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      What do you do when a wolf is chasing you? Your first instinct is to run, but this isn’t your typical wolf. It’s my husband.  I’ll have to do more than run but don’t worry, I have a few tricks up my sleeve. I’ll need them, because it’s clear he has some of his own. How else does someone end up married and never remember saying I do?

      

      When I got my twin sister to pretend to be me, I thought I got a head start on the running part. I should have known that my new husband Victor Wolf wouldn’t be far behind. Maybe some part of me did know.

      

      I’m afraid all I’ve done in trying to get away from him is whet his appetite for me more. . . And maybe this time, I want him to catch me.

    

  


  
    
      “Friendship is the only cement that will ever hold the world together.” – Woodrow T. Wilson
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      Victor

      

      My finger slides across my wedding band, enjoying the weight and feel of it on my finger. It’s something I thought I’d never want but now can’t seem to imagine being without. I am unable to stop touching it. I shouldn't be shocked. I am obsessive by nature. It is how I’ve come so far in life so quickly. If I want something, I go for it. Many have said that I live up to my last name.

      This is a first for me. I’ve never hunted a woman before. I’ve been too busy building my empire to worry about the opposite sex. None had ever sparked my interest. That was until Mackenzie waltzed into my life and tried to waltz right back out. She struck a match, tossed it and lit a fire inside of me that I didn’t know existed.

      One that now eternally burns for her and only her. She thinks she’s clever. She might be but they don’t call me by my last name in business for no reason. I’ve needed every advantage I could get when it came to her. She’s going to make me work for it and I am more than willing to put in the work; I’ve already been doing it for a month. Each step she takes to try to dodge me only makes me hungrier for her. The more she ignores me, the greedier I am for her attention.

      I pull my phone out of my pocket, stepping onto the elevator. My gaze meets Madison’s, who still looks a little startled from our quick meeting. Her eyes are wide and confused as the elevator doors close. I have no idea what my Mackenzie is up to. Her twin sister sits at her desk pretending to be her while she’s somewhere without me. Unbeknownst to her, it won’t be for long.

      I should have known she’d do something like this. I push the button for the bottom floor, willing the elevator to go faster as I hit the call button on my phone.

      “She’s not here,” I bark into my phone when Jackson answers the call.

      “I followed her there this morning.” Jackson sounds confused. This is a first for him. I run my hand down my face. I was stupid. I really should have seen her doing something like this. The woman is crafty and probably got a thrill out of giving me the slip.

      “It was her sister,” I inform him.

      “Her sister? But-”

      “Twins,” I mutter. I’m told they are identical. I don’t see it. I don’t understand why people can’t tell the difference between them. I knew the second I stepped off the elevator that it wasn't my Mackenzie sitting at her desk this morning. She actually switched places with her sister and didn't think I’d notice. Ludicrous. It’s more likely that my little wife knew exactly what she was doing. She probably thinks she’s driving me crazy but the only thing she’s doing is making me want her more.

      “Find her.” I end the call as I make my way out of the building. I message Colt, letting him know that I have an emergency and need to reschedule our meeting. My driver hops out of the car. “In,” I bark at him, getting my own door. “Airport,” I fire next as he pulls away from the curb without asking a million questions.

      Where did she go? Did she really think I couldn't track her down? That I wouldn't pull every string I could to find her? I know Jackson is scrambling now to get me every single detail he can about her whereabouts. I know without a doubt that he’ll find her. That’s why I didn't hesitate to head to the airport.

      I message my pilot to have my private jet ready to go. There is not a place on earth my little wife could go that I wouldn't find her. She can run but she can't hide. This isn't about her not wanting me, it's about her not wanting to give me the control I demand. She thinks I want to rule her life but that’s the furthest thing from the truth.

      It’s her heart I want to rule.
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      Mackenzie

      

      Sitting on the beach with nothing to do isn't all it's cracked up to be. Some people might find this fun and relaxing, but to me it seems as though it’s a waste of time. I lift up my pineapple drink that is supposed to make me relax more and take a sip of it, trying not to think of the mess I’ll have to deal with when I eventually go back home. Maybe I should stay here forever. That would solve everything. I sigh, knowing that I’d miss my twin sister, Madison, too much.

      “Can I get you anything else?” I look up at Nick, who is standing next to my cabana.

      “Do people just lie here all day?” I might be doing this beach thing all wrong. That has to be it.

      “Generally.” He turns to look behind him. “Are you meeting people?”

      “No.” I shake my head. He turns back, looking as though he feels bad for me. I am on vacation alone. I wrack my brain trying to think of someone else that I could’ve brought with me. The only person I come up with is my sister. Why is it only now dawning on me that I don’t have any friends? “Nachos. I’ll take some nachos,” I blurt out, wanting to get the sad look he has for me off his face. Plus, food makes everything better.

      “Coming up.” He turns, heading back up toward the resort. I huff, falling back into my seat. Giving Victor the slip wasn't as fun as I thought it would be. Not when I didn't get to see him all pissed about it. I really am too good at this.

      He’ll never find me unless I want him to. I didn't think about missing out on his realization when I came up with my plan. I’m usually a very detail oriented person, but for whatever reason when the Wolf is around, I can’t seem to think straight.

      He may think he’s the alpha in this pack but he’s got it all wrong. I would have paid a million dollars to see that cocky smirk of his slip from his face when he realized he couldn't control everything. That I wasn't a thing. That I do what I want when I want to.

      I clench my thighs together, thinking about him barking one of his orders at me. I hate how my body responds to him. It did even before I’d ever seen his face. Victor and I had words a few times on the phone. I’d hung up on him when he was a dick. He’d showed up at the office. Now he won’t stop showing up. I already have one asshole in my professional life; I don’t need one in my private life, too.

      The man is barbaric. I purse my lips, thinking about what he did. He’s gone too far this time. I take a deep breath, trying to get my emotions under control.

      “I’m calm,” I remind myself. Only he makes me like this. I’m always calm. Except when it comes to him. Married. How the hell am I married to him? It doesn’t matter. I have a lawyer working on that. I’ll stay away until it’s all handled. Problem solved. I didn't believe it when Victor emailed me the marriage certificate. Until I saw my signature on it.

      I stared at it for five minutes thinking it couldn't be real. I had Karen in legal at the office check. It was real. Filed with the city and all.

      I must have signed it by mistake. I sign so many things in a day. He must have slipped it into something. I don’t know how he did it but he did. That’s fine. I’ll just undo it. I can be patient and wait until they deem me single again. My only hope is that I don’t die from boredom.

      “Nachos.” I jump.

      Nick sets the cheese-covered goodness down onto the table. “Sorry.”

      “Thank you.” Now I am jumpy too. I give him a smile.

      “I get off in an hour if you want me to join you?” Nick returns the smile. Oh, no. I gave him the wrong idea. I look up at Nick. He’s handsome. In that boy next door kind of way with his sandy blond hair and green eyes. He does nothing for me. My body is broken. It only craves assholes. One asshole, to be precise.

      “You better tell the man that you’re married.” I jerk my head to the right to see Victor standing there in his suit. His eyes are trained on me.

      “This is a beach. Not a boardroom,” I say tartly as I try to get my racing heart under control. He found me. How in the hell did he find me? And dear God does he look good.

      I didn't even travel using my real ID. I stole my sister’s passport. Completely illegal but a girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do. More so when you’re running from the likes of a Wolf. The Wolf men are not to be messed with. The family name carries a ton of weight. Victor’s being the heaviest. I’m guessing Victor didn't use the most legal of ways to find me either.

      “Married?” Nick asks. My glare goes over to Victor. My eyes catch the sight of a ring on his finger. I snap my head away so he can’t see my reaction. Is he really wearing a freaking ring?

      “Yes, married,” Victor barks at the poor guy. I don’t have to look to know he’s sending him running back toward the hotel.

      “I’m not married.” I pull my sunglasses down from on top of my head to shield my eyes. I watch as Victor takes off his suit jacket. He drops it right over me.

      “You’re naked.”

      I grab the coat, tossing it into the sand. I’m sure it cost thousands if it is anything like my own boss’.

      “Clear it.”

      I lean up to see who the hell he’s talking to. Behind us I see Jackson, in his normal all black getup with a couple other men and one woman. They are all dressed the same. They nod at his order, breaking off to do as he commands.

      “You don’t own the beach,” I remind him as he rolls up the sleeves of his button-up shirt, showing off his tattoos. My eyes trace over them. I think he knows I’m curious about them. He is always baiting me. My fingers itch to reach out and trace one.

      “I can own this beach if I want to.” He sits down next to me. I try to ignore him but it’s impossible. I find myself already leaning toward him. This is why I left the city. He has this weird power over me. I let out a small scream of surprise when he grabs me.

      He lifts me up, setting me into his lap. I don’t fight him. My body melts into his. I’ll just have to get away later. There is no running when he is this close. My body won't let me. My mouth might.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      Victor

      

      I fight a smile as her little body sinks into mine. Her body is the one thing that has never tried to get away from me. It craves me as much as I do her. It is the other parts of her that I am still trying to win over.

      She lets herself get inside her head too much. I notice when I give her too much wiggle room she slips away. It’s better when I’m close. It’s a lesson I’ve quickly learned. I won't give her a chance to slip away again. You’d think being married to her would have sealed that deal, but not with my little wife. It’s going to take a lot more to tame her.

      “I don’t recall signing a prenup. Wouldn't that mean I’d own this beach, too?” She tilts her chin up in defiance.

      “Consider it a wedding present from your husband.” My lips twitch, unable to help the smirk. She glares at me, her dark eyes meeting mine. Those eyes tell me all I need to know. She can throw all those smartass comments at me, but her eyes tell me the truth.

      “Oh. So was a prenup another thing you tricked me into signing?”

      “No. There is no prenup,” I reassure her. I don’t know what she’s doing. Maybe trying to anger me? To get me to tell her how I managed to get us married? I could get her to do almost anything when I touch her.

      A few touches and she forgets what she’s doing. I think it’s why she doesn't care much for me. Losing control isn't something my wife enjoys. But I’m going to show her how good it can be. With me it will be nothing but pleasure. She can let all those walls down for once in her life and let someone else take the reins. She may think she doesn't want me to, but I know her better than she’ll admit.

      My hand drifts to the ties on the side of her bikini. There isn't much to it. She looks sexy as fuck in it, but she is for my eyes only. I’m going to have to track that Nick asshole down later and carve his fucking eyes out.

      “It doesn't matter. I’m getting this annulled.” This time it’s her that smirks. I’m sure she is working hard at that.

      “I’ll never agree to an annulment or divorce. Don’t waste your time. Wife is a title you’ll be keeping.”

      “I’m not your wife.”

      My fingers dig into her lush hips. I pull her deeper into me. “You are and always will be my wife.” I lean forward. She doesn't turn away as my mouth brushes against hers. “I’ll kill anyone else that tries to have you,” I vow.

      She sucks in a breath. Her pupils dilate. She calls me an asshole but I know it turns her on. I am one. I only give her that side of me when she wants it. And right now, I can tell she’s asking for it.

      “I just want my annulment.”

      I pull back. Her mouth parts. Her tongue peeks out, licking her lips. She wants a kiss.

      “You’re not getting one. Ask for something else.” I’d give her almost anything in this world. But what she’s asking for is the one thing I would not.

      “You tricked me.”

      “I’ll lie.”

      “I have no doubt.” I shrug, not giving a shit. I’ve done worse things. “You have no grounds for an annulment.”

      She smirks. “We didn't consummate our marriage.”

      She has me on that one. My hard cock jerks inside my slacks, begging me to consummate our marriage right here and now on the beach, not caring who sees. But I won't do that because I care. Lucky for me I don’t think with my dick.

      “No proof of that either.” I pull on the string of her bikini. I regret it instantly. I look around to make sure no one is watching. That the beach has been cleared. It looks like Jackson is making up for his earlier slip. I don’t see a soul in sight.

      “I’m a virgin. I can prove that. Try again.”

      I flip her over. She lets out a small adorable scream of surprise as I pin her to the cabana day bed.

      “You’re playing with fire.” I lean down, my tongue taking a long lick of her sun-kissed skin. She’s as sweet as I imagined she’d be.

      “What are you doing?” Her voice comes out breathy. Her fingers dig into my shirt as she lifts her hips, her pussy trying to find the friction it needs against me.

      I give her neck a small bite, unable to help myself. She lets out a moan, her body jerking under mine. I kiss the spot.

      “You want me to fix that for you? Make you feel good?” I ask her.

      Her mouth parts more as her hips rise again. It takes everything in me to do it but I rise with her so she can’t find what she’s looking for. No, I’m not going to give it to her. She isn’t finding it on her own. When she submits, then I’ll give her all the pleasure she can handle, but until then, we wait.

      “Victor.” She whimpers my name.

      “Ask me to make you come and I will.”

      “Make me come.” She barely gets the words out of her mouth and I’m on her. My mouth covers hers in a deep kiss. My tongue pushes into her mouth, demanding entrance. She opens for me as I take her. Her fingers dig into my hair. Her little moans leave her mouth, making their way into mine.

      I taste each one of them as I slip my hand between us. My fingers pull her bikini bottoms over as I part her legs wide while positioning my body above her. I groan when I feel the slickness between her gorgeous thighs.

      “Are you always this wet when I’m around?” I part her slit, finding her clit hard and begging for my attention. I want to draw this out. I have to remind myself this won’t be the last time I make her come. She’s my wife. I’ll have her over and over again for the rest of my life. Right now her body is wound tight and she needs the release that only I can give her. I want to show her that I’ll always have what she needs. She only has to let me give it to her.

      “Victor.” She moans my name again, not answering my question. I pull my hand away and smack her pussy. This time she cries out my name in pleasure.

      “Answer me, wife.”

      “Yes!” she snips, making me smile.

      “No wonder you’re always in a terrible mood. This little pussy has been neglected and needs my attention. Remember, wife, you only have to ask,” I tell her. “I’d set you on top of your desk and eat your cunt until I fixed the ache. Take the throb away and lick the wetness from your thighs.”

      “Victor.”  Hearing her say my name never gets old. Hearing it filled with desire is killing me. My cock leaks cum into my pants.

      “I’ve got you,” I tell her, my fingers circling her clit. My mouth falls back on to hers as I make her come. She bites my bottom lip, her teeth digging into me as her body jerks, her orgasm taking hold of her. I can’t stop my own. I groan as I come into my pants, not giving a fuck. I close my eyes, trying to keep control of myself. This woman has no idea how much she owns me. She thinks I’m calling the shots. That I’m the one in control.

      Little does she know. She has it all.
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      Mackenzie

      

      I try and catch my breath. I let go of Victor’s lip, not realizing that I’d bitten him. I lick my lips as he pulls back to look down at me. God, he is so handsome. He is everything I try to stay away from. Yet, here I am, married to him. Clinging to him as if my life depends on it. I reluctantly make myself drop my hands away from him.

      “That was-”

      “Only the beginning.” He cuts me off as he sits up. I watch as his hands do quick work tying my bikini bottoms faster than I usually do and making sure my swimsuit is as it should be. I can’t believe I just did that. My eyes trace over him. I can’t believe I want to do it again. “Get out of that head of yours.”

      I sit up, rolling my eyes at him. “I can’t get out of my own head.”

      He grabs me. I don’t fight him as he puts me next to him, tucking me right into his side.

      “You can.” His hand drifts up and down my arm. My head rests partly on his chest. “You need to relax.”

      “That’s what I was doing before you got here,” I huff. I turn my head to smell his shirt, unable to help myself.

      “No you weren’t.” How does he know what I was doing? “Relax,” he says again. My eyes drift closed. My body is still humming from the orgasm he gave me. For a moment I wonder why I continue fighting this at all. My body actually relaxes into his.

      I jerk a moment later with my eyes flying open. I sit up. The sun is setting but what’s more surprising is that I’m all over Victor. I’m not just talking about my arm or head resting on him. I’m on top of him, spread out with every part of me touching him.

      “I took a nap?”

      Victor adjusts my bikini top, righting it for me. “You were out for an hour or so.” His fingers slide across my skin. I lick my lips. My whole body starts to heat. My hips move on their own. I’m straddling him. I must have done it in my sleep.

      “I don’t nap.” I rest my hands on his chest, letting my fingers play with the buttons of his shirt. I suddenly feel shy. There is no hiding that my body wants him. When I move again I rub against his hard cock. His hands grab my hips, stopping me.

      “You’ve got to stop that. I can only take so much. I only have so much self-control.”

      My whole face heats. Was I humping him in my sleep? I drop down onto him, burying my face into his neck. His hands run up my back. The thought of staying like this forever quickly crosses my mind before I shut it out.

      “Nothing to be shy over but if you want to hide in my shoulder I won’t stop you.” His hands keep moving as I relax into him yet again.

      “I’m not hiding,” I lie.

      “Cuddling?” he offers.

      A snort comes from me. I close my eyes, not believing I just made that sound. Victor’s giant body shakes with silent laughter.

      “You cuddle? You don’t seem like a cuddler.”

      “I didn't know I was a lot of things before you, Mackenzie.”  I go quiet, not sure what to do with that bit of information. To be honest, I'm also not sure what to do with Victor at all. I’ve been running from him. Now he’s gone and caught me. Not only did he catch me, he tried to tie me to him forever. To be honest, I’m not sure what my next move should be. My mind tells me to keep running, but my body is trying to convince me otherwise.

      “What are we doing?” I make myself push up from his chest. If I don’t, I’m going to pass back out. He is entirely too comfortable. Why does my body have to want him so much?

      “I’m going to take you to dinner. You haven't eaten much.” My plate of nachos sits untouched still next to the cabana. I’m sure Nick is off hiding somewhere from Victor. Good luck with that. If he wants to find you, he will. Still, it gives me a thrill that when I run, Victor chases. I like that I can draw that wolf out of him.

      “I’ll need to change.” I sigh, looking down at my bathing suit that I really didn't use today.

      “I won’t have to throw you over my shoulder and demand you eat?” he teases me.

      “Not when it comes to food.” I crawl off his lap to stand. He grabs his suit jacket, shaking the sand out of it before draping it over me like a robe.

      “You’re ridiculous. No one is trying to look at me.” I step around him to head back to my room. He reaches down, snagging my bag that I almost forgot and my phone, tossing it inside. I am always a mess around him. No wonder I signed something without noticing it.

      “Everyone looks at you. Even when you try and put up that icy wall. You’re unmissable.” He wraps an arm around me, guiding me to where we’re going.

      “My room is that way.” I point, knowing he’s not going to let me go.

      “I had your things moved.”

      Of course he did.

      “You’re very controlling.” I step onto the elevator with him. He hits the button for the top floor as he slides his key over the censor.

      “You like it.”

      I look down at my fingers that I have tangled together. “No, I don’t,” I mumble while his words bounce around in my head. My parents were controlling and overbearing. To the point that my sister and I had to leave when we turned eighteen. It has been her and me since then. We are twins but I have always been the more responsible one of the two of us. She looks at the world with rose-colored glasses. It is one of the things I love about my sister and wish I had some of myself. It is something my boss needs in his life. Maybe that would help him finally get that stick out of his ass.

      “You do.”

      I peek up at Victor. When our parents realized they couldn’t control us anymore they wanted nothing to do with us. It was their way or the highway. Would Victor be the same? If I don’t turn into what he wants would he be gone soon, too?

      I push and he only pushes back. I run and he chases.

      “Relax, wife. I only want to take care of you.” He leans down, brushing his mouth against the top of my head. I close my eyes, enjoying his touch. His words are soothing. I like them more than I should. I can’t remember the last time someone took care of me.

      Maybe this is what I need. Could I have a taste of Victor and sate the need inside of both of us? My eyes open to look into his. His eyes are always watching me. What if I give him what he wants and then he decides to stop chasing me? Would I be able to let him go once I got a piece of him? The thought of me not having control over this leaves me feeling unsettled. It’s something I’ve always made sure I had when it came to my life and Victor is making me question everything.

      Isn’t that what I want? I swallow, not sure what I want. I can never think straight when he’s near. My mind is tempting me to play with the wolf. At least for a little while. I know the pleasure he could give me.

      “I’ll get ready.” The door of the elevator slides open into the penthouse of the hotel resort. I turn and lift my shoulders to let his coat fall. It doesn't hit the floor. He catches it before it does as I step off the elevator. I don’t have to look over my shoulder to know he’s watching me as I walk down the hallway to get ready. I sway my hips a little more, knowing I have his attention.

      He’s always watching. It’s in his nature. Unable to help myself, I peek over my shoulder to look back at him as he steps off himself. I should play his game. The wolf would stop chasing if there was nothing to chase.
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      Victor

      

      “Are you sure you’re not cold?” I ask Mackenzie. She looks up from her menu, a wicked smile pulling at her lips. Something has changed and I don’t mean her clothing. She’s been different since she came back out from getting ready. She’s now the one touching me. I’m not sure what she has up her sleeve but I know her better than she thinks I do. Whatever game she’s playing I’ll welcome, as long as it gets her to spend time with me and let me in.

      She’s saving me valuable time with not having to hunt her down. I don’t know what has changed but I rather enjoy her being the one to reach for me. I could grow used to this. Not that I mind having to hunt her down either. I’ll take whatever I can get when it comes to her.

      “I promise if I get cold that you’ll be the first to know.” She picks up her water and takes a sip. I wonder where she even got the dress from. It’s like nothing I’ve ever seen before. She’s always in her buttoned-up tops and skirts for work. Everything pressed and ironed within an inch of its life. She never has even a hair out of place.

      This dress is different. It’s a soft petal pink that shows off all of her beautiful sun-kissed skin. I find myself jealous of the fucking sun. It flows all around her like her hair that she’s let down for the night. I want my love to be the thing that surrounds her the most. I glance around the room, taking note of a few people looking our way.

      “You really think Colt isn't going to realize it’s your sister and not you at work?” I ask her, trying to distract my mind. I don’t want to think about other men looking at her. I’m having problems of my own keeping my hands to myself. I know if I start touching her that I won’t be able to stop.

      “What’s he going to do? Fire me?” She lets out a small laugh. I’ve watched Colt around Mackenzie. I never once noticed his eyes lingering too long. Oftentimes he didn't even notice she was in the room unless she was giving him a hard time. I’ll never understand how he could ignore her. She’s the only thing that matters once she steps into a room.. She demands attention without even realizing it. But Colt not noticing her works better for me. Otherwise, I don't know how the hell I would deal with her going to work every day.

      “You don’t think he’ll fire you?” I realize that I don’t have anyone on my staff that I wouldn't fire. That said, I would have never hired Mackenzie.

      “You make yourself irreplaceable. They may say everyone is replaceable but I’d be glad to sit with a bucket of popcorn and watch Colt try to do without me. I’ll be nice and say he’d last a day.”

      She shrugs, going back to looking at the menu. I can tell by the way that her eyes are moving over it that she’s having an internal struggle about what she should order.

      “You are irreplaceable.” I couldn't argue with her there.

      “Besides. I think he’s going to fall for my sister.” She looks back up at me. “I think they’ll actually fit.”

      “Don’t you call him an asshole?”

      “This is going to un-asshole him. No one can be mean to Madison. He’s going to fall right into her sweetness.” She smiles, looking proud of herself. “Plus, I think he’ll be good for her. Somehow, I know he’ll be good to her. That he’ll take care of her.”

      “Then you won’t have to take care of her?” I poke. Trying to peel back more layers of my wife.

      She licks her lips, setting the menu down onto the table. “She’s my sister. I’ll always look after her.”

      I reach out, unable to help myself, tucking a piece of her hair behind her ear. “I know you will. It’s who you are,” I agree. “I think we all need someone to take care of us.”

      She fidgets in her seat. That is and always will be what I intend to do for her. She is the most important thing in my life. I only need her to realize it.

      “I can take care of myself.” She looks away from me. “I think you take care of yourself as well, Victor.”

      “I do,” I agree. “I also find I might enjoy it if you took care of me.” I snag her hands, intertwining our fingers. I was trying to not touch her but I really have no control. “I rather enjoyed taking care of you earlier.” I smile. She raises her eyes back to meet mine, causing our eyes to lock. Her mouth parts. Her fingers tighten against mine.

      “Can I start you off with one of our specialty cocktails?” The server interrupts us. I sigh as Mackenzie closes her mouth.

      “Champagne,” I respond. “We are, after all, celebrating.” I lift Mackenzie’s hand, kissing it. “My wife will have the ribeye cooked medium. I’ll take the special you mentioned when we sat.”

      “How do you know I want the ribeye?”

      “You always get the ribeye.” I smile at her. “It’s the sides you struggle with. Bring us one of each.”

      “Right away.” The man grabs the menus before taking back off.

      “You think you know me? I’m guessing you had one of those files put together on me.” She doesn't sound mad about it. I’m guessing she’s had to have made a few over the years working for Colt. It is standard practice to dig into people before you go into business with them.

      “Of course I did.” That at least gets me a laugh from her. I’d gotten every bit of information I could on her. I was a starving man. I would take anything I could get. She’s had me on the hunt for a while. I needed something to keep me busy. Why not brush up on her while I waited? “The question is, did you have one pulled on me?”

      “Maybe.” She shrugs as the server sets down a glass of champagne for her. She picks it up and chugs the whole thing down. She is nervous. Why? Yes, something has definitely changed. “You want to tell me why you’re wearing a ring?”

      “Bring her another, please,” I tell the server. “I’m a married man. Why wouldn't I wear a ring? I’m guessing I can’t get you to wear one?” I offer.

      “Depends. I’d have to see it.” I reach into my pocket, pulling out the ring that I handpicked for her, having already ditched the box earlier. Her eyes go wide as she stares at it.

      “You really got me a ring?”

      I don’t know why she’s so surprised about this. I want my mark on her just as I wear hers on me. She may not have put it there necessarily but I have faith that one day she will. A ring is my first step in marking her. Sliding my cock into her virgin cunt and spilling my seed deep inside her, letting her body know that it belongs to me and only me, is the next.

      “Give me your hand.”

      She holds out her hand for me. Now I’m the one who’s surprised as she lets me slip the ring right on to her finger where it belongs. Something settles within me with that tiny action, knowing she’s agreed to be mine, for now.
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      Mackenzie

      

      I stare at the ring, unable to take my eyes away from it since Victor put it on my hand. I shouldn't have let him do it but I found myself holding my hand out. Baiting him to put a ring on my finger without a challenge. One I knew I was going to lose but yet I did it anyway.

      “Are you not hungry?” I snap my eyes up from the ring to look at Victor. “I thought you’d like the mac and cheese.” He lifts a bite of it to my mouth. I part my lips, letting him feed me. I can’t taste anything. I was starving when we came down here, but now all I can think about is the ring on my finger. It makes this marriage all the more real. As soon as that ring slid on to my finger, Victor seemed to relax.

      “I guess I’m not as hungry as I thought.”

      “Relax, Mackenzie,” he tells me again. I feel my body follow his command as I sink back into my chair. I have to fight myself from asking him why he’s suddenly calling me Mackenzie. It’s been wife since he got here. Was it the ring that I’d so easily let him put on my finger? I told myself if I stopped running, he’d stop chasing me. Is that happening already? Why do I feel a bit of disappointment? It's what I wanted, but now I’m not so sure. So many things are racing through my mind.

      “There you go again. Going back into that head of yours.” He reaches up, his hand brushing my cheek. “I’ve got you. Trust me. I would never hurt you.” I look back down to my plate, lifting a bite of steak to my mouth, not wanting to tell Victor what I’m thinking. The man already knows too much about me. I often think he can read my mind.

      “I’ll get you to trust me. I just need time. I know trust isn't something someone can demand.” He brings another bite of food to my mouth. This time it’s mashed potatoes. “Which is better?”

      “The mac and cheese,” I answer.

      “You do love your pasta.” He takes a bite for himself. “Tell me about college,” he asks as we both start to eat again.

      “You don’t know?” That would have been in the folder he had on me.

      “I know that you finished early. Lived with your sister while you attended. I couldn't find much of a social life. You don’t even have one social media account.”

      “And you do?”

      “No. I’m not real social.”

      “Except with me.” I laugh. He isn't. Whenever I see him out, he always stays in the background, his arms folded over his chest. He speaks when he has something he wants to say. He gives nothing else. Except to me. He is always seeking me out. Finding his way over to me to get me to talk to him. Sometimes I think he only tries to do business with my boss so that I will have to engage with him. He knows in that situation that I’ll have no choice. That I always maintain my professionalism at work.

      “Except with you,” he agrees.

      “I work. I’ve come far for my age.”

      “You are very driven,” he agrees. He looks proud of me. I swallow, trying to hold back the rush of emotions that he makes me feel. God, he always makes me feel so much. It’s overwhelming. No one has ever evoked these feelings from me before.

      “I had to be.”

      “You don’t have to do anything. We make our choices.”

      I bark out a loud laugh. “Oh, like I chose to get married?”

      “How many things have you signed without looking? I find this very out of character for you.” He picks up his champagne glass and takes a sip. My body feels warm from the few glasses I’ve had already. At least I think it’s the champagne. It could be Victor.

      “I don’t think any.” I am still surprised that I did that, but I saw the marriage certificate. It is my signature. I couldn't even deny it.

      “You think this was a mistake?”

      “You think I knew I signed it?” I look down at the ring. The weight feels good on my finger. Too good. I am enjoying it.

      “You like your ring?” He asks a question of his own.

      “I think I’ll keep it along with my new beach.” I smile, picking up my own drink and downing the rest.

      “Is there anything else I can get you?” He smiles over at me, waiting to jump and get whatever I ask for. My stomach tightens. He really would do just about anything for me if I asked. I tilt my head to study him. Asking people for things is not really a strong point for me.

      Victor is a very powerful man. And here he is waiting for me to issue a command. How can he be both controlling and want to please me at the same time? I am never going to understand this man.

      “I want to go back to our room.” He pushes back from his chair, holding his hand out for me to take. I slip mine into his as he pulls me to my feet.

      “No dessert?”

      “I had something else in mind.”

      His hold on me tightens. I rest my other hand on his chest. The light overhead catches my wedding ring, making it sparkle. There’s not a single flaw in the giant stone. I don’t want to know how much something like this even cost. I’ll never make that much money in my life. He wraps his arm around me, pulling me tightly into him.

      “Do you want me to make you come again?”

      My breath hitches. I can feel my whole face warm. The buzz I was feeling goes straight between my thighs, turning into a throb.

      “Yes.” My fingers dig into his shirt.

      “I like when you touch me.”

      I let go of his shirt, running my hand up his chest. I told myself when I got ready for dinner that I was going to enjoy this night. That I was going to stop running from Victor. I would give in to what we both want. For now. That I could clean up the pieces tomorrow.

      He might stop chasing me. Then I can go back to my normal life. All these feelings will go away. I only have them when he’s near. We can sate this need. Then I’ll go back to being in control of my own life again.

      “I like when you call me wife,” I admit, licking my lips.

      “We’re leaving.” His hands wrap around my wrist as he pulls me from the restaurant.

      “You’re lucky I’m good in heels.” His one step takes me at least two in order to keep up as he strides down the hallway to the elevators. I let out a small scream when he turns, picking me up. My feet leave the ground as my arms wrap around his neck.

      “Button,” Victor barks. Jackson appears out of thin air, hitting the elevator button. The doors slide open for us. “No calls,” he tells him. Jackson scans a key for our room before hopping back off the elevator.

      “You’re bossy,” I tell him as the doors slide closed. My whole body is again buzzing with excitement. Maybe I should have given in weeks ago.

      Victor turns, pinning me to the wall of the elevator. I wrap my legs around him.

      “You’re all mine, wife.” I feel my core clench, wanting him inside me. How can I miss a feeling I’ve never had before? My body must know what it needs. “Say you’re mine.”

      “I’m yours.” For tonight at least. I can give us tonight.

      “You are the perfect wife, aren't you?” His hand slips up my neck. He tilts my head back, his eyes roaming over my face. Is that what he was looking for? The perfect wife? I don’t think I’m that. Far from it. He’ll see that soon enough. He’ll realize I’m not so perfect. That he can't control me. He’ll be gone in a heartbeat. I push those thoughts away, not wanting to think about any of that right now. The only thing that I need to focus on is enjoying this moment with him.

      “Let’s see if you’re the perfect husband,” I challenge, knowing that Victor will take the bait. I pray that I’m not biting off more than I can chew.
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      Victor

      

      Perfect was never a word someone has used to describe me before. I’m not sure if I could live up to the word but for her, I’d die trying. I take her mouth in a silent vow of that. If anyone is perfect it’s her. She is pure perfection. She’s also mine from now until forever.

      She kisses me back, her hands finding the collar of my shirt and pulling it tight. Her whole body clings to me. I have no idea why she’s changed her mind. It doesn’t really matter why. Only that she has. She is here and wanting me. I am going to take it. Not all of it yet. I won't do that until I truly know that I have her, but I can have a taste. I can have her screaming my name as her sweet taste coats my mouth.

      I barely hear the sound of the elevator ding. I lift her into my arms, carrying her off. I want her naked in bed with nothing but my ring on her finger. The thought has cum leaking from my cock. How many nights have I lain in my bed stroking my cock to the thought? Every one of them since I first heard her voice.

      “Victor.” She moans my name as she shifts against me, trying to find the friction she needs.

      “You’ll come on my mouth,” I tell her. I should pull her hips away so that she doesn't try and get off before I have her on the bed naked with my mouth between her thighs. Yet I can’t bring myself to do it. She clings to me and I never want her to let go.

      “Hurry then.” She huffs her warm breath against my mouth. She is going to kill me.

      “Let me go,” I tell her. She tenses in my arms. “I want to strip you bare.”

      “Oh.” She licks those plump lips of hers again as she lets her hold around my neck loosen, her legs unlocking behind me. She slides down my body until her heels meet the floor.

      “I’ll buy you another.”

      “Another-” I grab the front of the dress, ripping it down the center. “Holy crap,” she gasps, standing there in shock. I go for her bra next. I know I can’t rip that from her little body. I don’t want to hurt her. She starts to giggle. The sound is not helping my cock. My balls throb with the need to cum. I don’t know how much more I can take. But I know that pleasuring her is my life’s goal.

      “Let me get it.” She laughs more. The sweet sound fills the bedroom of our suite. She reaches behind her, unsnapping the bra. Jesus. What is wrong with me? I can’t even unsnap her bra.

      She has me all kinds of twisted up. I need to get my shit together. I have to make this good for her. I want her begging for my mouth. But first I need to see all of her.

      The bra hits the floor. Her tits bounce, being freed from their restraint. I reach up, cupping her breasts. Their weight is heavy in my hand. My thumbs drag across her pink, hard nipples, causing goose bumps to form on her skin. I’ll have to wait to suck her pert nipples until later. The scent of her arousal is too tempting for me to go another second without a taste.

      “God, you’re beautiful.” I drop to my knees in front of her and bury my face between her thighs. Her panties are in my way. But I don’t give a shit. I suck in a deep breath, breathing in the sweet smell her cunt has produced for me.

      “Victor.” Her hands come to my head. Her fingers dig into my short hair, trying to push me to where she needs me the most.

      “I’ve got you,” I say against her pussy, grabbing the top of her panties and pulling them down. She lifts her feet to step out of them. I put them in my pocket, not trying to hide the fact that I’m stealing them. I don’t care. I lean back, taking her in. All the soft creamy skin waiting for my mouth.

      “Heels.” She looks sexy as fuck in only them but I want her completely naked except for my ring. It’s the only thing she’s going to continue wearing. She braces herself on my shoulders as I help her out of them. I kiss each of her hips before I grab her. She lets out a small scream as I pick her up, tossing her on to the bed. She quickly sits up onto her elbows.

      “Your turn. I want to see the goods under all of those clothes.” Her breathing is heavy as her eyes run over me. I give her what she wants, unbuttoning my shirt first. Her eyes eat up each of my tattoos.

      She licks her lips as her eyes fill with lust. Seeing how she reacts to me only sates a part of me, but I’ll take whatever she gives me. I’m a hungry man and I’ll work for whatever crumb she’ll spare. It only takes me a few seconds to rid myself of all of my clothes.

      I put my knee on the bed, parting her legs. She spreads them wide for me. Her pussy glistens with wetness, her little clit peeking out, begging for attention. My mouth waters, wanting it. To taste her cunt right from the source. I run my hands up her thigh to her pussy. I look up at her. Her eyes are on my cock.

      She is small and I am a very big man. I don't want her to worry that I won't fit inside of her. Hell, I’m not even sure I’ll fit her tight cunt. I don’t care if all I can get is the head of my cock inside of her. I’ll take it. I can give her shallow thrusts while I play with her clit. It would get her off and still allow me to cum inside her. We can take our time. I’ll build her up to take me fully. I don’t care if it takes the rest of my life.

      “Like what you see?” I ask but before she can answer, I slip a finger into her warm cunt. Her pussy clamps around it, her head falling back as she pushes her tits more into the air. Her back arches off the bed, offering them to me. I use my thumb to stroke her clit as I thrust the one finger in and out. Her hips start to move with my finger.

      “Do you like that, wife?”

      “God, yes.” She answers instantly. Her mouth parts. Her lips are swollen from my kisses. She starts to lift her hips off the bed, trying to fuck herself on my finger. I pin her to the bed with my other arm. “Victor.” She whimpers with need. My cock is dripping cum, begging to be inside her.

      “Told you. I got you,” I say. My mouth drops to her pussy. Her sweet taste fills me as I drink her down. I press my cock into the bed, my hips jerking as I rut against it. I eat her sweet pussy as I stroke my finger in and out of her. She comes quickly the first time. I don’t stop. I keep eating her. Drinking down every drop of her I can get as I fuck the mattress, pulling another orgasm from her.

      “Victor.” She cries out my name. I growl against her clit as my own orgasm hits me hard. My balls drawing up tight as I come on the sheets. My vision dances with black spots. Fuck, I’m not even inside her yet.

      I kiss each of her thighs, not wanting to leave this spot, but I know her body can only take so much. I’ll let her rest for a minute before I have another taste. When I look up at her, she has a soft smile on her lips and her eyes are closed. My heart clenches when she reaches for me. I slip up the bed, pulling her into my body. She rests her head on my chest. I grab a blanket, pulling it over us as I play with her hair and listen to the sound of her breathing evening out. She snuggles into me, curling herself around me.

      My wife is finally where she belongs. With me.
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      Mackenzie

      

      As I stand outside my building I wonder if I made the right choice. I am running again. What is wrong with me? Worse, my mind keeps wondering if Victor is going to chase me this time.

      I didn’t run because I wanted him to come after me, but because everything has been too much. Victor had me feeling too many emotions for me to think clearly, so I knew I had to get away from him. I’m not sure I’m ready to face those feelings. Not now, anyway. Maybe he’ll get tired of me running.

      He might be over it. He got some of what he wanted from me and maybe he’ll be on to the next thing. That’s how Victor operates. He sees something he wants and goes for it. Hunts it down until he’s got it and then it’s on to the next project. From what I know, he grows bored quickly. I left him before he could do it to me. I may be his wife, but that's only on paper. One that could easily be disregarded when you have the wealth that Victor does.

      I reach into my purse, finding my keys as I enter the building. I give the doorman a smile before heading for the elevator. I still can’t believe I’d given Victor the slip. He was out cold when I woke up. In his defense, it was four in the morning. He had to be tired. I’d lost count of how many times we’d gone at it.

      You didn't go all the way, my mind screams. No, we didn't. He’s been holding back. At first I’d been scared. The man was giant everywhere. I wasn't sure how we’d fit together. Then when all he did was kiss between my thighs, I started to lose my mind. Over and over he did that until I couldn't take it anymore and passed out. Only to be woken again with his mouth there. I thought he would never get enough but finally sleep took him.

      I step off the elevator when it opens on my sister’s floor. If Victor is going to chase me down I can't just go home. I have to be smart about this. He will either be relieved or pissed when he wakes up and realizes I am no longer there.

      Only time will tell which one of those things is true. I continue walking to my sister’s place. It’s convenient having her live in the same building as me. I know she’s tried to get in touch with me a few times but I purposefully haven't answered her texts and calls. Hopefully my little plan has worked for her and Colt.

      I knock on my sister’s door, wondering if she’s even home. Normally she is but maybe Colt took her back to his place. It would be weird not having my sister so close to me anymore, but this would be good for her. Good for my asshole boss, too. I know they are going to be perfect for each other.

      I think Madison might work some of that asshole out of him. I think about Victor. Oddly, I don’t want his assholeness to go anywhere. I find it charming. Damn it. I knock harder on my sister’s door, not wanting to walk in on her and Colt if they are doing the nasty.

      “Fine. I’ll use my spare key!” I shout through the door.

      “My sister!” I hear Madison hiss. I look behind me, thinking I hear the elevator. Oh shit. Has he found me already? The apartment door finally opens, revealing Colt. I don’t care that it’s him answering it. I dart inside, shutting the door before the elevator can fully open.

      “You’re late for work,” I tell Colt. “Also I need to hide out here.” I walk over to the sofa and drop down. “Ahh, look.” I pick up Colt’s cell phone. “I thought this was connected to you. Seems as though it’s not another appendage after all.” I tease them both so they won’t start fishing about me and where I’ve been.

      “I can go to work whenever I want.” Colt folds his arms over his bare chest. I snort a laugh at Colt trying to level me with a look but without his shirt on. I’m dying.

      “Wait. Why are you hiding here?” Madison asks when she stops laughing with me. Her hair is a wild mess. Her lips are swollen. I wonder if I looked the same when I woke up this morning. More than anything, she looks happy.

      “Why are you sleeping with my boss?” I toss back to get the attention away from me.

      “Does this have anything to do with Victor Wolf?” How the hell does she know that?

      “Never heard of him.” I look down at my nails, trying to play it off.

      “I’m not sure if you set this up to avoid this Wolf guy or because you knew this would happen.” Madison motions between her and Colt.

      “Are you both happy? Are you going to get married?” I think my plan worked for everyone.

      “Yes to both,” Colt answers instantly.

      “Then let's go with the second.” Colt’s phone starts to ring in my hand. “It’s him!” I hit the clear button but see it’s too late that it wasn't Victor after all. Oh well, Colt doesn't need to take any calls right now. He’s busy with my sister. “Oh, you're not going to threaten to fire me? You must be a changed man.” I give Colt a smirk, knowing I’ve won this round.

      “Because that never works?” Colt pulls my sister into his side, and she stares up at him in shock.

      “We’re getting married? You don’t think it’s too soon?” Madison asks him. Nah, Colt always knows what he wants. He never wavers. He’s in or he’s out. It is part of why I like working with him. He can be a cold jerk at times but I always know where he stands on something. If he’s saying he wants to marry my sister he’s not fucking around.

      “Trust me. You two are a perfect match,” I mumble. I’m trying not to cut in too much on their moment.

      “Do you want to wait? We have our whole lives to get to know each other. I don’t want to spend another night without you. I’ve already spent so many alone.” I look at Colt. He’s laying it on extra thick.

      “Ahh. I didn't know he could be so sweet. Plus, I bet he pulled every bit of information on you that he could get. I’m sure he knows lots about you.” I wonder who he got to do the file since I wasn't there. I’m guessing someone in security.

      “You’re fired,” Colt barks at me.

      “You can’t fire me. I’m your sister-in-law.” I inform him of my extra power now.

      “You can’t fire my sister.” My sister agrees with me.

      “She’s not my sister-in-law yet.” He looks down at my sister with a playful smile.

      “Are you blackmailing me?” I wouldn't put it past him. Colt is very by the book but I have a feeling he’d do anything for Madison.

      “I think you know I’ll do whatever it takes to be your husband.” He all but confirms my thoughts.

      “I’ll marry-”

      He cuts her off with a kiss. I swallow hard, my mind drifting to Victor. Why do all thoughts lead to him?

      “Wasn't really asking anyway,” Colt informs my sister.

      “He has control issues.” I shrug. “You don’t have any control issues. You’re both going to be perfect for each other. I just didn't realize that he’d maul you the first day. I should have seen it coming. Colt always goes headfirst into something when he wants it.” I wave my hand at them.

      “Is that a wedding ring?” Madison shouts. Shit. I cover it up with my other hand.

      “This old thing? I’ve had it for years,” I lie.

      “Mackenzie! Is this why you haven’t been responding to my texts and calls?” Madison demands to know.

      “So are we thinking a big wedding or a smaller one?” I change the subject quickly. “I’m guessing small because Colt doesn't like people and you’re an introvert. I’ll start planning.” I hop up from the sofa, heading toward my sister’s office.

      “Is she married?” I hear her say from behind me before I make my getaway, shutting the door behind me. I hope Colt keeps her busy and then I can sneak out of here next. She is going to be all over me about Victor.

      I look down at the ring still on my finger. I can’t bring myself to take it off. I could at least put it on the other hand. I grab it but stop my fingers from pulling off the band. I drop my hand away, unable to pull it off.

      The door to my sister’s office flies open. “We planning my wedding or talking about your wedding?”

      “Planning your wedding.” I hide my hand behind my back.

      “Colt ordered breakfast. We’re going to need it.”
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      Victor

      

      I stroke my cock as the warm water washes over me in the shower. Each stroke brings me closer to the relief I need. Thoughts of my wife swim through my mind. The way she smelled, tasted and moaned my name has me close to coming.

      I rest my hand on the wall as I pick up the pace, remembering the way she came on my tongue and called out my name. I needed this release in order to keep myself calm. I should be pumping every last drop of my cum into my wife’s cunt but she decided to run from me—again.

      I feel my balls pull tight. I’m about to come. I jerk my hand away from my cock, hitting the water over to cool. It does nothing to soothe the desire I have coursing through my veins, but I’m not going to let myself come.

      I know my wife is over there; her little pussy gets wet every time my name runs through her mind and what I could be doing to soothe the very ache I’ve created in her body. I made sure she knew what I had to offer her. That she would never question that I’d spend all my days with my face buried between her thighs giving her all the pleasure that I could if that’s what it took to make her stay. I’d do anything to have her forever.

      Flipping off the water, I step out of the shower and grab a towel to dry off quickly. I check my phone, demanding an update. Jackson texts me back instantly, letting me know my wife's location.

      She’s still in her building, according to him. I was actually surprised that she’d gone there. I thought I was going to have to search far and wide to find her again. That it wouldn’t be so easy. Her running home tells me all I need to know. She may not have admitted it to herself yet, but she wants me to chase her. Somewhere deep inside of her, she knows that she belongs to me.

      My wife may enjoy running, but I believe it’s because she knows I’ll always chase her. So, if that’s what I need to do to make her happy, I will let her run. She thought she was sneaky, climbing from bed in the early hours of the morning.

      What she hadn’t counted on was how in tune I am with her body. I felt her every breath when she was near me. How the fuck she thought I wouldn’t feel her slip from the bed we shared is beyond me.

      I head to my closet to get dressed in my normal slacks and button-up shirt. I roll up my sleeves, not bothering with a jacket. This is going to be a long day. I’m not sure how I’m going to keep myself away from her, but it has to be done.

      She needs time to collect herself. It will let her mind settle, making her realize that I am her husband and that I’m not going anywhere. She also needs to see that she wants this as badly as I do. It’s going to be hell not going to her but I’ll do it for us.

      Getting dressed, I head back downstairs to my waiting car and hop into the back. My driver doesn't need to be told where I want to go. I might not go to her, but I sure as fuck can be close to her. It will help me not break. I’ll be able to control myself, just barely, as long as she’s at least in my sight.

      I’ll watch and wait. It will be utter torture but it’s worth it. She is worth it. I have no doubt about that. I am doing this for her and for her I’d do anything. I don’t care if it rips me up inside. I know that when it is all said and done that I will not only have my wife but I’ll have killed any of those demons she subconsciously struggles with.
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      Mackenzie

      

      I sit at my desk bored out of my mind. I really did hire the most efficient wedding planner for my sister. The woman is killing it and here I am sitting at my desk with idle hands. Worse, my boss is working on nothing. He has no new projects or anything outstanding that requires my attention. He’s not even showing up for work these days. I shouldn’t care because I’m still getting paid. There is nothing for me to do, which gives me too much time to stay inside my head. And we all know what’s in there—Victor.

      It figures when I need my boss to be here demanding stuff from me that he wouldn’t be. I shake those thoughts from my head, knowing that he’s home making my sister happy and that’s what matters the most. We closed out our last big deal last week. I should be working on something new, but Colt isn’t looking like he is going to be doing anything but my sister in the near future.

      I check my emails again, but there’s nothing there. I jump when the phone on my desk rings. I grab it quickly.

      “Mackenzie Davenport.” My heart races as I wait to hear Victor’s voice.

      “Ms. Davenport. It’s Scott Brown in legal. I was calling about your annulment.”

      “Oh.” My shoulders drop. It’s been four days and I haven't heard a peep from Victor. Nothing! I don’t even know if he’s back. Surely he didn't stay at the resort.

      “We still can’t reach Mr. Wolf.”

      “Maybe he’s out of town still.” I fish, hoping they have something to give me.

      “No, he’s in the city. I had it confirmed because we’re going to have to have him served if he decides that he’s not going to cooperate.” I clench my jaw. What is he doing? If he’s not coming to see me then why not sign the damn papers already? “We tried to call him several times with the number you gave us but he hangs up on us when he does answer.”

      “Bring me the papers. I’ll get him to sign them.” My hand tightens around the phone.

      “I’ll send them over. You can print them.”

      “Thanks.” I hang up the phone. Why is he doing this? I grab my cell phone, trying to find his number. I pause when I see the name husband listed in my contacts. I click it, causing it to open up to a picture of us in bed. I’m asleep on his chest. I fight the tears that prick my eyes, wondering what would have happened if I stayed.

      I hit the call button. It barely rings once before Victor's deep voice fills the line.

      “Wife.”

      “I need to see you. Where are you?” I stand, grabbing my purse.

      “Where would you like me to be?”

      My hand pauses over the button to the elevator. His words imply he’ll be anywhere I like. If that was true then he would have already been in bed with me each night. I wouldn't have had my hand between my thighs trying to find the same pleasure he’d given me.

      “I’ll be at your office shortly.” I end the call as I hit the button on the elevator. The door opens. I step on, putting my phone back into my bag. It isn't until I’m on the ground floor and walking out of the building that I realize I don’t know where Victor’s office actually is. Crap.

      “Mrs. Wolf.” My head jerks around to see Jackson standing by a black SUV holding the door open for me. He is never too far from Victor. “I’ll take you to him.”

      “What are you doing here?” I ask, walking toward him.

      “My job ma’am.”

      “Thanks,” I say, getting in. I’m not sure I should be thanking him just yet. We’ll see how this goes.

      “Anytime.” He shuts the door behind me, hopping into the driver's seat and taking off. I sit in the back wondering if this is such a good idea.

      “Ma’am.” I’m broken from my thoughts when Jackson opens my car door. “We’re here. He’s on the top floor.”

      “Thanks again.” I step out of the car, my head falling back as I look up at his massive building. Of course he owns a giant building. The man owns half the city. His hands are always in anything that has to do with real estate.

      I continue walking, heading to the security desk. When I reach it, I lift my bag onto the counter to get my identification out. The security officer looks up from what he’s doing to make eye contact with me.

      “Something you need, Mrs. Wolf?” His use of my married name leaves me speechless for a second. I would correct him but I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t like the sound of it. I stand there staring at him, not knowing how to respond.

      “No. I was just going up to see Mr. Wolf.” I’m not ready to refer to him as my husband, not until I see why the hell he hasn’t been looking for me.

      “The elevator bank is over there.” The officer breaks the silence, causing me to get moving. I grab my bag and make my way to the elevators. “Mrs. Wolf,” he shouts across the lobby to me, causing me to turn around. He points to a different set of doors. “That is the elevator you take. It will bring you directly to Mr. Wolf.” Of course he has his own elevator. I almost roll my eyes but head over to where the officer pointed. The doors open, I step in and press the button to the top floor.

      In seconds, the doors open. I step off the elevator to see a wall of glass. A woman pops up from a desk, hitting a button to make the glass doors slide open.

      “Mrs. Wolf. Right this way.” She beams at me with a giant smile. Again, everyone knows who I am. What is more shocking is that everyone here knows who I am but the news of Victor and my marriage hasn't gotten out yet. “Is there anything I can get you?”

      “No thank you.”

      “Are you sure? I know you like Snapple iced tea. We’ve had it stocked here so that it’s available when you visit. Actually, we’ve had all your favorites brought in.” I stop walking to look at her. She’s still smiling, looking bright eyed at me.

      “I’m sorry. You know me but I don’t have your name.” I hold my hand out.

      “June.” She takes my hand. “I’m the secretary here.”

      “I’m going to be honest with you. You seem really happy to work with Victor.” She throws back her head and laughs.

      “I’m always happy.” Her smile drops. “Unless provoked.” That makes me smile because in the blink of an eye she went from sunshine to deadly. She is what one would call stealthy. People think they can get away with shit all the while she is marking down their every move. I’m sure reporting it back to Victor.

      “I believe it.”

      “So tea?” The smile comes back.

      “No thank you. I just need to see Victor.”

      “Of course.” She motions for me to follow her. We turn down a hallway and she points at two double doors. “That’s his office. I’ll leave you two alone. If you need anything at all just ring me.” She turns back to her desk, leaving me alone in the long hallway. I look at the doors knowing this is it. I’ve come this far. There's no backing down now.
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      Victor

      

      I watch on the monitor as Mackenzie stares at my door for a moment. “Come to me,” I grit under my breath, wanting it to be her choice. These last four days have been some of the hardest of my life. She is so close now, finally coming for me. I barely beat her back here. I’ve been sitting outside her building all morning, waiting for her to finally snap.

      When I watched her walk out of her building this morning to go to work, I could tell she was tired. That she wasn't sleeping as she should be. I’m not sure about eating either. It almost broke me. I wanted to go to her and give her everything she needed. To pleasure her with my mouth until she passed out, getting the rest she needed. Then feed her from my hand to know she was properly cared for. I know she can take care of herself but I want the honor of doing it myself.

      She stands up a little straighter, heading for my door. I’m guessing she gave herself a small pep talk. I flick the monitors off a second before she pushes in.

      “Why won’t you just sign the papers?” she snips. Her chin is tilted up in defiance.

      “What papers?” I lean back in my chair putting my hands behind my head, more than ready to watch her all fired up. It’s always a beautiful scene when she gets going. This is so much better than seeing her cause a scene sitting at her desk. I wonder how pissed she’d be if she knew I hacked into Colt’s security to watch the camera that was pointed right at her desk.

      She looks to the bag over her shoulder then back to me. I watch as her eyes take me in. She may be able to hide her true feelings behind a stern face, but her eyes tell me everything.

      “I forgot them,” she whispers in disbelief. I know she’s talking about the papers from the lawyer.

      “Are you sure you forgot them? I don’t think you meant to bring them at all.” I try and keep my tone calm. She purses her lips, doing exactly what I want. Working herself up.

      “I don’t know what you’re doing but this is done. I’m over you playing with my head.” Her shoulders drop. I’m out of my seat before she can say another word. Shit. The defeated look in her eyes slices me in fucking half. Have I done this all wrong? I never want her to look like that.

      “Mackenzie.” I scoop her up into my arms. She doesn't fight me.

      “Wife,” she mumbles against my neck.

      “Wife,” I confirm. “Always my wife.”

      “Where have you been?” Her nose brushes against my neck. I close my eyes, enjoying the feeling of having her back. She sucks in a deep breath of me.

      “I’ve been waiting for you.”

      Her body melts into mine. She goes so quiet, I think maybe she fell asleep. I don’t move an inch, letting her rest against me. I know the last four days have been as hard for her as they have been for me. She’s been wrestling all kinds of shit in her head.

      “You didn't chase me,” she finally says.

      “I’m not sure that’s true.” She leans back a little to look up at me. “I didn't have to chase you. I’ve had someone on you from the second you slipped out of our bed.”

      “You were awake.” Her mouth turns down into an adorable pout that I’ve never seen before. There she goes, finally letting those walls crumble. Mackenzie would never let anyone see her pout. But I can have it. I am going to have all of her. Not just the part she allows the world to see. I want it all and she’s going to give it to me.

      It may take her time but I have faith that she will. To the world she is strong and able to take on anything. She’s the sister that always made sure they had anything they needed. The one that would never tell you what her parents did to her that cut her deep. But to me she is a precious creature that needs my love and for me to allow her to be whatever she wants to be.

      “You got the slip on me once. I wasn't going to let it happen again.” She drops her head back down, wrapping her arms around me.

      “Why didn't you come for me?” Her voice sounds so sad.

      “You’re killing me.” I hold her tight to me.

      “I’ve missed you.” Her words are my undoing. Finally.

      “I’ve missed you too. It’s been hard.” I am more than willing to admit that she is my weakness. The one thing that could hurt me. The one thing that will always leave me wanting more. “Never doubt that even if I don’t chase you that I’m never far from you.”

      “Why? Why do you keep chasing me?” She looks at me again, her eyes filled with unshed tears.

      “Fucking hell. They really messed with your head, didn't they?”

      “Who?” Her eyebrows furrow together.

      “Those worthless parents of yours.”

      She swallows, not denying my words.

      “First they wanted to control you. When they saw they were going to lose that battle then they left.”

      She nods her head. “Pretty much.” One shoulder shrugs. Fucking stupid is what they were.

      “You think I want to control you?” You don’t control someone like Mackenzie. You just grab hold and enjoy the ride. That fire inside of her is what compels you to get on. Why anyone would ever want to take that from her I’ll never understand. I just want to be a part of it.

      “I don’t know what to think of you.” She reaches up, her finger trailing it along my jaw. I lean in to her touch. “I just know I’m in love with you.” I close my eyes, savoring her words. “That I’ve missed you so damn much and I didn't want to admit it because if I did, I'd have to come to terms with the fact that you might hurt me. Leave me.”

      I move, pinning her to the sofa in my office. “I’d never leave you, Mackenzie. I love every part of you.” A tear escapes. I lean down, kissing it. Stopping it in its tracks. “I only want to take care of you. I don’t mean for that to be controlling. I just think it’s time someone took care of you.” I move down, kissing her cheek, then her neck. She turns her head, allowing her mouth to meet mine.

      “You love me,” she says between kisses.

      “I love you more than anything else in this fucking world.” I deepen the kiss. Claiming her mouth. Wanting to mark her in every way that I can.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t you be sorry.” I sit back up, taking her with me. If I keep going I’m going to take her right here on the sofa in my office. Our first time will be in our bed at home. “Never be sorry. I’m more than happy to wait for you to find your way.”

      “Next time stick to bulldozing into my life without invitation. Don’t wait for me to find my way. The last four days have been hell.”

      “Told you I’d do anything you ask me to.” I stand with her in my arms.

      “Where are we going?” she asks as I head out of my office. June jumps up from her desk, running over and hitting the button on the elevator for me.

      “I’ll hold your calls, sir.” She does a salute. “I’ll let Jackson know you’re headed down.”

      “I like her.” Mackenzie smiles as I step on to the elevator with her. She turns, hitting the button to the bottom floor for me. “You didn't tell me where we are going.”

      “Home,” I inform her as I make my way toward the car, ignoring all the people looking at us.

      “Home?” She lifts an eyebrow at me as I slide into the back of the SUV.

      “Yes, home. You’ll love it.” I set her in my lap.

      “How do you know?”

      “I have my ways.” My hands roam over her body. “I also might have had your computer hacked.”

      “Victor.” She smacks my chest.

      “You said I can bulldoze,” I remind her. So what if I looked at her Pinterest board? I didn't even know what Pinterest was until her. It enlightened me to all kinds of shit about her.

      “Tell me what you’ve been doing these past few days. I want to hear it.” She starts kissing my neck. Her fingers go to the top button of my shirt.

      “Stalking you,” I admit. She gives me a small nip. My cock jerks against her.

      “Your stalking turns me on.”

      “That's a good thing, wife, because I have no plans to stop.”

      “I wouldn't ask you to.” She leans up to bring her mouth to mine. “Husband.” With that single word, she’s given me everything I need in life.
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      Mackenzie

      

      I breathe in Victor's scent. It was stupid to have run from him. I’m not sure I’d change it, though. He was right in letting me find my own way. To let me work through what I was feeling. It only made it so much more clear that this man loves me. That he’ll never leave me. I will never question his motives again.

      “Are we almost there?” I ask. My tongue comes out to steal another taste of him. His hold on me tightens and I know he’s fighting his control.

      “Almost,” he grits out. I lift my mouth closer to his ear.

      “I tried to make myself come. Laid in bed thinking about you. It wasn't enough. I think you’ve ruined me.” The small orgasms that I gave myself were nothing compared to the things he did to my body.

      “Wife,” Victor warns.

      “We’re never leaving our bed.” I bite him next. A need to mark his skin comes over me. Maybe it was seeing his mark on my skin for the past few days. My thighs had been covered in love bites. They have started to fade. “You need to freshen up my thighs.”

      “I’m going to tie your ass to the bed.”

      I suck in a breath, loving the sound of that. Still I shake my head no. “You can’t be trusted. You’ll just go down on me and then I’ll never get a turn.” The door to the SUV flies open. The sun blinds me as Victor steps out of the car. I try to see where we are but he’s already in the house with the front door slamming shut behind us. It doesn't matter where we are. Victor is all that matters right now. I want him and nothing is going to stop me from finally having him.

      A scream leaves my lips when Victor tosses me onto a massive soft bed. He’s on me before I can even try to sit up. We both pull at each other's clothes. Buttons fly off and the sound of ripped fabric fills the room. My whole body buzzes with need.

      “Victor.” I moan his name as he takes my nipple into his mouth. “I want to taste you, too.”

      He growls against my skin. “Trust me, wife. I want your mouth around my cock but right now I have to be inside you.”

      I nod my head yes. I need that, too. He settles in between my thighs, my legs needing to spread wider to make room for his broad frame. I whimper when his hand slides between us. His fingers play with my clit before they dip further down and he thrusts one inside of me.

      “Oh God.” He pumps the one finger in and out of me.

      “So fucking tight.” I nod my head in agreement. I am tight but it feels good. Everything he does to me feels that way. I want more. I lift my hips in a silent plea for more. He pushes a second finger into me.

      I dig my nails into his shoulders as my hips try and move with him. I lose all thoughts when his thumb finds my clit. His mouth is on my neck as he licks and sucks at me, sending me over the edge. The orgasm I’ve been needing for days rains down on me as I cry out my husband's name.

      When my eyes open, I see Victor over me. He’s got one of his rare smiles on his face. The one that I can only seem to get from him. It is mine. Just like him. He belongs to me and I belong to him.

      

      “Make love to me.” I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him down to kiss me. He gives me what I want, his lips meeting mine as he kisses me softly, making love to my mouth. I feel his knees push my legs farther apart as the head of his cock pushes inside of me. I let out a small gasp at the burning sensation.

      

      “Mackenzie.” He says my name, sounding as though it pains him to cause me any sort of discomfort.

      

      “Don’t stop,” I tell him. His hands dig into the sheets next to my head as he starts to make shallow thrusts in and out of me. I feel myself grow wetter with each thrust, my body wanting more.

      

      “So fucking wet but still too tight.” My pussy clenches around the head of his cock. I stare at Victor's face, watching him fight for control. It’s only turning me on more. My body wants him to thrust all the way inside of me, taking what he knows is his. What’s belonged to him from that first moment we met.

      

      One of his hands lifts from the bed and slides between us. I jerk when his fingers brush my still sensitive clit from my last orgasm. I clench around him again, my body not caring that I’m still sensitive. We want it. All of it.

      

      “Victor.” I try and push down to get more of him inside of me.

      

      “I want you to be wetter. I don’t want to hurt you.” He leans back. My eyes go between us as I watch him jack his cock. Only the head of it is inside of me. My breathing hitches as I watch. “Going to come inside you.”

      

      “Yes.” I lift my hips again, getting him to slip a little more into me.

      

      “Wife,” he growls out. “You’ll wait. I’m going to mark you and then I’m going to claim you.”

      

      I whimper. His words are so primal. I want it all. He lets out a low growl as I feel his warm cum spill inside of me. Between watching him and feeling his mark on me, it triggers another orgasm.

      

      Victor thrusts all the way inside of me at the same time. I cry out, not sure if it’s from the pleasure or the pain I feel. It’s all so overwhelming. I cling to him, wrapping my body around him as we hold each other tight. The pain quickly fades away until all I feel is him and nothing else.

      

      “I love you.” His words spread through my entire body. I turn my head to look at him. How could I have ever run from this man? Never again. From now on, I will always run toward him.

      

      “I love you, too.” I lift my head to kiss him. “Now make love to me.” I tighten my legs around him. Some of his cum leaks out of me. I want more. I want all of him. To be connected to him in ways I’ve never been connected to anyone else. He pulls out, thrusting inside of me again. I let out a gasp at the feeling.

      

      “Mackenzie.” He kisses my cheeks.

      

      “I’m okay. It feels good. I promise.” I smile up at him. “You’re a big man.” Again I clench around him.

      

      “That’s not helping my control.” His jaw ticks. I know he wants to move but like always, he’s holding back from me. Not taking what he wants.

      

      “No more control. No more holding back.” I drag my nails down his back. “Neither of us.”

      

      “I promise you, wife. Only you will ever get all of me.” He starts to thrust again. I believe every word. I should have seen that from the beginning. He’s always been so different with me. I get the Victor that no one else gets to see. I get his smiles and laughter, the sweet touches and words. I know all of those are only for me.

      

      The pleasure starts to build all over again. I don’t know how I’m about to come again but this one feels different. It’s from deeper inside of me. A part of me that I didn't know was there. Of course my husband found it. He knows me better than I know myself.

      

      “Victor.” I breathe his name out as it hits me. It takes the air right out of my lungs. My nails dig deeper into him. My eyes squeeze shut as the pleasure takes me. I hear Victor grunt out my name as his warm release spills inside of me.

      

      Our heavy breathing fills the room. He rolls us, keeping himself deep inside of me as I sprawl out onto his chest. I turn my head, leaving small kisses on him there. He wraps his arms around me, holding me tight and making me feel loved and taken care of for the first time in my life.

      

      “Worth the chase.” I smile at his words.

      

      “No more chasing.” I let out a sigh, never wanting to leave here. I tilt my head so I can look up at him. “Or maybe a little every now and then. Girl’s got to keep you on your toes.”

      

      “If it pleases you.” He chuckles. I don’t know how I got so lucky but I’ll never second-guess this again.
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      Victor

      

      Slowly my wife tries to slip from out of my hold. I let her think she’s getting away but just as her feet touch the floor, I snake my arm around her waist, pulling her right back into bed with me. Her naked body is warm and all too inviting. I have no idea how many times I took her last night.

      When I thought I’d finally worn her out, she’d crawled on top of me and had her way with me. She rode my cock until she was screaming my name. Neither of us could get enough of each other. I feel like a god now that she is all mine. Her admitting that she loves me and would never leave me again soothes something deep inside of me.

      “I have to pee.” She giggles. I keep my eyes closed as she kisses me all over my face. “We can’t stay in this bed forever.”

      “Kiss me and I’ll let you go.” My fingers tangle in her hair, pulling her closer to me. “For now,” I add before her mouth meets mine in a deep kiss. I let her go before it gets out of hand. She crawls from bed and I roll over to watch her walk naked across the room into the bathroom.

      I pull myself up to lean against the headboard to wait for my wife to return. I smile when I realize I don’t even know what fucking day it is. I don’t give a shit either. I couldn't tell you where my phone is. It doesn’t matter. Everything I could ever want and need is under my roof. As long as I have Mackenzie, I don’t give a shit about anything else.

      She comes strolling out a moment later, wearing my shirt. It looks sexy as fuck on her but I prefer her naked.

      “This house is really breathtaking.” She points back toward the bath. “Are those floors heated?”

      “I pride myself on the details.” I built this house for her. I took a little bit of everything I knew she loved and put it together. She’d made it easy for me to find everything she wanted. Sometimes I wonder if she knew I was watching. Leaving me a trail to make the life we would have together. Trusting that I would take care of it. Take care of her.

      “One of the many things I love about you.” She drops down on the bed, crawling over toward me and giving me a kiss. “I’m going to make you breakfast.”

      “I can order something,” I tell her, playing with her hair.

      “I want to make my husband breakfast.” She gives me another kiss. Her coming to me and giving affection is never going to get old. This woman has me in the palm of her hand and there is nowhere else I’d rather be.

      “You want to see the kitchen?” I smile against her mouth, knowing that cooking is what she does in her free time. It’s how she relaxes.

      “I do.” She gives me another quick kiss. I let her go, watching her bounce from the bed and head out of our bedroom. I get up, pulling on sweatpants to follow her. I stop when I hear a vibrating noise. I spot her purse on the floor. I pick it up, pulling out her phone to see her sister calling.

      If it was anyone else I’d toss the phone back down but I know how much her sister means to her and it’s something I’ll never come between. I make my way down the hallway to see Mackenzie pulling things out of the refrigerator as my shirt rides up on her thighs.

      “Your sister is calling.” I hold her phone out for her.

      “Oh.” She takes it from my hand. It stops vibrating but starts again. “Crap. It’s not like me to not check in.” She answers the call. “Hey.”

      She holds the phone to her ear. “What day is today?” She looks at the clock as if it has the date on it.

      “Saturday,” I tell her, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear before I head over to turn the coffee maker on to make her a cup.

      “What!” she shouts. I jerk around to see what’s wrong. Her mouth hangs open in shock.

      “What? Is everything okay?” I rush over to her. I can hear her sister laughing through the phone so it can’t be that bad. I take the phone from her, putting it on speaker.

      “I can’t believe you forgot.” Her sister keeps on laughing.

      “I forgot. I’m so sorry. I’m a horrible sister.” Her shoulders drop.

      “What did she forget? I’m sure it’s my fault.” I try and cover for my wife, wanting to take the blame for her. The corner of her lips twitch up in a smile.

      “My wedding.” Madison laughs more.

      “I’m so sorry,” Mackenzie says again. The look on her face is fucking killing me.

      “Don’t be sorry!  I love that you got so wrapped up in something that was for yourself. It’s about time that someone made you forget about the rest of the world.” Madison sounds so happy about this. It makes me smile, too, that I am the one that made her forget about everything else. Madison is right. It is good for her. “I think I like this Wolf guy. Even if he married my sister without me seeing it.”

      “Sorry.”

      “You don’t sound sorry.” She laughs more into the phone.

      Mackenzie smiles. “I’ll be there soon,” she says, taking the phone from me.

      “Take your time. You got a dicking and forgot everything.” Madison can’t stop laughing.

      “Madison!” Mackenzie gasps at the phone.

      “You don’t talk about other men’s dicks,” I hear Colt say in the background before Madison lets out a scream of surprise.

      “Put me down. I just did my hair!”

      “I’ll put you down.” I end the call before we find out where Colt is putting his soon to be wife down.

      “I forgot.” I lift Mackenzie off her feet, setting her down onto the counter. I spread her thighs, making room for myself.

      “You’ll make it to the wedding. I didn't think it was until later this afternoon or I would have scheduled everything to come earlier.” She drops her head back to look up at me, putting her hands on my chest. “I have movers coming in an hour with your stuff. Is whatever you’re wearing at your place? They are bringing everything.” Except a few things I told them they better not fucking touch.

      “It’s at Colt’s. Everything is. I have a planner handling it all.” Her hands slip up my bare chest to go around my neck. “You really are going to take care of me, aren't you?”

      I see the understanding on her face. She’s going to let me, too. And trust that I can and will do exactly that. I’ve never wanted to take care of another person before. The need to do it for her is overwhelming. If that's all I did for the rest of my life, I’d live a very happy life.

      “I’ll do anything for you, wife.” I lift her up, heading toward the shower. I know she wanted to make breakfast but we’ll have all the time in the world for that. I’ll have someone grab something for her to eat on the drive over to her sister’s. Right now, I am going to take care of my wife and make sure I get her to where she needs to be.

      “I’ll do anything for you, too, Victor. You know that?” she asks. “You make me feel alive and look at life differently. I’ve been missing so much but now I have you to show me all of it.”

      “It would be my pleasure to show you anything you like.” I flip on the shower, stepping in with her, not caring that we both have clothes on. I peel them off of us after I kiss my wife.

      “You made me forget and we haven't used anything when we made love.”

      “You didn't forget. You got off on it.”

      Her cheeks pinken. She smiles through her blush. “You really do know me.” She shakes her head. “Then you know what I want.” I do. I pin my wife to the shower wall, giving her what she wants and what I need. I’ll always need her; she’s my reason for breathing.

      Fuck if she wasn’t worth every bit of that chase. I’ll always chase her because she’s mine and always will be. I only had to wait until she was ready. But even if she does run in the future, I know she will always return to me.
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      Mackenzie

      

      “You have your own belly to touch.” I look over at my sister, who is once again rubbing the small bump that has already formed.

      “I know, but I never thought this would happen. I’m just so excited.” My sister glows. She swears I glow, too, but I don’t believe her. No, pregnant Madison glowed to begin with. She was always a bucket of happy sunshine. It’s crazy to me how different we turned out since we both grew up the same. It makes me wonder how my twins will be. All that I can really hope for is that they are as close as Madison and I are.

      I smile over at her. “Me either.” I put my hand over hers. It’s always been Madison and me. The two of us against the world. We could do anything we set our minds to. It wasn't until Victor that I realized there was so much more out there. That I could trust in other people to love and take care of me.

      “We’ll be kickass parents. Not like ours.” Madison shakes her head. I know she’s thinking about our mom and dad. I am thankful they hadn't tried to push back into our lives. I’ve only recently got past the hurt they left. I don't want to reopen that. Our babies are better off without them. We are our own family now.

      “We will be,” I agree as we pull up in front of my house first. It’s early and I’m hoping to catch my husband off-guard. I know how much he gets off on me tracking him down, so I do it as often as I can. Which isn’t often because the man is always with me. I only managed to get away on my own today because it is Tuesday, and Madison and I always spend Tuesdays together.

      I lean over, giving my sister a kiss on the cheek. She wraps her arms around me, giving me a hug. “Call you later,” she whispers into my ear. I slip from the car seeing a few towncars parked outside.

      It isn't abnormal for Victor to have a meeting at home. What is abnormal is for me not to know about them. I don’t work for Colt anymore, but I couldn't help somewhat inserting myself into Victor's work.

      As much as the man wants me to lie around and do nothing but relax, I have to do something from time to time. When he realized that something was sitting on his lap and helping him, he was more than open to the idea. I had no idea how fun real estate could be. We make a very powerful team.

      I drop my bag inside the front door, heading straight for Victor’s and my office. The double doors stand open. Victor is sitting at his desk with a bored look on his face. His whole expression changes when he sees me coming toward him. He stands from his desk.

      “You’re home.”

      “Sit.” I wave him off. “I can wait.” He barks a laugh.

      “You wait for no one, wife.” He looks to the two men in his office. “Meeting is over,” he dismisses them. I roll my eyes as he pulls me down to sit on his lap. One hand goes to my stomach, the other to the back of my neck to pull me down to kiss him.

      My mouth parts for him as he kisses me deeply. You’d think I hadn't seen him in a month when it’s only been a few hours.

      “Is everything okay? You’re home early,” he asks as he ends the kiss. He picks up his cell phone from his desk. I take it from him, putting it back down.

      “I told them not to tell you.” I know he’s checking to see if he missed a message from his security. Having security was something I had to get used to. I understood it, though. Victor is a very rich man. He has one weakness and that is me. “I wanted to surprise you.” I shift in his lap, sliding off him and down his body until my knees hit the floor.

      “Wife,” he warns.

      “I missed my husband.” I lick my lips. My hands run up his thighs.

      “I always miss you.” His fingers play with my hair. “I don’t like you on your knees.”

      “Only for you.” I smirk as I go for his belt. “You wouldn't deny me, would you?”

      “Never.” His jaw ticks and I know he’s fighting control. I love that only I can test that in him. There are so many parts to this man that no one knows about besides me.

      “Take my cock out,” he orders. I hurriedly do as he tells me, enjoying his bossy words. It springs free from his slacks. The head is already leaking cum. I lean down, licking the wetness from the tip. I moan as the salty taste hits my tongue. I grow wet between my thighs. “Is that what you wanted, wife? Ask and you shall receive.”

      His hand tangles into my hair as he guides my mouth farther down on to his cock. I take him as deep as I can, loving how possessive his hold is on me. I work him, licking and sucking until he stands, lifting me up and onto his desk. He takes my mouth in a gentle kiss as he slips my panties out from under my dress.

      “Spread your legs. Let me see how wet sucking my cock has made you.” I drop back on my elbows and spread my thighs. He pushes the dress up and over my stomach. Leaning down, he kisses the small bump. My heart flutters in my chest. We’re having twins and I know they won’t be the last.

      I run my hands through his short hair. This man has given me so much. Opened my eyes to let me see I could have things that I never thought I could. That I could always count on him no matter what the circumstances were. I never have to worry if he’ll be there for me. I make sure that he knows that I’ll always do the same for him. That he is my whole world as much as I am his. He doesn’t have to worry that I’ll ever run again. His love guarantees that I’ll always return to him.
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        * * *

      

      Curious about Madison and Colt? Stay tuned for Belong to Me due out March 06, 2020.

      Join my newsletter to know when Lucy Darling books are released. CLICK HERE
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      If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon or any other reader site or blog that you may frequent. Don’t forget to recommend it to your reader friends.
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