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        What happens when

        you find yourself alone, pregnant, and wanting to be loved?

      

      

      

      
        
        Jordan Maxwell

      

        

      
        Melting chocolate brown eyes suck me in.

        A sinful smirk calms my nerves.

        Arranged marriage wasn't supposed to bring me love. With a baby on the way, can I really deny him?

        Do I want to?

      

      

      

      
        
        What happens when

        you're given an ultimatum; find a bride, or lose everything?

      

      

      

      
        
        Megan Dolan

      

        

      
        Soft words meant to dissuade me, followed by the tail end of her wedding dress as she runs away.

        A tropical island, sweet words, and soft touches have her melting in the palm of my hand.

        Will coming home bring forth the nature of our situation? Or will she accept my love for her intoxicating presence for what it is?

      

      

      

      
        
        Real.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        For all the single mamma’s out there.

        Love and happiness are on the horizon.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      “Megan Renee Dolan, you will do this! You will not disgrace this family by having that baby out of wedlock.” Tears pool in my eyes as my mother screams at me, again.

      I made a mistake; I fell for the wrong boy. And he screwed me. Literally and figuratively. Now, I’m paying the price while he backpacks across Europe before starting his fancy new job.

      “Put the dress on, Megan, or I won’t hesitate to have it put on you.” The door slams behind the older woman as I slide down the wall, head on my knees.

      The worst part about all of this is I’m being used. Forced to marry a man I don’t know, in name or on paper, and not because I’m pregnant. That’s all really just a front for my selfish, uptight parents. The truth is, Dad’s in debt, and he’s selling me to get out of it.

      I don’t know if my groom-to-be is young, old, fat, fit, evil, shy. Nothing. I don’t know his name or his profession. What I do know is that he needs a wife because he wants a legitimate heir. I doubt the poor man even knows I’m already pregnant. Which gives me a rather devious idea as I pick myself up off the floor.

      Grabbing the dress my mother has chosen, that, in my opinion, shows off far too much skin, I wiggle my tiny baby bump into it and smile for the first time.

      If he doesn’t already know I’m pregnant, he’s about to. Before the preacher gets a word in edgewise. This sham of a marriage will be over before my parents can protest otherwise.

      Hearing the organ begin my new theme song, I take a fortifying breath before I sashay down the short aisle of the small church. The man I see is not what I was prepared for. He’s tall, looks muscular. Dark brown hair and matching chocolate eyes. When he reaches for me, and we make contact for the first time, my body lights up in a way I’ve never felt.

      For a split second, I feel regret as I’m about to burst his bubble.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking. Basically, marrying a woman sold to me, so I can have a damn heir, and her parents can pay off their debts. My only excuse is desperation. At thirty years old, I am supposed to be taking over my father’s company as CEO.

      For as long as I can remember, it’s always been passed down from father to son. For generations, my family has manufactured and sold defense equipment to the U.S. Military. I was never a partier, not some spoiled playboy. I’ve worked my ass off to get where I am, and three weeks ago, my father tells me to find a wife and work on giving him an heir, or he is going to sell the company. I don’t understand what the fuck the hurry is, but he’s dead set on me settling down into married life.

      So here I stand at the altar in a tiny, little church prepared to vow my life to a woman whose name I don’t even know.

      In my head, I’ve been calling her anonymous bride. If she’s anything like the other women I’ve known, she’ll likely skin my balls for that.

      My parents are sitting front and center, and I see hers on the opposite side of mine. All of them look smug as fuck.

      I’d be lying if I said I haven’t wondered what the girl looks like. If I’ll regret my rash decision to do this.

      When I hear the organ start playing the wedding march, my attention is drawn to the back of the room. Unknowingly, I hold my breath as a woman barely the size of my thigh slowly walks down the aisle. Her white dress, short in length and low-cut in the front, doesn’t leave much to my imagination. A veil covers her face, but I see her light curly hair peeking out the sides in soft waves down her back.

      As she stops in front of me, I’m dumbstruck after she lifts the veil over her head. Large green eyes meet mine, full of trepidation, mischief, and sorrow? I wonder about that last one. It’s her lips that draw me in, though. A shy smile plays across the plump pink stain. Holding my hand out for her to take, her delicate fingers touch mine and a zap of electricity shoots straight to my already hardening dick.

      When her soft voice says, “I’m pregnant,” I’m stunned by the husky quality until the words register in my brain.

      Found that regret…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      Every time I open my mouth, I swear I’m channelling my grandma. I have no filter. I didn’t mean to just blurt my secret out. Not for everyone to hear.

      Regret burns a hole in my gut the size of Russia when I see the disgust on his handsome face. He smiled when I grabbed his hand, but after that little declaration, it disappeared faster than the Roadrunner after watching that stupid coyote blow himself up. In its place is a hardness I’ve only ever seen on my father. Cold dread fills me as he drops my hand like I somehow burned his skin.

      That’d be my cue to leave.

      “Right, then,” I whisper. A suspicious knot catches in my throat at being rejected by this beautiful specimen of a man. “Mom, Dad, I’ll be off. You won’t hear from me again. I’ll no longer be your disappointment.”

      Walking out of the church, I hear my father cursing, my mother pretending to cry, and an old man giving someone shit. I don’t care, though. I can’t care.

      For the first time in my twenty-two years, I’m free of obligation and appearances.

      “Megan!” I cringe at my mother’s voice while walking down the sidewalk in this ridiculous, idiotic dress. “Megan!” she screams again. I wonder if I dart into traffic, will she follow me? A bruising grip on my arm halts me from my forward moment as I’m turned around.

      “What?” I snap, gritting my teeth and holding on to my temper by a damn thread.

      “Get your sorry, no-good, slutty ass back into that church and marry that man. Now!” With so much spit flying from her mouth, she yells the last word so loud, as if that will compel me to listen.

      Licking my lips, I pretend to think about it. The steam coming from her empty airhead almost makes me chuckle. “No.” She’s taken aback by my refusal.

      “What did you say to me?” The most feral growl I’ve ever heard rattles her skinny chest as she takes a step closer to me.

      “Sunshine.” Have mercy. I look up to the voice that has shivers racing down my spine and see my groom advancing on me with wicked intent in his chocolaty gaze.

      My mother is mouthing off still, and I’m at a point with this man that I don’t even hear her. He’s stolen 100% of my attention.

      His long stride with those thick thighs covered in all that sinful fabric has captured every brain cell I have left. His walk is with purpose and strength. Poised and intent. I’m intimidated and fascinated all at the same time.

      When the scrumptious delight is standing right in front of me, he takes another step closer, invading my personal bubble. One hand grazes down my cheek while the other plays with my fingers. “Still there,” he murmurs, right before our lips meet with sparks flying everywhere.

      My entire body tenses and lights up by his tentative touch. I hear my mother huff a breath of annoyance at the same time my groom-to-be deepens the kiss. Pushing his tongue into my mouth, his hands wrap around my back. I can feel his fingers dig into my shoulders as he melds our bodies together.

      “Like sweet sunshine.” I can feel his breath on my lips as he whispers to me. “Tell me your name,” he commands. No questions with this man.

      “Megan.” I breathe, barely above a whisper. I don’t even know if he heard me.

      His intense gaze closes, and he inhales deeply before saying, “Megan,” like a prayer.

      Not another word is spoken as he grips my hand again and pulls me along behind him, back to the dreaded church.

      “Now wait just a minute.” I attempt to protest. Just because our chemistry is off the charts hot, that doesn’t mean I want to marry him any more than I did an hour ago.

      I might want to climb him like a tree, but I still don’t know his damn name!
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      After my shock wears off, and I glimpse the young woman running out the doors, her mother hot on her heels, I’m in motion. She may be pregnant, but the damn electric current zapping between us isn’t to be ignored.

      My parents have always told me that one day, I’d feel it, and I’d know. This anonymous bride is most certainly mine. I’ll raise her child as my own, and we’ll have as many as I can plant inside her.

      “Go on, son, get her back here.” My father smirks as I walk past him.

      Hearing the way the mother talked to my girl burns me. I’ll bury her parents soon enough. First, she needs to accept that she’s mine, completely.

      The sound of her name as she spoke it, feeling her lips under mine, her lithe body fitting perfectly into me, I’m ready for the honeymoon phase of this gong show, now.

      Her protestations behind me as I pull her back into the church, mean nothing. There isn’t a damn thing she’ll be able to do to get out of this “no longer a sham” marriage now. She sealed her fate when her little fists gripped my shirt so tightly that I felt a button pop off.

      Standing in front of the minister once again, he shakes his head at her struggles, so I do the only reasonable thing I can. I tug her hand so she falls into my body, our mouths meshing together like a brand to cattle. When I feel her relaxing into my hold, I pull away slowly. A nod to the minister has him continuing with the ceremony. This sassy woman is going to give me a run for my money, but she’ll bear my last name.

      She stares in a daze as we recite our vows, pledge our lives to each other, and finally, it’s announced, “I now pronounce you Mr. and Mrs. Jordan Maxwell. You may kiss the bride.” Her gaze darkens and narrows at the use of my name, and I wonder if it’s because she knows who I am and how much money I have, or if she hates me now that she’s mine.

      I don’t give her long to ponder the answer. Grasping her mesmerizing frame in my embrace, I step into her and seal our lives with a kiss.

      Hot.

      Hard.

      Deep.

      Searing.

      I’m bonding myself to her. Imprinting my mark on her soul. “Dammit,” I feel her mutter as I nip her lip and sweep my tongue inside her mouth.

      “You’re mine now, Mag-pie.” Picking her up in my arms, I don’t wait around for either of our parents to say a word. We quickly stop to sign our names to the marriage license, and I’m taking her out of the church and into the waiting limo.

      As the door closes behind us, I have her straddling my lap and silence surrounds us.

      Her arms crossing, followed by, “This could be considered kidnapping,” has me smiling because I can feel her struggling to remain angry at whatever has her pissed off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      Jordan’s irritating smirk really isn’t necessary. He wouldn’t let me off his lap as we were driven to the airport where he had a private plane waiting to take us to our destination. But now, he won’t let me leave his side at all. I have to pee, and the ass is following me. Waiting outside the door to make sure I’m not bounced around in-flight.

      I hate that I find it oddly sweet. I hate that I’m attracted to him, and I hate that he makes my heart beat faster with each possessive look of his sinful gaze.

      Returning to our seats, I say, “Jordan Maxwell, huh.” It’s the first time I’ve spoken since he dragged me from the church. Well, carried me, actually. And let’s not dwell on the rippling muscles under his fancy suit.

      “Yup.” I want to smack that damn grin off his face. But I’m more likely to kiss it right now. My body feels like it’s burning up from the inside out.

      It has to be the pregnancy hormones.

      “Did you know who I was?” I asked. Surely, he wouldn’t really want the spawn of my father.

      Turning in his seat, he looks at me. Jordan’s eyes wander down my body, landing on the tiny bump in my stomach. I wrap my arms around the area to hide it. Not due to embarrassment, but I’m just not understanding why he wants a woman who is already pregnant. I gave him an out.

      “Yes and no.”

      “That clears it up.” I roll my eyes.

      “Watch it,” he warns, and I see it in his gaze. He’ll only take so much. “I obviously knew who your father was, but I had no idea you existed.”

      Ouch.

      “He doesn’t talk about you. I don’t think he’s ever mentioned a child, nor has your mother.” My husband looks thoughtful for a minute before shaking his head.

      “How do you know them?” I inquire. It’s not the first time the question has popped up.

      I knew Jordan was wealthy before I heard his name. It’s in every line of his body, the cut of his hair, his personal aura. What I don’t understand is how my parents could possibly know someone so wealthy.

      “Dad is only a salesman.” The sardonic look he gives me tells me I should know better. “He’s not?” Now I’m really confused. For as long as I can remember, my father has worked for an office supply company, going from company to company hoping for exclusive contracts.

      “Your father works in the IT department of my company.”

      “Oh.” Perplexed, I ask, “Why lie?” I don’t expect an answer from him but feel the need to say it out loud.

      Sighing, he pulls me closer to his warm body. Relaxing into his arms, I listen to his soothing voice. “Your father has worked for my family for over twenty years. I don’t know why he’s lied to you. Nothing Maxwell, Limited does is hidden from the public. We sell military-grade equipment to the U.S. Defense Department.” Taking a breath, he squeezes my arm. “Your father is an ordinary IT guy. He fixes viruses and bugs in our computers. He doesn’t have access to our equipment, blueprints, or anything worth selling.”

      “So how did he incur so much debt?” Again, not expecting an answer from Jordan. But he seems to know my father better than I do.

      “Horse races, mostly.” His voice sounds frustrated. “Bet on the wrong horse, and everything went downhill from there.”

      “How do you know this? Why haven’t they told me?” The answer is simple. They didn’t want me around anymore. Informing me that they were having financial problems wouldn’t have even been a blip on their radar.

      “Enough of them. Tell me about you, Mag-pie.” Well, at least, he’s not calling me Maggie. I hate that nickname.

      “What do you want to know?” I suddenly become shy with the spotlight turning on me.

      “You just graduated college, didn’t you? What did you study?”

      Shifting in my seat beside him, I say quietly, “I dropped out.”

      “Why?”

      “Umm, pregnant, baby, school. Doing it alone isn’t exactly an option. It’s not like I have decent role-models for parenting. This kid needs all the attention I have.”

      “Where’s the father?”

      “Europe somewhere. He’s not interested in being strapped down with a baby.” Shrugging, I try to play it cool, but it hurts like hell. I know what it’s like to be rejected by a parent. I don’t want that for my child. Ever.

      “Did you love him?” Jordan’s question startles me.

      “God, no. I barely tolerated him.”

      “So, why’d you sleep with him?” Good question.

      I don’t know how to answer that without sounding like a needy, little girl. “I wanted to feel connected in some way. We’d been dating for a few months and were at a party drinking. One thing led to another, and six weeks later, I’m pregnant. Another six weeks, and I’m married to you.” I try shrugging it off like it’s nothing, but it’s everything.

      “He just left? Decided the consequences of taking advantage of a vulnerable girl were too much for him to bear?” Oh, the husband is pissed off now.

      “It’s not a big deal, Jordan. I’d rather him out of the picture than treating my child like dirt. I can do this alone, just not while attending school.”

      He remains quiet for so long, I begin to feel rejected all over again.

      “You’re wrong,” he finally says.

      “About what?”

      “You’re not doing this alone, Megan. I’ll be here every step of the way.”

      Stunned, I stare stupidly at him.

      I know we’re married now, and maybe it hasn’t quite sunk in that he has not only married me but my baby, too. I guess I just didn’t expect him to step up the way a real father should.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      The rest of the flight remains quiet as Megan falls asleep against me. Seeing her, speaking to her, I know I’ve made the right choice in our honeymoon destination.

      Bora Bora in the spring is supposed to be perfectly temperate. I rented us a hut on the beach overlooking the lagoon, so we’ll be isolated to do as we please, however we please.

      Being attracted to Megan is a plus in my book. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do if I didn’t find her appealing, but watching her walk down the aisle, I’d known immediately that we would have chemistry. The fact she feels it as well is a bonus.

      Feeling her in my arms at this moment, an obsessive need to completely make her mine overtakes me. I don’t just want her to be my wife, I want her to be my partner. I want her to love me as much as I know I’m going to love her. I realize she’s carrying another man’s child, but all I see it as is an extension of her. I already know I won’t take Megan until she’s ready, and that just might test every ounce of my control, but earning her trust is so much more important.

      Knowing the doubts she has about her parents, the lack of love and trust, I understand I’ll have my work cut out for me where she is concerned. I’m thinking I might have to extend our honeymoon past the two days I’d planned. She needs to see me as a person and not just the man she was forced into marrying.

      Admiring the sun on the horizon as it dips below the skyline, I pull her closer to me and decide to get some shut-eye myself. Once she sees our sleeping quarters, I have a feeling I might have a fight on my hands.

      I’m looking forward to it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      I feel myself being carried, but all I care about is the warmth and comfort surrounding me as I remain halfway between waking and sleeping. I was having a wonderful dream about Jordan. How he loved both my child and me. Treated the baby like his own. Loved me like we’d known each other forever.

      I’m trying incredibly hard not to get my hopes up where he’s concerned. What if it’s just the honeymoon stage? What if when we get home, he decides he doesn’t actually want a ready-made family? I have so many doubts and fears that my head is spinning and soon, my stomach will be revolting.

      “Put me down,” I mumble, jumping from his arms. Seeing the beauty around me, I forget for a second that my belly is upset. Admiring the gentle waves of the lagoon just steps away from our feet, I’m horrifyingly reminded of the tumultuous feeling as the contents of my stomach come barreling forward in all my embarrassing glory.

      Dropping to my knees in the perfect white sand as I tarnish its pristineness, I can feel hot tears scorching my cheeks. Shockingly, I also feel Jordan’s hand running soothingly along my back while his other holds my hair out of the way. He doesn’t say anything, only supports me while I make a fool of myself.

      As my stomach settles again, quiet overtakes us in the tranquil night. The light breeze cools my overheated body as Jordan helps me to my feet. Wiping my mouth in a very unladylike fashion, he turns me to look at him, asking, “You okay?”

      “Fine,” I barely squeak out, unable to meet his gaze.

      “Does this happen a lot?” He seems worried.

      “Uh, well, often enough. Morning sickness and all.” It’s a stupid lie to tell. The doctors told me I may experience it, and I may not. So far, I haven’t gotten sick once. Queasy, yes, but that’s not the reason for my mess tonight. My nerves and fears have gotten the best of me.

      “Let’s walk you inside. I had the hut stocked with everything we’d need before we arrived.”

      I look at the beautiful scene before me as he pulls me inside the tiny structure. I think it’s about as big as my small apartment. Covered in straw on the outside, I’m almost afraid the inside will be the same. As we enter, I am pleasantly surprised to see normal walls. Must be an appeal thing, I figure.

      Looking around, I notice it’s nothing more than what a bachelor apartment would be. Just one large room excluding the bathroom and even that is only blocked off by glass stones. The kitchen is at the back overlooking the shrouded trees behind us. The bed looks deliciously comfortable with its huge pillows and large window facing the water we just left.

      If I close my eyes and strain my hearing, I can hear the water swishing on the shore. Its gentle sway rocks me into another dimension.

      Hands on my hips startle me out of my fantasy. “Crawl on into bed, and I’ll grab you some water.” Jordan’s words are soft but no less commanding than his suggestion we come inside.

      Impossible to ignore his caring nature, I follow his lead and lay atop the soft bed. Immediately, I’m left feeling more content in that moment than ever before in my life. If this is all a dream, I don’t ever want to wake up.

      The light breeze through the open window, the sounds from the rustling trees, and the water swaying soon have me lulled into sleep. I hear Jordan near me again, encouraging me to drink, but I couldn’t be bothered. I just want to enjoy the freedom of being peaceful without the guilt of my parents ruining it.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      Megan is fucking exhausted. The bags under her eyes worry me. The throwing up did for a second until she told me it happens. I don’t know much about pregnancy, but I do know that’s one of the side effects.

      The way she clung to me as I carried her from the car and down the boardwalk appeased the craving I have for her. If she trusts me in her sleep, hopefully, it will come easier in consciousness.

      Placing the glass of water on the table for her if she needs it through the night, I move down to her feet and gently slip her shoes off. Dropping them on the floor, I work my way up her body with every small layer of clothing until she’s laying in nothing but her thong and bra. Stepping back, I admire her lightly tanned skin with the perfect curve of her hips as she rests on her side. Two little dimples top the swell of her firm ass. No matter how she lives her life, I can tell she obviously takes care of her body.

      Her blonde locks trail half-way down her back as her breathing eases and draws my attention to her breasts. More than a handful but not so big I won’t be able to touch every inch of her when we finally make love.

      The tiny bump in her belly has me grinning from ear to ear. She created a life. I wonder how far along she is. I don’t think she mentioned it on the plane. Gently caressing her skin from shoulder to hip, I can’t help cradling the tiny life she’s carrying in the palm of one hand. So small, yet so damn important. There isn’t a thing in this world I wouldn’t do for these two people.

      Leaning forward, I kiss just above her navel and whisper, “If you’re a boy, I’ll teach you everything about becoming a good man. If you’re a girl, you’ll know what love looks like every single day. No matter what you are, you’ll be loved fiercely.”

      I don’t know what tempts me to do it, but I rub my cheek against Megan’s skin like a predator marking its territory. I need this woman to understand she’s mine. For life.

      Standing up, I wander around to secure the door then strip my clothes off to my boxer briefs before I fall gently down into bed behind Megan. Wrapping my arms around her, one under her head, the other around her waist to cradle our child, I press my entire body against her. There isn’t a piece of us not touching.

      Megan sighing and relaxing further as she pushes back into me, allows me to relax as well. Sleep envelops me, and I know when I wake, we’re going to be in a better place than either of us were at any time today.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      Waking up, warmth and safety surround me. Along with a burning desire to pee. Realizing Jordan is wrapped around me like a ton of blankets in the dead of winter, I know that in order to get up, I’m going to have to wake him. I’m not even sure I want to. The way he holds me like I’m the most precious thing in the universe feels incredible to me. His hand cradling my baby bump in one hand brings a tear to my eyes. He couldn’t possibly understand what that move would do to my heart.

      I feel his entire frame tense before slackening and pulling me closer while moaning in my ear. “Good morning,” he whispers against my neck, placing a light kiss there that I feel through my whole body, sending ridiculous shivers down my spine.

      Instead of showing him I’m a civil and polite person, I blurt out, “I have to pee.” Heat assaults my face as I realize what I’ve said. I would like to smack my head, but he’s got us so tangled I can’t move.

      As he backs away chuckling at my absurd loss of brain-to-mouth filter, his hands rub along every available piece of flesh they can. It’s then that I realize I’m nearly naked in just my bra and thong, and one boob is popping out of said bra.

      Cursing internally, I quickly dart to the tiny not so much a washroom as it is a privacy screen. Thankfully Jordan says, “Toothbrush should be under the counter. I’m going to take a piss in the bush.”

      “Thanks,” I barely breathe out.

      Thank gawd, he’s got as good a filter as me.

      Quickly peeing and washing my hands, I find the aforementioned toothbrush in hopes of getting my teeth done before he comes back in. Just as I’m entering the main area again, he walks through the door, and I freeze. At first, because we’re both practically naked, and I’d rather be covered up. But then, I see his gloriously tanned flesh, and muscles abound. And oh…my…shit, that damn V.

      Brain. Dead.

      Yup, my IQ just dropped about a hundred points as I stare at his massive package tucked away behind his tight boxer briefs. Looking from him down to myself and back again, I mumble, “That will never fit.”

      It isn’t until he says, “It will,” that I realize I spoke out loud.

      Mortified, I hang my head and turn around, intent on going to hide in the not so private washroom again.

      “Oh no, you don’t.” Jordan rushes over, pulling the back of me into the front of him. My idiotic brain only connects to one thing: the massive bulge pressing into my lower back.

      I quiver in his arms. Not because he scares me, but because I scare myself.

      I’ve never been focused on sex. In fact, more often than not, it hasn’t been a blip on my radar. But with this man, a touch here, a gentle finger graze there, and the sweetest damn words I’ve heard from any man’s lips, and he’s all I want. I want so desperately to let go of the reins of control I’ve been forced to take my entire life. I need him to take care of me, to love me in such a powerful way that I won’t doubt him, even after my hormones get the best of me.

      “Please don’t break me.” My words are whispered in this room, but their impact is no less compelling.

      “If I break you,” Jordan’s breath is harsh and warm against the side of my neck, “I’ll put you back together in the sweetest way you’ll ever know.”

      “I want to believe you.” Lord do I want to.

      His arms, those strong muscled limbs of his, wrap around me like a cocoon. Embracing all my reservations and misgivings, he just holds me. Nothing is said as I mull over our situation and what I’m going to have to do and give up as we move forward.

      Trusting him being the number one issue.

      “Where are we?” I ask, remembering I slept or fumed most of the way here to this gorgeous beachside oasis.

      “Bora Bora.” His husky words are a saccharine caress against my neck and shoulder.

      His fingers lightly trail along my sides and stomach and cause me to stutter. “H-how long are w-we here f-for?” His warm lips on my ear send shivers down my spine.

      “I rented it for the weekend.”

      I’m slightly disappointed at the short amount of time we’ll have. “Oh.”

      “I’m thinking we might need more time, though.” He spins me to face him, and before I can process what’s going on, our mouths are melting into one another. He steals my breath and leaves me panting for more all in a single second. This man flips me inside out, and yet, holds me together perfectly. His touch is soft, gentle, but oh so sweet.

      He doesn’t push for more; we savor the kiss as our bodies do all the talking. I’m not ready to pass this point right now, and I’m so grateful he understands that. It doesn’t stop me from wanting him, nonetheless.

      The way he holds me protectively in his embrace shows his caring disposition. The firm grip he has on my hips exhibits his dominating presence. I love both. I’ve always dreamed of the day I could hand over the control to someone who wouldn’t abuse my trust and love. For the first time, I feel like Jordan could be the one.

      My one.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      Sweet, innocent Megan. She has this pull that draws me to her. I can’t keep my hands to myself as she tentatively touches her tongue to my own exploring one. Having her in my arms while we’re both nearly naked is a dream. Having her underneath me would be pure bliss.

      As much as she wants to fight me, I can feel her body giving in to this torrential attraction between us. The light breeze cools our overheated bodies as I deepen the kiss and draw her frame further into mine.

      Her fingers dig into my biceps when I nip and suck on her lip. “Jordan,” her breathy voice makes me want to purr like a fucking kitten.

      Forcing myself to pull away from her delectably addictive lips, I say, “I have plans for us today.”

      Her eyes are closed as she breathes deeply. “What are we doing?”

      “I can’t for the life of me fucking remember.” I groan when she bites the corner of one lip. Sheer sin. This woman is going to own me.

      “Oh. Maybe we could collect seashells or something?” The light in her eyes and voice makes her seem so much younger than her years.

      I couldn’t deny her if I tried. “Whatever you want, Mag-pie.”

      Her smile brightens her entire face as she skips away humming and rummaging through the tiny closet. I bet she doesn’t notice that she didn’t bring a suitcase, and I had clothes sent in overnight. Reaching around her swaying ass, I grab a pair of board shorts and head to the bathroom to clean up.

      If she wants to collect seashells by the seashore, we’re damn well going to do it until she’s content. I’d originally planned a snorkeling expedition, but given her pregnant state, I doubt it’d be good for her or the baby.

      At this rate, I figure the peace and quiet with just the two of us will be a great chance for us to play twenty-one questions.

      I can still hear her humming as I power through my shower and get dressed. Leaving the small enclosure, I see her in the tiny kitchen chopping some of the fruit I had the fridge stocked with.

      “I hope this okay?” Her shy question has me wondering where the woman from ten minutes ago went.

      “Of course. You’re welcome to anything in here. Hell, anything anywhere. You want it, Megan, and it’s yours.” I’m sure I’ll have to repeat that statement every time she wants or needs something.

      “Thank you,” she murmurs, going back to cutting the pineapple in her hands. I’m fascinated as I watch her work the knife with precision and skill. Not once nicking her fingers as she skins the fruit.

      “Do you enjoy cooking?” I ask her. I’d love to see her in my kitchen.

      “Sometimes.” Her short answer doesn’t tell me much.

      “Do you prefer to do it for just you or a few friends?” She freezes at my query. Looking up, I see hesitance in her green gaze. She’s afraid to connect with me. Walking around the counter, I stand beside her, placing my hand over the one she’d just taken off the fresh fruit. “Whatever you’re afraid of, whatever you’re thinking, I want this. I want us. This may have been a marriage of convenience for us both in the beginning, but I ache to have you as my real wife. I want everything a loving marriage entails, Megan.”

      We don’t look at each other after my passionate words, and she doesn’t move, which is fine. She’s likely processing the sentiments and how much she can trust them. I want her to, but I accept I’m going to have to earn everything with this woman.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      All I can think about is what Jordan said in the hut. His promise to give me everything I’ve been craving, and not once assuming I’d just cater to him. My foolish heart is already falling for him, and I barely know more than his name.

      With his confident, overbearing attitude, I should be scared off. But he pulls the mystique off well, makes it a good quality rather than an annoying one.

      As we walk along the white, sandy beach, he always ensures a hand is touching me. Gliding down my arm, pushing the hair back from my face, playing with my fingers. It’s like he’s trying to get me addicted to his touch, and I’m sucker enough to fall for it.

      The lagoon we’re staying in is one of the most stunning bodies of water I’ve ever seen. The blue and green color is the perfect mix for an artist’s palette. The sparkling coral and other rock beds and fish underneath are amazing to watch.

      “How did you know about this place?” I ask Jordan. “It’s so picturesque.” I can’t help the sigh that passes my lips. I never want to leave.

      “An old friend of mine from Atlanta, actually. Bryson Andrews had some serious making up to do with his better half after a misunderstanding. Once their life calmed down, he intended to bring her here. They ended up having a baby.” He seemed to laugh at his friend’s plight.

      “Is that where you’re from?”

      “Yes, and no. My grandparents live in Atlanta, and I spent summers there. Bryce lived a couple of blocks away, and we hung out every year.” I love the smile the memory brings to his face.

      “Do you still see him? Does he live in D.C., too?”

      “Not as often since he’s moved back to Atlanta with Callie and their four kids.”

      “That’s nice,” I say absently, staring off into the water. I’m at a loss at what the heck we’re doing.

      “I was thinking,” he begins, and I look up to him—he’s so damn tall, “we could go on a sunset cruise around the island. It lasts a few hours but is supposed to be a sight to behold. Think peanut can handle it?” His eager face, coupled with calling my unborn baby peanut, has all my girly bits screaming to let this man own me.

      My heart is racing so fast, I fear I might pass out. “I think we’d both like that.”

      The two of us spend the rest of the afternoon goofing off and collecting more seashells than we know what to do with. Jordan insists on keeping every one of them and taking them back home to decorate the baby’s room with. He wants to have a mural of some sort made up for us to remember this trip.

      He can’t possibly be real.

      Can he?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Jordan

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m almost positive Megan thinks I’m nuts at this point. The more time I spend getting to know her, the more I want to please her. Referring to us as a family seems to do the trick. I’ve noticed the way she’s held herself back from me until I mentioned peanut. As soon as I talk about the baby, she glows like any new mother should.

      Boarding the small cruise boat, I ask, “Do you know how far along you are?”

      Her body stiffens before she answers. “Just passed three months.”

      I calculate in my head. “So almost a Christmas baby, then?”

      “Yes.”

      “Do you know what we’re having?” I think I shock us both with the we. I hadn’t meant to say it, it just slipped out. I refuse to take it back, though.

      She stops mid-step on the way to our dinner table, turns on me, and attempts to say something. Then she closes her mouth, shakes her head, and opens it again. Still, no words are forthcoming. Spinning around, she follows the hostess to our table.

      Holding out the chair for her, I lean down to whisper in her ear. “I want this to work Megan.”

      “I know,” she murmurs as I walk away. We’re both quiet as the hostess pours water. When she leaves, Megan says, “I want it to be a surprise.” Her face is a mask of excitement and shyness.

      “Do you have a preference?”

      “No,” she shakes her head, “just healthy.”

      I watch her gazing at everything around us. The boat is small, not a real cruise ship, seating a dozen tables for dinner. It has an overhanging deck to sightsee underneath and along the water as it moves. Light music plays in the background with small twinkling lights lining the railing around the boat for a romantic feel. Megan seems to enjoy the relaxed atmosphere which in turn, has me enjoying her more.

      “Did you always want to work for your father?” She asks me.

      “For as long as I can remember.”

      “And so, this,” she waves her hand between us, “was so he wouldn’t sell the company, right?” We’d briefly discussed our reasons for this agreement on the beach earlier. Neither of us had gotten very heavily into the conversation, though.

      “It was,” I confirm. “It’s become so much more for me since the arrangements were made, however.”

      Her lips quirk like she’s about to grin, but then she frowns. “At the ceremony, I blurted out I was pregnant, and you looked like you were going to be sick. What changed?”

      How do I answer a question I can’t explain?

      “Honestly?” She nods. “I don’t know if I can describe it.” Megan seems uncertain as I recall the look on her face as she lifted the veil. “You had this look in your eyes. Sad, shy, nervous. They flickered like fireflies in the night. But it was the curiosity and mischief that hooked me.” I like the way she looks away when she’s shy. “When our hands touched, and I felt electrified, I was struck stupid. It wouldn’t have mattered what you had said then, I couldn’t have processed it properly. I was more shocked when your words registered than anything else.” I laughed thinking of the way my dad gave me shit. “It took a full minute for me to work through everything.”

      “So, you don’t regret it, yet?”

      “Yet?” Her insecurities continue to baffle me. “At all. Megan, I understand a few things about life. The biggest being, when you get nailed with attraction and need the way I was yesterday, you don’t pass it up.”

      “Is that all this is, though? Attraction?”

      This girl with her hard questions. “No. Am I attracted to you? Fuck, yes. Even a blind man would be. Still, it’s more than that. It’s the light in your eyes while you appreciate the ocean. The sway of your body when you’re relaxed. I especial love the tiny moans when I’m kissing you. The way you search me out when I stop touching you.”

      “You sure notice a lot.”

      She lightly laughs, prompting me to say, “It’s that soft laugh telling me you appreciate all the little things.”

      She appears to be happy with all I’ve told her as we’re served our dinner, and the yacht launches from the dock. Served a traditional French Polynesian dinner of Sweet Tahitian Chicken cooked in peppers, pineapple, and served over rice. With Banana Po’e to finish the dish.

      “This looks delicious,” Megan tells the waitress.

      “All fabulous dishes of the Tahitian people.” The woman grins and walks away.

      Cutting into the banana first, I offer Megan a bite off my fork and her expression encompasses both surprise and anticipation as she opens for me.

      Her moan is full of ecstasy as she savors the exotic tastes on her pallet. “This is wonderful.”

      Soon we’re both immersed in our dishes as a young man comes to the top deck we’re on and plays the ukulele while singing a mellow tune.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      I have so many questions for Jordan as we enjoy our food; the spices bringing such flavor to each dish. I’ve never tasted anything so mouth-watering, but I’m afraid to insult him.

      The music plays, dessert is served, and chilled wine is placed in front of us. Jordan’s quiet, “We’re expecting,” stuns me. He keeps saying we, us, ours, and each time, I get butterflies in my stomach from it. He doesn’t hesitate to claim my baby.

      The waitress walks away with a huge grin and the wine, and Jordan’s got this look in his molten eyes. “What did you do?” I ask.

      “We’re getting something different.” He has a twinkle in his gaze.

      Tapping my fingers on the table, I pretend to be angry, but the aromas from the banana pie and what looks like donuts only they’re shaped like Twinkies entices me. Taking a bite from the donut-like treat, the mix of sugar and coconut burst like fireworks on my tongue.

      “Oh my god.” I can’t keep the groan quiet.

      My eyes pop open when I feel Jordan’s warm hand gliding on the bare flesh of my thigh. He whispers, “You’ll moan like that for me real soon, Mag-pie.” Our eyes meet, and I see nothing but lust shining back at me.

      I’m not sure what to do so I take another bite of the dessert, and as I’m swallowing, he asks, “You gonna share that?” I look to his plate and back again. Seeing it’s full, I’m about to say something when his lips crash down on mine. He holds nothing back this time, nipping and licking my lips until I open for him. His tongue delves deep, tasting every crevice and surface. His arms wrap me tight to his body as he deepens the kiss.

      Wanting to play with him, I bite his tongue then suck on it, eliciting a feral groan from him when I don’t let go. He tastes of the delectable dishes we’ve just finished, and I want more.

      “Scrumptious,” he breathes out, pulling back slightly.

      “It was, wasn’t it?” My breathing is choppy as I catch my breath.

      “I meant you.” Damn.

      “You’re almost too perfect, Jordan.” I’m so terrified he isn’t real.

      He kisses me lightly on the lips. “I’m very real, baby.” He moves lower to my jaw. “And I’m all yours.” Soon his head is buried in the side of my neck caressing and sucking the sensitive skin there. “And you’re all mine.”

      “I want to be.”

      “Then, let it be.”

      Releasing all my fears and hesitations, I begin to accept what we’re quickly becoming.

      He’s my husband.

      I’m his wife.

      I’ll fight for that to last forever.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      Megan cuddles in my arms the rest of the evening. I couldn’t let her go if I tried. The way she leans into me, so trusting, so easy, as we watch the sun set over the lagoon is amazing. I concentrate on her reactions more than anything else. She’s in awe of the beauty surrounding us. What she doesn’t realize is to me, she’s the most breathtaking sight around.

      With no city lights obscuring the view, the stars set the night’s sky ablaze like a million tiny fireflies. “I could admire this view every night and never tire of it.” Megan sighs as she leans into me.

      Gazing down at her, I say, “Me, too.”

      The lapping of the waves from where the ocean meets the lagoon rocks the boat gently as the colorful hues from the sun radiate off the water. The pinks and purples create a kaleidoscope of radiance incomparable to anything I’ve seen at home.

      “The water is so serene,” Megan responds. Her grip on my arms around her waist tightens as she looks over the railing. “Oh, Jordan! Look!” Leaning over along with her, I see a small school of clownfish swimming through the coral.

      Her excitement is contagious.

      “You ever been anywhere like this before?”

      “I went to Florida on spring break once in college, but it was nothing like this.”

      Spring break. Horny college boys. I can’t hold back the growl that vibrates through my chest.

      “I like when you do that,” she whispers up to me.

      Turning her to face me, I bring our lips close together. “No one ever touches you again.” The kiss I deliver is brutal. Claiming. Owning every inch of her I can without taking her the way I want to.

      “Mmmm, Jordan…” Her husky whimper has my dick hardening so fast, I can feel the loss of blood from my other regions.

      Seductively, my hands brush along her neck and cheek, and I stare intently into her gorgeous, twinkling green orbs. “I want you Mag-pie, but only when you’re ready.” Hurt tinges her gaze, and I rush to continue. “I want you to love me, Megan. I want your devotion to me to be as fierce and consuming as mine is rapidly becoming for you. I need for you to understand the dominating desire I have for you.” By the time I’m finished speaking, her mouth is agape in a perfect little “o,” and her gaze has glazed over with want. Fuck do I want this girl.

      Her face turns suddenly serious. “Do you believe in love at first sight, Jordan?”

      Before her? Fuck, no. After her…?

      “I believe in what I feel for you.” I can’t be more specific than that. Everything she brings out in me is so much more than what I ever would have equated to love. It’s consuming, all-encompassing passion and need for her.

      “Then maybe you should believe in what I feel for you, too.” Her shy smile speaks volumes as she leans up to kiss me just below my ear. Her warm breath followed by, “I quiver with desire for you, husband. I need to feel you filling me,” has me pulling her closer to me.

      Devouring her mouth without a second thought as other passengers watch doesn’t faze me. I want this boat turned around and heading back to port, so I can take Megan and sate the beast in me.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      The rest of the cruise is spent with Jordan’s tongue down my throat, and his hands flexing on my hips or ass until I feel bruised. With any other man, I’d have slapped him silly. With Jordan, however, it’s more than a possessive grip, it’s more than him trying to stake his claim.

      It’s him trying not to lose control of his unquenchable desire for me.

      Neither of us says a word as he guides me back to our private hut with a covetous hand on the top of my ass. His fingers keep dipping between the crack of my cheeks, and I can’t say I don’t love it. The sand squishes between my toes as we walk, and I can’t help the slight giggle that escapes as it tickles me. The grains are softer than anything I’ve ever felt.

      Jordan suddenly stops my momentum just a few steps from the door and spins me around. “Care to go for a dip?” His head nods at the clear water only a few feet away.

      “Can we?” I ask. We walked along the shore earlier, and the water was perfectly warm, but we hadn’t fully submerged ourselves.

      “Of course.” He’s already stripping his shirt over his head and backing towards the cool water.

      Glancing back to the hut, I murmur, “I should get my suit.” I’m completely bare under the dress I’m wearing because I didn’t like the look of lines. I wanted to be sexy for Jordan. It terrified me that his gaze would wander when he saw someone more beautiful.

      His steps falter at my question, and soon, he’s rushing back to where I stand motionless. His arms wrap behind me, pulling the zipper down my back and gliding the small straps off my shoulders. I have no idea why I don’t try to stop him, I just know the heat in his velvety chocolate orbs has me mesmerized.

      “There isn’t an inch of this body I won’t be seeing soon, Megan. No need to be shy now.” He winks as my dress drops to the ground silently, and a light breeze stiffens my nipples as his fingers graze under the heavy globes.

      Heat pools between my legs as he continues his light caresses. Sliding my thighs together, I try to alleviate the pounding in my core. He has me tied in knots as he backs away with an outstretched hand, daring me to follow him.

      I’ve never been one to turn down a dare.

      He’s still removing his clothes as we reach the water, and he stops to wait for me. “The moon is causing you to glow.” His soft words suddenly turn me shy again.

      “I think that’s all the wonderful food I ate.” I laugh to hide my nerves.

      His boxers drop at the same time he tugs my arm, and I fall into his embrace, so I can’t see the glorious hardened member I’ve felt pressed into my back or belly all evening.

      Jordan’s hands dip down to cup my ass, and he lifts me effortlessly into his hold. The warmth of his rippling abs against my overheated core makes me rumble deep within my chest. He turns to walk us into the water, our gazes never straying as we watch each other, and with every step, I feel his engorged appendage slap at my ass, making me wetter and hornier with each touch.

      I’m so entranced in the movements of his body and the way he makes feel that it isn’t until I notice water lapping at my ass that I realize how deep we are. Shivering, he smiles as I hold him tighter.

      “I have a secret,” I whisper.

      “Do share.” He grins back at me.

      “I can’t swim.”

      He gets serious as he turns around. “Why the hell would you agree to come in the water for, then? Dammit, Megan, the baby.”

      If Jordan weren’t holding me, I’d have melted into a puddle at his feet with his concern for my child. “You’re holding me,” I reply; it’s as simple as that. He stops moving at my words. “I know trust takes time, and love comes with understanding. I’m safe with you, Jordan. It’s something I feel so deeply in my soul, I don’t think there’s anything in the world that could break it.”

      “You’re fucking killing me, baby.” He growls a split second before claiming my lips once again. The kiss is brutal, painful with its force.

      I can feel his fingers digging into my ass the more passionate he becomes. His cock has firmly embedded itself between my ass cheeks, and I can’t stop my pussy from rubbing against his stomach. The light hairs rough against my sensitive skin.

      “I need you,” I pant against his mouth as he bites and nibbles on me.

      He sinks to the ground, and I realize, somehow, we’re back on the sand. Clothes underneath me soften the scratch from the sand as he strokes his cock up and down my slit, eliciting soft mewls from me.

      “Jordan,” I breathe so quietly I doubt he hears.

      “Hard and fast, baby,” is the only warning I get as he enters me with one swift thrust, breaching my entire body, pushing me past my limits.

      Burning a hole the size of Texas through my small frame.

      “Fucking goddamn motherfucker.” His words are as powerful as he is. “Your cunt is the sweetest little honey pot.” His praise makes me smile while my cheeks emblazon from his crude words.

      “You ain’t so bad yourself.” My awkward words make him grin, and I feel less stupid when he starts rocking his hips, dragging every ounce of pleasure he can from my body.

      “That’s it, pretty girl, keep coming all over me. I want every tiny, little dew drop.” His dirty words only add to my pleasure.

      Hiking my legs up his hips, he sits back on his heels while pulling me onto his thighs. The angle pushes him deeper inside me, and with every stroke, I feel his dick hit my cervix then drag back down across my g-spot. I cry out with every pass.

      “So good,” I mumble incoherently while my head spins.

      “Fuck yeah, it is.” His hips slow their pace but increase in their force, and I can’t help the scratches I leave along his forearms while he holds my hips in place.

      “Jordan,” I cry out as my womb pulses, my core tightens, and stars darken my gaze. “Oh god, Jordan!” A scream tears through my body while his hips continue their relentless pursuit of his own satisfaction.

      My body is as tight as a rattler’s coil about to spring, and have mercy, do I spring! Bright lights, ringing ears, stars burst like fireworks in my brain as every nerve in my body rockets through the stratosphere. Pleasure consumes every ounce of me. When his hands tighten, it only enhances my bliss.

      “Fuck, you’re beautiful when you come.” He groans, leaning forward, the hairs on his chest scratching at my over-sensitive nipples.

      Running my hands up his arms, I delve into his dark hair, gripping it with my fingers. “Will you come for me, Jordan?” A growl vibrates through his chest at my bold words, and I can’t help but egg him on even more as I’m still pulsing around his shaft. “Will you show me how much you want me?”

      The feral look that enters his nearly black gaze sucks the oxygen from my body as his pace picks up speed to the point of sweet agony.

      “Please,” I pant as I feel another orgasm building within. “Come with me, please.” I can’t help but beg.

      Both of my husband’s hands capture my hair in a grip so tight it’s painful, but I can’t tell him. I have no breath left in my body as a release bigger than anything I’ve ever felt before washes through me like a riptide on a stormy night.

      “Jordan!” I scream at the same time I feel a rush of warmth release from his cock, enhancing my own orgasm. Black dots envelop my vision, and all I see is the flash of possessive light in his eyes as the intense pleasure knocks me out cold.
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      Megan passed out after we came together, and I carried her into the tiny hut when she began shivering in the sand. I’m sure every little crevice she has is blasted with those prickly crystalline grains right now, just like mine, but I can’t be bothered to wake her yet.

      I sleep briefly until the sun begins to glow, and I have been watching the steady rise and fall of her chest ever since. Her little moans when I brush my fingers along her breasts or the inside of her thighs lighten my heart.

      Megan is so much more than I ever expected from an anonymous bride. She’s the best part of what any man would want.

      She just wants to be loved and accepted for who she is.

      Her skin is so soft and perfect that I find myself looking for flaws. I don’t know why; I just find it hard to believe anything can be so pristine as her. And yet she is. From her satiny soft hair to her freckled nose, down her baby bump to her pink painted toenails. I can’t find a single thing wrong with her. I don’t know if what I’m feeling for her is love, but it’s damn sure close to what I’ve imagined the sensation to be. It devours me. My every waking thought has been about Megan for two days now.

      I’ve never pushed work so far out of my mind that I have forgotten to check emails. My employees might be in for a huge surprise when we get back to D.C. next week. If my return is anything like it is now, I don’t know how I’ll cope when we are separated.

      Which reminds me. I need to see about having my assistant transferred to someone else.

      For months, she has made it clear that she wouldn’t mind warming my bed at night. I’ve ignored or brushed her off every time, but there’s no doubt in my mind she’d push Megan’s limits, and that is not a risk I’m willing to take with my new wife.

      Wife.

      I can’t help the grin that overtakes my features as I get up from the bed before I ravish her again. I need to get things set up so her transition into my life will be as smooth as possible.

      I wonder how she will feel about bodyguards? I bet she’ll fight me, and I kind of look forward to it.

      Opening my email, I see over three hundred messages from buyers, suppliers, employees, a ton from my assistant, and I have to wonder, do none of these people know how to do their jobs without me? We offer extensive training for every position, and I find it hard to believe not a single one of them can handle a few days without my direction.

      Christ! I run a hand down my face as I realize I do this to myself. I always have to maintain control, make sure things are running smoothly. I don’t like when people fuck up, and it’s well known my temper can get the best of me when they do.

      Looking over at Megan as she sleeps soundlessly, I know my tyrannical behaviors will have to change. I can’t keep going at the pace I have been. Not if I want to keep her happy, impregnate her as often as possible, and have a family life.

      Growing up, my parents were always happy. My mom kept Dad in line, and she pretended to scold me occasionally. Being a surprise baby for them both, they spoiled me rotten most of my life while instilling good values in me over the years.

      A family of my own had never been a top priority for me. I figured if it happened, it happened. If it didn’t, well…I hadn’t thought too much on that.

      With Megan becoming a part of me now, and her baby on the way, it’s all I can think of. I want her happy and healthy while she gives me this gift. Part of that means making sure she doesn’t stress and worry about me while I’m at work or feel like she’s raising our children alone because of my long hours. As soon as we get home, I’ll be making a lot of drastic changes that some will likely be glad for and others may panic over.

      A light moan has me closing my laptop just as Megan sits up. The sheets pool at her waist and those magnificently perky tits of hers are on display, swinging lightly as she stretches her arms above her head.

      “Morning, Mag-pie.” I crawl up from the end of the bed as she smiles softly. “Don’t do that now,” I command when she attempts to obscure her breasts.

      Covering her mouth, she giggles, “I have morning breath,” when I go to kiss her.

      “I don’t give a fuck.” Pushing her hand away, I seal our lips together like a fuse. Driving her back onto the bed and tossing the sheet out of the way, I make room for myself between her luscious thighs.

      “Oh yeah,” I groan, feeling the wetness collecting on her soft pussy for me.

      “Jordan.” Her giggles turn to sighs as I kiss and suck along her neck.

      Clasping our hands together, I raise them above her head while positioning my cock at her entrance. Pushing through her supple skin, I enter her tight channel, unable to hold back my growl of possession as she wraps her thighs around my hips.

      Connected in the most intimate way possible, my hips start a slow motion, our passion burning in light embers as we both fight not to lose control. Moans, skin slapping skin, the waves shushing from the water lapping at the shore are the only sounds included in our own little symphony.

      Every time Megan grows closer to bliss, her breath stutters and her ass wiggles, so I slow my speed, adjust my position. Her little growls of annoyance are my reward.

      “Jordan, please…” She begs so beautifully.

      “Please what, Mag-pie?” I love teasing her. She hates it, but in the end, I’ll make it worth the torture.

      “Let me come.” Her whine is followed by a high-pitched squeal as I slam my cock into her core. “Oh, Jordan.” She sings a different tune now as she comes apart for me, her pleasure soaking our already sweaty bodies.

      Whimpers continue to brush past her lips as I chase my pleasure. Her body lays lax in my arms as my thrusting picks up speed. Tingling in my spine and my balls drawing up tight to my body, has me wishing that I would last longer. That she wasn’t so tempting to watch fly apart.

      I want to rule her pleasure for hours, hear her screams long into the night as she scratches and claws at my back. I want her to beg me to stop because the carnality is too much for her to take.

      Fuck.

      Just the image of her begging has me coming again.

      “Megan.” I grunt into her like an animal.

      She holds me like she never wants to let me go.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      I can’t believe I let him take me so soon.

      My mind is screaming that I’m a lunatic while my heart sings with praise. Jordan is…magnificent. He’s caring, kind, compassionate. Overbearing, egotistical, sometimes rude.

      “Tell me something,” Jordan says from beside me.

      “Hmm.” I can barely be bothered to open my eyes. His fingers drawing circles on my back relaxes me.

      “When you heard my name”—that grabs my attention—“you looked like you were being forced to suck on a lemon. Why?”

      Sitting up, I draw the sheet around my chest, not wanting to admit what I was about to. Playing with the material, I finally say, “You were in the newspaper, years ago. I don’t even know why your name stuck with me. It was a stupid tabloid.”

      “What’d it say?”

      “It was an accusation about abusing a girlfriend.” I can’t bring myself to look at him. With the way he behaves towards me, I have no doubt it was just that, an accusation. I feel stupid for even thinking about it at all.

      “Megan, look at me.” He lifts my chin up with a finger. “Her name was Sara Ward. We dated three times. Never slept together, and when I broke up with her, she made up the bullshit story to get some attention and money.”

      “I didn’t think you did it,” I say quietly. I don’t really care who she is or was to him.

      “Now, maybe you don’t. But it stuck with you so you must have wondered at some point.”

      “Did you get into trouble?”

      “Oh, the press crucified me.” He laughs like it was no big deal. “The company ripped me a new one”—he kisses my palm—“and the cops brushed her off. There was no physical proof on her body or in picture form.”

      “It doesn’t bother you?” I frown. I’d be horrified.

      “It did at first, but after a while, I just let it roll off my back. I work with the military on a daily basis; someone is always going to try and discredit me. Whether it’s personal or professional is another story.

      “Oh. Your job sucks then.”

      His laughter is contagious. “Yeah, some days it does.” Running a finger along my cheek, he holds a tender look on his face as he asks, “How about we get some food into you and peanut?”

      Nodding just as my stomach makes its desire known, I ask, “Where are we going?”

      “I thought we could stay here. Talk, relax, swim.”

      The heated look in his gaze speaks about doing so much more. “I’ll go shower while you order.”

      His laughter follows my scattering feet to the tiny bathroom area. As soon as the water hits my body, I feel every aching muscle from our lovemaking and smile in remembrance. His rough hands as he held me sweetly is something I’ll treasure forever.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      The freedom with which Megan giggles and laughs is the stuff a man like me lives for. It means I’m doing shit right when I feel like I might be pushing her too far.

      Keeping myself from jumping into that shower with her while I wait for our breakfast to get here is taking every ounce of self-control I have. I don’t want to suffocate her with my presence, but I also don’t like her having too much time to think about us and if we are moving too fast.

      Listening to her now, she’s humming, and I’m hoping that means she’s satisfied. A ding from my computer captures my attention. Opening the device, the email pops up, and I see an angry note from my assistant threatening to report to HR about harassment. Dismissing her angry threats, I delete her email without responding. Little does she know, but I have cameras in my office with recordings of each proposition she made and every denial from me.

      “Everything okay, Jordan?” Megan’s soft voice dispels my annoyed mood immediately.

      Pulling her onto my lap, my mouth waters at the tiny blue bikini she’s wearing. “This should be illegal.”

      “What should?” She looks around, slightly confused.

      “How good you look.” Her hand slaps my chest playfully. “Breakfast will be here soon. Orange juice, fruit platter, a few pastries, and some yogurt.”

      “That sounds divine.”

      “Eat outside?” There is a small deck built onto the side of the house with a patio table and is covered in shade.

      Guiding my wife out, I get her settled before I start grilling her with questions. “I thought maybe we should talk about a few things before we get home.”

      Worry replaces her smile. “About what?” The way she’s vibrating in her seat both pisses me off and makes me sad for her.

      “Nothing bad, sweetheart. I want to know more about your life. What your expectations are from this marriage.”

      Blowing out a breath, she fills me in on enough to make me want to throttle this ex of hers.

      “Well, when I quit school, I started working full-time in the department store I’ve been at for a few years. I had planned on taking a month off after the baby was born then going back.” She looks down like she’s ashamed. “Connor isn’t going to help, so it’s my only option.”

      Cupping her cheeks in my hands, I kneel in front of her. “Megan.” My sigh is heavy. “I’m your option. I’m peanut’s option. I know it’s going to take some getting used to, but I will take care of you. Both of you.”

      “I don’t want you to think– “

      “It has nothing to do with what I might think. It’s what I want. To help you. I want you to come to me when you need anything. I want you to think of my money as our money.” Shaking my head, I force down my laughter. “Christ, woman, I could buy a small country if I had the desire to. Taking care of you and every child we have together is going to be a blessing.”

      Tears hover on her eyelids. “You’ll…” She pauses. “You’ll still love us even after taking care of us?” She seems completely baffled by the concept.

      “I’ll love you more if you let me. What I feel for you has no conditions. There’s no time limit to it either.”

      Jumping into my arms, we fall backwards and right onto the waiter’s feet as he’s delivering our breakfast. “Good morning!” He says it like it happens all the time.

      After getting Megan fed and content, we head out to play in the water and collect more seashells to decorate our home with. She seems lighter after our talk. Happier. I still have more questions, but nothing that can’t wait until we get home again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Megan

          

        

      

    

    
      After a blissful week in Bora Bora, we’ve just landed back home in Washington, D.C. as the sun is setting. Exhaustion has kicked my butt after the long flight, and Jordan decides to carry me through the airport and to the car. Someone offered to get a cart for us to ride in, but he growled and claimed it wasn’t a burden.

      He silenced my laughter with a panty-melting kiss.

      As the Town Car he summoned drives through D.C. and into the Great Falls District, I realize just how loaded my new husband is. The homes we pass are ones that get mentioned in the likes of House and Home Magazine. I’ve always envied the people who live here. Not because of how much money they have but for the freedom from nosey neighbors. Having acres upon acres of land grants them more privacy than your average neighborhood. Living in the country has always been a dream I’ve never allowed to come out and play too often.

      The home we stop in front of is brick and mortar; it has an older feel to it. Gates at least ten feet high greet us as we make our way up the drive. Ponds filled with Koi fish are on either side of the blacktop.

      “Those will have to go when the baby comes,” Jordan says with frustration.

      “Oh no, please, don’t get rid of something you like.” I’d be horrified if he did that.

      He laughs at me. “Baby, I don’t care about the damn ponds. I care if our son or daughter drowns. They’re going.”

      “You can’t keep saying stuff like that.”

      “Why?” His voice is deep as he leans towards me.

      “Because you make me melt when you do.”

      The car door opening behind me stops any further conversation. Receiving help from the vehicle with a foreign hand, I wait for Jordan on the first step leading up to his monstrous home.

      The stoic pillars on either side of the door are intimidating as he grabs my hand, leading the way up to the double paned glass door. “Wow,” I murmur as he opens it, and I get to see the intricate swirls throughout. “This is beautiful.”

      “It’s part of the original house. Same with the bricks and the pillars.” Pride colors his words.

      The inside is just as stunning as the outside with the cedar floors and banister on the staircase. Everything looks to be hand carved.

      “There are six bedrooms, each with an en-suite bathroom, a powder room is through there”—he points to a small room as we pass—“family room there, and the kitchen is in the back, fully stocked with everything you could ask for. Once you’re more settled, we’ll do that together, and you can add whatever you want.” Jordan grins from ear to ear as he relays what every room is for. The rec room is massive, and he insists we’ll turn it into a playroom for the baby when it’s time.

      As we pass one of the rooms, I get a quick glimpse of a library and one of those old roller desks. “What’s this?” I ask, pulling from his grip and walking into the space.

      The smell of books—the one of paper and ink mixed together—hit me like a ton of bricks. I feel at ease here. Registering a chaise lounge chair by a large window with flowers lining the outside of the frame, I’m drawn to it. What I see steals the breath from my lungs. A vast garden with rows of fresh vegetables and more flowers than I could ever imagine. Benches, small tables, and a considerable patio are spread throughout the yard. Pergolas cover every seating area, providing shade from the hot summer sun. I notice at least three small fountains that add soothing background noise for relaxing in the evening.

      I can picture sitting out there playing with our child while Jordan works, waiting for him to come home.

      “This is absolutely perfect, Jordan.”

      His hands on my hips are my only answer.

      Looking up to him, I say, “Show me our room?”

      A devilish smirk quirks his mouth as he ushers me up the stairs. The walls are lined with historical paintings from all over the world, and I’m, once again, in awe of the beauty surrounding me.

      He leads me past four closed doors before pushing open double doors that lead into the master suite. A large bed with mesh netting encasing the corners is centered in the room with night tables on either side. A large walk-in closet dominates an entire wall, with a chest of drawers beside it.

      Pushing me forward, he leads me to the master bath. “Oh…my…shit.”

      “Guess you like it, huh?”

      “Like it? I love it!”

      I can’t contain my excitement. The entire north facing wall is covered with tinted windows. A claw foot tub sits in one corner encased with shelves that have drawers on each end and a single step leading into the tub. A rain shower stall is off to the other side.

      “It would be wonderful to soak in there with a storm raging outside,” I mumble, half hoping we get a storm soon.

      Jordan’s arms wrap around me from behind as he pulls me from the room. “I had some stuff brought over for you from your old apartment.” He seems hesitant as I turn. “Just things I thought you might need when we got home. I figure we can go over there, and you can decide what you want to keep and what can be donated later.”

      I can’t even begin to explain how much this man means to me at the moment.

      I view a box full of all my keepsakes on a shelf in the closet. Walking over to it, I open the lid and tell him, “Everything else can be donated; I only wanted this.”

      Moving over to me, Jordan looks inside, and what he sees is likely just a bunch of crap. Nothing worth anything at all. But to me, it’s my life.

      “My first hockey ticket stub. I saved for three months to go to that game. I was eleven. We lost, but it was amazing.” Pulling out the trading card I had stashed with it, I smiled. “Alexander Ovechkin signed this for me after the Capitals’ game. I waited for hours to see someone. His accent was so thick I almost didn’t understand him.”

      “Hockey fan, are you?”

      “Oh, good gawd, no. I didn’t even know who he was until I went home and looked him up. My father got tickets to a game and took some other kid on the block because he was a boy. I wanted to see what the fuss was about and prove to my father that I could do things with him, too.”

      “And did he after that?”

      “I was grounded for two months for going.”

      Jordan shakes his head before grabbing out a ticket stub for my first concert. “Backstreet Boys for their comeback tour in 2005. It was a blast.”

      “Boy bands? Really?”

      Shrugging, I pull out a photo of Taylor Swift and me in 2009. I took the train to Columbia when she was doing signings for her new release before a concert. “I was alone, and they weren’t allowing pictures, she snuck one in with me.”

      “You were quite the rebel, weren’t you?” He laughs.

      “I wasn’t real popular ‘cause my parents were always saying no to everything, so people stopped trying to make friends with me. It was my way of getting back at them, I guess.” When Jordan begins to speak, probably to express sympathy or anger for my upbringing, I interrupt him. “Are you going in to work tomorrow?”

      “Yes, I took the whole week off even though I told everyone it would merely be the weekend. It’ll only be for a couple of hours, though. I need to get a few things organized so I can start delegating better. I don’t want to be a workaholic any longer than necessary.”

      “I see.”

      “Sit.” He brings me over to the bed. “I need to tell you something else.”

      “Oh boy.” I can’t help the sarcasm.

      “For about six years, I’ve had the same assistant. She’s been efficient in doing her job and making sure my schedule is tight.”

      “Oookay.” I don’t understand why he’s telling me this.

      “She has also made it clear that she’d be happy to warm my bed at night.”

      Standing up, I’m not sure I want to hear any more. “And did she?”

      “Not even once. I didn’t feel the same way. I’ve always been leery of women because of my money. I don’t trust easily, Megan.” He pauses to let me process. “That first morning after we got to Bora Bora, I sent an email to human resources asking to have her moved to another department by the time I got back. I told them I wouldn’t be needing her services, but she was still valuable to the company.” Relief floods me. “I also told them to find me a male assistant to avoid this conflict in the future.”

      Crawling into his lap, I murmur against his lips. “Thank you.”

      His hands roam my back under my shirt, massaging the tense muscles in my shoulders. “Don’t thank me yet. She emailed me the following day with threats of sexual harassment. And if I know anything about assholes like that, I have a feeling she’s going to try and harass you as well.”

      “What, why?”

      His sigh is heavy with burden. “Because that’s how people like her work. If she doesn’t get her way, she’ll do what she can to make others miserable.”

      “So, what do we do?”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      There aren’t enough adjectives in the world to express how much I loathe telling her this next part. “I’ve hired two bodyguards for you, and they’ll be here first thing tomorrow morning.”

      “You think she’s dangerous?” Fear darkens her eyes.

      “No,” I’m quick to reassure, “but I work with the government, and there’s always a risk with that. Whether she made threats or not, you would always have a minimum of two bodyguards. That’s non-negotiable, sweetheart.” I can see her gearing up to argue.

      Her lips twitch from side to side as she contemplates my words. “I’m not much for leaving the house unless I have to anyways, so I guess it won’t be too bad.”

      “That’s my girl.” I praise.

      “Does she have access to the house?”

      “No.” That was something I’d never been comfortable with. “Her access has been revoked from my office and floor as well. I have videos of every encounter where she propositioned me, as well. She can’t do anything to us.”

      “If her persistence keeps up, what will happen?”

      “I’ll fire her.”

      “Okay.”

      Just like that she’s cheerful again. Worried maybe, but I’ve settled her for the night. As we lay in bed resting after a rather vigorous week, I finally get to enjoy having her in our home.

      Listening to her light breathing, feeling her relaxed body as she trusts me to keep her safe is one of the most glorious feelings in the world. Knowing I gave her this makes me ecstatic as hell.

      Dreading the morning to come, I seek out sleep with Megan wrapped tightly in my embrace.

      It feels like only minutes have passed and the alarm is awakening me. Panic sears my blood when I notice the other side of the bed is empty. Scrambling form beneath the sheets, I rush through the house and down to the kitchen where I finally take a breath.

      “You fucking scared ten years off my life, woman!”

      Megan just smiles like nothing’s wrong.

      “I haven’t slept so well in years. I thought I’d make us breakfast?” She grins at me, and everything’s right in my world again.

      “Fine.” I point to her. “Next time, wake me up, dammit.”

      Walking away, her laughter follows me up to our room as I get ready for work. After showering and shaving, I come out to see her sitting on the bed in one of the dresses I specifically requested in a vibrant emerald green with spaghetti straps and a flared waist.

      Strolling over to her, I lean forward for a kiss, telling her, “You look stunning.” The blush that creeps up her chest and neck is alluring.

      “I laid out a suit and tie for you. I hope that’s okay?” Shocked, I look behind her to see my black Armani suit accompanied by a shirt and tie to match her dress.

      “Oh, it’s definitely alright.” I could get used to this kind of treatment.

      “I have an appointment this afternoon with my obstetrician.” Her words are slightly hesitant.

      “Do you want me to go with you?” I’d fucking love to, but I don’t know if that’s too personal yet. Fuck it, “I’ll come with you.”

      “I’d like that.”

      “I’ll have the guys bring you to my office, and I can show you around a bit first if you’d like.”

      “I’d love it.”

      The ringing doorbell announces her bodyguards’ arrival, and her shoulders stiffen. “Relax, baby, they’re good guys.”

      Walking Megan downstairs after I’ve dressed, I open the door to see them still waiting on an answer. “Hey guys, come on in.”

      “How’s it going, man? Can’t believe you got hitched!” They both laugh like it’s so shocking.

      “Yeah, yeah, bust my balls now before you’re officially employed.”

      “Officially? What the–” his comment stops as Megan comes out of her hiding spot.

      “Hi,” she waves a little, and it’s adorable. Both men, who stand a good half foot over her, kind of melt in her presence. I don’t like it, but I understand it.

      “Megan, this is Trainer and Dodge.” She waves again, they chuckle. “Dodge, Train, my wife, Megan.” I’m sure to emphasize the wife part.

      “It’s a pleasure, Mrs. Maxwell.” Dodge greets her with a bow.

      “Nice to meet you, Megs,” Trainer grins at her as he takes her hand and kisses it.

      “Megan,” I snap, not liking them giving her a pet name.

      “Whatever you say, boss.” Dodge laughs like it’s a joke.

      “I ain’t laughing.” I snap again. These two are gonna be a fucking problem I’m going to regret.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      When Jordan left for the office, he’d been hesitant, and I think it’s because Dodge and Trainer kept flirting with me while he was here. Once he’d gone, they calmed down and started doing their job. Which I don’t think is too hard considering Jordan has state of the art security around the house. They seemed baffled as to the need for their services until I explained about the assistant and her possible threats. They shared a look that left me a tad worried.

      “You ready to go, Mrs. Maxwell?” Trainer asks as he enters the library.

      “I suppose.” I’m more than a little worried about going to Jordan’s work. Running into Jordan’s ex-assistant has me nervous.

      “Don’t worry about that woman. She won’t get within shouting distance of you,” Trainer insists.

      “If you say so.” I want to believe him, but it’s just not in me yet.

      He and Dodge usher me outside with a hand to my back. The other ones maintain a grip on the guns at their hips.

      The trip downtown is quiet as we drive. I’m secure in the middle of the backseat with Dodge and Trainer on either side and a big, burly guy up front driving. I think they are lucky I’m not claustrophobic or we’d have a bit of an issue.

      “Breathe, Megan,” Dodge encourages from my side.

      My uneasiness is ridiculously high as we pull into the parking garage underneath the building. Looking in from the outside, you’d never know what the company did.

      As we enter the lobby floor, people are running around back and forth, rushing like their asses are on fire.

      “Is it always like this?” I ask.

      “Most days, yup,” Dodge answers me.

      “So, you’ve worked for Jordan before?”

      They share another one of those looks. “We’ve been contracted on and off with Maxwell, Limited for years as private contractors.” Well then, I guess that explains why they were joking around so much this morning.

      The elevator they take me on is controlled by a key, so I assume it’s what Jordan meant when he said the assistant no longer had access to his floor.

      The ride is quick, and the doors are opening before I get my bearings. A tall man is seated behind a white curved desk with computer, printer, and phone the only items upon it, ready to greet us with a huge welcoming smile on his face.

      “Ohhh, you must be the new Mrs. Maxwell,” the replacement assistant exclaims, and I have no idea what to do with his enthusiasm.

      “Umm, yes, I am.” I have trouble with meeting new people, and his charisma throws me off center.

      He tries to pull me in for a hug, and thankfully, my new bodyguards step into his path. “No touching. No flirting. No looks. Bosses rules.” I have to hold in my laughter at the stricken expression on the man’s face at Trainer’s words.

      Tugging on the front of his jacket, he pulls himself together. “I’m Mr. Maxwell’s new assistant, Wyatt. If you need anything just holler.”

      Nodding my head, we walk away. “I’m exhausted,” I sigh as they lead me down a hall to what I assume is Jordan’s office.

      “Imagine how bossman’s feeling by now.” Dodge snickers and I can’t help joining him.

      Shouting can be heard from behind closed doors as we approach. When Trainer goes to open it, I stop him with a hand on his arm. “Shouldn’t we wait?”

      “Nope.” The instigator just grins as he opens the door.

      “It’s your funeral,” I mutter walking past both men as I admire my sexy husband entrenched in a serious conversation.

      “I don’t care. We had a contract. He set the terms, I paid the money. In case you are forgetting…I. Get. The. Product.” Oh, Jordan looks fierce as he tries to keep his calm. Watching him in this environment is oddly arousing. I fight the urge to go to him until he finishes his phone call. “Fine! Tell him if I don’t have the materials we need by the agreed upon date, I’ll be going after his company for twice the amount I paid, and win. He’ll never have another contract again.” The slamming of the receiver makes me jump as this powerful businessman spins around, a growl leaving his chest that nearly stops my heart.

      He still hasn’t seen me, and I don’t know how given the two brutes standing behind me. He looks exhausted now as he hunches over his desk, head hung low between his stooped shoulders.

      “Jordan?” My words are tentative. I’d hate to have that same anger aimed at me.

      When he looks up, his face is strained, his eyes are stressed, and his lips are pinched like he choked on a lemon. Our eyes meet, his dark orbs swirl like perfectly melted chocolate, and they heat up so quickly I feel the air around us electrify as he stalks towards me.

      His body coils, ready to strike like a snake on the hunt.

      My body hums with arousal and awareness of his power.

      His breaths are heavy and hoarse.

      My heart is ready to belong to him.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      I shouldn’t have come in today. I knew it. Wyatt greeted me as soon as I entered the building and has been on my ass ever since. He’s efficient at what I’ve given him so far, but the dude needs to learn to shut the fuck up occasionally. Thankfully, my old assistant didn’t want to stick around after she learned there was proof that she was the one making all the passes at me and left without any trouble.

      When I found out one of our suppliers hadn’t even shipped the materials that we’ll need in three days, I became fucking pissed. I’ve spent the better part of the morning trying to get a hold of the little prick. His assistant kept telling me he was out of the office all day. When I contacted his attorney about the breach of contract, the idiot had the gall to give me dumbass excuses that a toddler could spin better.

      After threatening the man with a lawsuit, I’m ready to put my fist through a fucking wall. But hearing her soft voice call my name, raises every animalistic instinct in my body to come to attention.

      Seeing Megan’s uncertain body standing in the middle of my office sends my libido skyrocketing with the need to lose myself in her. Striding over to her, I watch as her breathing picks up, her essence permeates the room, and a growl is ripped from the deepest parts of me.

      “Get out,” I grumble at Trainer and Dodge. They’ve been two of my best friends for years, so when they laugh, I let it go, knowing their day will come. And when they’re fighting for the attention of the same girl, I will laugh with glee.

      “Jordan.” Megan’s soft plea draws my attention from the closing door.

      Grasping the front of her dress, I tug her to me as I step forward. “I’ve fucking missed you.” I know I sound angry again, but it’s this need I have for her.

      “Is everything alright?” Her hands pet my chest as I bury my face in her neck, inhaling her unique scent.

      “It will be,” I mumble against her soft flesh. “Once I’m inside you.” Her gasp is the opening I need to plunder her mouth. The grip I have on her hip is going to leave marks. I know it, and she likely knows it, too. Neither of us stops it.

      Her moan of desire has me deepening the kiss and tangling our tongues together like we are mating. The world melts away as my precious surrenders to me.

      “Jordan,” she sighs against my lips. A whisper and a prayer in the single sound.

      “Mag-pie,” I groan as she grinds herself on my thigh. “Baby, you gotta stop, or I’m going to take you here and now.” It’s the only warning I’ll give her.

      Her breath hitches and her lips move across my jaw, licking at the stubble. “I missed you too, Jordan.” The husky sound of her voice is like the day we met. I’m trapped in her vice.

      Picking her up, her thighs wrap around my hips as I carry her to my desk. My motions are jerky and frenzied, but I don’t care. I don’t think she does either as she lifts her dress and reveals that she has nothing on underneath.

      “God. Damn,” I snarl, dropping into my chair in front of her. Completely nude on my desk, her once pretty dress in a jumbled pile on the floor at my feet.

      Where did this bold goddess come from?

      “Please, baby,” she whines, running her fingers gingerly up her thigh as she spreads her legs.

      In a flash, I’m on my feet again, only taking the time to unbuckle my belt and drop my pants. “I’ll love you properly tonight.” She smirks at my loss of control.

      There’s no foreplay. No preparation to make sure she’s ready. I can smell her honey, so I know she wants this every bit as much as I do. I know she’s ready for me.

      Running my cock along the length of her perfectly shaved, wet pussy, I push ever so slowly into her. Our gazes remain glued to where my body is dominating hers as our pelvises meet in union.

      Simultaneously, we groan as our bodies dissolve into a single unit. The heat from her pulsing core propels my dick out of control with lust. “Fuck, you’re like molten lava.” My girl giggles.

      “And you’re like solid granite. I feel you everywhere. Your skin is so smooth. The veins are pulsing, and I can feel it. When you twitch, I feel it.” She smiles shyly. “I feel you, Jordan.”

      Fucking love this woman. Pushing her body to lay flat on my, thankfully, empty desk, I tower over her. “Hang on, baby.”

      She wraps her legs around my calves and won’t let go. She does exactly as I say and hangs the fuck on as I ride her into oblivion.

      Sweaty, hot, sticky, and rutting like a damn bull, I follow Megan into sated bliss as we climb over the edge together. Her screams fill the room as my harsh moans are buried in her neck.

      When she finally stops vibrating in my arms, I pull back to look at her. “You’re my heaven, Mag-pie.”

      “And you’re my serenity, Jordan.”

      “Christ, woman.” Leaning forward I kiss her gently, loving the feel of her softness below my hard edges. I’ll never get enough of her.

      Helping her up, I know we should get ready to go, but there’s just one more obstacle to be dealt with. Picking up the phone to connect with my new assistant, he answers on the first ring. “Yes, Mr. Maxwell?” His immediate response pleases me.

      “Wyatt, send Roger Dolan to HR immediately. Tell him he’s being fired. His constant gambling has compromised his position in this company, and we can no longer trust his judgment.” Megan’s eyes widen.

      “Yes, sir. If he kicks up a fuss?” He doesn’t stutter at my command. I like it.

      “If he puts up a fight, tell him I’ll have a lawsuit slapped on him first thing in the morning. If he leaves quietly, he’ll be paid handsomely to never return.”

      “Anything else?”

      “Megan is off limits. There will be no future contact initiated by Roger or his wife, ever.” Tears hover in my love’s eyes, swarmed with relief.

      “You’ll never hear his name again, sir.” Wyatt hangs up, and my wife is in my arms sobbing.

      “Hey now, what’s this for?”

      “I love you, Jordan. I know it’s too soon, and we still have so much to learn about each other, but I honestly don’t think I could love you any more than I do right now.” Her words are rushed like she’s afraid if she doesn’t get them out fast enough, they’ll get stuck.

      Smoothing the hair back from her face, I look her in the eye. “I’ve loved you from the moment you tried to scare me off. There isn’t a single thing in this world I wouldn’t do for you, Megan.”
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      Having Jordan with me as we wait for my OB-GYN is like a dream. He has far exceeded anything I would have ever thought I’d get from a man. Especially one that I married for the sake of parents that constantly berated me.

      “You’re shaking,” he murmurs in my ear, resting his hand on my knee.

      “I can’t help it.” I don’t know why I’m so nervous. It could be due to Jordan being here or because this is my first OB appointment. My family doctor recommended her, and now I’m terrified there could be problems. “What if there’s something wrong? What if I screwed this up already? Oh crap. Crap, crap, crap.” Holding my head in my hands, panic consumes me.

      Strong arms lift me into a comforting lap, and immediately, I feel better. My chest doesn’t feel like there’s a constrictor wrapped around it anymore. “Baby, do you think I’d have let you come without thoroughly investigating this doctor first?”

      I look up at his words. “You didn’t?” He smirks. “You did!” I half shriek. The infuriating man has the gall to just smile at what he’s done.

      Before I can say anything, a cheerful, “Miss Dolan?” is called out into the waiting room.

      Standing with me in his arms, Jordan walks to the now shocked nurse and quietly tells her, “It’s Mrs. Maxwell now,” with a commanding grin on his smug face.

      The nurse blushes and my glare at my husband amps up in response to face her.

      “Right, then,” she clears her throat. “Mrs. Maxwell, this way please.”

      “You can put me down now,” I mutter as we follow the perky nurse.

      After getting us settled in the room, she smiles brightly over at Jordan and says, “Dr. Stewart will be right in.”

      “If you don’t stop that they’re going to think you have an eye twitch.” Jordan laughs at me like he’s a comedian.

      “She was ogling you. You made it very clear of my marital status, and she ogles you! Who does that?” I can’t help that I’m worked up. Damn pregnancy hormones.

      “Horny nurses, that’s who,” an equally frustrated voice says behind us.

      Pushing my way from Jordan’s arms as he spins around, the doctor is standing there trying ever so hard not to laugh at my tantrum.

      “Pretty men make Mallory nervous.” Dr. Stewart smiles. “So, Megan, how are you feeling?”

      “Pretty?” Jordan questions from behind me.

      “I’m fine. Tired a lot. Craving some seriously questionable items, but overall, I feel great.”

      “Any morning sickness?” She helps me up onto the table to lay down.

      Her fingers on my abdomen are cold as I answer. “Occasionally, but not as much as I had expected.”

      “Good.” She looks through my file. “You’re nearly to the end of your first trimester, and if it hasn’t hit you terribly by now, it likely won’t.” Flipping through a few pages, she inquires, “You had some blood tests done before coming here. About a month ago?”

      Now I’m nervous. “Yes. Is something wrong?”

      “Have you had any spotting?” Why won’t she answer me?

      “No. None. Not since I realized I missed my period.” Taking a deep breath, my hands fidget. “What’s wrong? What did I do wrong?”

      “Do?” She’s genuinely puzzled by that. “Absolutely nothing, Megan. Your iron is a little low; nothing wrong with that. I just wanted all the information first.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “Cross my heart.” She beams at me and makes the motion of crossing her finger over her heart.

      “Now, would you like to see the baby?”

      “We can do that?” Jordan asks excitedly.

      “Oh yes, Megan’s over three months now. We’ll have a good picture and a strong heartbeat.”

      “What about the sex?” My husband’s enthusiasm is reassuring.

      “Not quite yet. In a month or so we should be able to if he or she doesn’t hide from the camera.” As she leaves the room to get the ultrasound machine, I sag against the table with relief.

      “Told you everything was fine.” Jordan leans over to give me a sweet kiss on the forehead. His entire presence is reassuring.

      “Thank you for being here today, baby. It means a lot to me.” My whisper sounds magnified in the small room.

      “I will always be here, sweetheart. Nothing will ever keep me away from you.”

      “Here we go!” Dr. Stewart’s entrance is perfectly timed. “Cold gel.” She grins, squirting the lubricant on my stomach, then smirks at my squirming.

      As soon as the wand touches my belly, my eyes become glued to the screen. When I can’t see anything but black and white, I begin to worry.

      A low thumping fills the room, and it isn’t until she says, “There it is,” that it registers to Jordan and me.

      “That’s the heartbeat?” I ask, utterly amazed.

      She nods.

      “Wow.” Jordan murmurs squeezing my hand.

      One tiny sound.

      A low thump.

      It means everything.
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        Six months later.

      

      

      “Hang on, honey, we’re almost there.” Megan’s breathing is heavy and labored as Trainer drives us to the hospital. Dodge is in the passenger seat talking to Dr. Stewart at my wife’s urgent request.

      “Jordan,” she calls sweetly.

      “Yeah, baby?”

      “Shut the hell up.” Her growl is heard throughout the car, and the doctor’s laughter can be distinguished through the line she’s on.

      “Right.” What the hell else am I supposed to say? She’s had me wrapped around her finger from the first word to pass her lips, and no matter what, I’ll always do as she asks. Even when she’s been in labor for ten hours and the doctor tells us not to come in until the contractions are five minutes apart.

      Seeing my wife in pain, a pain that I can’t fix isn’t something any man likes to experience. But she’s been a fucking warrior. Until we moved her.

      I’ve never heard Megan curse the way she did as Dodge and I helped her down the stairs while Trainer brought the car around.

      “Your parents are meeting us there still?” She wheezes.

      “Yes.” I check my phone for an update from my mom. “They’re in the waiting room with Dr. Stewart.” After realizing how excited Megan and I were after hearing the baby’s heartbeat, my parents really stepped up their game. They went into full-on grandparent mode and asked a thousand questions, including permission to meet the doctor that was bringing their grandchild into the world.

      Megan insisted it was fine. Said the reassurance was something we could give them. Mom showed up for every appointment after that. The small examination room was always crowded unless a vaginal exam was required. I put my foot down in those instances.

      “Oh God!” Megan’s scream rips through the interior of the car as another contraction hits her. I watch her stomach ripple with the effects of her pain.

      “Two minutes now, Dodge,” I tell my friend, knowing Dr. Stewart is listening to everything. “Breathe, baby, I’m right here.” I massage her distended belly the way the Lamaze instructor taught us, hoping to give her some relief until the wave passes.

      “You fucking breathe,” she hisses. “Next time, it’s your turn, Jordan Maxwell.”

      “Not genetically possible, Mag-pie.” I have to stifle my laughter.

      “Don’t you dare Mag-pie me, or those forceps will be going where the sun don’t shine.” Her threat shuts my laughter down. “Don’t think I won’t do it to you two, too,” she snaps at the men in the front.

      “Yes, ma’am,” they say simultaneously.

      The remainder of the ride is quiet aside from Megan’s screams with each contraction. When we arrive at the hospital, my parents and Dr. Stewart, along with Mallory—who still can’t walk in the room with me without blushing—is standing there waiting with a gurney to carry my wife away to a maternity room.

      “Still two minutes apart, Jordan?” Mallory asks as she brings the stretcher to the car door I’m helping Megan out of.

      “Yes.”

      “Ohhhh, it really hurts. Drugs! You said I could have drugs!” Megan points to Dr. Stewart like she struck gold.

      “Let’s see how dilated you are before we talk about that.”

      “You rat bastard!” Her pointed finger swings around to Trainer. “You took too long. You said you had the route mapped out. You said not to worry. If I don’t get drugs, your ass is grass, buster.” He pales at her threat. Dodge, Dad, and I all burst into laughter.

      “Megan, sweetheart, let’s not stress too much.” Mom for the rescue.

      Dr. Stewart, Mom, and Mallory usher Megan up the ramp and into the hospital while we men just stand there and continue to laugh.

      “You better get going, son, that birth isn’t something you want to miss.” Dad chastises me, and he’s right. I won’t miss the birth of my child for anything in the world.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Megan

      

      

      Jesus Christ! Why does no one warn a person labor is so damn painful? Not in any of the Lamaze classes, at the doctors, nothing. No one said a damn word.

      “Where’s Jordan?” I panic when I don’t see him as we enter the elevator.

      “Oh baby, you put Trainer in his place and scared the crap out of him. Those boys are down there laughing at him.” I love my mother-in-law, I swear I do, but that doesn’t help.

      “I need him.” The tears streaming down my face are thick and hot.

      The women with me share a look of concern just as Jordan comes darting down the hall. “Wait up!”

      “Where were you?” I cry. “You promised.” Old insecurities of being left behind rise to the surface.

      “Never going nowhere, baby.” His easy smile and the love in his eyes ease my anxiety. “We’re gonna have this baby, and he’ll be perfect, just like his mama.”

      “He?” We never were able to find out the sex. The baby was a hider when it came to the ultrasound wand.

      “Just high hopes, love.” The teasing twinkle in his melting gaze makes me laugh lightly just as the doors in the elevator open, and I’m whisked away to a birthing room.

      After being examined and finding out I’m already nine centimeters dilated and its nearly time to push, panic sets in again. Jordan is always there with an encouraging smile and positive words. He soothes me in ways I never imagined.

      “I love you, Mrs. Maxwell. So fucking much.” God, I never tire of hearing him say those words.

      “I love you too, Mr. Maxwell, now please make them give me drugs,” I scream as another contraction hits me in waves of pressure and pain nearly unimaginable.

      “Sorry, Meg, it’s time to push now.” Dr. Stewart’s happy retort makes me wish I could kick her.

      Jordan crawls in behind me and braces his legs around my hips. Holding my hands in his, he kisses me below the ear and whispers, “Push, baby.”

      And I do.

      For what feels like forever, I push.

      When we finally hear a tiny cry, I feel wetness on my shoulder and turn my head to see my amazing husband with a tear leaking from his eye.

      Lord, this man couldn’t be more perfect.

      “Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Maxwell,” Dr. Stewart grins hugely up at us, “it’s a boy.”

      Taking our son into my arms, Jordan wraps his own around us, holding on dearly. Loving us with everything he is. “He’s perfect, Jordan.”

      “Just like his momma,” he murmurs into my ear, and I feel the smile on his lips.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue Two
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        Eighteen months later.

      

      

      For two years Jordan Maxwell has treated me like a queen. He’s given me everything my heart desires and so much more. Without him I’m not certain what my life would have become.

      Our son, Elliot–named after Jordan’s father–is the sweetest, most lovable, spoiled boy in the entire world. I used to have nightmares of what our life would have been like had I not been Jordan’s anonymous bride that day.

      But now as we get ready to go on our first vacation without Elliot, I know there isn’t a thing in the world I would trade for our small family.

      Except, maybe, a new addition.

      “Baby, you ready?” Jordan’s handsome face appears around the corner with a mischievous grin. He dropped our son off with his parents so I could finish packing.

      What I really needed was time to let my morning sickness pass.

      “As I’ll ever be.” I smile back as he holds out a hand for me.

      After losing the baby weight from Elliot, I continued to remain thin, so I’m not certain how my husband hasn’t noticed the very small bump trying it’s best to appear.

      Pulling me in for a kiss, I turn my hips, so he doesn’t feel the bump and soon I’m lost in the sensations of Jordan giving me all the love in the world.

      “The plane is waiting.” I gasp, coming up for air.

      “It’ll wait.” He breathes into my neck as he nibbles his way down to my shoulder. My entire body buzzes with awareness. My breasts grow heavy with need, and my pussy throbs with anticipation.

      “Turn around.” He groans and lifts my dress over my hips. “You don’t need these.” He rips my panties from my body and tosses them somewhere in the room.

      Cool air tickles my flesh as I feel his large hands cup the globes of my ass. “Oh.” I moan as he drags my hips back into the cradle of his pelvis. The warmth of his throbbing cock nearly sending me over the edge.

      “Jordan!” I cry out as he slams inside me. My hands hit the wall with so much force the pictures jolt.

      “Yes, love?” The innocence in his tone isn’t missed by me.

      “Love me.” I plead when he slowly drags his thickness in and out of my primed body.

      “Forever and a day Mag-pie.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Jordan

      

      

      Megan and Elliot are my life. I can’t remember anything before them, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      But my wife is keeping secrets.

      A secret so big, her naughty little self needs a lesson.

      “Tell me Mag-pie,” I groan as her pussy tightens as I push back inside of her sweetness. “What do you have to tell me?”

      Her body stiffens a fraction before she cocks her ass back and looks over her shoulder with wide-eyed innocence. “It was a surprise.” She whimpers.

      Wrapping my hands around to her front, I cradle her tiny bump and murmur in her ear, “You can’t hide from me. Not this.”

      “Oh,” Megan hisses and a rosy tinge climbs up her neck, she’s ready to let go, “I know. Oh God, Jordan, please.” Pregnant, Megan never lasts long, but she begs for more. We both get a workout and that’s how I knew she was carrying another life a few weeks ago.

      “Alright, baby, let go for me. Give me your sweetness.” It’s all she needs as I thrust into her at rapid speed, bringing my own release to the surface and we cry out together.

      Panting, I hold her to my chest as our bodies adjust to the emotional high we always create together and she turns in my arms, a huge grin on her face.

      “We could have a staycation?” She suggests and I’m not opposed to the idea.

      “We could.” I pretend to ponder the idea. “Still going to let Elliot stay with my folks?” I’m only staying if I get Megan all to myself for the week.

      “Of course. I feel the need to please my husband a few ways.” She winks and kisses my jaw, nipping the flesh as she pulls back.

      “I’ll call the pilot.” As I reach for the phone in my jacket pocket, Megan strides towards the washroom, allowing her dress to slide to the floor as she goes.

      “Jordan?” I gaze up at her as the phone starts ringing. “We’re having a little girl.” With a giggle at what I’m sure is my shocked expression she’s gone.

      A girl.

      That means there will be boys.

      Lots of boys, because if she’s anything like her mother, they’ll be all over her.

      Fuck.

      “Hello? Mr. Maxwell is that you?” My pilot calls a few times before his voice registers.

      “Cancel the flight, we’re staying home.”

      “Yes sir.”

      “Also, tell Dodge and Trainor we need more security.”

      “Sir?”

      “She’s having a girl. There will be boys. Lots and lots of boys.”

      “Congratulations sir!”

      “Jordan!” Megan calls and I hang up, wandering over to where I hear water running and walk in to see my sweet wife soaking in a tub full of bubbles, smelling like roses.

      “A girl.” I repeat again. She nods. “I’m getting more security.”

      Megan laughs, making her nipples peak through the water and I suddenly forget about everything else but my naked and wet wife.

      The woman who gave me everything.

      Love, children, life.

      Because of her, I have the world.

      

      
        
        Happily, baby after.
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        Hey ya’ll, so I thought this would be a fun addition. I love finding new recipes and while I was writing Mr. & Mrs., I wanted to include something Tahitian other than location. The obvious answer is of course FOOD!

        Were you enticed by the meal served to Jordan and Megan on the cruise? I was! I even made it! Now you can absolutely mix and match your own flavors to this recipe, but I followed it… for the most part!

      

      

      

      Sweet Tahitian Chicken

      Ingredients:

      •1 Tablespoon vegetable oil

      •2 cloves garlic, minced

      •1 Tablespoon minced fresh ginger

      •1/2 cup Kikkoman Less Sodium Soy Sauce

      •one (20 oz.) can Dole Pineapple Chunks in Pineapple Juice

      •1 Tablespoon brown sugar

      •2 Tablespoons dried onion flakes

      •1/2 teaspoon Kikkoman Sriracha Sauce

      •1/2 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

      •1 Tablespoon cornstarch

      •1 Tablespoon water

      •1 3/4 pounds skinless, boneless chicken breasts

      •1 Tablespoon sesame seeds (optional) (We omitted this ingredient)

      •2 Tablespoons sliced green onions (optional)

      I also added a few extra veggies like sweet bell peppers. (My older kids devoured this meal!)

      

      Instructions:

      1Pre heat the oven to 350 degrees.

      2In a small bowl, combine the cornstarch and water. Stir until the cornstarch is completely dissolved. Set aside.

      3In a medium saucepan, heat the oil over medium high heat. Add the garlic and ginger and cook for 2 minutes, stirring constantly.

      4Add the soy sauce, pineapple chunks with their juice, brown sugar, onion flakes, sriracha sauce and Worcestershire sauce. Bring mixture to a boil Reduce heat to low and add the cornstarch and water mixture. Stir. Cook for 2 minutes until the sauce thickens.

      5Arrange the chicken breasts in a 7 x 11 baking dish. Pour the sauce over and place in a 350-degree oven. Bake for 30 minutes or until chicken reaches an internal temperature of 165 degrees.

      6Serve over Minute Rice and garnish with sesame seeds and green onions.

      

      Banana Po’e

      (This was delicious!)

      INGREDIENTS:

      * butter or coconut oil, for greasing pan

      * about 7-8 ripe bananas, peeled and cut into chunks

      * 1/2 cup brown sugar (could also use palm sugar), plus extra for sprinkling

      * 1 cup cornstarch, sifted

      * seeds scraped from 1 Tahitian vanilla bean

      * 1 teaspoon vanilla extract

      * 1 can full fat coconut milk, unshaken and refrigerated for 2-3 hours

      

      DIRECTIONS:

      Preheat oven to 375 and butter or grease a 2-quart baking dish

      Place the banana in a blender or food processor and process until smooth. You should have four cups of banana puree. Pour into a large bowl and add the brown sugar, cornstarch, vanilla bean seeds, and vanilla extract. Mix until smooth. Pour mixture into the prepared baking dish and bake until firm/set.

      Remove from oven and let cool to room temperature. Place in the refrigerator for 2-3 hours, or until thoroughly chilled. Cut into cubes and place in a bowl. Remove the top from the coconut milk. Spoon the cream, which should have risen to the top, over the cubes of banana po'e. Sprinkle with a little extra brown sugar and serve.

      

      Firi Firi

      (The donut/twinkie things they had for dessert. Sooooooooo good. Like addictively so.)

      Ingredients:

      • 4/5 cups all-purpose flour

      • ½ cup sugar, plus more to coat

      •1 pinch salt

      •2.5 tsp dry yeast

      •1/3 cup water, lukewarm

      •6.75 oz. coconut milk

      •Vegetable oil for deep frying

      

      Instructions:

      1Dissolve the yeast in the lukewarm water. Add 1 tbsp of the sugar, mix well and leave the yeast aside to activate until frothy.

      2Put all the ingredients (including the frothy yeast) in the bowl of an electric mixer fitted with the whisk attachment and whisk well. You need to obtain a thick and smooth batter. (You can also do this by hand)

      3Cover the bowl and leave it in a warm place to rise for 3 hours.

      4Put the batter into a piping bag and cut a 5 cm – 2-inch hole (or use a 5 cm – 2-inch round tip).

      5Heat the vegetable oil until it reaches 170°C – 340°F.

      6Pipe the batter into the hot oil cutting out pieces of approximately 13 cm – 5 inches in length.

      7Fry them on both sides until golden brown (they need to be more brown than golden!).

      8Put them on a plate covered with kitchen paper to drain the excess oil, then roll them in granulated sugar and serve!

      

      Notes

      Make sure the oil is at 170°C – 340°F. If the temperature is lower your Firi Firi will become soggy and if it is higher, they will burn and will not cook inside!

      

      If you decide to try any of these recipes post pictures in my reader group KL’s Fighters and tell us how it all turned out!!
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