze of Dr. Steadman, who is fortunately saved the embarrassment of crawling across the floor to retrieve his parcels by the counter between us. Over the years, I’ve learned how to be careful, to think about every step I make, and to keep my feelings buried deep inside. But something about Dr. Steadman rattles me, and when I’m around him, everything spills out. Just like it used to be with Chris long ago.

      “No harm done, Lily.” His voice flows over me like liquid caramel, and I almost wish I had a cavity for it to fill.

      “Actually, harm was done.” I place the packages on the counter and hold up the box that was on top of the stack, the corner dented and torn.

      Dr. Steadman inspects the damage and shrugs. “It’s nothing. Probably happened en route.”

      Although I would love to take the out, I’m an honest kind of gal. “I’m pretty sure it was me.”

      “En route,” he says firmly.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Very sure. Don’t worry about it.” He pats my hand. “Did you know your eyes change from brown to green when you’re anxious?”

      “Actually, they’re hazel. I think the color change is just a trick of the light.”

      “Whatever it is, you have beautiful eyes, Lily.”

      My cheeks heat to what feels like one thousand degrees. Dr. Steadman thinks I have beautiful eyes. Did I hit my head during the fall and wake up in an alternate universe? I can’t even remember the last time Chris complimented me.

      “Um . . . thank you.” I pull a return slip from under the counter. “If you want to return the package to the sender in exchange for a new one, you’ll need to fill in one of these. I’m happy to cover the cost. After all, it’s my—”

      “Why don’t you keep it?” He slides the package across the counter. “I think it’s something you and Chris might enjoy.”

      “Why? What is it?”

      “Something naughty.” He gives me a slow, lazy, suggestive smile and my knees go weak. Once upon a time, Chris looked at me like that, but those days are long gone.
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          Lily

        

      

    

    
      “How was work?” I put Chris’s dinner on the table in front of him—meat, potatoes, and two vegetables, like his mother used to make. The heavy oak kitchen table my mom bought for us when we told her we wanted to have at least two kids seems particularly big today, the space between us almost too far to be breached. Our two-bedroom townhouse is small, but I tried hard to make it cozy, decorating in shades of brown and cream with soft, fluffy pillows on the leather couch and a thick, beige area rug on the living room floor. The oak table doesn’t really go with the sleek, modern kitchen, but I love it because of the hopes and dreams that it represents.

      “Fine.” He stares at his phone as he spears a piece of steamed broccoli.

      “Were you out during the storm?”

      “Pete gave us an early lunch so we could wait it out.” He doesn’t even look up, but then he rarely does, and I spend most dinners watching the way the evening sun glints off his hair, turning the thick blond strands to gold. The first time Chris kissed me, I ran my hands through his hair the way I’d imagined doing the day we met when I ran smack into him in a frantic sprint to catch the bus.

      “I sewed the hole in your spare set of coveralls last night. They’re washed and on the dryer.”

      “Mmmm.”

      I push my roast beef around the plate and lean back in my chair, drowning in the silence. Before he was laid off, Chris would pick a playlist before dinner and we would debate his choices while we ate, tease each other for our musical choices. Chris used to love upbeat pop songs, and I have always loved jazz. Sometimes we sat at the table for hours laughing and sharing songs. Now he rarely talks at dinnertime. On the nights I’m not working, I eat to the soft sound of his breaths, the jarring scrape of his fork on his plate, and the memories of laughter as I will him to look up and see me again. Really see me.

      Like Dr. Steadman saw me this afternoon.

      “I think you missed a package, Lily.” He takes a quick glance around and gestures to the back room. “Why don’t I come back with you and help you find it.”

      He doesn’t wait for a response. Instead, he rounds the counter and, with a firm hand on my lower back, ushers me into the darkness and closes the door.

      “Dr. Steadman.” My breaths come in short pants. “I won’t be able to find your package.”

      “There’s only one package you need to find, Lily.” He clasps my hand and presses it over the substantial bulge in his jeans. “It’s right here. Special delivery. Just for you.”

      I look up, but it isn’t Dr. Steadman holding my hand against his pants. It’s Chris.

      The high-pitched scrape of Chris’s knife on his plate pulls me out of my fantasy. For the first time in forever, I felt alive today, and it makes me feel my loneliness even more acutely tonight.

      “Dr. Steadman came into the post office,” I say, daring to break the silence. “He said you’d been to see him for your checkup. How did it go?”

      “Fine.” Chris chews his roast beef and stares at his phone.

      “He said you didn’t know my work shifts so you couldn’t make an appointment for me.”

      “They keep changing. Can’t keep up.”

      My heart gives a little lurch. “I’ve been doing the eight-to-four shift for three years. Nine to two on Saturdays. And every night seven to one at the bar with Alexis except Wednesdays, Thursdays, and Sundays. That’s why I’m home tonight.”

      “I’m sorry, sweetheart. I should have paid more attention.”

      A black hole opens in my chest, and I fight back the urge to scream, to shout, to throw my plate across the room. Alexis has told me again and again that it’s time to leave him. Chris checked out of our marriage after he was laid off, and it’s clear he isn’t coming back. If I want to have kids before it’s too late, I need to move on. It’s been over a year since he lost his job, but how can I leave when that “sweetheart” tells me my Chris is still there?

      “I got a call from Dr. Richardson’s office.” My pulse kicks up a notch. I set up an appointment for Chris to see a counselor, although I was pretty sure he wouldn’t go. “They said you didn’t show up.”

      His thumb freezes on the screen, and he finally lifts his gaze. “I don’t need to see a shrink. There’s nothing wrong with me.”

      “I thought . . . you’ve been . . . depressed.”

      “Christ, Lily.” He slams his phone on the table. “Can’t a man enjoy his dinner after a hard day of work? Just because I don’t feel the need to talk about every minute of my day doesn’t mean I’m depressed.”

      “I was trying to help.” I used to feel angry when he shouted like that, resentful. Now, I feel sad. One of the things I found so attractive about Chris when we first met was his calm, even temperament, a studied contrast to my emotionally volatile dad. No matter how bad things got, Chris always kept his cool.

      Not so now.

      Chris sighs and scrubs his face with his hands. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. It’s been a long day.”

      He always apologizes, because he’s Chris, and at heart he’s a good man. But nothing ever changes, and tomorrow something else will set him off and we’ll be on the merry-go-round all over again.

      A sob rises in my throat. Alexis is right. It’s over. I can’t do this anymore. The only reason I’ve stayed this long is because somewhere beneath the anger and sadness is the man I fell in love with, who returned to the bus stop morning after morning with a red rose until he saw me again.

      Unable to finish my dinner, I take my plate into the kitchen and tidy up. Dr. Steadman’s package is still on the counter where I left it. I had hoped Chris might be curious about it when he came in to grab a beer, but the dented, damaged box hasn’t been touched.

      And doesn’t that say everything. The Chris I knew was driven by curiosity. When we first got together, he wanted to know everything about me, from my first memory to the contents of my purse. He was always taking things apart to see how they worked, following crowds to see what was going on, and driving down random side roads to see where they went. Sometimes his curiosity got him into trouble, but usually we had wonderful adventures, experiencing things I would never have dared try on my own.

      But that Chris disappeared behind piles of papers, unmanageable deadlines, and a job that sucked the life right out of him. Chris was never the kind of man who should have been chained behind a desk, but he took the job so we could have a home and family. He took it for me.

      I make myself a cup of tea and pick up the box. It’s big enough to fit a small toaster oven, but not nearly as heavy. Hopefully, whatever was inside didn’t break when I dropped it on the ground. I always hated my clumsiness until it brought me straight into Chris’s arms.

      “Whoa. Where are you going in such a hurry, sunshine?” Strong arms wrap around me as I barrel straight into a broad chest.

      “Bus,” I wheeze, pointing at the red taillights of the departing 401.

      “Looks like you missed it.”

      “Damn.” I sag against the stranger. Only twenty years old, there is still enough small town in me not to be afraid of every man I meet in the big city. “Now I’ll lose my job. I’ve been late twice this week already.”

      “You want me to come and tell them it was my fault?” His deep voice rumbles through my body, sending a wave of heat straight to my core. “I did get in your way.”

      I look up and for a moment I am lost in the depths of eyes as blue and deep as edge of the sky. Pulling back in the circle of his strong arms, I study his face, handsome in a rugged way, the golden stubble on his chiseled jaw, the lion-like mane of hair that brushes his collar. And then I register his body pressed against mine. The heat. The hardness. The sheer size of the man.

      A man I don’t know.

      “I’m sorry.” I pull away, almost disappointed that he lets me go. “I didn’t mean to run into you.”

      “I was hoping you did.” His face softens. “You okay?”

      “Yeah. You?”

      “You’re soft, and I mean that in a good way.”

      My skin heats and I feel a curious ache between my thighs. Maybe those few extra pounds I gained since the holidays aren’t so bad.

      “I’ve embarrassed you.” He strokes a finger over my cheek, and I feel the sensation arc straight to my clit.

      “I was already embarrassed so it doesn’t matter. There aren’t degrees of embarrassment. It’s like skydiving. Once you jump, you’re committed.”

      He laughs, a deep, rich, beautiful sound. “You’re committed to being embarrassed?”

      “It’s my natural state of being.”

      He tips his head to the side and studies me, considering. “Have you ever been skydiving?”

      “God, no. I’m a two-feet-on-the-ground kind of person.”

      “Your feet weren’t on the ground a minute ago,” he teases.

      I drop my gaze and stare at his feet. He’s wearing a worn pair of Kicks that look like they have a world of stories to tell. “That’s because you lifted me up.”

      “I’m going to tell people you jumped into my arms.”

      “What people?” I look up to see if he’s teasing again, but this time he looks dead serious.

      “The people at our wedding.”

      This time it’s my turn to laugh. “We don’t even know each other.”

      The squeak of brakes startles me. By some miracle, another 401 pulls up beside us. “I have to go,” I say, turning away. “I might actually not get fired today.”

      “What’s your favorite flower?” He follows me to the door.

      “Roses. Why?”

      He gives me a cheeky grin. “Curious.”

      I grab the overhead rail as the bus pulls away, wondering why he wanted to know about flowers instead of asking my name.

      I tug on the paper wrapped around the package and guilt gnaws at my chest. Dr. Steadman said this was something Chris and I might enjoy—something naughty. Even though I’ve never felt further from Chris than I do now, I can’t open the package alone. Despite everything that has gone on between us, I’m still a two-feet-on-the-ground kind of girl.

      With the package and a pair of scissors in my arms, I head back to the dining room. How will he react if I disturb him again? If it’s a set of his and hers toothbrushes or a year’s supply of floss, he’ll probably lose it, although the Chris I used to know would laugh. But so what? Things can’t get worse than they are now, and the thought of opening a mysterious package stokes the fire in me that has been smoldering since this afternoon. Chris might have checked out of the small pleasures of life, but that doesn’t mean I have to check out, too.

      “Is that dessert?” he says, as if he hadn’t snapped at me only ten minutes ago, breaking the last straw on this camel’s back. If not for the package, I might have finally walked out the door.

      “No.” I place the box on the table in the vast empty space between our two seats. “It was a gift.”

      His brow creases in a frown. “It’s not your birthday.”

      My stomach twists all over again. Alexis’s husband never remembered her birthday, but even this year, in his darkest days, Chris didn’t forget.

      Usually Chris comes up with something creative, but this year he gave me a gift without any of the usual fanfare. No little clues for me to follow to find his hidden present. No crazy experiences he’d arranged for me to try. No rose petal trail to a bath surrounded in candles. No hours celebrating in bed. Instead, he handed me a small cardboard box with a necklace inside. I’m not really a jewelry person, and on the rare occasion I do dress up, I would never wear anything quite as showy as the string of deep red beads he gave me. Although I thanked him and told him it was lovely, the necklace made me wonder if we had grown so far apart that we would never find our way together again.

      “Dr. Steadman gave it to us. He said it was something we would enjoy. Together.” I decide against mentioning that he gave us the package because I’d been my usual clumsy self and damaged it. Nothing I do is right anymore, and I don’t want to add to Chris’s litany of complaints.

      “Why didn’t he give it to me at his office?”

      “It only arrived at the post office this afternoon.”

      Chris studies the parcel from his chair. “That doesn’t make any sense. Why us?”

      “I don’t know.” I give a noncommittal shrug, although my heart is pounding. This is the longest conversation we’ve had in months, the most engaged Chris has been, save for the front he puts on when we have to attend company parties. “We were busy this afternoon so there wasn’t much time to talk. He picked up his parcels and gave this one to me.”

      “It’s damaged.” Chris puts his phone down and comes around the table to stand beside me, pointing at the smashed corner. “Look here. Does he know someone tampered with the box?”

      “Yes. He said it would be fine.”

      My pulse kicks up a notch as he pulls the package toward him, his long-dormant curiosity piqued by the dentist’s mysterious present. He is so close I can feel the heat of his body, breathe in his scent. If I move an inch to the side, I will feel his skin on mine.

      I ache for his touch so much it hurts.

      Chris stopped touching me shortly after he was laid off. He lay on his side of the bed and I lay on mine, and every time I tried to cross the barrier between us, he would gently move my hand away, telling me he was tired or ill or not in the mood. Although I never confronted him, I knew the excuses for the lies they were, and I relive them each night when I lie on my side of the bed alone.

      “Let’s check it out.” I hand him the scissors and he cuts the twine around the package.

      “It’s probably dental supplies,” he says, his gaze flicking to the television.

      “He said it was naughty,” I offer, trying not to sound desperate.

      “Naughty?” His eyes widen. “What did he mean by that? I’ve heard the rumors. Dan told me about him the other night at the bar.”

      Dan is a partner at Revival’s biggest law firm, and the husband of Kylie, who works in admin at the local hospital. They have two boys, who are big into hockey, and she and Alexis are hockey mom besties. After Dr. Steadman moved to town, Kylie encouraged Alexis to visit his office and get her “teeth cleaned.” Unfortunately, despite eating vast quantities of tooth-decay-causing sugar in the weeks before her appointment, all Alexis got was a polish.

      Who says small towns are boring? Chris never thought so, which was why he was happy to move back to Revival with me after we got married.

      “What did he say?” I almost wish I had Alexis on the phone, because I know she’s going to make me repeat the conversation word for word. She thrives on gossip, especially anything to do with Revival's hottest dentist.

      Chris gives an exasperated sigh, but he snips the tape. “I wasn’t paying attention.”

      “But it had something to do with naughtiness?”

      “Actually . . . ” He tears the paper away. “It had to do with kink.”
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          Chris

        

      

    

    
      “Kink?” Lily’s voice rises in pitch. “We have a kinky dentist? Do you think he uses his tools to . . .” Her voice catches and I can almost see her mentally cataloguing Aiden Steadman’s office, from the vibrating toothbrushes to the rinse basin and from the drills to the dental forceps.

      Although she claims to be a two-feet-on-the-ground kind of girl, Lily has always had a vivid imagination. Some of the best sex we ever had when we first got together involved role-play scenarios. We were strangers hooking up in an alley. A driver delivering a late night “package.” A musician encountering a crazy fan backstage. Anywhere, anytime, Lily was never afraid to take a risk. It’s what I miss most about her in the twelve months we’ve drifted apart.

      “Red Cherry.” I read the fancy red script lettering. “Doesn’t sound like the kind of place you’d get dental supplies.”

      “Maybe it isn’t dental supplies.” Lily is almost trembling with excitement. I haven’t seen her so animated in months. But that’s my fault. I’ve failed her as a husband, and I’ve failed her as man. If not for the dental appointment she made for me with Aiden six months ago, I don’t think our marriage would have lasted the year.

      “Open it.” I pull off the lid, and we both peer inside. Although Aiden told me he was sending something over today, I am as curious as her to see what it is.

      Hand shaking, Lily pushes aside the cloud of red tissue paper and feels around inside the box.

      “Oh. My. God!” She holds up a pair of shiny handcuffs, partially covered in fuzzy red material and tied together with a red ribbon. “Chris! Look! Real, live, honest-to-goodness handcuffs.” Her eyes sparkle under the over head light. Lily has the most incredible eyes. Sometimes hazel, sometimes green, always beautiful. I noticed her eyes first the day we met at the bus stop. Mysterious eyes, a ridiculous amount of golden brown hair, and lips that looked like they’d been made to kiss. And those curves . . . Damn, my Lily was all woman.

      With a gasp, she drops the handcuffs on the table and backs up against me as if they might bite.

      “Jesus.” It’s not the handcuffs that tear the exclamation from my lips but the feeling of my wife pressed up against me after so damn long—the softness of her body, the warmth of her skin, and the trust she still has that I will protect her from harm.

      Unable to stop myself, I wrap my arm around her waist and hold her tight. I can’t remember the last time we were so close that I could smell the delicate scent of flowers in her hair or feel the silky strands against my cheek. She fits perfectly against me, her head tucked under my chin and her sweet ass a delicious heat against my hips.

      We stare at the handcuffs, united for the first time in over a year in speechless, mutual shock.

      “Are you sure he said this was for us?” I pick up the handcuffs and make a show of running my fingers over the locking mechanism. I’ve always been curious about how things work, and although I’ve seen handcuffs before, I’ve never had a chance to check them out.

      “Yes. He was very clear.”

      “Did you tell him we were into that kind of stuff?”

      She looks at me aghast. “No. Of course not. Did you?”

      “We didn’t do much talking. He had his hands in my mouth.” At least he did when we first met. But after the checkup was done, we got to talking. He was looking for someone to do a custom-build in his basement—someone discreet. I’d already started thinking about taking on projects on the side. Business wasn’t going well for Mike and he’d started laying people off. Although he’d assured me I would always have a job with him because of Lily, I knew it was a strain. I offered to give Aiden a quote, never imagining it would lead to a pair of fuzzy handcuffs on my dining room table.

      “These are real.” After snapping them closed, I untie the red ribbon and hold up the keys. “We could get into a lot of trouble with these.”

      “Oh my.” Lily’s cheeks turn pink, and she licks her lips. My cock goes rock hard beneath my fly. My Lily is a beautiful woman, but when she’s aroused, she’s a goddess.

      Although we were always adventurous in the bedroom, we never used anything like this. I loved what we had together and never felt the need for more. I assumed Lily felt the same. After I started my soul-destroying job at the accounting firm, trapped indoors twelve hours a day, what we had was the only thing that made sense. I wasn’t willing to risk trying something new, especially when the rest of my life was spinning out of control.

      “What else is in the box?” She dips her head, but she can’t hide her reaction from me. I know Lily better than I know myself. I have felt her pain and loneliness over the last year. Countless nights I wanted to reach across the bed and pull her into my arms, but I haven’t felt worthy of her comfort, and I have nothing to give. If not for my failings, she wouldn’t have had to take a second job, we wouldn’t have had to remortgage the house, and we would have started the family we had always dreamed of having. Is it any wonder didn’t she like the gift I gave her for her birthday? Who wants a reminder of our past when there is little hope for our future?

      “Have a look.”

      She pushes the tissue aside and pulls out a lingerie set on a pink padded hanger.

      I whistle long and low. “How am I going to get my teeth cleaned again when I know he’s into all this?” It’s not exactly a lie. I’ve known what Aiden is into since the day took me into his basement and outlined his plans for the BDSM dungeon he wanted me to build.

      Disappointment flickers across her face. “Teeth cleaning is the last thing a man should be thinking about when looking at a white corset trimmed in red lace, a matching garter belt and panties, and a white hat with a red cross on it.” She studies the outfit and her lips quiver with a smile. “It’s a naughty nurse costume.”

      It’s everything I can do not to strip off her clothes and dress her up myself. “Looks to be about the right size for you now.”

      “You noticed I lost weight?” Her voice wavers and I feel like even more of a heel. After she started a second job working as a waitress at ReTox, Revival’s biggest bar, she joined a local gym to kill time between shifts. Between that, the extra hours of work, and just picking at her dinner every night, the extra pounds that had always been the bane of her existence melted away. I’d never seen those pounds on her. I loved her curves, but I did notice when she lost weight, and now I regret not saying anything about it.

      “Of course I did. You’re my Lily.”

      She lifts an eyebrow and gives me a cheeky smile. “Nurse Lily.”

      I slide my hand over her hip and squeeze her ass. “Naughty Nurse Lily. I think we should get you dressed up and see how naughty you can be.”

      Her eyes light up like it’s Christmas morning, and she grinds her hips against me. “I don’t think you’ve ever met a nurse as naughty as me.”

      I slide my hands under her shirt, all my blood pooling in my groin when I imagine her wearing that outfit, her hands restrained with the cuffs . . .

      Lily moans softly when I cup her breasts in my hands. “There are a few more things in the box. Maybe they’re part of the outfit. You wouldn’t want your naughty nurse to be unequipped for emergencies.”

      “You seem very equipped to deal with the emergency I’ve got going on right now.” I rub my thumbs over her nipples until they peak beneath her bra.

      “Down, boy.” She laughs and pulls my hands away. For a moment I feel like we are back to the way we were and the last year never happened.

      “‘Down’ isn’t the problem I need you to treat.” I put her hand over my shaft and she squeezes me hard through my jeans.

      “How about I rub it better while I find my . . .” She trails off when she pulls a bright red rabbit vibrator from the box. “Rabbit.” Her face flames and I chuckle. I can’t remember the last time I felt such lightness in my soul.

      “I think you’d better call in sick tomorrow. You won’t be getting any sleep tonight.” I study the vibrator, secure in its cartoon rabbit packaging, and my mind races with the possibilities. The outfit. The handcuffs. The vibrator. My Lily on the bed coming so loudly she wakes the neighbors. We’ll definitely not make it to work on time.

      “Promises, promises.” She opens the package and flicks the switch. The shaft twirls slowly in the air, and the rabbit’s ears vibrate back and forth.

      “When you scream tonight, I want to hear my name.”

      Lily turns the vibrator off and lays it on the table. “I’m not going to scream.”

      “Sweetheart, when I get you on the bed in that sexy lingerie, your hands cuffed over your head, and that rabbit in my hand, you aren’t just going to scream my name; you’re going to beg me to make you scream it again.”

      “Someone’s living in a fantasy world,” she teases, but I don’t miss the hitch in her breath or the tremor in her hand as she reaches into the box again.

      “What is this?” She holds up a package containing a rubber ring with a bullet on top.

      “Dunno.” I take it and read the label. “Vibrating cock ring.”

      “It’s for you.”

      “I don’t need any help to pleasure my girl.”

      Lily’s head jerks up and it takes me a moment to realize it is the last two words that have made her eyes glitter.

      My girl. I haven’t called her that in forever, but I feel the words in my heart. She will always be my girl. My Lily.

      “There’s one more thing.” She pulls out a long white coat and a stethoscope. “They must go with the nurse costume. I guess it’s a role-play thing. Try it on.”

      I pull my T-shirt over my head and Lily makes a choking noise.

      “You okay?” I toss the shirt over a chair.

      “I haven’t seen you without your shirt for a long time. You’re always gone in the morning when I get up, and you change while I’m making dinner. You look . . . good.”

      I am definitely more fit. A few months after I started working with Mike, I realized my love handles were gone, my shoulders were less rounded, and I was sporting a six-pack between the deep V cuts leading below my belt. Physical labor suits me better than a professional job, but I can’t shake the feeling that it brands me a failure. If carpentry is my calling, why did I spend four years in college? All that potential gone to waste, my mother said when I told her I was working with Mike. We haven’t spoken since.

      “How do I look?” I pull on the lab coat and stethoscope and pose beside the chair.

      “Very sexy. Go take a look.”

      My stomach knots as I stare at myself in the mirror, seeing the loss of yet another dream.

      Lily’s brow wrinkles in a frown. “What’s wrong?”

      “I never told you this, but my mother wanted me to be a doctor.” I watch her in the mirror as I talk, unable for some reason to turn around. “She made me stop helping out at my dad’s construction company so I could study for med school. She was devastated when I didn’t get in, and very angry when I told her there was no point trying again. I wasn’t smart enough. I went to college to study business instead so I could help my dad. He was good with his hands, not so good with the money. She never forgave me for giving up. When my dad passed away, she sold his business without telling me. I guess it was her way of making sure I didn’t wind up like him. Or maybe it was just spite.”

      “Baby . . . ” Lily’s hands fist by her sides. She and my mother never got along, likely because they are total opposites. Where Lily is warm, kind, tolerant, and understanding, my mother is vain, selfish, narrow-minded, and opinionated. She refused to attend our wedding because she didn’t think Lily was good enough for me. She said I had failed her yet again by marrying a woman without any money, society connections, or even a college degree.

      “You have a college degree. You were a successful accountant. It wasn’t your fault the company downsized.” Her eyes flash fire. “Now, you’re doing something that you enjoy, building beautiful things just like your dad. You have his gift. Mike wouldn’t have offered you a job if he didn’t think you had talent.”

      Damn. This coat . . . Thinking of my mother . . . The humiliation of having to admit I couldn’t provide for my wife . . . Asking Mike for a job because we’d run through our savings and couldn’t pay the mortgage . . . It hits me all at once.

      Yanked out of the fantasy, I tear off the coat and stethoscope and throw them on the floor. “Your brother had to give me a fucking job because I couldn’t support you. What kind of man has to rely on handouts? My mother was right. I failed her. I failed you. I’m almost glad my dad isn’t alive to see me now.”

      I expect her to shut down as she has time and again over the last year, but something is different tonight. Something changed when we opened that box. Lily folds her arms and glares at me. “I’ve never once felt like you let me down, and I’ve never thought of you as less of a man because of something that isn’t your fault. Your dad would have been proud of you no matter what you did. Your mother has messed you up almost as badly as my dad messed me up, but she was right about one thing. Accounting wasn’t your calling. You’re happy working with your hands. You just can’t accept it.”

      “You don’t understand anything.” I pull on my T-shirt, regretting my decision to let Aiden get involved. “Pack that stuff up and give it back to Aiden. We’re never going to use it.”

      I slipped up with the name—he has only ever been Dr. Steadman to us—but Lily doesn’t seem to notice. Her face falls, and I regret taking her down this road to nowhere. Feeling hope and then losing it all again is the worst kind of pain.
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      “What was in the box? I’ve been dying to find out.” Alexis hangs up her jacket in the staff room as I finish taping up Dr. Steadman’s box. I have no idea how I’m going to return it without dying of embarrassment, but keeping it isn’t an option.

      “Kinky sex stuff.” I push the box into a corner and pick up my tea, now lukewarm after my struggles with the tape. “Handcuffs, vibrator, naughty nurse and doctor costumes . . .”

      Silence.

      “Alexis?”

      “The dog.” Alexis breathes out a sigh. “I’d heard rumors about Dr. Steadman. Like he’s into threesomes and he’s got a sex room in his basement . . .”

      “Well, from the contents of the package, I’d say some of them are true. But it’s crazy that he would give this stuff to us. Who does that? He barely knows us. Chris has seen him twice, and I’ve seen him once. Until he gave me the package, we’d never had a conversation about anything other than teeth. It’s weird. Maybe I should call the police.”

      “Are you kidding me?” Alexis’s voice rises in pitch. “He could obviously tell you guys are having marital difficulties, and he’s trying to help in his own special kinky way.”

      “Well, it totally backfired. We were having fun with it until Chris put on the doctor coat and then all this stuff came out about his mom and how he feels like a failure. A few minutes later he was back in the living room watching TV like it never happened.”

      “But it did happen,” Alexis says. “It happened and something changed. Chris opened up a little bit.”

      “I guess. But so what?” I gesture to the box. “He wants me to return it.”

      “What do you want?”

      I want my Chris back. I want our marriage and our laughter. I want us to be happy and looking forward to the future we had planned together. I want sexy times and cuddle times and his strong arms wrapped around me.

      “I want to keep it.” I bite my lip when my eyes start to water. “I don’t think we would have ever gone to a store and bought that kind of stuff. And it was fun to pull it out and be shocked and surprised together. He laughed, Alexis. Like he used to do. And he joked around. For a while there I thought he might suggest we go upstairs and try it out.”

      “Then keep it,” she says. “There are two people in your marriage. It’s been all about him for over a year. You’ve tiptoed around him and made a comfortable place for him to hide away from the world at the cost of your happiness. It’s time to stop being a martyr. You’re a good person. A good wife. Now it’s time to be naughty. Put yourself out there. Take a risk. Let him know what you want. If he rejects you, so what? He’s rejected you every night since he got laid off. If you don’t try, nothing will change. But if you do try, maybe something will, like it did when he opened up to you.”

      I sip my tea, letting the bitter liquid wash over my tongue. I started drinking my tea black when money was tight, and I’ve grown accustomed to the taste. “What am I supposed to do? Turn on the vibrator and wave it in front of the TV?”

      “Try the role play. Be someone else for a night and let him do the same. Maybe a naughty nurse is what he needs to get over his doctor issues.”

      I give up on my tea and fill the kettle. “What if he says no?”

      “Honey. Looking the way you look, dressed up in some kind of naughty outfit, I can guarantee that his ass will not be staying in his chair for long. And if it does, you might as well pack your bags, because you’ll know he no longer has a dick.”

      Laughter bubbles up in my chest. “You’re a good friend. Did I ever tell you that?”

      “I’m a horny friend.” She pulls out her phone. “And I think I might have a cavity. There’s more than one doctor who might be getting some loving tonight.”

      I rinse out my cup as she skims through her address book. “You are not booking another appointment with Dr. Steadman.”

      “Oh yes, I am. Life is too short not to take a risk.”

      “Like dressing up as a naughty nurse?”

      “Yes, just like that.” Her smile fades. “It kills me to see you putting so much energy into trying to save your marriage and getting nothing back. I like Chris. I think you guys are good together. But it’s time that dude gets his head out of his ass, and if he doesn’t do it tonight, I’m fixing you up with Rex Morgan.”

      My breath catches in my throat. “You talked to Rex?”

      “Not yet.” She gives me a sly grin. “Although if things don’t work out with our friendly neighborhood dentist, I might call him up for a little chat.”

      No doubt she would. Alexis isn’t the kind of woman who lets anything stand in the way of what she wants. When she caught her husband cheating with his secretary, she booted his ass out the door, and no amount of groveling would bring him back. She has an enviable self-esteem and the kind of confidence I always wish I had.

      “He won’t stand a chance,” I say after she makes an emergency end-of-the-day dentist appointment for a toothache she doesn’t have.

      “You’re right about that.” She tucks her phone away. “And neither will Chris. If he’s not interested, pack a suitcase and get your ass over to my place. Then Monday morning we’ll take a walk down to the attorney’s office and get you unleashed for the hotness that is Rex Morgan.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      I am not a risk taker. I don’t jaywalk, drive too fast, or jump out of airplanes. After meeting Chris at the bus stop ten years ago, I took a different bus to work for two weeks because I was afraid to see him again. Not because I didn’t like him. I did. Too much. Every night after our meeting, I fantasized about the feel of his body against mine, his deep, gravelly voice, and the warmth in his blue eyes. I dreamed about him—naughty, sexy dreams that left me aching inside. But I didn’t want to ruin it all by seeing him again, feeling all the feels, and having him brush me off like that moment was nothing. Rejection causes pain and I’d had enough in my life. If I’d known he was the kind of guy to show up with a rose every day, hoping to see me again, I would have been there the very next morning.

      So now it’s my chance to make it up to him. To be bold. To be brave. To take a risk. To be the kind of person I always wanted to be. In a last-ditch attempt to save my marriage, I am going to open myself up in a way I haven’t done since I learned the pain of rejection for being me. Even during our marriage, I never truly let Chris in.

      I fasten the last hook on my naughty nurse corset and tighten the strings so it fits like a glove, but I’ve never felt so exposed in my life. My breasts are pushed up impossibly high and are almost fully exposed to the tops of my nipples. My hips seem rounder with my waist cinched tight, and the red piping on the bottom of the corset dress barely covers the tiny triangle of the white thong with its bold red cross in the center.

      After I get over the shock of an almost unrecognizable me, I attach the white stockings to the garters and slip on a pair of red stiletto heels I picked up at the mall on the way home from work. My hair is loose, free from its usual ponytail, and round-brushed into soft waves that cascade over my shoulders. Chris used to love my hair. He would run his fingers through it every chance he got, and when were in bed, he’d grab it tight, pull my head back, and . . .

      I give myself a shake, push away the memories of our nights in bed and our hot, sweaty bodies twisted in the sheets. Chris was always very dominant in bed, and I loved it, loved that he could push my boundaries but know when to stop.

      A final touch of makeup and the reddest lipstick in my box completes the look. Naughty but nice; sexy but sweet. I hope it’s enough.

      “You want a beer?” I call out when I reach the kitchen. I heard him come in when I was changing.

      “Yeah.”

      Heart pounding, I open his beer and pour it into his favorite glass. I give myself a final check in the microwave and walk into the room.

      Here goes nothing.

      “Here you go.”

      “Thanks, sweetheart.” Chris doesn’t even look away from the television. My stomach tightens but I take a deep breath. I expected this. Prepared for it.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt, Dr. Taylor, but there is an emergency in bed seven.” I pluck the remote out of his hand.

      “What the—?” His gaze sweeps over me from the old-fashioned nurse’s cap in my hair to the crescents of my breasts bursting over the edge of the corset, down over my waist and the curve of my hips, to the garter straps holding up the white stockings, and finally to the ruby-red heels. “Fuck me,” he mutters.

      “I’ll bring it up on the CCTV.” In this case, the CCTV happens to be a baby video monitor I borrowed from Alexis from the days when her kids were young. I’ve hooked it up to the TV so it shows our bedroom, where I’ve changed the linen to white hospital-like sheets and put the rest of Dr. Steadman’s toys on a metal tray beside the bed.

      “What is this, Lil?”

      Sweat beads between my tightly bound breasts. He could destroy me with only a word, humiliate me so deeply I might never recover. But this is my last, best chance to repair our marriage, and although I’m terrified of his rejection, I’m even more afraid of being alone.

      “An emergency, Dr. Taylor.” I bend over in front of the television as I switch it to the baby monitor channel, giving him a full-on view of my ass, bare except for the garter straps and the thin line of my naughty nurse thong.

      “Lily . . .” His voice cracks, breaks.

      “Here we go.” I stand to the side, one hand on my hip, posing as if I’m trying to sell the TV while an image of our bedroom flickers on the screen. “As you can see, the patient is . . . Oh dear. He’s missing.”

      “Babe . . . please . . .”

      “We’d better go upstairs and check it out.” I grab the stethoscope and walk straight between his parted legs. Bending low to put it around his neck, I give him an up close and personal look at the magnificent cleavage created by my corset.

      Chris clears his throat as I slide my hands over his taut shoulders. “This isn’t you.”

      No, it’s not me. It’s who I want to be, who I should have been if I hadn’t been so afraid to open up and let him in. Strong. Brave. Determined.

      “You’re right. I’m Nurse Taylor, and we need to get you ready to see your patient.” Swallowing hard, I climb on his lap, straddling his legs with my knees. “I’ve got your jacket right here.” I point to the white doctor’s coat I left carefully folded on the coffee table, along with a pair of green scrubs and my phone.

      Of course, he hadn’t noticed.

      “You seem tense, maybe a little music . . .” I lean over and press the playlist I put together on my lunch break. The soft, sultry sound of Ciara’s “Body Party” fills the room, and Chris smiles, despite himself.

      “Dirty girl.”

      I bite back a snort. He has no idea how dirty I’m planning to be.

      “Now we need to take off this shirt.” I slide forward and bite back a soft cry as I grab the hem of his T-shirt. He’s hard beneath his jeans, and the knowledge that I can still affect him that way makes me instantly wet. Even if he pushes me away, at least I know he still desires me.

      My hands smooth over his skin, the rock-hard muscles of his chest, and the firm ridges of his lats as I push his shirt up. And although he doesn’t stop me, passive Chris is not who I need.

      After working the shirt around the stethoscope, I pull it over his head, leaning so far forward my breasts are right in his face.

      “Christ.” His hands curl around my hips, his fingers tightening so hard I know I’ll have bruises tomorrow. He wants me, but he’s fighting it every step of the way.

      “You’ll have to put your coat on, Dr. Taylor.” I wrench myself away and slide off his lap. Unbelievably, he stands when I hold out the coat and, with a sigh, shrugs it on to Gary Clark Junior’s soulful voice as he sings “Bright Lights.”

      My mouth waters at the sight of him in the coat, with the stethoscope hanging over his bare chest. I’ve never had doctor fantasies, but something about the way he looks now triggers a wave of longing so fierce I have to swallow a moan.

      “What’s next?” He clenches his jaw, stares down at me, and I see a flicker of the old dominant Chris glint in his eyes.

      “Well . . .” I lift the scrub pants from the table, a purchase from a secondhand store that I made on my way home. “You’ll need to put these on. Street clothes aren’t allowed in the patient rooms, as I’m sure you remember.” I reach for his belt, and he grabs my wrist, holds it so tightly my eyes water.

      “Go slow.”

      Slow? I am almost giddy that he’s let me take him this far, so much that I want to tear off his clothes, throw him on the floor, and . . .

      “Not that slow.” The slight rise in the timbre of his voice scatters my thoughts and I shake my head.

      “I’m sorry, Dr. Taylor.” I tug open his belt, undo the button, and lower the zipper of his fly. My mouth waters in anticipation. God, it’s been so long.

      Carefully, I ease his jeans over his hips, kneeling to draw them down over his legs. His shaft tents his boxers, and I am almost desperate to take a little lick.

      Chris steps out of his jeans, his bare feet almost hidden by the thick pile of the carpet. A few weeks before he was laid off, he fucked me so hard on the carpet I had a rug burn that stung for days, and I loved it.

      “These need to come off.” Still kneeling on the floor, I reach for his boxers.

      “You’re a very naughty nurse, aren’t you?” he says as I draw them carefully over his erection.

      “No, sir.” A smile tugs at my lips as I slide his boxers over his hips, holding them for him to step out. “I’m just doing my job. You can’t tend patients if you’re not properly dressed. It’s hospital policy.”

      “And you can’t tend patients in that hat.” He reaches down and unclips the hat from my head. “That’s better. It looked like a sail. Patients might be worried you’d blow away in the breeze.” He gently runs his hand through my hair and my eyes close. A shudder runs through my body, every nerve firing at once, trying to soak up the feel of his caress as the steady, sultry beat of the Weekend’s “Earned It” ripples through me.

      I missed you.

      “Nurse Taylor?” His gentle tone pulls me out of my head. I open my eyes and look up to see a curious longing in his eyes.

      “Yes?”

      “Was there anything else you needed to do down there?”

      My gaze drops to his erection and I lick my lips. “I should probably deal with this, Dr. Taylor. I believe you aren’t allowed to bring any nonmedical items into the patient rooms.”

      “How do you propose to do that, you little minx?”

      “I could kiss it better.” I cup his balls in my hand, roll them gently in my palm as I lean forward and press a soft kiss to his erection.

      His hand tightens in my hair and his thick thighs go rigid. “This is highly inappropriate. I suspect it is against hospital policy.”

      “I have an obligation to ensure you are properly attired, sir. The scrubs won’t fit properly in your current condition.”

      Chris chuckles. “I wouldn’t want to stand in the way of you doing your job.” He tugs me gently toward his cock, and I lean forward and take him all in, as far as I can go, stopping only when he hits the back of my throat and my gag reflex kicks in.

      “Sweet Jesus.” His breath leaves him in a rush, his cock hardening as I pull away and swirl my tongue over the slick head, tasting the sweet bead of his desire. It feels like forever since I’ve gone down on him. I never thought I’d be this close to him again, or feel this connection. My chest aches as my heart swells inside me.

      Gripping his shaft as tight as I dare, I wrap my mouth around his cock so my lips meet my fist. Tipping my head back to meet his gaze, I move my mouth and hand in a rhythmic motion.

      “Where did you learn that?” His voice sharpens the tiniest bit, and I release him to answer.

      “Books.”

      “Books?” His frown deepens. “What books?”

      “All sorts of books. I wanted to be ready when this day came. I’ve been hot for you forever, Dr. Taylor.” I go down on him hard and fast, savouring the thickness of his cock as it slides in and out of my mouth. My blood rushes downward, making me throb and ache beneath the flimsy thong. Although I’m tempted to put my hand between my legs, stroke myself until I’m slick and ready to come, I slide my hands around his hips to cup his bare ass beneath the lab coat. Possessive. Needy. Mine.

      Chris groans and his fingers tighten around my head. His need for control asserts itself, and he holds me still, rocking his hips rhythmically to fuck my mouth with slow, easy strokes.

      I love it. I love that after all this time, he still wants what I can give. He wants me.

      His body jerks from the force of his climax, his hold on my hair a painful pleasure as he spills down my throat. I swallow and suck, lick him clean, the salty taste of him so erotic I ache for release.

      “Look at me.” His voice is thick, heavy with desire.

      I look up. Pleasure is etched across his face, smoothing away the crinkles at the corners of his eyes and the furrows in his brow.

      “Your face is flushed, Nurse Taylor.”

      I put a hand to my cheek, feel the heat that suffuses my body. “Exertion, sir?”

      “I think you might be ill.” He tilts my head back with a thick finger under my chin. “Your pupils are dilated.”

      “It’s the light.”

      “Hmmm.” He presses a hand to my forehead. “I think you might have a fever.”

      A smile spreads across my face, and I grab the scrubs. “Maybe I’m too hot to handle.”

      “Not for me.” He takes the scrubs and pulls them on, tying them loosely around his waist. With firm hands on my shoulders, he urges me to my feet. “I think I’d better examine you properly. We can’t have you attending to patients if you’re sick.”

      He’s into it now. I can see the change in the set of his shoulders, the tense line of his jaw, the spread of his legs, and the firm, unyielding stare.

      Come back to me. Even if only for a night.

      “That’s probably a good idea,” I say, fiddling with the stethoscope. “Would you like to start by listening to my heart?”

      He scowls. “Who is the doctor here?”

      “You are.”

      “That’s right.” Without warning, he scoops me up in his strong arms. “And doctors examine their patients in an examination room. Lucky for you, there is one free upstairs.”

      “I forgot to ask,” I say as he carries me through the room. “What kind of doctor are you?”

      His sensuous mouth curls into a slow, predatory smile. “I’ll let you guess.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Lily

        

      

    

    
      Chris lays me on stiff white sheets and looks around the room. I tried to give it a cold, clinical feel, although it wasn’t easy with the rich, dark furniture we bought after our wedding. Hospitals don’t usually have four-poster beds or soft cream carpet, nightstands with modern silver lamps or chairs full of pillows. I cleared off our dressers, putting away the pictures and knickknacks, the receipts and small change, and placed a silver serving tray on the night table to hold Dr. Steadman’s erotic toys.

      “We need some light.” He flips on the overhead lights and turns on the bedside lamps. I cringe under the glare. Although I’m not embarrassed about my body, we’ve always turned the lights down in bed and I feel uncomfortably exposed.

      “I’m going to examine you now, Nurse Taylor. Lie still.” He sits on the bed beside me, his gaze drifting down my body. He is so fully into the role play, I tremble under his scrutiny.

      He starts at the top, sifting through my hair before he cups my head gently in his broad hands. His thumbs trace the circumference of my face, my ears, my cheekbones, and my lips. It’s almost like the first time we were together, when he wanted to memorize me with his hands as much as he wanted to know me inside.

      “Beautiful,” he murmurs.

      Releasing my head, he continues his downward journey, the tips of his fingers skimming down my neck to rest at the pulse at the base of my throat.

      “Rapid pulse.”

      “You have that effect on me.”

      “Hmmm.” He runs his finger over the crescents of my breasts, then gently lifts them from the cups of the corset. “Time for a breast exam.”

      My cheeks burn ever so slightly, but it is nothing compared to the heat that floods my body when he squeezes and massages my breasts. His hands are callused now and excitingly rough on my soft skin.

      “Slight swelling.”

      “Maybe you could kiss them better?”

      “I’m a professional, Nurse Taylor.” He rolls my nipples between his thumb and forefinger until I arch up on the bed.

      “Very sensitive.”

      God, his slightly detached, cool demeanor is doing something to my head. Before Chris was laid off, our lovemaking had a pattern, a familiar, easy rhythm that gave us both satisfaction. But this is something else. New and exciting and oh so erotic.

      “I can treat that right now.” He draws one nipple into his mouth and a moan escapes my lips. It feels so good, so right, and I want more. More hot, wet mouth. More Dr. Taylor.

      “Stay still. This might hurt a bit, but you’ll feel so much better when I’m done.” He holds me down with a firm hand against my hips and sucks and nips, squeezes and licks until my nipples are taut and my breasts are deliciously sore and swollen. I writhe on the bed, wet and aching to have him inside me.

      “Please . . .”

      Chris sighs. “You are not a very good patient. Far too wiggly.” He reaches for the handcuffs and holds them above me, his eyes never leaving mine. “We’d better secure you so I can examine you properly.”

      My body goes entirely still. Chris has never restrained me before. Although we’ve had sex in many ways and many places, he was never interested in using toys or taking our encounters beyond the same positions in the same places.

      As if sensing my hesitation, he leans down until his lips are almost against mine, his breath hot on my skin. “Do you trust me not to hurt you?”

      He did hurt me. For over a year he checked out of our marriage. I’ve never felt lonelier than when we were in the house together with an unbridgeable gap between us. But that was emotional pain. I know he would never harm me physically.

      “Yes.” I tip back my head, trying to close the distance between us, longing for a taste of his sensual mouth. When he backs away, I move to wrap my arms around him, but he catches my wrists and lifts my hands to the head of the bed.

      “Naughty nurses don’t get to touch.” He snaps the cuffs around my wrists, and I instinctively pull against the fuzzy red padding.

      God, what have I done?

      Chris gives a satisfied grunt when it’s clear I can’t get free. He runs his hands over my ribs and stomach, in and out my curves, as if my restraint has loosened his own.

      “I approve of this uniform.” His fingers follow the garter straps one at a time down to the tops of my stockings. I rock my hips, trying to get his fingers where I need them to go.

      “Unfortunately,” he continues, tugging on my thong, “we will have to remove this to finish the exam.” With a quick yank, he tears it away, and I suck in a shocked breath.

      “Nurse Taylor.” He holds the garment in front of me, a stern expression on his face. “This is soaking wet.”

      “I was . . . um, hot.”

      He lifts an eyebrow and picks up the rabbit vibrator from the tray. “Then I think we should take your temperature.”

      “Ah.” I push myself back on the bed. “Maybe you could do it . . . orally like we did—”

      The carnal look in his eyes freezes my tongue. “Knees up. Legs apart.”

      Even though this is Chris, I can’t look at him as I get in position. My mind is caught between role play and reality, and with Chris fully embracing his cold, clinical doctor persona, I am at once aroused and deliciously apprehensive.

      “We’ll start with the examination.” He pushes my legs apart, and I shiver when cool air rushes over my heated center.

      “Are you cold?” He studies me with focused intensity.

      “No.”

      “Excellent.” He slicks his finger through my labia and eases them apart.

      “Chris . . .” Embarrassment floods through me. He’s never touched me like this before. Never studied me so intently, except for the nights he went down on me in the dark.

      “It’s Dr. Taylor to you.” He glides a finger between my buttocks and over my back hole. Not a place anyone has ever touched me before.

      “Chris!”

      “One more time, Nurse Taylor, and you’ll be punished,” he warns. “Now let’s do an internal exam.” He pushes a thick finger deep inside my pussy. My blood turns to molten lava and rushes through my veins. It’s been far too long.

      “Very nice. Very wet. We definitely don’t need any lube.”

      Mortified, I turn my face into my arm as he swirls his finger inside me and then up and onto my clit. My hips jerk and I blurt out, “Oh God.”

      “No, just your neighbourhood doctor.” He glides his fingers through my wetness and over my clit again and again until my pulse is throbbing between my legs.

      “I think you’re ready now.”

      “Ready for what?”

      “The thermometer.” He holds up the vibrator. “Stay in place. This is going to feel cold.”

      Holding my labia apart with one hand, he slides the vibrator inside me and positions the rabbit ears on either side of my clit. Although it isn’t as big as his cock, I let out a groan. The sensation of having something inside me—something so hard and slick—almost sends me over the edge.

      “I think you like having your temperature taken.” A buzz sound, and then the rabbit ears vibrate over my clit, already sensitive from his relentless fingers. My hips come right off the bed and all my nerve endings fire at once.

      Chris chuckles. “I haven’t even turned the main part on.” He presses the button, and the rabbit twists and vibrates inside me.

      “Oh God. Chris. Doctor.” My hands tighten into fists as he thrusts the vibrator in and out until I am writhing, mindless on the bed. His hot, wet mouth closes on my nipple, tonguing it firmly.

      Everything in my body coils and tightens as he slides the vibrator in and out. I shoot into shocking arousal and then I fly.

      Too much. Too hard. Too intense. Too long. The world splinters around me and I shatter. Scream. My pussy contracts around the hard vibrator, and my back arches as exquisite tremors shudder through me.

      Chris continues to pump the vibrator inside me and the sensations go on and on until I go limp, my heart pounding so hard I think I might break a rib.

      “My God. I didn’t know it could be like that.” I gesture to the stethoscope. “Do you want to listen to my heart?”

      “I should have listened to your heart a year ago,” he murmurs, almost to himself. “But I couldn’t hear it.” He rises up on his knees, his callused hands forcing my shaky legs apart. “Open for me, sweetheart.”

      I open for him. Bare everything that I am. Chris removes the stethoscope, shrugs off the coat, and pulls off the pants. He is beautifully, gloriously naked, and all mine.

      “Dr. Taylor has been called away on an emergency. It’s you and me now.” His fingers glide over my mound to my clitoris, teasing the oversensitive bundle of nerves until my thigh muscles tighten and quiver.

      “Good girl.” He thrusts inside me, his thick cock pushing through my swollen tissue. With my hands restrained, I feel helpless, used, and yet my pussy clenches around him, drawing him in.

      “Sweet Jesus.” Sweat beads on his forehead, and he stares down at me as if seeing me for the first time.

      “How’s my girl?”

      My girl. Happiness washes over me with such intensity I want to cry.

      “Your girl needs a kiss before you send her into space again.”

      With his engorged cock still deep inside me, he drops down over my body and brushes my lips lightly, teasing. His mouth is so soft, so warm I could melt into the heat of his kiss.

      He takes the kiss deeper, opening my lips with his own. When I submit, his tongue slips inside and he invades my mouth, taking possession. I feel wanted, loved. I feel home.

      “So sweet,” he whispers, and he reaches up to unlock the cuffs.

      When my hands are free, he rises up and surges deep inside me. My hips move upward in response and he increases the speed.

      “You feel so good.”

      I wrap my arms around him, feel the hard muscles in his back bunch and flex beneath my fingers as he thrusts. “I missed you.”

      He pushes deeper, every rock of his hips sending a delicious tremble through me. His fingers find my clit and he teases and toys until my muscles are rock hard and I’m trembling, desperate to come.

      “Let me hear you.” He grabs my hips, yanking me up against him with each stroke. His pelvis grinds against my clit and my panting breaths turn to moans.

      “That’s it, sweetheart. Come with me.” He pinches my clit and I break with a scream, pleasure crashing over me in heated waves. Chris’s body tightens and he buries himself inside me, pumping his release with a low, rumbled growl.

      I am still trembling from the shock waves of pleasure when Chris lies beside me and pulls me into his side, my head resting on his chest, where I can hear his heart pound. His arms are so welcoming, so comforting that I shudder against him. I’ve dropped my walls for him, exposed myself in a way I haven’t since I was a child, but when he holds me like this, I feel like everything will be okay.

      But will it? Can one night of naughty passion bridge a gap that has been one year in the making? Was this just sex or something more?

      “I can almost hear you thinking,” Chris says, his hand rubbing up and down my back. “Or should I say overthinking? That’s what you do best.”

      “This wasn’t us. I mean, we don’t do things this way. We’re not . . . kinky.”

      Chris’s hand stops moving. “You didn’t enjoy it?”

      “I did.” I bite my lip, considering my words. “I enjoyed it a lot.”

      He resumes his stroking, pausing between each caress to loosen the laces at the back of my corset. “So did I. After all these years, I finally got to be a doctor.”

      I look up, catch the reassuring smile on his face. “I don’t think you should tell your mom. Hot, sexy doctor who makes his patient scream might not have been the specialization she was thinking of.”

      “Maybe not.” He chuckles. “So you liked the coat?”

      “I liked what was under the coat. You look amazing. All those muscles, the six-pack . . .” I stretch an arm over his chest, and he pulls me closer as I run my hand over his bulging bicep. “And these . . .  When you were on top of me and your muscles were flexing, it made me want to come all over again.”

      “You don’t care how I got this body? That I’m working with my hands and not in a suit with all the prestige and benefits that go with it?”

      “Of course not.” I snuggle into his side, and he tightens his arm around me. “What I love about you is inside. And I’ll take these muscles over a suit any day.”

      “These muscles don’t bring in anywhere near as much money as the suit did, and nothing compared to what I could have made as a doctor. If you weren’t working, we wouldn’t be able to afford the mortgage.”

      I can almost feel him withdraw and panic grips me hard. Desperate to hold on to this moment, I throw one leg over his thigh and curl my hand around his chest, as if I could physically keep him in place. “Let’s stay like this forever.”

      His muscles stiffen, and I wish I could take my words back when the arm he has around me falls away. “We can’t because you have to work two jobs to help pay the damn bills I can’t pay. What kind of man can’t look after his wife?”

      No no no no no no no.

      The coldness in his voice after our passionate lovemaking and his tender aftercare is like a knife in my chest. Nothing has hurt more. Not my father’s rejection. Not Chris’s indifference to our marriage over the last year. But this time, instead of sorrow and pain, anger floods through my veins.

      Gritting my teeth, I push myself up and off the bed. “I don’t need to be looked after. I like to work. I like to contribute. I would go crazy in the house alone all day with nothing to do.” My voice rises to a shout, and I shock myself with a fit of temper I never knew I had, all the anger I’ve bottled up over the last year coming out in a rush. “I’ve been here for you, but you didn’t see me.”

      “I did see you, Lil, but I couldn’t reach out. I didn’t feel like I was enough of a man for you.”

      “Is that what this is about? Your ego? That’s such BS.” I’m shaking now, my frustration needing more than just a voice. “Your dumb shame has cost my happiness. It’s cost us both happiness. It has stolen one year from our lives. You’ve been so wrapped up in yourself you’ve lost sight of the big picture. So you got laid off. Lots of people get laid off. Lots of men. Big deal. It doesn’t make me think you are any less of a man. I love you for who you are inside, not what you do. But I guess what I think doesn’t matter. Your ego is all that counts.” I yank open a drawer and pull out a T-shirt and sweater. I can’t do this anymore. I need to go.

      “It is a big deal.” He pushes himself up on one elbow, his jaw taut. “I failed. You. My mother. My dad . . .”

      “For a smart guy you really lack common sense.” I pull the T-shirt over my head. “Yes, your job paid well, but it sucked your soul. You’re a physical person. If you’d stayed in that job, it would have killed you. You’re happy now, but you can’t accept it. The only person you have failed is yourself.” Too frustrated to deal with the corset laces or fussy straps on the garter belt, I pull my jeans over the stockings and garter belt, realizing only as I zip the fly that I have forgotten my panties. Too damn bad. No way am I staying here a minute longer than I have to. I don’t care if the world knows I really am naughty at heart.

      Chris watches me silently as I pull on my sweater, his eyes dark, jaw clenched. For some reason his silence enrages me, and I grab the fuzzy handcuffs off the bed and throw them at him.

      “You’re afraid to live the life you really want to live,” I say as the cuffs thud against his unmoving chest. “You’re afraid to be who you want to be. You’ve been hiding for one year and I let you, and in the process I hurt myself. Well, I’ve had it. I’m done.”

      I run down the stairs, grab my purse, and walk out into the night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Chris

        

      

    

    
      I pull my car into the parking lot of the aptly named Retox Bar. If Lily isn’t here, I don’t know what I’ll do. Over the last hour, I’ve been to Alexis’s house and driven around town trying to figure out where else Lily might go at this time of night. The drive has made me realize I’ve lost touch with my wife. When she’s not at work or at the gym, I don’t know how she spends her free time. I never ask and she doesn’t tell, and as a result we’ve drifted apart.

      Lily isn’t like Alexis, who lets it all hang out. She keeps things inside, bottles up her true feelings. Years ago, I figured out it was her way of protecting herself after her father’s brutal rejection when she was only nine years old. All she wanted was love, and that bastard gave her hate. But am I any better? For the last year, I’ve pushed her away. And now, when she has been brave enough to open herself up, I rejected her, too. She deserves the kind of happiness I can’t give her. If she tells me tonight she doesn’t want to see me again, I’ll do the right thing and let her go.

      “Chris!” Aiden waves me over to the bar as I push my way through the crowd. He has a blonde on his lap and a tiny redhead under his arm. The dude is a player, no doubt about that.

      I’m not a good judge of looks when it comes to guys, but it’s clear women find him attractive. The few times we’ve met up in the bar to talk through his basement renovation, the ladies have been all over him. Maybe it’s the dentist thing. From what I’ve seen tonight, women like a man in a lab coat.

      Aiden tips his glass toward me. “What are you having?”

      “I’m not here for a drink. I’m looking for Lily. Have you seen her?”

      “Yes.” He eases the blonde bombshell off his lap and gives her ass a pat. “You and Stacey go dance for me. Give me a good show. I need a few minutes with Chris.”

      “Where is she?” I ask as the girls totter away on their insanely high heels.

      “Maybe you should have a drink before you talk to her.” Aiden motions to the bartender, who slides a beer across the bar toward me.

      “Drinks are on Retox,” the bartender says when I reach for my wallet. “Business has doubled since you built the stage and dance floor.”

      Aiden raises an eyebrow. “Looks like I wasn’t your only side job. I thought we were exclusive.”

      Any other time, I would have laughed. After I finished Aiden’s playroom, I started getting calls from people all over town. I never asked how they got my name or where they’d seen my work, but the side jobs kept me busy most evenings when Lily was at work, and took off some of the financial pressure that had been weighing heavy on my shoulders since I got laid off.

      “I’ve got more work now than I can handle.” I sip my beer, letting the bitter liquid slide over my tongue. “But no one else has asked me to build them a dungeon.”

      And no one else could have helped me understand why the layoff had affected me so deeply. Talking to Aiden as I built benches and crosses and installed beams with pulleys and chains, I realized I’d been suppressing the dominant aspect of my personality for most of my life. But by the time I understood why I hadn’t been able to move on after being laid off, it was almost too late. Lily and I had drifted so far apart I dreaded going home at night because I was afraid I would open the door and discover she had finally decided to leave me.

      “Assuming you’ve resolved your marital issues, you and Lily are welcome to come by any time,” Aiden says. “I’m happy to give you lessons about using the equipment and practicing the lifestyle in a safe, sane, and consensual manner. And of course, it would be delightful to see the lovely Lily restrained and at your mercy—or our mercy if you’re interested.”

      Jesus Christ. I can’t even imagine sharing Lily with someone else, much less a dominant like Aiden who has women falling to their knees in every sense of the word. Despite the fact Revival is a fairly small town, Aiden doesn’t keep his lifestyle a secret. The rumors Lily related to me are true, including the one about Aiden joining married couples for an evening of “fun.”

      “I’m not.” Inviting another man into our bed is definitely not my idea of a good time, unless Lily gets off on watching me tear him limb from limb. She is damned well the most beautiful woman in town, and she belongs to me.

      Aiden shrugs. “The invitation is always open in case you change your mind.”

      A growl rises up in my throat at the thought of Lily in Aiden’s dungeon, chained to that big cross that I built, polished, and bolted to the wall. Would she scream when he whipped her? Would she call out his name?

      Fighting for calm, I wrap my hand around the glass to hold back from punching Aiden in the face. For a man who is supposedly a dominant, I’m showing very little self-control.

      Seemingly oblivious to the fact that I am fighting the urge to do some serious damage to his chiseled face, Aiden sips his beer. “How did it go with the package?”

      The package was Aiden’s idea. He suggested shaking things up with something new to us both that would let me explore the dominant side of my personality after I shared my concerns about Lily.

      “Wasn’t expecting the role-play stuff. The whole doctor thing triggered a bad experience from my past, and I just lost it. Lily gave me a piece of her mind before she walked out the door.”

      “She left you?” Aiden’s eyes widen with what I’m damn sure is interest. He looks over his shoulder and the skin on the back of my neck prickles.

      “No,” I say with a conviction I don’t feel in the least. “We just had a disagreement. She was upset, so I came to make sure she was safe.”

      “She doesn’t look upset now.” Aiden gestures behind him. Through the crowd, I see Lily, sitting at a table with Alexis and a tall, muscular dude with hair past his shoulders. She’s laughing, her eyes sparkling, and the fucking dude is holding her hand.

      Except he isn’t just any dude. I blink and blink again. “Is that . . . Rex Morgan from Stomp?”

      “A world-famous musician in our small-town bar. Imagine that.” Aiden takes another sip of his beer. “Apparently the three of them went to high school together. Alexis told me he was Lily’s high school crush.”

      What the fuck? She left me and walked straight into the arms of another man? I give the dude a quick once-over, sussing out my competition. Pansy. I could floor the skinny bastard with one hand.

      “She’s a very attractive woman,” Aiden says quietly. “I’m not surprised he’s trying to pick her up. If he hadn’t gotten to her first . . . ”

      “You looking to have your face rearranged?” My hand curls into a fist.

      Aiden shrugs. “If my wife had walked out on me when we were trying to reconcile, and I found her at the bar with another man, I wouldn’t be wasting time punching my friends.”

      “What would you do?”

      “I’d take her home and show her I cared in my own special way.” He laughs. “But then, I have a dungeon.”

      I take a last swallow of my beer. Aiden is right. Instead of giving up or giving in, I should show her the man I want to be. A man who follows his dreams and makes no apologies. A man in control.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Lily

        

      

    

    
      Rex is a bore.

      Correction. After sitting here listening to him talk about himself for over two hours, I can definitively say he’s an insufferably arrogant bore. I wish I’d known that back in high school and I wouldn’t have wasted all those hours fantasizing about him, doodling his name, and choosing the names of the five children we were going to have after our wedding.

      Alexis, of course, doesn’t care what comes out of Rex’s mouth. She’s only interested in what he’s got going on beneath his skintight rust-colored jeans. In an Oscar-worthy performance, she simpers and giggles as he tells us how the band would be nothing without him and how the world’s biggest labels are fighting to sign him as a solo artist.

      Even if Rex threw himself at my feet right now and begged me to spend the night with him, I would turn him down. His long, elegant fingers, pale face, trendy clothing, and starving-artist frame do nothing for me. I like calluses and muscles, bronzed skin and work boots. I like big hearts and strong arms. And God help me, I like wounded souls, because only someone with a family as messed up as mine can understand me.

      “Excuse me.” A woman in a leather jacket touches my arm. “Are you Lily?”

      “Yes.”

      “This is for you.” She hands me a white lily, the petals just starting to open. “It’s for January,” she says before she walks away.

      “Wait.” I move to follow her, but someone taps me on the shoulder.

      “This is for February.” A man in a Giants sweatshirt hands me another lily.

      “Who is this from?”

      He shrugs. “Can’t say.”

      Rex frowns at the flowers. “What’s going on?”

      “I don’t know.” But maybe I do.

      “Here comes another one.” Alexis points over my shoulder. “And there’s someone else behind her.”

      I receive twelve lilies, one for each month of the year. Rex becomes increasingly irritated by the lack of attention and excuses himself to get a drink.

      “Are they from Chris?” Alexis asks.

      “I don’t know anyone else who would give me flowers.”

      A slow smile spreads across her face. “I guess this means you won’t be needing my spare room tonight.”

      I cradle the flowers in my arms. “It’s a beautiful gesture, but it doesn’t change anything. His dumb male ego is still in the way. Until he can accept himself for who he is, we can’t have a future together, and I’m tired of trying.”

      “Did you try?”

      Puzzled, I frown. “What do you mean?”

      “Did you ever have a conversation with him about what was going on? Did you ask him why he wouldn’t touch you anymore? Or where he saw your marriage going?”

      Emotion wells up in my throat. “I didn’t want to know why he didn’t want me. I didn’t want to be rejected all over again. It was easier to say nothing and hope he would get over it.”

      “You walked away,” Alexis says. “Just like you did tonight.”

      “I didn’t walk away. I stayed with him.”

      “Emotionally, you both walked away from your problems.” She points to the lilies in my hand. “But tonight he’s trying to come back. Don’t give up on him yet.”

      I don’t understand Alexis. She’s spent the last six months telling me to leave Chris, and now, when I’ve finally taken the first step, she wants me to go back. I don’t want to go back. It was easier being numb than feeling a momentary burst of happiness only to have it brutally ripped away.

      “Why are you suddenly on his side?” My voice rises in pitch. “You’re the one who suggested I come out and have a drink with you and Rex. You’re the one who kept telling me to walk away.”

      Her gaze flicks to the flowers and then back to me. “I didn’t know he’d come after you. I thought he didn’t care.”

      “He cares about his pride more than he cares about me.”

      Alexis leans over the table. “Then tell him that. Call him on all this dumb male ego BS. There are two of you in that marriage. If you want it to work, you need to take a risk. Yes, you might hear something you don’t want to hear, and yes, you might get hurt. But I think it’s worth taking the chance on a man who would ask twelve strangers to walk through a bar and give you flowers.”

      “Your ex sent you flowers for months,” I point out.

      “Yeah, but it was out of guilt because he was spending his nights cheating his ass off with his secretary like the cliché he is, instead of coming home to me and the kids. That’s not Chris. There are some things that can’t be forgiven, and some things that can. Are you sure you’re on the right side of this?”

      “Ladies.” Rex returns with three drinks and gives the flowers a sideways glance. “Does this mean it’s just going to be two of us in my hotel suite tonight?”

      Alexis stares at him, incredulous. “Did you think I invited Lily here for a threesome?”

      Rex looks almost as dumfounded as her. “Well, yeah. You were both crushing on me all through high school. I thought I’d make all your fantasies come true.”

      I should be mortified, but for some reason laughter bubbles up in my chest. “I didn’t think you even noticed us in high school.”

      “Sure I noticed you,” Rex says. “You were both cute. Hot. And every time I turned a corner, there you were. If I hadn’t been so busy with the band, you would have been two lucky girls.” He covers my free hand with his and gives it a squeeze. “We can make that happen tonight.”

      “You don’t think whoever just gave me all these flowers might object?”

      “If he was serious, he’d be here.” Rex turns his head from side to side. “Doesn’t look like he’s around.”

      “Actually . . .” Alexis’s eyes go wide. “He is.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Chris

        

      

    

    
      Resolved now that I’ve got a way forward, I make my way to Lily’s table. Rex has his back to me, but Alexis sees me coming. She leans over and whispers to Lily, but by the time Lily looks over, I’m standing at the table, my gaze fixed on the hand of the man who is touching my wife.

      “Chris.” Emotions flicker across Lily’s face so fast I can barely make them out—surprise, wariness, confusion, and delight. Yes, I saw it, and I’m keeping it. She may be uncertain, but my Lily loves a grand gesture.

      “I didn’t know you were here.” She hesitates, nibbles on her bottom lip. “I mean, I guessed the flowers were from you, but I didn’t think you’d show up.”

      I almost didn’t, until I realized that was the old me—the Chris who didn’t go after what he wanted, whether it was working with his dad or taking over his father’s business or saying no to med school and college and pursuing his dream of becoming a carpenter. The old me wasted two weeks waiting for Lily to show up at the bus stop instead of going to find her.

      “No point making a grand gesture if you don’t get to see how it’s received.” I glare at the dude holding Lily’s hand. Who the fuck touches a woman like he wants to get her in bed when she’s holding a bouquet of flowers she received from another man? And not just any man. Her husband.

      “Who is this?”

      “Rex Morgan.” She smiles sweetly. “He’s an old friend from high school.”

      Old friend, my ass. Rex isn’t sitting here looking at my wife like she’s his next meal because he wants to reminisce about the good old days.

      “You done shaking hands?” I grab Rex’s wrist and yank it away from Lily’s hand.

      Unfortunately the rock star comes with the wrist. Rex pushes himself to his feet. “Do you know who I am?”

      “Don’t care who you are. You’re touching my wife. That’s all I need to know.”

      “We’re friends, dumb ass.” Rex brushes his long hair back over his shoulder.

      I take in his rust-colored jeans, tight below the knee and poofing out around the thighs, the yellow band T-shirt, and the pointy leather shoes. Christ. If that’s what it takes to be a rock star, I’m glad to be working with my hands.

      “We’re married, dumb ass.” I grab Rex’s T-shirt and haul him close so we’re nose to nose. “And unless you’re interested in playing your fucking guitar with your feet, you’re gonna keep your hands to yourself.”

      Lily makes a sound, so soft I suspect only I can hear it. But it’s a sound that shouldn’t be shared outside the bedroom. It’s a moan that belongs only to me.

      She likes watching me rough up her octopus friend. A lot.

      “Sweetheart . . . ” I lick my lips, my voice dropping to a growl as I let Rex go. “Dance with me.”

      Her gaze flicks to Alexis and then back to me. “No. But thank you for the flowers. They’re beautiful.”

      “One for each month I was an ass.” I hold out my hand. Lily loves to dance more than anything. Our first night together, we went to a bar and danced until we were both so damn hot for each other we had sex in the alley because we couldn’t wait until we got home. “Come on.”

      She shakes her head again and Alexis gives her a not-too-subtle kick under the table.

      “Rex and I are going to the bar to get a drink.” Alexis holds out her hand to Rex. “Anyone need anything?”

      I need my wife to forgive me, but I’m pretty sure that’s not on the menu.

      “Twelve seconds,” I say softly. “One for each flower. Give me that long, and if you don’t want me after that, you can walk away.”

      She stares at me for a long moment and then carefully places the flowers on the table. This time, when I take her hand, she follows me.

      I pull her into the center of the crowded dance floor and slip my arm around her back. “Hands around my neck. If we only have twelve seconds, I want it to be the best twelve seconds we’ve ever had.”

      Her arms around my neck are the best feeling in the world. I pull her close and we start to sway.

      “I’m sorry, sweetheart. For tonight. For all the pain I caused you. For everything.” I rest my forehead against hers and slide my other arm around her. “I want to start over, if you’ll give me the chance.”

      She stiffens and pulls away the tiniest bit. “What’s going to change? You don’t seem to get that we’re in this together. You aren’t responsible for keeping us both afloat. I’m here to catch you when you fall, just like you’ve always been there to catch me. It doesn’t make you less of a man. I never resented you when I had to take a second job. I never thought you were unworthy. I was happy I could find work and be there for you when you needed me. I couldn’t understand when you pushed me away. It hurt, Chris. It felt like my father all over again.”

      I feel her words like a knife in the chest. It never once occurred to me that I was making her relive her biggest nightmare.

      “I couldn’t understand it either.” I tighten my grip in case she runs away. “I felt so worthless I couldn’t imagine you would want me.  I couldn’t love you that way, Lily, when I didn’t love myself. I was really messed up, but Aiden helped me see what was really going on.”

      “Aiden?” Her head jerks up. “You mean Dr. Steadman?”

      “A few months ago, he asked me if I knew anyone who could do some custom work for him. I’d been thinking of taking on some side jobs to keep up some of the skills I don’t use on-site, so I offered to take a look. Turns out he wanted me to build him a BDSM dungeon with all sorts of equipment. He’s into that lifestyle.”

      Far from looking shocked, she laughs. “Alexis told me all sorts of rumors. I guess they’re true. Rex was looking for a third tonight. I should point Alexis and him in Dr. Steadman’s direction.”

      My brain short-circuits after the word third and I scan the bar for Rex, ready to do some damage to his pretty-boy face. “He wanted you and Alexis? The three of you? Tonight?”

      “Calm down.” She pulls me close, her soft body pressing up against me. “There’s only one man I want in my bed—the one who gave me a dozen lilies.” Her lips quirk at the corners. “It’s a good thing you decided to show up. I might not have known for certain they were from you.”

      My skin prickles in warning, despite her teasing tone. “Who else would have given you flowers?”

      “You usually give me roses, not lilies. It threw me off.”

      I press a kiss to her forehead. “You don’t like roses anymore. I only just realized that on your birthday when you didn’t like your gift. If I’d known, I would have had the beads made out of lilies or another flower you liked better.”

      Lily stills. “The beads were made out of roses?”

      “Not just any roses. The roses you dried and saved from the bouquet I gave you on our first date. I wanted you to know that the way I feel about you hasn’t changed.”

      “Oh my God.” She covers her hand with her mouth. “I had no idea. I thought they were made of paper. I never wear beads, so I thought you didn’t know me anymore. I feel horrible. It was such a thoughtful gift. I’m so sorry I didn’t appreciate it.” She hugs me tight, and I check my watch.

      “Does that mean you aren’t walking away? We are well past twelve seconds.”

      Lily laughs softly. “I can’t walk away now after you did something so sweet. How about a bonus round? Tell me more about our kinky dentist, and then I’ll decide.”

      “Aiden helped me see I have a dominant side that I’ve suppressed for years, and I needed to reconcile it with my feeling of being less of a man,” I tell her. “I need control, and over the years, I’d lost control of my life. The layoff tipped me over the edge.”

      “You want to control me?” Her forehead creases in a frown.

      “No, sweetheart. Like you said, we’re a team. But in the bedroom, I like to be in charge.”

      She leans in to me and I can feel her muscles relax. “Is that what the box was about?”

      “Aiden said he had an idea about how to help us find our way together again. He didn’t tell me what it was. If I’d known about the doctor stuff, I might have suggested something else.”

      “I might have to switch dentists,” she says. “I don’t know if I can handle going to see him when he knows so much about us. I mean, what kind of conversation are we going to have? ‘Hi, Lily. Let’s have a look at your teeth. How are those handcuffs working out for you? Did Chris like his cock ring?’” Her body shakes with suppressed laughter. “Not going to happen.”

      “Does that mean you don’t want to see the work I did for him in his basement?” I lean down and bury my face in her soft, silky hair. Her scent is intoxicating and I can’t believe I’ve lost a year of holding my wife.

      “Maybe not, but if you do any other work, I’d love to see it.”

      “Look down,” I whisper. “And then over at the stage.”

      “This is you?” She stares at the hardwood floor. “Chris, it’s amazing. Why didn’t you tell me? And how come I never saw you? All those nights you said you were working late, I thought you were with Dan.”

      “Dan let me use his shop to build it, and then I transported it here. We installed it when I knew you wouldn’t be working. I wanted to make sure it all turned out. I didn’t want to fail you again. But now I’m thinking I might start up on my own. Your brother’s been downsizing his company, so he’s good with that.”

      Her face brightens. “You’ve got all that business experience to run the company plus your skill as a carpenter. It’s going to be a great success.”

      “Not without you.” I pull her against my chest and rest my chin on top of her head. “Things might be tight for a bit when I first start up. I need to know you’ll be good with that.”

      “I’ll get a third job.”

      “You won’t have time for a third job.” My pulse quickens, heat spreading over me. “We have a year to make up in the bedroom, and a box of toys to get us started.”

      Lily gives me a slow, seductive smile. “Why don’t we start now? I didn’t change when I left. There’s a naughty nurse hiding under my clothes.”

      I had forgotten she left the house still wearing her lingerie, but now that she’s reminded me, there is no way we’ll make it home.

      “Naughty nurse,” I whisper, sliding my hand inside her shirt to finger the silky material underneath.

      “Very naughty.” She grinds herself against me. “What are you going to do about it?”

      “Isn’t there an alley out back . . . ?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Lily

        

      

    

    
      Thump. Thump. Thump.

      My heart jumps when I hear someone pounding on the front door. I can’t imagine who it could be at this time of night. Chris has his own keys and said he would call when he was on his way home from work, with more instructions for the role-play game he wants to play tonight.

      After leaving the alley the other night, Chris and I went home and talked for hours, curled up on the couch under a blanket, our arms and legs twined together. We shared our hopes and dreams for the future, our longings, secret desires, and fantasies. Somewhere between the time we got home and the crack of dawn, we laid bare all the fear and anger that had driven us apart until there was nothing left but the connection forged one morning at a bus stop when the 401 drove away, leaving me in the arms of the man I was born to love.

      A man with a delicious dominant side and a love of role play.

      Tonight is Chris’s night. He wants to show me the side of himself that had been stifled by his mother’s expectations and his own fear of failure. He wants to play a game.

      I race down the stairs and through the living room to the front door, tightening the belt of my silk robe around me. Chris instructed me to put on something sexy and seductive and wait for further instructions in bed. I wasn’t expecting visitors.

      A quick check through the peephole reveals a police uniform and my heart leaps in my chest. Did something happen to Chris on his way home? Have I lost him after only finding him again?

      “Is everything okay?” My words catch in my throat when I see Chris on the front step, his face cold and hard like it was every night over the last year. But instead of his work vest and coveralls, he’s wearing a police uniform: dark blue shirt with gold buttons, a shiny gold police badge, and a domed blue hat. He has a utility belt strapped around his waist containing everything from a stick to handcuffs and from radios to . . . a gun?

      “Ms. Lily Meyers?” His gaze travels down my body and then up again, his eyes widening with undisguised interest when I pull the robe tight over my breasts.

      “Yes.” I take a deep breath and then another, settling back into my maiden name. I’ve got this. He’s the cop and I’m . . . not sure who he wants me to be, but I have a feeling he wants me to be bad because no one puts a good girl in cuffs.

      “Officer Taylor with the Revival police. We’ve had a report of a theft. The complainant, Chris Anderson, says he was waiting for the bus, and you seduced him, lured him into a back alley for sex, and then stole his wallet when he was . . . incapacitated.”

      My mouth opens and closes again. Anderson is Chris’s middle name and he’s describing our first date, except it didn’t happen quite that way. The day I finally returned to the bus stop, he gave me the flowers and made me promise to meet him for dinner at a local tapas bar. We had an instant connection. One thing led to another, and we wound up having sex in the back alley behind the bar where we’d danced all night. Unfortunately, we weren’t very discreet, and Chris lost his wallet when we had to make a quick getaway. Lucky for him, a good Samaritan turned in it in the next day.

      “I’m afraid you’ve heard wrong. I don’t follow men. They follow me.” I figure I’ll give him some attitude, play the high-society entitled woman his mother always wanted him to marry. I move to close the door, and he grabs it with a heavy hand and pulls it wide open.

      “Then you won’t mind me coming inside to check for the missing wallet.” He shoulders his way in, slams and locks the door behind him. Although this is the man I’ve known for the last fifteen years, he seems much bigger in the small vestibule, and very imposing in his police uniform. His biceps bulge from beneath the sleeves and the shirt stretches tight over his broad chest. The handcuffs clank slowly as he walks, and a thrill of excitement shoots through me as I contemplate what he might do with them if I don’t comply with his demands.

      “Don’t you need a warrant?” I put a hand on my hip, lift my chin so he knows this won’t be easy.

      He leans against the door and folds his arms across his chest and studies me intently, his gaze now dark and dangerous, as if everything changed the moment he closed the door.

      “I’ve got a warrant for you.” Without taking his eyes off me, he cups his groin and gives it a lewd tug. “Right here.”

      My heart thuds wildly in my chest, as if a bad cop really had invaded my home with malicious intent. I spin around and run through the living room to the kitchen, where I have the best chance of finding a weapon.

      Chris laughs, a cruel mocking sound, and his boots thud across the carpet. “Where are you running to, sweet thing?” He stops in the doorway of the kitchen, blocking my only exit. “The way I see it, you have two choices. One, I take you down to the station and charge you with theft and public indecency. I strip off those pretty clothes, put you in a jumpsuit, and toss you in jail with the dregs of Indianapolis. Or two, you get down off your high horse and convince me it was all a big misunderstanding.”

      My God. He is really into this, and totally and utterly convincing in his role as a badass cop. How can you know someone for fifteen years and not really know him at all?

      “I have a knife.” I pull a blade from the knife block and an amused smile plays over his lips.

      “You want to trade all those misdemeanours in for a felony? Be my guest. I would be more than happy to throw you in my cruiser and take you for a ride, although I can’t promise we’d make it to the station without a detour along a dark gravel road in the middle of nowhere.” He tugs open his belt. “Or you can get on your knees in your cozy little kitchen and show me how sorry you are for breaking the law.”

      “I didn’t break any laws.” Desire pools between my thighs, pounds through my veins at the thought of kneeling at the feet of this seemingly cold, callous man who holds so much power over me. “You can search the house. You won’t find anything.”

      Smirking, he points to the dining room table. How did I not notice his wallet sitting in the center of the table?

      “I don’t know how it got here.” My bottom lip trembles. “I didn’t take it.”

      “Of course you didn’t,” he says, tugging open his fly. “But there it is, sitting on your table, and you’re the only one here. Now get that smart little mouth over here and we can start crossing all those misdemeanours off the list.”

      I sniff, as if I find the whole thing disdainful and make my way toward him. “What you’re doing is illegal.”

      “I’m not doing anything.” He points to the floor. “You’re the one who’ll be doing all the work.”

      “Fine.” I sigh, although my heart is pounding. “I’m telling the truth, but if this is what it takes to get you out of here, I can spare five minutes.”

      I kneel on the cold floor in front of him and look up, shuddering at the intensity of his gaze, his cool detachment.

      “Take it out.”

      I feel those three words as a throb between my legs. We have only begun and already I am so wet I can feel the trickle of my arousal on my inner thigh. My breasts feel swollen beneath the red lace bra I bought to match the gartered panty-and-stocking set I had to have when I walked into Revival’s only lingerie shop.

      His cock, thick and hard, bounces gently in my direction when I pull his pants and boxers down to remove it from its restraint. He makes no move to help me, just watches as if I were something between a mild irritation and a fleeting amusement.

      “Tell me you’re sorry.”

      I swallow hard. “I’m sorry.”

      “Show me. Make it good.”

      I lick his entire length from balls to tip and he doesn’t even flinch. Irritated by his self-restraint when I’m so close to coming all it would take is a single flick of his tongue, I wrap one hand around the base of his cock and pump, squeezing so hard I’m almost afraid I’ll hurt him.

      Chris hisses in a breath and fists my hair, angling my head back. “Take me in. All the way.” He pushes his cock into my mouth, all the way to the back of my throat, and I gag. We’ve never played so rough before; he’s never been so deep.

      “Breathe.” He retreats enough for me to recover and thrusts in again. This time I’m ready and I wrap my lips around him and work his length with my hand and mouth moving in counterpoint.

      Need ratchets through me with every forceful thrust and I slide my hand between my legs to pleasure myself. After a lifetime of trying to prove to an absent father that I was worth keeping, I lost sight of what I wanted and what I needed to make myself happy. I wanted a husband who followed his heart. It didn’t matter if he came home with calluses instead of ink stains and coveralls instead of a suit. But I never told that to Chris. I let him take a job I knew he would hate. And I let him sit at home and spiral into depression after he lost it.

      Now I know what I want. I know how to get it. And I am brave enough to take that step. For both of us.

      Chris stiffens, his shaft turning rock hard in my mouth. I increase the pressure and he comes down my throat with a guttural groan.

      “That get you off?” he says after he withdraws. His cock is still semi-erect and I have a feeling we are nowhere near done.

      “No. Of course not.” I stand and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, tasting his cum on my tongue. “But you’ve got what you wanted, so now it’s time for you to go.”

      “You’ve got to be fucking kidding.” He points to the floor. “Lie back and spread your legs. Show me how much you liked sucking my cock.”

      Even deep in the game, I balk at lying on the kitchen floor under the bright halogen lights and exposing myself so completely. With the barest lift of an exasperated eyebrow, I turn and bolt away.

      Big mistake. I make it only as far as the dining room before a thick arm slides around my waist and I am hauled back into a rock-hard body.

      “Resisting arrest.” He laughs softly. “You’re making this night even more enjoyable.” With one hand around my throat, holding me still, he strips off my dressing gown and shoves his hand between my legs. “Unfortunately, sweet thing, there is no resisting me.” Pushing my panties aside, he presses a thick, callused finger inside me.

      I almost come right then.

      “So wet. No wonder you were so quick to drop to your knees,” he murmurs in my ear as he adds a second finger.

      Desire shivers through me and my knees buckle. If not for his strong arm around my waist, I’d be on my knees again.

      “Shhhh.” He pumps his fingers deep inside me, teasing my clit with the palm of his hand. But it’s the pressure against my throat that makes me tremble, the control he has that makes me hot inside.

      “Don’t fight it. You’re not going anywhere. We’ll let this punishment fit the crime. I’m going to make it so you can’t resist anymore.”

      “Please . . .” I don’t know if I want him to stop or not to stop, but it isn’t up to me. When he adds a third finger, stretching me as he thrusts deep and hard, dragging his fingertips over my G-spot, and pressing hard against my clit, I am lost. Soaring on a current of pleasure so intense it arcs through my body from my head to my toes.

      Chris holds me tight as I come down, sighing his disapproval. “Naughty girl. You made my hand all wet.”

      “You made my lips all wet. Now we’re even.”

      “Nice try.” I hear the clink of a chain and then cold steel snaps around my wrist. “But we’re just getting started.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Chris

        

      

    

    
      I have never been so hard for so long. Not even her sweet mouth was enough to take the edge off my desire. Lily is fucking perfect, her responses so real I almost feel like the badass cop I am pretending to be.

      I yank her other hand behind her back and snap the handcuff in place. Lily trembles when I push her forward and my dick physically aches. We’ve only just started and all I can think about is plunging deep inside her. But I’m in control of the scene, and I intend to control myself as well.

      “Gonna search you for any other stolen articles you might have taken from our complainant.” I push her over the dining room table, cheek down on the oak surface, and step back to inspect my prize.

      I told her to wear something sexy tonight, and her choice of lingerie is perfect. Her red lace garter belt and thigh-high stockings are stuff out of my wildest fantasies. I’ve always loved red. Every day of the two weeks I waited at the bus stop to see her again, I bought red roses, dropping them off at a local senior’s center each time she didn’t show up.

      “Looks like you had plans for the night, Ms. Meyers.” I snap her bra strap, undoing the catch so the band falls free. “More robberies? Or just more public indecency in the alleys of our fine city?”

      “I’m not a hooker,” she mumbles against the table. “You have the wrong woman.”

      “The wallet on the table says I have the right woman.” I run my finger along her wrists beneath the cuffs. “And she’s going to stay exactly where I put her and do exactly as I say.” I kick her legs apart, and she moans the way she did the first night we were together when I fucked her against a cold brick wall.

      That night is burned into my brain. Every sound. Every smell. Every touch, taste, and sensation. I remember the press of her soft hand against mine, the meal we shared, every word she said, the way her hair tumbled over her shoulders and down to the vee of her T-shirt that exposed the creamy crescents of her breasts.  I wanted her with a ferocity that took my breath away. But it wasn’t until I pulled her into the alley and she melted against me that I knew she felt the same.

      I unclip the nightstick from my belt, and she stiffens on the table.

      “What are you going to do?”

      “Cavity search.” I hold the nightstick in front of her, letting her take a long look at the thick, shiny black surface. Aiden has a wardrobe full of costumes and accessories in his dungeon that he was more than happy to share. “It won’t hurt.” I pause for effect. “Much.”

      “You’re not going to . . .”

      “Oh yes.” I trail the nightstick up the inside of her thigh. Her legs tremble, and I feel a moment of pure male satisfaction. This might be a game, but she can’t hide her natural personality, her need to please. I slide the stick across her labia and up and over her clit. Again and again, until her body softens and her skin flushes with arousal. When I’m sure she is ready, I hold her still and push the nightstick inside her wet heat.

      “Oh God,” she gasps.

      “You hiding anything in here?”

      “No. Please . . . ” She pants her breaths, her hips moving with the rhythm of the stick as I push it in and out of her pussy. Her response makes me feel possessive in a way I’ve never experienced before. Life may knock us about, but when it comes to sex, she has given me the control I need.

      “Easy.” I remove the nightstick and gently slide it between her ass cheeks, resting it at her back entrance. She isn’t ready for that tonight. Hell, we’ve never even discussed anal sex. But now that the walls are down . . .

      “Chris!” She almost rolls off the table in her attempt to get away, forcing me to drop the stick and immobilize her with the weight of my body so she doesn’t get hurt.

      Big mistake. With my cock pressed between her cheeks, it is all I can do to hold on.

      “Chris is the man whose wallet you stole,” I murmur in her ear. “I’m the man who’s going to get it back.”

      I’m a new man. A better man. A forgiven man. Not everyone gets a happily ever after, but then not every man finds a woman who can see the heart of him and set him free.

      “I like my cuffs on you.” I pull back enough to admire the gentle slope of her curves and the way her bound hands rest at the small of her back. “I might keep you under permanent arrest.”

      “And I might never get off if you don’t stop talking,” she snaps.

      “Get off?” I laugh at her slip. “I’m not here to get you off, Ms. Meyers. I’m here to hear you confess.

      “I need a little incentive.”

      Unable to hold back any longer, I shove down my clothing and free my aching cock from its restraint. “How about a big incentive?”

      She looks back over her shoulder and grins. “The bigger the incentive, the better the confession.”

      I enter her with one hard thrust. Her pussy contracts around me, hot and wet. Damn. I missed connecting with her this way. Now that we’re together again, I will never let her go.

      I pull out and drive in again, showing her with my body what I had forgotten over the last year. Lily is mine. Mine to protect, to hold, and to love.

      She writhes on the table and I pound into her. She is so hot and wet I don’t even try to last. I push harder, slide one hand over her hip to stroke her clit. The little bundle of nerves tightens beneath my fingers and I pinch hard.

      Her body tightens, and she screams, her pussy pulsing around me. Too much. One more thrust, and my balls contract. I bury myself deep and pleasure shoots through my cock in wave after exquisite heated wave.

      I collapse on top of her, press a soft kiss to her nape as I fumble in my pocket for the key to the handcuffs. “I didn’t hear that confession.”

      She sighs softly and I pull out and undo the cuffs, rubbing her wrists when she turns to face me.

      “Okay,” she says, looking up at me. “I confess. I took your wallet. That first evening we were together was so amazing and so intense I couldn’t believe it was true. When you fucked me against the wall behind the bar, I reached into your pocket and took your wallet so I could check you out. I thought there had to be something wrong with you. Maybe you were married or you had a girlfriend or maybe you were a psycho. No one had every pursued me like that. No one ever wanted me.”

      It takes my lust-soaked brain a moment to realize this confession isn’t part of our game. It’s for real.

      “I just meant to take a peek in the restroom when we went back into the bar and slip it back in your pocket, but then we were interrupted and we had to run and I couldn’t think of a way to tell you I had it. After you dropped me at home, I went to the police station and handed it in. I’ve always felt so guilty about that.”

      “You’re the good Samaritan?” I am as much delighted by her confession as I am surprised. It always bothered me to think a stranger had been through my wallet. But it was my Lily, who couldn’t believe she was wanted. She will never feel that way again.

      “Yes, and also the thief.” She looks up at me, vulnerable and open in a way she has never been before. We’ve both changed, I realize. And it will make us stronger. “I’m so sorry.”

      “How sorry?” I scowl, but the effect is no doubt lessened by the quiver of my lips. “You’ve just confessed to a serious crime. It’s going to take a considerable amount of time to convince me not to lock you up.”

      Lily gives me a mischievous smile. “How long?”

      “The same length of time it will take for me to make up for the last year.”

      “Forever?“

      “Yes.” I gather her in my arms. “Forever.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Thank you so much for reading Naughty Desires. I hope you enjoyed it! Stay up to date on my new releases by signing up for my newsletter at http://bit.ly/SC2news.

      If you’re looking for more Naughty Shorts, keep reading for a sneak peek at Naughty Wishes, the second book in the series.

      Warning: Although Naughty Wishes is about a couple finding their way together again, there is a ménage scene in the book. If that’s not your thing, then take a peek at book 3, Naughty Secrets, a sweeter story about love, loss and longing.
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      I pull my pink satin bathrobe snugly around me and knot the belt tight. So much for another birthday. Except for a card from my youngest son, Justin, and a kiss from my oldest, Peter, the day has been largely uneventful. And that’s the way I like it. Nothing can stop the slow creep of age, so why the big reminder?

      Still, it would have been nice if Dan had at least remembered my birthday. Although why should this year be different from any other?

      “You coming to bed, babe?” Dan calls out. “Don’t forget to turn off the lights. And make sure that faucet isn’t dripping again.”

      I look up into the mirror and catch a glimpse of Dan climbing into bed. He’s wearing the skull print PJ bottoms I bought him for Christmas and the AC/DC T-shirt from the last concert we saw together, just before Peter was born. Except for a slight greying of his hair, and slightly less definition in his broad, muscular chest, he looks just as handsome as he did when he swept me off my feet at the bar where I was celebrating my twentieth birthday.

      Me on the other hand  . . . same shoulder length auburn hair, same green eyes, but my curves are more curvy, and I’ve added an extra plus to my usual plus size.

      I check the tap, turn out the light, then join Dan in bed, carefully leaving a pillow-size space between us. I always leave my robe on until Dan has turned out the bedside light. After fifteen years of marriage, we seldom touch anymore. We sleep on opposite sides of the bed. Rarely have sex. And only hold hands at church on Sunday.

      “Goodnight.” I fiddle with the belt on my robe, waiting for Dan to roll onto his side and plunge the room into blissful darkness.

      “I have a birthday present for you,” he says. “It’s under your pillow.”

      “You remembered my birthday?” I rip the pillow away and snatch up the pink envelope beneath, making no effort to hide my excitement. I can’t remember the last time Dan bought me a birthday present, and I stopped reminding him five years ago because it hurt more to see the guilt on his face than it did to just pretend it was any other day.

      “I always remember, Kylie. I just . . . never know what to do anymore. I don’t know what you like.”

      “You’ve lived with me for fifteen years.” I tear open the pretty pink envelope—was it chance or did he remember my favorite color? “How can you not know what I like?”

      “You’ve changed,” he says. “I’ve changed. We’re like strangers sharing a bed.”

      His words send a chill through my veins and I freeze mid-tear. “What are you saying?”

      “I’m saying open the envelope.”

      With much less enthusiasm I pull out the card and stare at the gold “Happy Birthday” written in script across the front. No age, although I suspect they don’t make cards for thirty-five year olds. No “wife” or “lover” or even “friend” below. No pictures of flowers or balloons. As far as cards go, it is about as generic as they get.

      “Thank you.” I muster a smile and fall back on the good manners my mother taught me when I was young and naïve and full of dreams about love lasting a lifetime.

      “Open it.”

      “Maybe I’ll save some of the fun for tomorrow.” I place the card carefully on my lap. If he’s just scrawled his name inside, I might burst out crying and Dan has never handled strong emotion very well.

      “Please,” he says. “Just look inside.”

      Dan isn’t the begging type. Or the asking type. At least he wasn’t when we first met. He was dominant, possessive, the epitome of an alpha male. And he totally rocked my world. Now, he’s a good provider, a good father, but as emotionally closed off as he used to be open. As a result, his plea moves me to reconsider.

      “Okay.” I open the card, and plaster a smile on face that should see me through whatever I find inside. “It was very thoughtful . . .” My words trail off as I read the coupon taped inside the card.

      THIS LOVE COUPON ENTITLES THE BEARER TO ONE MÉNAGE

      My heat stutters in my chest and my stomach sinks. Would he be this cruel? Who would want to have a ménage with me? “Is this a joke?”

      “No joke,” he says. “Although it’s just for one night.”

      “Does this say . . . ménage? As in ménage a trois? As in three people in a bed? Together?”

      Dan shifts in the bed, turning toward me. “You said you wanted to spice things up in the bedroom.”

      “By ‘spice things up’, I meant actually having sex, or taking off our clothes with the lights on, or kissing before bed,” I say. “I wasn’t really thinking of inviting someone else to join us.”

      “Things haven’t been good between us for a long time.” He rubs his palms over the blanket covering his thighs, a tell tale sign that he’s agitated. Although right now, he’s got nothing on me.

      “I couldn’t possibly let a stranger see me naked.” I close the birthday card and try to tuck it back into the destroyed envelope. Maybe he had too many drinks after work. Maybe one of the other attorneys in his office put him up to this.

      “Not a stranger.” He takes the card from my hand and carefully removes the coupon. “Aidan Steadman.”

      “Aidan Steadman?” My voice rises to a shriek, and not just because I know Aidan, but because he is about the hottest thing to hit our town in forever, and the least likely person I could ever imagine with a thirty-five year old, married mother of two like me. “The kids’ new dentist? He’s coming to our house to have a ménage? Are you crazy?” I put my hand on Dan’s forehead. “You are a little warm. Maybe you have a fever. Peter had that terrible cold last week . . .”

      “I’m not crazy.” He opens the card and pulls out the coupon. “I’ve already talked to him about it and he’s really excited.”

      “I’ll bet he is,” I mutter. “How old is he? Twenty-five? Thirty? And he has nothing better to do with his time than hang out in bed with us?”

      “Kylie.” His voice takes on an admonishing tone. “Don’t be so negative.”

      “And just how did that conversation go?” I take a stab at mocking Dan’s deep voice. “Hey Aidan. Thanks for doing that emergency filling for Peter. And hey, do you want to come over on Saturday for dinner and a ménage with my wife?”

      “No dinner,” Dan says. “He’s got plans.”

      “Plans for another ménage? He’s a dentist, Dan. Dentists aren’t kinky.”

      Dan’s lips quiver in a smile. “Apparently he is. That’s why he got divorced back in Ohio. His wife wasn’t into that stuff.”

      “And we are?” I push myself off the bed, and tighten the belt on my robe. “Come on, Dan. What’s gotten into you? Last year, when I wanted to buy a vibrator, you told me they were unnatural. You can’t deal with toys in bed, but you can deal with another man?”

      “Aidan.” He follows me across the bed and sits on the edge, his gaze on me.

      “Aidan,” I repeat. “The ménage king of our lovely Tolmie, Indiana.”

      “He likes you, babe.” Dan tugs on my belt and draws me over to him. “He thinks you have nice teeth.”

      “Well thank God for that. It might ruin the mood if I had cavities.” I pull to a stop between his spread legs and a thrill of arousal shoots through me. Before our sex life succumbed to the rigors of babies, work and exhaustion, Dan always had to be in control in the bedroom. I hadn’t slept with many men before him, but his dominance aroused me, and although our play never went beyond soft restraints and the occasional slap on the bottom, he opened me up to possibilities I would have been more than happy to pursue if I hadn’t gotten pregnant so damn fast and he shut it all down.

      Over the years, the play times became fewer and sex became mechanical, with the sole purpose of getting us both off as quickly as possible so we didn’t lose any precious sleep. By the time the boys hit their teens, we had drifted apart so far, I figured there was no going back. And why rock the boat? We were comfortable together. Wasn’t that all that mattered?

      “Kylie.” He tugs on my belt and my robe falls open to reveal the cheap satin nightgown that does little to hide the evidence of my post-baby spread. “I feel like I’m losing you and I don’t know what else to do. I picked up one of your romance books last month and saw the three people on the cover . . . we talked about having someone else join us when we first got together . . . you said it was one of your fantasies . . . I figured if you were still interested enough to read about it . . .

      “It’s not real.” I snatch the ends of my belt from his hands and tie my robe tight. Fifteen years ago, I loved my curves, but now I wonder if my curves have driven Dan away. Maybe he doesn’t find me attractive anymore and he needs to go to this kind of extreme to get off.

      “Neither are we.”

      “It was a nice thought,” I say. “But it’s just not going to happen. I know you—”

      “Tomorrow night.” His low, commanding tone startles me and I shiver, remembering the days when I thought I could come just from the sound of his voice. “The boys are having a Saturday sleepover at the Richardson’s house. Aidan will be here at eight. Make sure you have something nice to wear.” His lips quiver at the corners. “Or not.”

      My mouth drops open in a most unbecoming way. Who is this man and where did he dredge up the sex god he used to be fifteen years ago?

      “What if I say no?”

      He rounds the bed and flips back the covers, then settles back on his pillow as if it were any other night and not the night he gave me a ménage for my birthday. “What if you say yes?”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Want to read more? Naughty Wishes is available here.

      Check out the entire Naughty Shorts series on my website http://www.sarahcastille.com.

      Share your story! Join the Naughty Shorts Reader Group on Facebook to share your second chance HEA story, chat about the series, learn a few secrets about the characters, and join in the fun and giveaways as we get to know the people of Revival. Should our sexy dentist get a story? You tell me!
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