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      Emily’s been a wife and a mom as a full-time job. But when her twin boys go to kindergarten she finds herself with too much time on her hands.

      Dylan built his construction business with his wife by his side, until she had their boys and decided to stay at home. The past few years he’s been working hard to build the perfect life for her, but he’s ready to slow down.

      When Emily takes a job at the local library she’s not prepared for a creepy new boss. She misses her family, but she’s determined to make it work. But little does she know her husband is on the prowl, and nobody gets in the way of what still belongs to only him.

      

      Warning: This sugary sweet husband and wife romance is everything your heart desires! It’s safe, sexy, and over the top! Put a ring on it and dive in!

    

  


  
    
      For the husband who still smacks his wife on the ass when she least expects it…

      For the wife that tells him to stop, but hopes he never does.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Emily

        

      

    

    
      “Dylan.” I moan my husband’s name as he sucks my clit into his mouth. The rough texture of his beard slides across my thigh and I reach under the blanket, grabbing a handful of his hair. He grips my thighs, spreading me apart as he pushes me towards a quick orgasm.

      I cry out his name as I come undone. My body jerks and I melt into the bed. My eyes fall closed as I feel him kiss his way up my body, right before he’s thrusting inside me. His mouth goes to my neck, where he nibbles on my delicate skin.

      “I only wanted to eat your pussy. I swear I was just going to get you off, but once I tasted how sweet you were I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop. Goddamn, you’re tight this morning.”

      I wrap my legs around his waist. “You think I would have let you stop there?”

      I smile as he leans back and looks down at me, his rich brown eyes full of need. A predatory smile pulls at his lips before he takes my mouth in a deep kiss. I moan, tasting myself on him.

      I run my hands up his back. I’ve been married to Dylan for over seven years and I still can't get enough of him. We’ve spent a lot of mornings waking up like this and it never gets old. He’s my whole world.

      His thrusts grow faster, pushing me towards another orgasm. “Fuck,” Dylan growls. I love his urgent need when he gets inside me. One would think we’ve been apart for week when really he made love to me until I passed out last night. I was all worked up and he wanted to settle my nerves. If anyone or anything can get me to settle down, it’s my husband.

      He sits back on his knees, pulling me into his lap. His hands go to my hips, keeping a firm hold on me. I bring my hands to my breasts and pluck at my nipples. Dylan grunts while I moan. Our eyes lock and I feel his warm release explode inside me, triggering my own orgasm.

      We are always in sync. Dylan covers my mouth with his to keep me from crying out too loud. He rocks against me, milking all of the pleasure from my body until I’m once again boneless in the bed. I feel his beard against my neck and I giggle as he purposely tickles me with it.

      “Wake up, Button. I want my shower with you, so we need to get moving.”

      I make some sort of sound of protest, but he slides off the bed, then lifts me from it. He carries me in his arms into our bathroom and walks right into the shower. He sits me down on the bench as hot steam fills up the space.

      I lean back and watch him wash himself. He keeps his eyes on me as he soaps up his cock and it comes to life again.

      “You’re insatiable,” I laugh as I watch him.

      My eyes travel all over his body. Dylan’s always been a big guy. Even when we were young he was always the biggest guy in school, towering over everyone. He’s built like a truck. He jokes about when we were kids he was built that way to keep the other boys from getting at me.

      It makes me roll my eyes, because I have no idea what he’s talking about. My teenage years were not good to me. Not like they were with my dark-haired husband. Where he was tall I was short. He towers almost a foot and a half over me. He’s never had a six pack, he’s always been barrel chested and hard. He’s got broad shoulders and looks like one of the football linemen he watches on Sundays.

      I’ve always been so small compared to him, even with all my curves. I’d gotten even more of them when I had our twin boys. I never could get all the weight off and gave up trying years ago. My husband seems to love them, so what do I care. It’s where his nickname for me came from. He thought I was tiny and as cute as a button. He’s been calling me that since freshman year of high school. He's been stuck to me like glue since the first time we met. My one and only.

      “I’m always like this when you’re naked,” he says, then shrugs. “Or breathing,” he adds with a cocky smile as he reaches down and gives his cock a long stroke. I lick my lips.

      “Wish we had time, Button,” he tells me before coming over and pulling me to my feet.

      He starts to wash me, and I pull my hair up so I don’t get it wet.

      “When we drop the boys off, we can come back,” he says, nipping my neck.

      I like that idea.

      “I thought you had a meeting this morning.”

      He turns the water off and we both step out. He wraps me in a towel, drying me off before pulling the hair tie from my hair and letting my curls fall free, something he always does when I pull it up. He even did it the first day I met him. He was that way with me from the very moment I ran right into him in the hallway. He picked me up, and instantly I belonged to him.

      “I put a meeting on my schedule so my assistant couldn’t try and fill the space with something. You think I’d miss our kids’ first day of school?”

      I look up into his eyes, shaking my head. I really don’t care much for Dylan’s new assistant. He’s always over-filling his schedule. I miss his old assistant, Marie, but she retired three months ago.

      “Besides, the boys and I know you’re going to need this. We have a feeling you’re going to cry, and you know how much we hate that.”

      I narrow my eyes at him, but I don’t deny he’s right. I’m a crier. I can't stop myself. It doesn't help that I have the worst cry face. My fair skin turns all red and blotchy and I usually end up hiccupping. I cry when I’m happy or sad, so I’m glad he’s coming. I was disappointed and a little shocked when I looked at his schedule last night and saw he had a meeting booked early. I didn't say anything, not wanting to make it an issue. I figured it was something important for him to have a meeting, because Dylan never misses anything when it comes to the boys and me.

      He cups my face. “I’ll get dressed and get the boys up.” He kisses me hard, leaving me breathless. “Meet me in the kitchen,” he says before smacking my ass on the way out.

      “Mmkay,” I answer, watching him go.

      I turn to the mirror and start to get ready. When I make it to the closet I debate what to wear. My mind goes over my schedule for the day, and for a moment my hand pauses on a hanger. I try to think about what I’ll be doing with the rest of the day, and I draw a blank. Normally I have the boys to run around and our days packed with things to do. I hadn't thought about what I’ll do now that my twins are starting kindergarten and I’ll be home alone.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      I’m in the workshop and I can still hear Emily stomping around in the house. I don’t know what I’m doing out here, but we both needed time to cool off.

      I look over and see the twins building a box out of spare wood I had lying around and give a heavy sigh. I don’t like fighting with her, because I feel like it’s my job to make her happy. But since the boys started school she feels adrift. She was never one to sit around at home, but I’ve gotten busier with my company in the last year and I’m not home as much as I used to be. I didn’t think it was putting a strain on us until this morning when she told me she interviewed for a job.

      I should have been happy about her working part time at the library. But instead I’m out here sulking and thinking about all the ways she’s not one hundred percent mine. She should work if that’s what makes her happy, but I’m selfish when it comes to my bride. I want her all to myself and with our boys. In my mind I know that them going to school has left her without some purpose, and I know that me being at work more has put a strain on that as well. I’m working late a couple nights a week, and sometimes I’m gone before she even wakes up. I’m full beast when it comes to her, though, so in my mind as long as we’re having sex everything's okay. But I’ve seen how things have begun to drift and her telling me she’s going to work outside the home sent me over the edge.

      I let out another deep sigh knowing that I shouldn’t have reacted the way I did. I should have been supportive, but instead I’m just an idiot.

      “Come on, boys. Let's go back in the house and get ready for dinner,” I say, and they take off running.

      I need to go in the house and apologize and make things right. Even if it doesn’t feel right in my chest yet. Besides, it’s just an interview. She said herself that they had a lot of people applying for the job. Maybe this is just the wakeup call I needed to pull back from work and make sure Emily is getting everything she needs.

      “Hey, Button,” I say when we come in the back door.

      She turns around and looks at me. I can see in her eyes she’s still a little pissed, but she’s cooled down.

      “I’m sorry, I should have been more supportive,” I say, holding out my arms. I just want to hold her, but I don’t know if she’s ready for that.

      “Well, good thing. They just called and offered me the job.” She crosses her arms in challenge and stares me down.

      I have to swallow before I speak and try to put a happy look on my face. I’m not sure I do a good enough job because for a second she looks concerned like something is wrong with me.

      “Oh, really?” I say, stalling to think of something nice to say. “That’s good.” God, I could kick my own ass. That didn’t sound cheerful enough. “I mean, fantastic. That’s fantastic!” I say, a little too loudly the second time.

      “Oh,” she says and then uncrosses her arms. She looks around the room then back to me. “Yes, I mean, it’s different. But good. Right? Of course. It should be fun.” She doesn’t look so sure anymore and I’m wondering if she’s worried she might not be good at it.

      “Button,” I say, walking up to her and taking her in my arms. “I’m sorry about earlier. You’re right. You deserve to have your own thing, too. I’m sorry I wasn’t on board right away, but I know you’re going to be great at whatever it is you do.”

      “I think I’m just going to stack books,” she mumbles against my chest as her arms come around my back.

      “Well, you’ll be the best goddamn stacker they’ve ever seen,” I say, kissing the top of her head.

      She leans back and smiles up at me. “I should have told you sooner. I just didn’t think it would matter.”

      “Everything you do matters,” I say, placing my forehead against her. “Everything.”

      I kiss her softly on the lips right before the boys come running through the kitchen begging for food.

      “We’re going to pick up where this left off after they go to bed,” I say, giving her one quick kiss.

      “Just don’t keep me up too late. I start tomorrow,” she says, turning in my arms and walking over to the stove.

      “Oh really?” I say, keeping my voice even.

      “Yeah, the head librarian, Nancy, called and said they were desperate. They’ve hired a new director and he’s overloaded. I think I’m going to be doing a lot of his work until he’s settled. Then I’ll work directly for Nancy.”

      “Oh really?” is all I can manage again. I’m silently filling with rage when I think about her serving another man.

      “Are you okay, Dylan?” she asks, glancing over her shoulder at me.

      I look down and see I’ve got a white-knuckle grip on the countertop. “Yeah,” I choke out, and then clear my throat. “Sure. Sounds great, Button.”

      She turns back to the stove and stirs something in the pot. “I guess I’ll see how it goes. I haven’t worked in so long, I was kind of surprised they picked me. But I met the new director and he must have liked what he saw.” Again, she sounds a little hesitant and I can only imagine that’s because she’s nervous.

      I want to black out from jealousy as I pull out my phone and send a message to my assistant. He sends me a bunch of texts back, but I ignore all of them. I’ve got new plans and none of them involve meetings.

      “Are you hungry?” Emily asks, turning around with dinner in her hands.

      “Like you wouldn’t believe,” I answer.
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      I sneeze for what must be the twentieth time. The dust from all the books is driving my nose insane. I haven’t been down to the basement for a while and I’m still sneezing. I wiggle my nose, wondering if it’s red.

      I packed my own lunch last night and sit down to open it up. When I get settled I take a bite of my sandwich and wipe my mouth. I can’t help but wonder if Dylan is enjoying the one I’d packed for him. I’ve loved packing my guy’s lunch since the boys started school. I’ve been coming up with new and different ideas every day. Today’s is tuna with cranberry and pecans. They all like tuna so I gave it a go and it turned out amazing. I wonder if I’ll have time to find something new to make for tomorrow.

      It’s my first day and I’ve already been asked to stay late. I understand, this place is a mess. No wonder they had to hire a new director. It’s chaos and needs a complete restructuring.

      I was excited when I started this morning feeling like I had a purpose after everyone else was off for their day. I had something to fill my day and thought I’d be contributing to something. Now, after spending the morning down in the basement, I think I’m bored and not really enjoying what I’m doing.

      I close my eyes and shake my head. This is my first day and I’m already second-guessing it. I need to dive into this. I can’t just give up so easily. I need to give this all I have and try to be positive. Sure, I’m a little disappointed that I won’t be the one to greet the boys when they get home from school. Dylan said he’d pick them up, which means he’ll be home early tonight, something that hasn't been the norm lately. I’m just sulking because I’m missing those moments, but it won’t always be like this.

      Dylan came around a lot faster to me getting a job than I thought he would. Even today when I told him they asked me to stay late he jumped at the chance to pick the boys up for me. He was super possessive of me last night and I can still feel him between my legs, but overall he’s been really supportive.

      Picking up my phone, I smile when I see a text from my husband asking me where I keep the kids’ art supplies. Apparently, they’re working on a school project. I text him back where he can find them, wondering how big of a mess they’re about to make. I finish my lunch while searching the internet for new recipes. When I find one I like, I save it before I clean up my lunch.

      A new text from Dylan dings on my phone. It’s a picture of the boys sitting at the dining table working on posters. At the top it says All About Me. My heart drops a little. I love the picture. My boys are the most adorable little men in the world, and I’m sad I’m missing this moment.

      I reassure myself that they’re getting some one-on-one time with their dad right now. That I don't need to be by their side at every waking moment. They’re growing up, even if it’s faster than I want them to.

      I send back heart emojis and tell Dylan to tell them I love them and will be home soon.

      “Emily?” I look up at the sound of my name to see a man in slacks and a dark blue button-up shirt standing there. He looks to be about my age, with blond hair and light blue eyes.

      I stand up and smile. “That’s me.”

      “I’m Mark, the new director.” He reaches his hand out and takes mine in a soft but firm hold.

      He doesn't let go for a long moment and I feel his fingers rub my wrist before he releases my hand. The handshake felt intimate, but I ignore it. He’s probably just friendly and I’m reading too much into it. My husband has made me think that everyone breathing is flirting with me. To say my husband is the jealous type is an understatement.

      Not that I’m not the same. We’re all either of us has ever known when it comes to relationships. We’ve belonged to each other before we even really knew what love was. Dylan had the boys at school running the other way when they saw me. It makes me laugh now when I think back on it.

      “It’s a pleasure to meet you.” I grab my bag and phone.

      “The pleasure is all mine.” He motions for me to follow him. “I was hoping to get here sooner, but I got caught up in a few meetings today.”

      We walk down the hallway and he stops at a door with his name on it. He opens it to reveal a nice-sized office. He goes in and sits behind the desk.

      “Nancy told me all you’ve gotten done today.” He smiles at me. I sit down in the chair in front of his desk, crossing my legs. “You knocked out a lot more than I thought you would. You’re a fast worker.”

      “Thank you.” I feel pride at knowing I was helpful. I think a part of why I was working so fast was because the sooner I got it done, the sooner I’d be out of that basement. I’m pretty sure I’m allergic to dust.

      “I think you’re being underused here. I took a look at your résumé.” He pulls out a sheet of paper and looks down at it. “You graduated with a degree in liberal arts?”

      I nod. I had no idea what I wanted to do when I entered college but was told liberal arts was a versatile degree.

      “But you never picked up a job after that?”

      “No. I became pregnant with my twins a little before I graduated. I’ve been staying home with them until now. They just started kindergarten.” Thinking about them makes me smile even more. I wonder what they put down on the posters.

      “You had twins? You’d never know.” His eyes run over my body.

      I’m not sure how to respond to that. Is that a compliment? I get nervous and just play it off.

      “I know I look young for my age,” I finally say. People do remark how young I look all the time.

      “Not just that,” he says, and I’m beginning to feel uncomfortable.

      “Thanks.” I think. But I keep that last part in my head.

      “Well, I have some projects I want you to work on. It will be on the computer—entering inventory data. More of a desk job.”

      “That’s fine,” I tell him.

      When I went searching for a job I wasn't really sure what I was looking for. When I saw the library was hiring I jumped on it. I didn't think I’d get the job, but I was wrong.

      “I’m going to find someone else to fill in for what you had been doing and move you upstairs. We’ll share an office for now. I’ll have a desk brought in for you.”

      “Oh. You don’t have to share your office. I don’t want to intrude. I can work anywhere,” I say, looking around and thinking there’s no way a second desk could fit in here.

      “No, I’ll need you close. We’ll be working on the same projects, so it will be easier.”

      Day one and I’m already being promoted. I guess this is a good thing, so I ignore the feeling in my stomach. I should be excited that I’ve been offered a chance to do this instead of being stuck with the dust bunnies. I smile and nod, thinking I can’t wait to get home and tell my guys.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      I growl as frustration builds. I want to climb through the window and pull her out of that room. Then beat the living shit out of that guy who has the nerve to look at what belongs to me.

      A text from the babysitter pops up on my phone and I see they’re coloring the posters now. I told Emily it wasn’t a problem to get the boys, and it wasn’t. Because I’d already gotten a sitter for them. I planned since yesterday to watch her and make sure her first day went well. I kept telling myself it was to make sure she was safe. But the longer I stayed the harder it was for me to justify it as anything other than selfishness.

      When the sitter sent me pictures earlier I just saved them and resent them to Emily like I was the one home with them. I was thinking the little lie would be worth it if it gave me peace of mind. Now I’m just mad as hell and I’m ready to rip this building down brick by brick.

      I send a quick text to the sitter saying I’ll be a little late, and she gives me the thumbs up. After that I text my buddy Michael, but he immediately calls me. My phone is on silent, but I duck down anyway and whisper into it.

      “You should be able to hear everything through the earpiece,” he says, and I roll my eyes.

      “I know,” I whisper darkly, angry at him and at the situation. “That’s the problem. I can hear every fucking thing they’re saying. And I want to go in there and rip this asshole’s throat out.”

      I called in a favor with him last night, thinking it would be just one way for me to know my bride was all right and I could handle her having a new job. I didn’t ask questions, but he left an earpiece for me in my truck this morning and told me I’d have audio and visual on her throughout the day.

      “Dylan, calm down,” he says, and I hear him shuffle around. “Look, Jeanette doesn’t know I’m doing this for you. If she did she’d probably string me up by my balls. She loves Emily.”

      “Goddamn, so do I.” I feel myself get loud and I take a breath. “The only reason I asked you is because you’re the best in the business on surveillance.” I peek back up into the window and see my Emily being handed a stack of paperwork. “I just needed to keep eyes on her. And I don’t like what I see.”

      “I don’t blame you, man. I’ve always got eyes on my woman.”

      I sigh again and rub my eyes. I’m not going to make it through the day. Watching her in the basement about drove me nuts. She’s got bad allergies and being around all that dust was killing her. But she didn’t give up. I was simultaneously proud and enraged at the work she was doing.

      We don’t need the money. I’ve made enough so she doesn’t have to worry, and she can buy anything she wants. I’ve worked hard for a long time so that my family can sleep at night without a thought of doing without. I know she didn’t get this job so that we could pay the bills, so I’m trying to understand her need to be fulfilled. I just ache in my chest that I can’t do that for her.

      “Listen, I warned you. You just need to check the app I put on your phone a couple times a day and let it go. You can’t watch her twenty-four/seven. Believe me, I’ve done the leg work on it. You’ll drive yourself insane.”

      “Too late,” I say, looking back into the window. “I don’t like the app. I wasn’t close enough.”

      “Dylan, where are you exactly?” Michael says, and I hear the threat in his voice.

      “Just, you know, outside the window.”

      “Oh god, you’re going to get the both of us in trouble,” he says, and then I hear his name being called.

      “Saint? Are you hiding in the closet?”

      “Fuck,” he whispers. “I had nothing to do with this. Get your ass out of there, Dylan,” he says, right before he hangs up on me.

      I stuff my phone in my pocket and peek back into the window one more time. “Shit,” I mutter, seeing the room empty, and walk around the side of the building. When I look through another window there’s an older lady standing there with Emily.

      I watch right before the older lady turns around and looks directly where I’m standing. I’m scared she might have seen me, and I can’t have Emily finding me lurking outside the window.

      “Shit,” I say again, cursing the whole damn day.

      Just then I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. Thinking it’s the sitter I reach down and check it, only to see it’s Emily. My heartbeat picks up as I open the text, but it’s just happy faces and her saying she’ll be home earlier than she thought.

      “Triple shit.” I say and haul ass to my truck. I’ve got to get back home before she does and get the sitter out of there.

      I run as fast as I can to my truck and jump in it. I throw it in drive and hit the gas as I barrel down the road to our house. It’s not even a five-minute drive from our place to the library, so I’ve got to be quick.

      When I get home, I jump out and grab some cash out of my wallet. I run inside and stuff it in the babysitter’s hand as I practically shove her out the door.

      “Is everything okay?” she asks, and I just wave at her to leave.

      “It’s fine. Thanks again. I’ll call if I need you tomorrow,” I say, urging her to get in her car and go.

      “All right. Well, tell Miss Emily I said hey.”

      Jesus, could she move any slower.

      “Yeah, yeah, fine, bye,” I say, slamming the door and going back to the boys.

      I glance out the window and make sure her car is gone before I start to calm down a little. The boys look at me like I’m crazy, but they’re not going to say a word. And just to make sure, I hand both of them a Popsicle.

      I thank god above that the sitter got dinner started, and I’m draining the noodles just as Emily walks through the front door.

      “Hey, Button, how was your day?” I ask, turning to smile at her.

      She looks me up and down and then cocks her head to the side. “Why are you all sweaty? And why is there mud on your jeans?”
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          Emily

        

      

    

    
      I smile at the text Dylan just sent me and I feel myself blush. I think about what we did this morning. We’ve been together so long and he still makes me blush. I have no idea how, but that man always gets to me. My body is once again sore all over.

      You’d think we were newlyweds with the way we’ve been going at it. He not only made love to me last night after we'd put the boys to bed, but again this morning. He had me pinned to the wall right before I was about to leave. I can still feel his cum inside me. He refused to let me go clean myself off. I like the idea of walking around smelling like him for the rest of the day, so I didn't put up much of a fight about it. I acted innocent, which I’m pretty sure he saw right through.

      I redden all over again at the thought. I’ve been walking around all morning like this. Not that anyone would know.

      “What has you blushing?”

      I glance over at Nancy, who’s going over the papers I just gave her. We’ve got a shipment of books coming in that we need to make room for. I have a list of recommendations on the ones I think we could donate to find space.

      She wiggles her dark eyebrows at me and I laugh. I like Nancy. She’s sweet and easy to talk to. She stands out at the library because she doesn't dress like any librarian I’ve ever seen. She looks like a pinup girl. She’s different and as much of a Potterhead as I am. In fact, I think she might have me beat.

      We are both at the main desk where you check library books in and out. This is pretty much her workspace and desk.

      “My husband.” I smile.

      Calling him that always makes me preen. People told us we’d never make it. That our love was too young. But I knew they were wrong. Even after Dylan graduated and I was still in high school, the girls at school would try to fill my head with all kinds of doubt. But I knew one thing about my man. I always have his attention. He’s paid attention to every breath I’ve taken. It drove me crazy, just as much as I loved it. We’ll last forever. I know it to my soul.

      “How long have you two been together?”

      “High school sweethearts,” I say, and laugh at her shocked expression.

      Her eyebrows lift. “Losing the V-cards to each other and everything?”

      I bite my lip and nod. This is another thing I like about Nancy—she just says or asks whatever she wants. It’s refreshing. Plus, I can tell she’s genuine with her questions, and there’s no judgment.

      “Damn. One dick for life. I could dig that if it was the right dick.”

      I burst out laughing but quickly cover my mouth when I remember I’m in a library. I look around, not seeing anyone around. I’ve noticed this place doesn’t get busy until later in the afternoon.

      “Are you married?” I ask once I get my giggles under control.

      “Nope, just me and my cat. Only one though, so you can’t call me a cat lady just yet. Maybe in a few years.” She smirks.

      I wonder if she means she’s getting married in a few years, or if she’ll be a cat lady by then. Either way she smiles so she must be happy about the future.

      “My husband is up to something,” I confess.

      I put my phone back in my pocket and lean my hip up against the counter. Today I went with pants. I love to wear dresses, but I was worried I might get put back in the basement and pants would be more efficient down there.

      Though after spending the morning working side by side with Mark, I wish I could go back to the land of the dust bunnies. He’s a lot to get used to. He asks me a million questions, which is distracting when I’m trying to work. Not to mention I always feel like he’s hovering over me. I’m not sure if it’s because I’m new or he thinks I can’t do my job. Either way it’s annoying.

      I’ve never given personal space much of a thought before. Normally it’s only my husband or the boys who are in it, and I don’t really care. Maybe I’m just not used to people being around me anymore. The only job I ever worked was in college at a bakery. I spent most of my time alone in a kitchen listening to audiobooks while decorating cookies, and I only did it part time over the summers.

      “Go on.” Nancy turns her chair to look at me as if I’m about to give her juicy gossip.

      “He’s been really cool about me having this job. A little too okay with it.”

      “That’s not like him?”

      “It’s hard to explain. My husband can be a caveman when it comes to me. He likes having all of my attention and I like giving it to him. When I first told him about looking for a job, he got all pissy. But then it was like a switch flipped and he was completely fine.” Now I’m wondering if I’m pissy because he isn’t doing his caveman thing.

      “If I remember right, you haven't worked in years?” she asks. Nancy was the one who interviewed me for the job.

      “Nope. I got pregnant right before college graduation with our twins. The two of them and my husband have been my life.”

      I smile, missing them right now. I keep wondering what they’re doing at this very moment. I know Dylan is at work and the boys are at school, but I still feel like I’m missing out. I hate that I wasn’t there last night while they were making the posters. The boys hung on me like they hadn't seen me in years after I got home. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t love every second of it. They are getting big and I worry about them not giving me affection like they do now as they grow up. I’ve been trying to soak it all up.

      “So you wanted more than just to be a mom and wife? I get it.”

      “No,” I say instantly, taken aback. I rush to defend myself. “I love being a wife and a mom. I just didn’t think they needed me like they used to. My husband has been working a lot more, and I needed something to fill my time.”

      “Interesting,” Nancy says, more to herself than me.

      “What?”

      “What else has he been doing that’s odd?” she asks.

      “Last night he seemed flustered, which isn’t like him. He was just acting different,” I admit.

      “Emily.” I turn at the sound of my name to see Mark coming towards us. I force a smile, trying to be polite.

      “Hey.”

      “I’ll need you to stay late tonight. There’s an event over at the Carlton and I thought we should go over and say hello to a few people. A lot of the people there make donations to the library.” He adjusts his tie that’s already perfectly straight. It’s just something else he does that annoys me.

      “Okay,” is all I can come up with. I don’t want to go somewhere with just him. I know Dylan wouldn't like it either. It almost seems like a date or something. “Nancy, you’re coming, right?” I throw out really quick.

      She opens her mouth to respond, but Mark cuts her off. “I can only bring one person.”

      “Didn't want to go,” Nancy mumbles. I second that.

      “Take a long lunch to run home and change into something more suitable. We’ll leave here around five thirty.” He turns, dismissing us.

      Crap.

      I remind myself this is my job and I have to go.

      “He’s been here a hot minute and I already can’t stand his ass,” Nancy says from behind me. I second that but keep it to myself. I pull my phone out, checking Dylan’s schedule to see if he can pick up the boys, but I see he’s booked up all day. I text our babysitter and see if she’s free.

      She responds instantly, telling me she’ll pick up the boys and not to worry about paying her. She says we overpaid her yesterday and it’s not a problem.

      What? I narrow my eyes at the phone. “What are you up to, Dylan?” I mutter.

      “Who? The husband?” Nancy asks, clearly having heard me.

      “Yes. He used our babysitter yesterday, but he told me he picked up the boys.”

      “An affair!” Nancy gasps dramatically, and I burst out laughing. I laugh so hard tears start to leak down my face.

      “Yeah, right. My husband would never cheat,” I say, one thousand percent certain that’s not it. “No, he’s up to something else.” I think I’m going to go on a little mission to throw him off his game.

      “It’s cute how well you two know each other.” She says it like she really means it.

      “I’m going to head to lunch. Will you drop those on my desk when you’re done going over them?”

      “Sure.” She picks up the papers and goes back to reading them.

      I head to my office and am thankful Mark isn't there. I grab my purse then head out. I make a quick stop at the house to change, still annoyed that Mark asked me to wear something nicer. I know I have pants on, but they’re dressy.

      I find a black sleeveless dress that falls to my knees. It hugs me at the top but flares out at the bottom. I have a jacket that goes with it so it doesn’t show too much skin. I slip my flats off and put on a pair of heels. I reach under my dress, pulling my panties off and putting them into my purse, coming up with an idea.

      When I get to Dylan’s office I see his assistant Jonathan is typing away on his computer. He does all of Dylan’s paperwork because Dylan can’t stand it. You’d be surprised how much there is when it comes to construction. Dylan’s company started out as just light remodeling. Now he custom builds million-dollar homes. My man has come so far. I remember many nights staying up late with him, planning projects and doing the paperwork myself. It got to be too much with having newborn twins. When we finally found Marie, who was his assistant for the last five years, she was a godsend. But she moved across the country to be near her grandchildren and I still miss her like crazy.

      “Mrs. Wallace,” Jonathan greets me. He’s always way too dressed up, in my opinion. Today he even has on a bow tie. You’d think he worked in a law firm or something. Not a place where men come in covered in dust and dirt half the time.

      “Hi.” I give him a little wave before heading towards Dylan’s office.

      “He’s not here, ma’am,” Jonathan says with a little hesitation in his voice.

      I stop, turning to look at him before pulling out my cell phone. Jonathan might annoy the crap out of me, but he always has Dylan’s schedule marked down with everything.

      “I don’t know where he is, ma’am,” he adds. Then he mutters something about my husband randomly disappearing. “Would you like me to pencil you in?”

      “Pencil me in?” I roll my eyes at him. Turning back, I head for Dylan's office. I pull my panties out of my purse and toss them onto his desk before grabbing a pen and paper and leaving him a note.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      “Shit, shit, shit,” I mumble, parking around the corner from my office and watching Emily walk out of my office. I know that look on her face. She’s pissed.

      I panicked and didn’t know what to do. I was waiting in the parking lot of the library watching the cameras, but then I lost track of her. It wasn’t her normal lunch break, and I knew she packed her lunch. I even slipped a little note in there telling her how much I loved her.

      But instead of her going to eat in the break room like she did before, she disappeared. It wasn’t until I got a text from Jonathan telling me my wife just showed up at my office that I realized she gave me the slip. I never knew my wife had spy capabilities, but I was wrong.

      When I watch her drive away, I run in the office and find Jonathan at his desk keying in invoices. He jumps up in shock when he sees me walk in.

      “Mr. Wallace, your wife just left. I’ve had to push several meetings. Are you in your office today?” The words tumble out of his mouth as he follows close on my heels.

      I ignore him and march back to my office. I’d watched her through the window as she strutted back there, then she walked out. I want to know what she did.

      When I walk in, I look around and see crumpled fabric on the desk.

      “Well, since you’re here now, I could go ahead and get the conference call started and it could replace the meeting you were supposed to have this morning.”

      “I’m not here,” I say, as I walk over to my desk and find what looks like a rumpled handkerchief.

      “Obviously you’re here. I just need to go over some things, and you’re not answering your emails. With all due respect, this really this isn’t the time to slack off. I’ve got people calling all hours of the day begging for appointments with you. This could be an amazing opportunity to double your profits from last year.”

      When I pick up the scrap of fabric, I know instantly what they are. “Jonathan,” I say through clenched teeth.

      “Yes, Mr. Wallace?”

      “With all due respect, get the fuck out of my office,” I say, balling up her panties in my fist and seeing the handwritten note under them.

      I don’t hear his response. I just know he does as I ask when the handle on the door clicks closed.

      “What are you up to, Emily?” I ask as I pick up the note and read what it says.

      
        
        Thought you might be hungry… Looks like I was wrong.

        I have to work late, but don’t worry, I got the sitter to get the boys.

        Love, Emily.

        PS Don’t worry about paying her. She said you gave her plenty last night.

      

      

      I curse as I ball up the note. The sitter didn’t know what I was up to yesterday, so my cover isn’t blown. But she knows I wasn’t at home like I said I was. Damn it, I should have told her to keep quiet about the cash. I had no idea how much I gave her. I just stuffed some bills in her hand and prayed she didn’t stay to chat with Emily.

      Glancing down at my hand, I see the now familiar pale pink cotton panties I’d slid up her legs this morning. Which means right this second, my wife has her bare pussy wet and ready for the taking.

      I growl as I stuff her panties into my pocket and then nearly yank my office door off the hinges before I stomp down the hall. I’m in a cloud of anger as I barrel down the hall, but I know I need to say something to Jonathan so he doesn’t just quit on me.

      “Mr. Wallace, I’m so sorry—” He jumps up and tries to apologize, but I cut him off when I hold my hand up for him to stop talking.

      “I knew when I hired you that you were a go-getter. I like that you’ve got initiative and you want to see the company grow. But you need to simmer down a few pegs and take a breath.”

      He nods and I’m glad he’s silent.

      “It’s my own fault. My last assistant did everything for me, and I let her. We’ll get there, it’s just going to take some time. For now, I need you to keep showing my calendar as full, but I’m not coming to the office. I’ll let you know when things need to change, and they will. I can’t keep working long hours like I have been. The whole point to building all this is so I could have the time I needed with my family.”

      I take a breath and rub a hand down my face.

      “Can I trust you to handle this place until I can get back?”

      “Yes, sir,” he tells me without hesitation.

      I believe him. Even though, I kind of have to, he’s capable of running this whole business without me for longer than I care to think about. He’s a great asset to the company, and if he can do what he says, then I think there will be a lot of room for him to grow here.

      I tell him as much, and he beams with pride as I walk out and wave goodbye to him over my shoulder.

      When I hop in my truck, I pull Emily’s panties out of my pocket and bring them to my nose. The smell of her pussy drives me fucking crazy. She knew what she was doing by coming here and leaving these. She’s waving a red flag in front of a bull, and she damn well knows it.

      She might as well be goddamn Cinderella running all over town missing these. Good thing for her, I’m the handsome prince who’s going to hunt her down and slip them on. And even better, I might just have to spank her ass for it while I do it.
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      When I pull up at the library, I tuck my aching cock away so I don’t scare whatever gray-haired old ladies they’ve got working here. I’ve got Emily’s panties tucked away safe in my front pocket of my jeans and I reach down in there every so often to touch them.

      When I get inside I walk to the circular desk in the middle. Instead of what I predicted to be an old lady wearing a cardigan, it’s a woman about the same age as my wife. She’s got on a polka-dot dress and her hair is up in a bandana. She smiles at me when she sees me and walks over to where I’m standing.

      “How can I help you today?” she asks.

      “I’m looking for my wife. Emily Wallace.”

      “Oh,” she says, her eyes going wide. She looks me up and down then picks up a phone. “She’s in the back. I’ll page her.”

      She turns her back to me as she whispers something I don’t catch into the phone. When she’s finished she turns back around and gives me a giant smile.

      “I’m Nancy. It’s so nice to meet you.”

      “You too,” I say, trying to be polite.

      What I really want to do is stomp to the back myself and find my goddamn wife. But this is her place of work and I don’t want to cause her any trouble. I’ve already got a list of grievances on this place a mile long, so I try to focus on the problem at hand.

      I pace around a little, but Nancy doesn't take her eyes off me. After what feels like forever, my bride comes around a corner looking like she ran the whole way here.

      “Dylan.” Her voice is cool and completely opposite to the way she looks.

      She’s in the dress she bought for our date night we had a few months back. “Why are you wearing that?” I say a little too loudly.

      Emily shushes me and takes me by the arm. She leads me down a hallway and to an office in the back of the building that I haven’t seen before. Michael didn’t put cameras in here, and I’m already thinking about how he needs to fix that. I don’t want a place in this building where I can’t see her.

      “What are you doing here?” she hisses at me, and then pokes me in my chest. “You weren’t in your office today, where you were supposed to be. And what’s this I hear about the boys being with the sitter last night? Do you have anything you need to tell me, Wallace?”

      I know she means business when she calls me by my last name. Shit. I look down at her in that dress and I start thinking back to the last time she had it on. I fucked her in the bathroom of the restaurant, unable to make it home before I had her. Damn, how long ago was that date night? Was that really the last time I took her out? Sure, I’ve made love to her since then, but I can’t recall the last time I made a special night for us.

      “Dylan,” she prompts, and I can see the impatience in her eyes.

      “You asked me if I was hungry,” I say, taking a prowling step towards her. I move slowly, and her eyes widen. “Button, you know I’m always starving for it.”

      She takes a step back, holding her hands up and looking over her shoulder towards the door. “Dylan, we can’t. Not here.”

      “I’ll fuck you anywhere I want,” I say, taking another step towards her. My heavy work boots are loud on the tile floor.

      “This is where I work,” she says through gritted teeth. Her fists are clenched at her side, but she knows better than to tell me no. “You can’t come in here and be all…all…you.”

      I press her body up against the door and kick her legs apart. “You laid down the gauntlet when you threw your panties on my desk and sassed out of my office. You knew exactly what you were doing. Don’t try to deny it.”

      Her cheeks burn red, and I know I’m right.

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she says, but she can’t meet my eyes now.

      “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about what I’ve been up to,” I say, and she snaps her eyes up to mine. “You wanted a good dicking down, so you’re about to get it.”

      “Oh god.” Her voice trembles as I kneel down in front of her and push up her dress.

      “Hold it,” I say, and she grabs the material. “Running around all over town with not a scrap on the one thing that belongs to me.”

      “Dylan, I didn’t—”

      “You’re done talking. You said all you needed to on that note, practically begging for a fuck.” I lean forward and lick her pussy just how she likes it. “Cover your mouth up. I don’t want a sound.”

      “Shit,” she hisses, and I watch as she takes one hand away from holding her dress and puts it over her mouth.

      The sweet scent of her fills my lungs as I push her legs apart and run my tongue between her lower lips.

      “Goddamn, it still tastes just like it did the night I popped your cherry.” I run my tongue back and forth across her clit. “I had no clue what I was doing back then. Just knew I wanted to bury my face in it and drink it dry.” I play with her clit a little more and her thighs try to close on me. I hold them tight so she can’t get away. “I was fumbling and trying to do what I thought felt good. I was a boy then. But not anymore. Now I’m your man, and I know exactly what this pussy wants.”

      I look up and lock eyes with her as I lean forward and cover her with my mouth as I suck. Her eyes roll to the back of her head and I can taste her orgasm getting closer.

      “You come in my office with a bare cunt again and I’ll bend you over my desk and paint your ass red,” I say, running my hand up the inside of her thigh before I push two thick fingers into her soaked pussy. “And if I find out you’ve been waving it around to everyone with not a stitch to cover it up, then I’ll make sure you don’t sit for a week.”

      I rub that sweet spot inside her, knowing it’s the one place that drives her fucking wild. Her whimpers get louder as my rough, work-worn hands press against her tender little G-spot. It’s no match for me and what I’m demanding. I’ve had years of practice in how to make her body sing, and I’m a goddamn composer.

      She cries out into her hand just as my tongue flicks against her clit. When I feel the warmth coat my fingers, I pull them out and lick them clean as I use my other hand to free my dick.

      “Get on this and fuck me like you mean it,” I say, holding it out for her.

      I grab her ass as she climbs up my body, just as desperate for the connection as I am. When I thrust home and I’m balls deep in her sweet honey, I push her back against the door and rut her like a prized mare.

      “Goddamn, I love you, Button,” I groan, holding her tight.

      “I love you, too,” she says, right before our mouths connect.

      The taste of her and the smell of her combined has my big cock throbbing. It’s a tight fit and the way she’s squeezing me has my balls aching. Her thighs tighten around me and I keep kissing her to muffle her cries as she cums again on my shaft.

      Every thick inch pulses with her, and I can’t hold back. I empty inside her, and just like always the connection restores us. The intimacy of what we do, even when it’s quick and dirty, with lots of dirty talk—it’s making love. Because there’s no one on this planet I love more than my wife, and I’m going to do a better job of making sure she knows it.

      She giggles as I set her on her feet and pull her panties out of my pocket. “You didn’t tell me why you weren’t in your office,” she says as I hold the panties out for her and she steps into them.

      “You didn’t tell me why you were all dressed up,” I say, raising an eyebrow at her.

      She puts her hands on her hips, but all the aggravation from before has melted away and it’s more of a pose out of habit.

      “Well?” I ask, waiting.

      I tuck my cock back into my jeans and she rolls her eyes.

      “I have to work late, and there’s some party across the street I have to go to. Some donors to the library are going to be there.” She walks up to me and puts her hands on my chest. “I’d rather be at home with my guys.”

      “Then quit,” I say, but I can see that was the wrong answer.

      She steps back, and suddenly the cold look from earlier is back. “It’s my job, Dylan. I can’t just quit. Besides, don’t you have something on your schedule to get to?”

      Right when I open my mouth to respond, there’s a knock on the door.

      “Emily? You in there? Sorry to bother you guys, but Mark has a question about a shipment,” Nancy says from the other side of the door.

      I growl at the name. Mark. I didn’t get a chance to talk about him with Emily yet, and I can see I’m not about to get the opportunity.

      “Yeah, be right out,” Emily says and then looks at me. Her eyes soften a little as she comes back into my arms. “We’ll talk about this when I get home.”

      “Okay, Button,” I say, unable to stay mad.

      I know I’m just going to go outside to my truck to watch her from the cameras, but it’s not the same. I want her in my arms all the time. So instead of fighting, I hug her back and kiss the top of her head.
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      Nancy hands me a giant stack of folders. I take them, putting them onto my already overflowing desk. Clutter always drives me crazy. I hate having a mess around. You would think I might be used to it living with three boys, but I’ve trained them well.

      “You’ve been holding out, girl.” Nancy smiles down at me. “That husband of yours.” She wiggles her perfect eyebrows as she leans up against the door frame.

      “I know.” I shake my head.

      My husband is hot. I stopped letting it bother me a long time ago that others notice him. Probably because he doesn't even notice it himself. His attention is always on me and our boys. I’m not sure he knows how good looking he really is. He pretty much rolls out of bed and throws on a shirt and jeans. He’s naturally fit from all the hands-on work he does. He’s always trying to get out of his office, preferring to be on the job site.

      He has a natural ruggedness to him. He isn't even trying to be hot, but he’s pretty drool-worthy. The attention he would get from women used to annoy me. Then I realized Dylan is so focused on no guys looking at me that I’m not sure he knows other women exist.

      “He was so possessive. You should have seen his face when he came in here looking for you. I can see now why you were sure he isn't cheating. That man has one focus.” She says it dreamily and I smile even bigger. I know I’m lucky.

      I glance at the pile of folders Nancy handed me, and I wonder if I’ll be able to knock them out before we have to leave for the event tonight. This job is turning out to be a lot more to take on than I was hoping for. I wanted to do something that was helpful but didn’t take up all my time. I thought at the library I would be dealing with finding and putting books away. Maybe even getting to read to some of the kids who came in. But from what I can tell there don't seem to be many activities happening here. I thought about bringing that up but got scared more stuff might be piled on my already full plate. I’ve gone from having too much time on my hands to not having enough.

      “Possessive is putting it lightly,” I laugh. “You think this outfit is okay for tonight?” I stand up, making sure there aren't any wrinkles after what Dylan and I did. I have to bite my lip to keep from grinning as I recall our time in the vacant office.

      He wasn't wrong, though. I did wave a red flag at my husband when I tossed my panties onto his desk. I knew the moment he would see them he’d be tracking me down. There’s no way Dylan would be okay with me walking around without panties on. I’m sometimes shocked he lets me walk around without him at all. If it was up to him I’d be glued to his side. In college he would walk with me to every class. I don’t know why, though, because the first day he punched some guy and knocked him out cold for slapping my ass. After that no one on campus ever looked my way again.

      “I love it. No wonder your man came tracking you down.”

      I look down at my dress. Maybe it’s too sexy. I bought it for our last date night. I wanted something to get Dylan all worked up. Not that he needed any help in that area. Maybe I’m acting like a child with some of the things I’ve been doing lately. It’s a demand for attention, and I like when he goes a little crazy. I forget how possessive he can be until I do something that sets it off.

      A little wave of guilt hits me, and I realize I should really talk this out with him. I wasn't even aware I was doing it until this moment. I think with things changing over the past few months I’m having trouble adjusting.

      “Speaking of that, keep your visitors to your lunch break.” Nancy and I both turn to see Mark stomp into the shared office. Clearly he heard what we were talking about. He drops a few more folders onto my desk but doesn’t bother looking at me as he walks over to his own. “Are you going to get to work on this?” He motions to the pile of work on my desk.

      He’s obviously peeved with me, which is bullshit. I’m helping him out with staying late and going above and beyond what my job entails. I want to tell him I’ll have visitors whenever I like. If he doesn't like it, he can shove it up his ass. But I clamp my lips shut. Yeah, like I’m going to tell Dylan he can’t pop by whenever he wants. I don’t want him burning the library down.

      “I’m working on it,” I tell him, turning so my back is to him. I don’t want to look at him any more than necessary. And I don’t want him to see how annoyed I am.

      Nancy rolls her eyes, clearly as aggravated as me. “I better get back to the front. Mrs. Norton is running it and she scares all the little kids.” She turns, but not before mouthing “what a dick” to me, then walks out.

      Once again I’m alone with Mark. I really can’t stand him. He talks endlessly about himself. He reminds me of some of the jocks I went to high school with. I feel like I know more about him than I should, and we have only worked together a few days. I know his whole life story, and maybe if he talked less I could get more work done. It’s still not clear to me why we need to share an office. He said we’d be working on things we would need to discuss often, but he hardly talks about work. He spent thirty minutes this morning telling me about his new car.

      I try to push all negative thoughts out of my mind and grab a folder so I can get to work. But not even a full minute goes by before Mark is standing next to my desk. His shadow looms over me, and for a small guy he’s always crowding me in my space.

      “Was that your husband?” he asks, but I don’t look up at him as I keep working.

      “Yep.”

      I give him a short response, hoping that will give the message that I’m busy. I know it doesn't work when he leans against my desk, making himself more comfortable. I have to fight from tensing up. I scoot my chair over slightly, trying not to make it obvious.

      “Is he always so…” he trails off.

      When I finally look up at him, I’m pretty sure his eyes are locked on my cleavage. The dress doesn't really show much, but with someone standing directly over me like this, I’m sure he’s seeing more than he should be.

      “What?” I ask, unsure what he means about Dylan. I didn't even know they met. Or maybe they didn't and Mark saw him bulldozing into the library looking for me. Dylan is hard to miss. His size alone makes him stand out in a crowd.

      “Angry?” he finally finishes. “He didn't hurt you, did he?”

      His eyes leave my chest and come to my face, but he doesn't actually look concerned. I can’t read his expression, but I’m sure mine has to show anger.

      “No,” I snap at the ridiculous question. Hurt me? Well, he does like to hand out a spanking from time to time, but that’s none of this guy’s business. Plus, I’m not sure that really counts as hurting me. “He’s intense,” I defend. I don’t want to talk to this guy about my husband. Nor do I like that he asked me that. I turn away from him, going back to my work. He stands there for a few moments before he finally gets the message and strolls back to his desk. I hear him typing away on his computer, and it’s blessedly quiet for the first time today.

      I’m actually a little mad that he didn't apologize for the question. But I push all my thoughts away and jump into getting my stuff done. I don’t want to get asked to work late again tomorrow. In fact, if I am, I’m going to say no. I miss my nights at home with my family. Heck, I miss more than that.

      I get lost in my work until I hear my phone vibrate. I see a message from Dylan telling me he loves me. I type a quick response, wanting to tease him. A little payback for whatever it is he’s up to.

      Husband: I love you

      Me: How come I never get a turn on my knees to pleasure you?

      Husband: Button

      I hide a giggle because I can hear the warning tone of his voice even through the text.

      Me: I miss your cock in my mouth. I miss when you grip my hair and make me take you as far as I can.

      I clench my legs together thinking about it. I’ve always loved giving Dylan head when he actually lets me. It’s rare that he actually cums down my throat though. He’s always quick to pull me off of him, wanting inside me. I think he’s a little scared he might hurt me when I suck him off. That’s when his control always seems to be at its weakest.

      Husband: Emily, I swear to Christ I’ll come back in there and pull you out of that office.

      Mark clears his throat, pulling my attention away from my phone. He’s irritated I’m on the phone. I ignore him and check in with the babysitter next. What is he going to do? Fire me?

      I still don’t know what is going on with Dylan, but with a little more work I’ll get him to crack. If he doesn't soon, I have a few tricks of my own. It’s fun playing this little game with him. I wonder what he’s doing right now. I remember we have tracking on our phones and I pull his up. When it doesn’t work right away I mess with it for a second, but still nothing.

      “We’ll leave in a few minutes,” Mark says, and I glance at the clock. Dang, that went by fast, but I got a lot done. I organize my desk before grabbing my purse. I pull out my lipstick quickly and swipe it on. I text Dylan to let him know I’m leaving work and I’m going to try and be home as soon as I can. I know this is probably driving him crazy, and I know the feeling. If I could go back in time I wouldn't have taken this job.

      I didn't want something that’s so time consuming. I already made a fuss about taking this job to start with and now I want to quit after only a few days into it. I know Dylan will be on board with me quitting, but should I really just give up so fast?

      I stand, knowing Mark is waiting on me. He’s been staring at me while I get my stuff together. I pretend not to notice, but he’s the main reason I want to quit. He rubs me the wrong way. His personality switches from moment to moment, and I don’t like how he makes me feel.

      “Ready when you are,” I say and paste a smile on my face.

      Being rude isn't in my nature. Dylan always jokes that I got him as a husband because he was made to be my protector. That I only ever had to worry about being sweet because he could be an asshole enough for the both of us.

      “Let’s go.” Mark starts to put his hand on my back, but I dodge it.

      I might like to play with my caveman husband by leaving my panties on his desk, but letting another man touch me is a solid no freaking way.

      I wave to Nancy on my way out. She mouths “sorry” to me, clearly feeling my pain. We both talked this morning about how much we don't like Mark. He gives her a creepy feeling, too. She also mentioned that she thinks he stares at me a little too long. She said she’s going to say something to a higher-up about him. I don't know who’s above Mark. I thought he was the boss, but Nancy has been here a while and she would know.

      “I don't want you to get flustered. These people might have money, but they’re just people, too. Trust me. I know.” I glance over at him and he adjusts his tie. Again, he’s reminding me that he comes from a well-to-do family. I get it, Mark. You’ve got money. “Your dress is something else,” he says as his eyes roam over me as we make our way across the street. He licks his lips and I have to turn away from him, feeling embarrassed and sick to my stomach. I’m second-guessing my outfit…and even coming here to begin with.

      He opens the door and we enter the lounge. The place doesn't look busy at all. “Let's get a drink and loosen you up.” He motions towards the bar and I take a seat. Mark slides in next to me, not sitting down. I can feel his body heat and try my best to lean away from him. The smell of his cologne is overpowering.

      “What can I get you two?” the pretty bartender asks us.

      “I’ll have a whiskey; she’ll take a merlot,” he tells her, ordering for me.

      Gross. I hate wine. I don’t correct him or change my order. I wasn't planning on drinking anyway.

      “Maybe the wine will do more than loosen you up,” Mark whispers against my ear, making me jump. His finger trails down my arm and I freeze.

      I need to get out of here. Now. For some reason I’m starting to think there isn't an event here tonight at all from the looks of this place. There are people here, but not many. A chill runs up my spine and a sense of dread bears down on me. This isn't right, and Dylan told me to always trust my instincts. If it seems like something is off, it likely is.

      “Emily?”

      I turn my head at the sound of my name being called to see William Black standing there smiling at me. I slide off my seat, and relief floods me that I have a reason to get away from Mark for a moment. I have to get myself together before I give him a piece of my mind. He should be thankful I’m the one who’s going to give it to him and not Dylan.

      “Will! It’s been too long.” I take a step towards him and he gives me a quick hug. Dylan built a home for Will and his wife years ago. They’re both so sweet. They wanted something bigger after their grown children started having kids of their own and their home was overrun with grandbabies. Dylan and I helped them come up with the perfect design and brought that vision to fruition. It makes me miss working beside him like I used to. Or maybe it’s that I just miss being beside him.

      “It really has been. How are the boys?” His eyes soften.

      “Started kindergarten.” I still get a little choked up thinking about it.

      “They grow fast, don’t they?” He shakes his head.

      I nod. “How’s Amanda?” Will glances down at his watch. “I’m meeting her for dinner in a few. I stopped in for a drink while I waited for her. She’s been out shopping with our oldest daughter.”

      “Senator Black.” Mark reaches his hand out towards Will, interrupting us. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”

      Will’s eyes go back and forth between us before he takes Mark’s hand. “I’m Mark Starns.” Mark says it as if Will should know who he is. All Will does is give him a hard look and I almost snort.

      I didn’t know there was another husband out there just as crazy about his wife as my own until I met Amanda and Will. Their house was actually the one that really landed Dylan on the map and put him in such high demand. They host a lot of parties and are constantly giving Dylan’s name out.

      We used to have a couples’ dinner from time to time with them, but it can be hard with the boys and their busy schedule.

      “Where’s Dylan?” Will asks. His eyes come back to mine, dismissing Mark.

      “She’s here with me tonight,” Mark cuts in. He grips my arm, taking me by surprise. Will takes a step towards us, looking pissed.

      “Will, if you’ll excuse us for a moment please.” I can tell Will doesn’t want to, but I also don’t want Will to get himself in any trouble. He’s a freaking senator and doesn’t need to be in some fight in the middle of the lounge. I want to have a word of my own with Mark.

      Will gives me a nod and I know not to leave his line of sight or he’ll follow us. Not that I want to be alone with Mark to begin with. I just want a private word with him. Mark starts to pull me with him towards the other side of the bar and I have to fight myself to keep from making a scene. I yank my arm from his hold, and he stops when he gets me backed into a corner.

      I see Will pull his cell phone out of his pocket and I know without a doubt who he’s calling. This is going to get bad. I need to put an end to this, but before I can, I realize my time has just run out.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      I’m sitting in my truck trying to figure out why Emily’s tracker just suddenly stopped working. One second we’re texting and I can see exactly where she’s at, and then the next, it’s gone.

      Panic sits in my chest, because I hate not knowing where she’s at at all times. I don’t care if that makes me insane, but it’s a fact and she knows it. It’s the reason we share our location. So I don’t worry and go psycho.

      I shoot Michael a text and he responds right away telling me that everything is working fine, but if she’s got her tracker off there’s not much we can do. I wait a few moments thinking that I could go into the library and check on her, but I’m parked where I can still see her car. She’s working late, so I’m sure it’s fine. I’ll just wait on her until she’s ready to leave.

      My service on my phone is acting up, and by the time I switch back over to the cameras, Emily is gone from her office and that douchebag boss of hers is gone, too. Frustration and mounting anger take over and I don’t have any patience left. I hop out of my truck and make my way into the library for the second time today.

      Emily was texting me and teasing me one second, then the next she was out of my sight. I’m a man with a lot of control, but she tests me every chance she gets. Maybe she’s looking for a repeat of our lunchtime activities, and I’m all too eager to give it to her.

      When I get to the front desk I see Nancy from earlier. She looks up from her book and she’s surprised to see me standing there.

      “She’s already left for the day,” she tells me before I even open my mouth.

      “I thought she was working late?” I ask calmly. Emily always says I get worked up too fast.

      Nancy looks around as if to make sure we’re alone and then stands up and leans in. “Mark asked her to go to a charity function tonight. But to be honest, I don’t like the sound of it.”

      “What do you mean?” Now is the time to get worked up.

      “He just gives me a creepy vibe, and your wife is so sweet. It’s not that I think he would actually do anything. I mean, the man is like the size of my leg. I’m sure he’s harmless.”

      “You’re not making me feel any better.”

      “Sorry!” she says, covering her mouth. “They’re just across the street, at the lounge. I think maybe it’s being held there? I don’t have any more details other than that.”

      I nod before I turn around and try to keep my stomps quiet as I leave the library. I hear someone following me and I glance back over my shoulder.

      “Hey, wait up,” Nancy says, but I don’t slow down.

      Right then my phone rings and I see it’s my friend William. I don’t want to answer it, but he hangs up and then calls right back.

      “Can’t talk,” I say to Will, solely focused on getting to my wife. The feeling in my gut is churning and I don’t like this. Not one damn bit.

      “Where are you? I’ve got eyes on your wife with another man,” he says.

      “I’m coming in hot,” I growl just before I barge through the door.

      Like a beacon in the night I spot her right away, and then I see the hemmed-in position her boss has her in and the fear in my bride’s eyes.

      I’m a goddamn madman as my vision turns red and I begin to move. I’m going to rip every limb from his body for daring to get close to what’s mine and putting that look on her face. But just as I’ve taken a step towards then, I see the fear that was gripping Emily a half a second ago has changed into outright hate. As if in slow motion, I watch as she lashes out and backhands the taste out of her boss’s mouth.

      My woman hits him so hard he flips around backwards and stumbles a few steps before he stands upright again. And by that time, I’m there. I come up behind him and grab him by the upper arms before I slam his face into the wall.

      I do it once, and it didn’t feel good enough, so I do it again. I contemplate a third time, but I don’t want him to pass out just yet.

      “Who the fuck do you think you are?” I ask, flipping him around so he can face me.

      “Someone call the police,” I hear Nancy say, but then Will is the one to answer.

      “Let’s just give them a moment to handle this private matter. Then we can involve the authorities.”

      I look over my shoulder to see him leading Nancy to the other side of the bar and keeping prying eyes out of sight.

      “You okay, Button?” I ask, finally allowing myself to look at my bride. I’m scared that if I see her crying, I’m going to let him go and run to her. And right now, this motherfucker needs an ass-beating.

      But my woman isn’t crying. Instead she’s got a determined look on her face as she stomps over to where I’m standing.

      “He put his hands on me,” she says, crossing her arms and staring him down.

      “Where?” I ask, looking back to Mark, who has a bloody nose.

      “On my arm. Then he cornered me and tried to feel me up, but I hit him before he got the chance.”

      “Good girl,” I say, nodding in approval. “Which hand did he touch you with?”

      “His right one,” she answers immediately.

      I reach down and grab his first two fingers and he starts to beg.

      “No, no, she misunderstood—”

      The sound of his bones breaking is drowned out by his scream, and his lies are silenced.

      “Now you’re a little man, and I’m a big man. I don’t know if you’re good at math or not, but that means I could fuck you up.”

      He doesn’t answer, only cries out again when I break his pinky.

      “I’m going to leave your wedding finger alone, because I want to give you a reminder of how sacred marriage is. And how truly precious my bride is to me.” I grab him by the throat and lean in. “You’re going to lose your job, and you’re never, ever going to step foot in this town again. I’ve got friends in high and low places and I’ll make sure you don’t so much as put a toe in the same county as the love of my life.”

      “Yes,” he croaks out, but I’m not done with him yet.

      “I’d like for you to apologize to my wife, but I don’t want you to speak to her ever again. So I’ll take the apology. Go on, and make it a good one.”

      I squeeze his neck a little tighter and he wheezes out an apology. It’s not much, but he’s turning blue, so I think it’s all he can really manage.

      I drop him to the ground like a used rag and then turn to my wife. She’s in my arms instantly and as I carry her away, I can hear a soft sniffle. I know she was being strong in the moment, but she’s delicate. That’s why I’m her protector.

      “Thank you,” I say to Will on the way out.

      “I’ll be in touch,” he says, nodding and patting me on the back. He turns to Nancy and smiles. “Now, young lady, you may call the police.”

      “Take me home,” Emily says, and I kiss the top of her head.

      “Anything, Button.”
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          Emily

        

      

    

    
      Dylan doesn't stop until he has me planted in his truck with my seatbelt on. He fires up the truck and pulls out of the parking lot. As he drives, he picks up my hand and kisses my palm.

      “Does your hand hurt, Button?” His eyes are filled with concern, but I can still see the anger simmering below.

      Most people might not think so, but I know Dylan showed a level of control in there. We’re all lucky he didn’t burn the whole building down.

      I shake my head as he runs his thumb across it. There was a small sting I felt when I smacked Mark, but it’s fading fast. I’m still shocked that I did it. When he tried to feel me up at the same time as making another comment about my husband, I lost it. I didn't even know I was capable of smacking a person. An anger rushed forward like I’d never felt before and I was striking him before I was even aware I was doing it.

      I feel a lump start to creep up my throat. The anger I felt moments ago is turning into tears. Too many emotions are flooding me and I try to fight back the tears. But before one can even slip free, Dylan is pulling over and unbuckling me from my seat. He brings me over to his side and holds me in his lap.

      “Button.” He places kisses all over my face. “Everything is fine. I promise.” I know my tears are killing him. Dylan can't stand when I cry, even when they’re happy tears.

      “I hate my job,” I blurt out. I watch as he tries to fight a smile, and I smack his chest. “Don’t laugh.”

      “Then quit.” He says it like it’s so easy. Can I just quit? Do I really want to?

      “I put up such a fuss about getting it in the first place, then it turned out to be…” I throw my hands up in the air. “It’s a mess is what it is.”

      Now I’m scared Dylan might be in trouble, even if Mark did need his ass kicked. I hate to think about what he might have done to other women in the past. A man in power thinking he can take what he wants is disgusting. I drop my head, but Dylan makes me look back up at him.

      “Don’t I always give you what you want?” He gives me that side smile that always turns me into a soft marshmallow.

      I nod because he does. He leans in, kissing me, and it’s so soft and sweet. It’s safe, and I know my Dylan would never let anything happen to me. He’ll always be my protector, and I shouldn’t worry about what a piece of shit like Mark is going to think about it.

      “Now tell me what you wanted from that job.” I smile at the determination in my husband's voice. He’s trying his best to make sure I’ve got all that my heart desires. How’d I get so lucky?

      “I guess I thought I would be reading to kids and maybe stacking books for a few hours every day,” I admit. “I hate being away from home so much.”

      “That makes two of us. I want the same thing. Not just you home more, but me too.” I snuggle into him as his hands roam my back.

      “I miss all of you guys. I know you have to work and the boys have to go to school,” I mumble into his chest, breathing in his scent. The smell of him calms me down even more. Being close to him always feels like home.

      “Okay then. I’ll be home more and we’ll fix your job. It’s that easy, Button. You want it, you got it.”

      “I’m not sure I have a job anymore.” Maybe that’s a good thing.

      “You’ll have whatever you want.” He says it like it’s just been declared a law.

      “You’re crazy,” I say through my laughter.

      “Why don’t you become a volunteer? You can make your own hours then. You don’t have to dive into this, you can just wade around a bit. Besides, it’s hard to spend full days watching you and doing my normal job.”

      I stare at him, then it dawns on me. “You’ve been watching me? Like surveillance and sitting outside the library?” He doesn’t answer me, just gives a small shrug.

      “You’re not crazy, you’re insane.” I lean in, brushing my mouth against his.

      “From the moment I met you.”

      “I love it.”

      “I love you.” He slides his hands into my hair, kissing me deeply, and I know everything is going to work out like it should.

      I groan when I hear Dylan’s phone ring. He ignores it, but I pull back. “It might be the sitter,” I say, wiggling off his lap. He fishes out his phone and answers it.

      “Will,” he says, and my eyes lock with his.

      He plays with the top of my dress, pulling it down a little to show more cleavage. He’s acting like he doesn't have a care in the world as he listens to Will tell him about the fallout from what just happened.

      “Thanks, man, I owe you,” he says before tossing his phone onto the dashboard.

      “How about I take my wife home, we can have dinner with our boys, then I can have you?”

      “You already have me,” I remind him.

      “How about—”

      I cut him off. “How about you tell me what Will said?” I raise an eyebrow and wait.

      “Like I said, Button. Everything is fine. I don’t want you to ever think about that fuckhead again.”

      “Fine.” I roll my eyes like I’m annoyed. Dylan just smiles as I get in my seat and buckle up.

      “You’re really going to cut back at work?” I ask him.

      I like the idea of just volunteering at the library. It will give me more freedom and they won’t pile me down with other projects. I can’t have something that’s consuming my life. I miss my family and all the little things I enjoyed doing for them. I can see how lucky I was to have all that free time to begin with.

      “Yeah. I’ve let Jonathan know things are about to change. I can’t keep going like I am. I miss you too damn much.”

      I rest my head on his shoulder. Jonathan might annoy me at times, but I know he’s driven. It’s why Dylan hired him. He’s trying to find his place in the mix just as we are. But I know that Dylan and I will make this work. We always land on our feet together.

      I can’t wait to get out of Dylan all the crazy stuff he’s been doing over the past few days since I started working at the library. Aside from the creepy boss, this was all kind of fun. It reminded me of when we were younger. The past five years everything has been about us and the boys. It’s different to it only being about the two of us, even for a short time. I like knowing that while we both have changed a little over the years, we’re still the same.

      When we pull up to the house he comes around to open my door. “Don’t change out of that dress. I’ll be taking it off you tonight after the boys go to bed.”

      I really like this dress and I know from the look in Dylan's eyes it’s probably going to be meeting its end tonight.

      Before I can respond the boys come racing out of the house, yelling for us. They rush into me and if it wasn't for my husband I would have landed on my ass. The twins might only be five, but they are well on their way to being their father’s size.

      They each grab one of my hands, pulling me into the house. Dylan follows us in. They are talking a mile a minute about their day, as Dylan suddenly picks me up and sits me on the kitchen counter.

      “How about we make Mommy dinner while you tell her all about the play you’re going to be in?”

      My ears perk up at that. “What kind of play? You’ll need costumes!” I start to slide off the counter and Dylan laughs.

      “Sit, Button. We’ll get to that.” He kisses me on the top of the head as the boys start arguing over what they are going to help Dylan cook. I watch them move around the kitchen knowing life can't get better than this.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      She’s standing in the kitchen when I come back downstairs from putting the boys to bed. She’s leaned over the sink, washing her hands, and I stand there just a second to watch her. The water runs down her hands as she hums to herself, and the soft light makes her cheeks glow.

      I think I recognize the song she’s humming. It’s the one we danced to at our wedding. We went back and forth for over a week on which one to choose, even though I told her from the beginning as long as she was in my arms it didn’t matter. Every time I catch her singing it, I smile.

      Her dress is still on like I asked her, but she’s barefoot. Her hair is piled up in a knot and she’s taken off the jacket that covers up the top half of her body. Her neck is exposed, and I want to kiss her there. My eyes linger on her shoulders and then her back, and I ache to bite my way down it.

      “What are you staring at?” she says, not looking up from her hands.

      We’ve been together so long she knows the second I’m near her. I think I could be across the state and still know exactly where she was at. Something about that makes me feel like we’re connected by so much more than a piece of paper. We’ve built more than just a marriage, we’ve built a world with the two of us in the center of it. Tonight proved that anything coming to threaten it will be taken out, and peace will be restored. My wife is more than just my bride, she’s the reason I breathe.

      “The most beautiful woman in the world,” I say, still not moving.

      She glances back and she gives me a look like she thinks I’m teasing, but she likes what she hears. “You like what you see?” she asks, giving me a wink.

      “You damn well know I do.” I let her know how pretty she is as often as I can, and I know it’s still not enough. She deserves more, and I will always try to give her that.

      My eyes move up and down her body as I think about where I want to start. It’s then I notice on the counter beside her is a balled-up little pile of cotton. I recall that same little ball from earlier in the day being left on my desk at work.

      “Emily,” I say, my voice deep and full of warning.

      “Oops,” she says, sass clear in her voice. “Must have left those there by mistake.” She glances over at them and then back to me. She turns off the water at the sink and grabs a towel to dry her hands, but she doesn’t make a move to turn around.

      “You’re playing a dangerous game,” I say as I push away from the wall and walk slowly towards her.

      “Playing a game? Funny. I thought I was poking a bear.” Again, she looks back at me over her shoulder and smiles at me like a siren.

      The buckle on my belt makes a loud clank as I undo it and toss it on the ground. My boots are heavy on the hardwood floors as I come up behind her and unzip my jeans.

      “I’ve still got your pussy on my dick from earlier today,” I say as I pull my cock out and grab her hip. “But I need to get it wet again. Don’t I?”

      “Yes,” she breathes when I pull her ass back so she’s gripping the edge of the counter and bending over.

      “All this running around today and me coming to the rescue has got your pussy soaked. Hasn’t it?”

      I push her dress up, exposing her bare ass, and slide my hard dick between her lips. Her pussy creams the head of my dick and I grunt as a little cum leaks out.

      “Fuck, you don’t even have to answer me. Your pussy is doing all the talking for you, Button.”

      I slide it in a few inches as I grip her hips. Then I sink farther in as she lubes up my cock.

      “Dylan,” she grits out as she goes up on her tiptoes.

      “It’s always deep when I take you from behind. Just relax and let me at it.” I thrust in all the way and feel her tight pussy clenching me to my balls. “Goddamn, that’s it.”

      I throw my head back and thrust in and out a few times, letting her pussy milk me. I’ve got her hips so tight her feet aren’t on the floor anymore and my arms are holding her up. Looking down, I watch as my dick disappears inside her, and I use her pussy to jack me off. Her legs are closed tight and I have to fight my way in, but it’s heaven when she lets me.

      “Dylan,” she pants, and I can hear she’s close by the sound of her plea. “I can’t—”

      “Shhh,” I say, still fucking her. She’s wound up so tight she’s scared to cum. But when she does it’s going to feel so good.

      I pull out and set her on her feet as I kneel down behind her. “Let’s slow you down,” I say, and she whines right before my mouth lands on her pussy.

      She’s all warmed up and tastes a little like my cum as I eat her cunt from behind. She’s sweet and sticky as I suck on her clit and she spreads her legs wider. I grab one of her thighs and spread her more by making her put a knee up on the counter.

      This way, I can lick every inch of her, and she can move her hips over my face. She was too sensitive before, and now as she rolls her hips, she’s begging for me to get her off.

      I slide two thick fingers inside her and she moans as I suck one pussy lip, then the other. I nuzzle her clit with my nose then suck on it until I feel her pussy start to cream.

      She shouts my name as her honey drips down and I’m right there to lick it up. When she starts to put her leg back down, I put my hand on it to keep her in place.

      “No, stay just like that.”

      I stand up behind her and slide into her still-pulsing pussy. My cock wants to cum on the second pump, so I don’t even try to stop it. I groan as I spill into her and reach around to pet her pussy from the front.

      I play with her clit as my cock pulses, and I send her into another orgasm.

      “That’s it, Button. Cream it up. I want to pull out and look at how much you love me.”

      I can hear the sounds of how wet she is as I thrust into her. My orgasm is over, but my cock is ready for round two.

      When the last of her pulses have stopped, she starts to fall. I pull out and help her take her knee off the counter. Her legs are wobbly, so I pull her into my arms and lift her off the ground.

      “I think it’s time I got you to bed,” I say, and she wiggles her ass against my dick.

      “What about that?” she says, her eyes heavy with sleep.

      “Oh, I’m going to take care of that as soon as I put you to bed.”

      “Without me?” She pouts.

      “Oh no, I’m going to fuck you with it. But you’ll probably sleep through it.”

      She giggles because she knows I’m right.

      “It’s okay, Button. You sleep. I’ll be quick.”

      When I carry her to bed, I strip the dress off her and toss it on the floor. I kiss her naked body before I get on top and slide into her. I do as I promise and cum quick before I roll us over. I’m completely wrapped in my wife as my eyes close and I fall asleep.

      Being married really is the fucking best.
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          Emily

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One year later…

      

      

      “Mrs. Wallace, are Daniel and David going to be at the fair this weekend?”

      I look down at little Emma, her bright blue eyes staring up at me. Her cheeks are a rosy pink and her blonde curls are going in every direction. She looks like a doll. She’s the sweetest little girl I’ve ever met before, and a feeling of longing hits me.

      “I’ll have the boys with me,” I tell her.

      She claps excitedly, jumping up and down before turning to run over to her mom. I give her a small wave and she does the same back. I try not to have favorites with the kids at the library, but Emma pulls at my heartstrings. Not just mine either. She has captivated my boys, too. When they come to the library with me for circle time, they’re always sitting right next to her. It’s kind of adorable. I know when they get home from school today the first thing they’ll ask me is if I saw Emma. Maybe I should reach out to her mom to have a standing play date.

      She makes me long for a daughter, something I didn't think was going to be in the cards for me. Dylan and I didn’t protect ourselves against having kids after the boys, but we were never trying either. We said if it happened it happened, but it never did. I knew when I had the twins I tore one of my ovaries and it had to be stitched up. I thought maybe that might be the reason.

      I’d never taken the time to look into why I hadn't gotten pregnant. I left it all up to fate, knowing that if I was going to have another child, I would. But after throwing up this morning and the soreness in my beasts, I’ve been thinking maybe it’s in the cards for us after all. I also can't remember the last time I had my period. I’ve never really kept track of them. After thinking about it this morning, it's been a few months at least. I need to take a test as soon as possible. I don’t want to get Dylan all worked up if it’s just a false alarm. Nancy volunteered to run out and get me a test. I’m excited and nervous all at once to find out.

      Things have been utterly perfect lately. The boys started first grade last week, but they spent the summer coming to the library when I volunteered. They would read or play on the computer, and often times joined in on whatever I’d set up for the kids that day. Dylan would sometimes join us, too, and he always came for lunch.

      Now it’s back to just the two of us during the days. But I love that no matter what, we all get home at the same time. Dylan was right. Just volunteering at the library worked out way better for our family. Plus, the new director, Lana, loves the idea, too. She’s a sweetheart and lets me have free rein running activities in the library and with the community. It’s a perfect fit. It doesn’t hurt that Mark is long gone. And I’m pretty sure he left town. I asked Dylan about everything a few weeks after it was over, and he just gave me a look that said never bring that asshole up again.

      I put away the book I just finished reading before cleaning up my area. When I’m done I rush over to Nancy, who pops up from her chair when she sees me. She hands me the bag and squeals.

      “I’ve never been so excited for someone to pee before,” she laughs, following me to the bathroom. I rip open the box and step into one of the stalls. Thankfully the bathroom is empty.

      I pee on the stick then come out of the stall and set it down on the counter. I busy myself with washing my hands and I try not to look, but I can’t stand it as I hover over it, waiting. As soon as I see two faint blue lines, both Nancy and I scream.

      Suddenly, the women’s bathroom door explodes open and Dylan is filling the doorway. His eyes are locked right on me.

      “Dylan!” I scream at him. My hand flies to my chest. “You scared the crap out of me.”

      “Something's going on. You’ve been acting weird,” he growls, stepping into the bathroom.

      He’s an hour early for our lunch date. How does he always know everything? I’m not even going to ask if he still has cameras around here. It’s pointless. Besides, I don’t care if he watches me. In fact, it kind of turns me on.

      “He’s like a bloodhound,” Nancy laughs, walking past him. She gives him a smack on the arm as she goes. “Congrats. For the baby’s sake, I pray it’s not a girl,” she throws over her shoulder as she leaves the bathroom, giving me a wink.

      “Button.” Dylan rushes over to me, lifting me up.

      “I’m pregnant.” Saying the words out loud makes them feel real. I beam up at him, wrapping my arms around his big body. He smiles for a second, then it quickly falls.

      “It will not be a girl.” He says it like he can somehow command it to be true.

      “Dylan. I want a little girl,” I pout. Even our dog is a boy. We need some pink in our house.

      He lets out a deep breath. “Fine. But you think I’m crazy now…” he warns.

      “Well, she’ll have two older brothers to keep an eye on her,” I remind him.

      Those boys can be as protective as their Dad sometimes. Two weeks ago a man randomly asked me for my number when I was showing him where to find a book. The twins popped out of nowhere, letting the guy know I was married. He backed away from them with his hands held up in surrender along with a smile on his face. He was clearly amused. It was kind of adorable.

      “That’s true,” he agrees. I can already see him thinking on it, and I fight a laugh.

      I run my hands up the back of his neck into his hair and wrap my legs around him the best I can. “You ready for another baby? We haven't really talked about it.” I look into his eyes.

      “I’m ready for anything as long as I’m with you, Button,” he tells me simply.

      “I love you.” I lean in, kissing him. His hands tighten on my ass.

      “I love you too.” He gives my ass another squeeze before putting me back onto my feet and dropping to his knees in front of me. His hand goes to my belly. “When do you think we should tell your mama that I’ve known about you for a while?” I look down at Dylan, and my mouth falls open. “Button, I worship this body every night. I wouldn't be doing my husbandly duties right if I hadn't noticed.” He kisses my stomach.

      “How about you take me home and show me some of those husbandly duties before we pick the boys up from school?”

      “It would be my pleasure.” Dylan stands, giving me a deep kiss with a promise of what’s to come.
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          Dylan

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six years later…

      

      

      “Now, you’re not going to do anything crazy,” I say, with both my eyebrows raised in question. “Right?”

      “It’s just her first day of kindergarten. I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Emily says as she gets our daughter Daisy her breakfast.

      “The last time it was the first day of kindergarten you went and got a job, and I had to beat someone up,” I say, leaning against the kitchen counter top.

      She rolls her eyes, but I catch her smile when she turns around.

      “I’m excited, and yes, I’m a little sad, but I’m not going to run out and get a job.”

      Her back is to me, and I walk up to her and wrap my arms around her waist. “I’m just making sure,” I say before I kiss her on the neck.

      The twins come downstairs and sit at the table before thanking their mother for breakfast and then inhaling their food. She’s taught them well.

      Our daughter Daisy is the princess of the house and comes bouncing down last with a brush in one hand and bow in the other. I sit down at the table and she comes to stand in front of me as I brush out her tangles and then clip in her bow.

      “Thank you, King Daddy,” she says and kisses me on the cheek before she goes to her seat.

      “King Daddy?” Emily queries, crossing her arms and popping her hip out.

      I reach out and grab her, pulling her into my lap. “It was something we came up with last night. When I was reading her bedtime story.”

      “Daddy said you’d like it,” Daisy says then winks at me.

      “I’m sure he did,” Emily says and rolls her eyes.

      I tickle her sides until she’s laughing and trying to get away from me. I’ll take the playful laughter over the tears any day of the week.

      Last night she got really sad because we knew this would be our last baby going to school. As much as we’d love another child, Emily had a hard time with her pregnancy and the delivery wasn’t much better. When Daisy was a few months old, Emily and talked about it and I decided to go get snipped. It was easier than putting her through another surgery.

      Some days I wish we could have had a dozen children, but most days the three we have are more than enough.

      “All right, I’ve got the library until noon, then King Daddy is picking me up.” She rolls her eyes when she says it, but Daisy giggles. “The boys have soccer after school, and Daisy has karate.”

      “I’m going for my belt tonight,” Daisy says excitedly and then makes a chopping motion.

      “We’ll all be there to watch,” I say, and the boys agree.

      We tried to put Daisy in dance a few years ago, but she hated it. She’s girly and likes frills, but when it comes to play time, she might as well be just like her brothers. She took to karate like a duck to water and has been breaking all my lumber since she learned how.

      “Just stay out of my shed,” I say, and she pretends she doesn’t hear me.

      “Okay. Everybody finish up. It’s almost time to go.”

      “Listen to your mother,” I say before scooping up Emily in my arms and carrying her to our bedroom.

      “Dylan, what are you doing? Put me down,” she says as she playfully slaps my back.

      I toss her onto our bed and go over to the dresser. I pull out the little velvet box, then walk over and sit down next to her.

      “I got you this,” I say and place it on her thigh.

      “What’s this for? I didn’t forget our anniversary again, did I?” Her eyes widen, but I smile and shake my head.

      “Just that one time.” I like to remind her that I’ve never forgotten. And to be fair, we’d been so tangled up in the sheets of that hotel room she didn’t know what day it was until I reminded her.

      “What is it?” she asks, holding the box in her hand.

      “It’s a present for you. I thought you might need something special to remind you of this day. And how much you mean to me.” She gets a little teary, and I kiss her forehead. “Just open it.”

      Inside is a necklace with a long gold bar. On the front it has three birthstones, one for each child. And on the back there’s an inscription.

      “Oh Dylan. I love it. What does it say?” she asks, wiping away her tears.

      “It says, All because we fell in love,” I tell her and kiss her cheek.

      “Why did you have to go and make me cry? I was doing so good,” she whines before wrapping her arms around me and burying her face in my neck. She laughs through the tears and I rub her back.

      “Because I love you. And I want you to look at it and remember that we’re all here because of you. Because you love us.”

      “I love it. And I love you. Thank you for today and for always making me feel so special.”

      She leans back, and I brush away her tears. I take the necklace from her and help her put it on.

      “It looks beautiful,” I say and give her a quick kiss on the lips. “Queen Mommy?” I ask, and she rolls her eyes. “Come on, it has a nice ring to it.”

      “It does. But if we don’t get off this bed, King Daddy is going to be late taking these kids to school.”

      “Fine, but your royal duty is to give me that booty,” I say as I flip her over and spank her butt.

      She squeaks before she’s off the bed and tries to chase me down the hall. God, I love that woman and every second of our lives together.

      

      
        
        THE END!

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Her Touch

        by

        Alexa Riley

      

      

      Eli Strong got out of the military and all he wanted to do was get better. He never expected that the officer he was living with would have a daughter who tested his honor.

      Maggie Drummond has been moved around more times than she can count, and starting at a new high school sucks. But when a wounded Marine comes to live with her and her dad, suddenly Maggie figures out what home is.

      She's forbidden fruit, and he's trying to not to taste... But desire can only be denied for so long. Circumstances keep pulling them back together, and something truly unforeseen happens. Overnight, Eli becomes a guardian and Maggie his ward.

      Will Eli keep his hands off Maggie? Will Maggie like it if he doesn't? Will the two of them break the law because it feels so good? Only one way to find out!

      

      Warning: This book will make you ache in the best way possible! It's so sweet it's disgusting, and yet we just can't stop. It's a coming-of-age story that's just what the author ordered. So eat up and enjoy!

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to young love, new love, and love that’s timeless…

      May you find the kind of love that makes you feel it all at once.
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            Prologue

          

          Eli

        

      

    

    
      I sit outside in my truck and wait, my cock hard and thick, throbbing with need. Today’s the day, but we have to keep up appearances. There are already too many eyes on us. One step out of line and it could be bad.

      She’s the most important thing in my life, and I will do everything to protect her. Even if it means ignoring the steel length resting along the inside of my thigh.

      Squeezing my eyes shut, I try not to think about it. I try not to picture her soft curves under me and the places my tongue is going to go. How her sweetness will taste and what sounds she’ll make when we’re alone.

      “Fuck,” I grunt, and lean back on the headrest.

      One touch from her and I knew that my life had been changed. One moment a year ago and my world was forever hers. From that moment on, everything I did, every motion in my life, every beat of my heart, was for her. When her lips met mine, it sealed her fate. She didn’t know it that day, but it happened.

      The minutes tick by, and though it feels like an eternity, she appears. Her blue eyes find mine, and like every time before, I’m home.

      She’s walking toward me, and every step brings her closer to my grasp. To the moment when I’ll never let her go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Maggie

        

      

    

    
      “It’s just a kiss,” Nick tells me as he steps closer. His blond shaggy hair falls a little into his eyes as he looms over me. His dark brown eyes are focused on my lips as he licks his own. “I think I deserve a kiss, Mags. We’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for two weeks now.”

      I want to correct him and tell him we aren’t boyfriend and girlfriend and that it’s only been days, but what’s the point? I’ve already learned he isn’t the brightest. You think if we’d been boyfriend and girlfriend he’d stop calling me Mags like I asked the first three times. My name is Maggie. Is that so hard? Apparently it is, because now the whole school is calling me that because Nick does.

      I swallow, wondering if it’s really just a kiss he wants. Maybe I’m making a bigger deal out of it than I should be. I’ve probably read too many books, because excitement isn’t coursing through me like I thought it would. I’m about to have my first kiss, and none of the things I’ve read about are happening. I’m overthinking this. All I have to do is place my lips against his. Easy. It will be over, and then I won’t have to worry about it anymore. Or maybe I will.

      The other girls at school do more than kiss. I hear them talk. I’ve been at my new school for over a week, and it’s all they talk about. My first few days, I blended in, which didn’t bother me. I got used to moving around a lot because my dad’s in the military. It’s sometimes better to not make friends because I know I won’t be around for long. But my dad told me we were settling in here, so I tried to make an effort. Then Nick blew that wide open.

      After only a couple more days in my new high school, Nick noticed me. It was all a little overwhelming to say the least. I went from having no friends to everyone wanting to know me once Nick set his sights on me. He’s the star of the football team, and people seem to pay attention to his every move.

      Nick is exactly what you picture when you think of the popular boy in school. But for some reason, I don’t find myself attracted to him. All the girls talk about is how wonderful he is, but I’m not getting it, even though I keep trying. Maybe kissing him would make me understand why all the girls at school are so enamored with him.

      “Okay,” I whisper, closing my eyes and tilting my head back. When I feel Nick’s hand grip my hip, my eyes fly open and I watch his mouth descend toward mine.

      Unable to stop myself, I try to take a step back to pull away, changing my mind. I don’t want him this close. I don’t like the heat of his body pressing against mine or the feel of him digging into me. But his grip on my hip only tightens.

      I turn my head, and his lips land on my cheek, but he doesn’t seem to care. He pulls me closer to him, and then I feel his fingers wandering all over my body as his mouth moves to my neck. He grinds against me, and bile rises in my throat. I don’t want this. I try to push him away, panic setting in, but no matter how I try, he doesn’t move. For some reason all the self-defense tactics my father had taught me aren’t kicking in. It feels like he’s getting closer and closer, and the breath is leaving my lungs.

      “Stop,” I tell him, but the word is softer than I mean it to be. My throat feels like it’s starting to close.

      “Don’t be a prude, Mags. You want this,” he says against my neck, and I squeeze my eyes closed.

      “No, stop,” I say with as much force as I can manage. His size is overwhelming, but any size would be, compared to me.

      Pure fear shoots through me as I close my eyes and take a breath to scream. As I feel tears start to build, he’s miraculously gone. A loud crack sounds, and then I hear a thud as something heavy hits the ground.

      My eyes fly open, and I see a man, his back to me. He’s breathing heavy and standing over Nick. Nick’s on the ground, holding his face as blood gushes from between his fingers.

      “I think you broke my fucking nose!” Nick yells the blood runs down his shirt. He starts to get up, but the man steps toward him and Nick changes his mind. He scurries away on the ground, trying to get away from the man standing over him.

      “You okay?” The deep voice has me pulling my eyes away from Nick, up to look at the broad back protecting me. When I don’t answer him, he turns his head a little, and dark green eyes meet mine. I breathe in a soft gasp when I see a dark scar running down the side of his face. “Are you okay?”

      I nod, unable to form words.

      The man turns away at the sound of Nick coming to his feet. Nick looks like he’s ready to murder someone. His normally laid-back expression long gone. He goes to open his mouth, but the scarred man cuts him off.

      “Don’t say a goddamn word,” he growls, and I swear I can feel the chill run across my skin. “Get the fuck out of here, and don’t you so much as fucking look at her again.”

      Nick hesitates for a fraction of a second before he decides this is a no-win situation and takes off running. The scarred man stands there for a moment before he finally turns around fully to look at me. His face is hard, and I can see the anger written all over it.

      I take a step back, needing to get my bearings. This guy’s size is even more intimidating than Nick’s. I’ve always thought my father was big, but this man is much larger. He might be the biggest man I’ve ever seen, and that’s saying a lot having grown up around Marines. The scar on his face looks angry and red, making me think it’s new. His dark brown hair is cut military short, and I can see the dark shadow of stubble on his chin. His scar makes him look menacing, and his broad chest and arms do nothing to help ease that.

      He takes a step toward me, then another. I notice a slight limp in his left leg as he walks closer to me. I take another small step back, and he stops, holding his palms out in front of him.

      “Maggie?” His dark eyebrows rise in question as he says my name.

      “How do you know my name?” That’s probably not the first question I should be asking, but at least words are coming out of my mouth now.

      “We’re standing in your backyard. I assume you’re Maggie.” He tilts his head to the side, a small smile pulling at his lips. Some of his angry features soften, and a little of my fear washes away.

      I look around us, remembering where I am. Nick was walking me to my door after he drove me home from school. I always go in the rear door, and we’d walked around to the backyard. It all hits me at once, and I inwardly groan. Oh God, I’m going to have to face him at school.

      Then I try to put together why this stranger is here in front of me.

      “Why are you standing in my backyard? Don’t get me wrong, I’m thankful, I just—”

      “I’m Eli.” His hands drop to his sides, and one goes to his pocket and pulls out a key. He turns and walks over to the back door and unlocks it. The alarm sounds, and he walks into the house and deactivates it. Then he steps back into the doorway, filling up the space.

      “I’m sorry, I completely forgot,” I admit.

      My dad said someone from his platoon was coming to stay with us. That a Marine had been honorably discharged due to injury and needed a place to stay for a while. But with everything that happened in the last few minutes, it had all slipped my mind.

      “You going to come in?” he asks, stepping out of the way of the door.

      “Of course.” I feel myself blush, heat hitting my cheeks. He probably thinks I’m a complete idiot. I’m outside getting mauled by some guy, whom he then punches, and I stand here like a statue. I move to walk past him, but his voice stops me.

      “You sure you’re okay?”

      “I’m fine,” I lie. I’m not okay, but I don’t need this stranger my dad is helping out to know all that I’m feeling.

      He studies my face for a second before nodding, but I can tell he doesn’t believe me and debates pushing for more but he doesn’t. I walk into the kitchen, dropping my backpack on the floor and sitting at the breakfast bar. “My dad should be home soon,” I tell him. I turn to see him closing the back door and flipping the lock.

      “Yeah, I know. I talked to him a few minutes ago.”

      “Are you going to tell him what happened?” I twist my hands in my lap, feeling nervous.

      Eli leans against the door his eyes still on me. He looks relaxed. Not like he just punched someone in the face. His black shirt is stretched tight against his chest, the word Marines in red on the front. He’s wearing jeans that are tight on his thighs, and they lead down to black boots. He might look casual, but I have a feeling he’s anything but.

      “You don’t want me to?” He pushes off the door and walks to the other side of the breakfast bar.

      I shake my head. “He’ll worry, and I’m not supposed to be dating anyway.”

      No dating until I’m seventeen is Dad’s rule. And to make matters worse, Nick is eighteen. A senior. Dad would probably lose it, but I was just trying to make friends. I thought it would be easier, but I have a feeling when I go back to school tomorrow things are going to be hell.

      “How old was he?”

      “Eighteen.”

      “A little old for you, don’t you think?” He looks down at me, and my cheeks warm again. “Just tell me you’ll stay away from him. Stay away from boys in general and your secret is safe with me.”

      “Okay,” I say quickly, seeing that maybe we can keep this between us.

      “Promise me,” Eli says, and crosses his arms. The stern look he’s giving me reminds me so much of my dad and leaves no room for negotiation.

      “I promise.” I have no problems staying away from Nick, or from any other boys. After that experience, there is not one feeling I had before and during that kiss that I want to relive.
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