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To every reader who fell in love with James and Aubrey and asked for more,
Say Yes is for you.



ONE

S leep eludes me as I fight off this horrible headache.

I turn over and curl onto my side. Light from the cracked door
spills across the bed and I place a pillow over my face to block it out.
Sleeping in a pitch-black room has always helped in the past, but this time it
isn't working. The main cause of my headache is stress. I've had so much on
my mind lately I've hardly slept.

I yawn and close my eyes, feeling the pull of sleep finally taking me
under. I'm nestled under a pile of blankets when a door outside my room
slams, startling me awake. I gasp and my heart seizes in my throat as my
bloodshot eyes widen for a split second. I lay in silence for a moment, my
eyes growing heavy and I begin to drift off again, until I hear James yelling
from the other room.

"You tell that little fuck he has one last chance to come clean with me or
I'm dropping his case, and he can go beg another lawyer to take him on pro
bono." A pause of silence. "Reece, I was paraphrasing... Yeah... I'm not in
the mood. Remind him I was the fifth person he spoke to who finally said
yes. He's facing life in prison. Let him know if he doesn't come clean with
everything by the time I get back, I'm dropping him. All T need is two
minutes with him and I'll know if he's lying."



I swear I can feel James's tension through the walls. My heart is saying
go to him while my body is urging me to wait.

He’s quiet as he listens to Reece, and I catch the clatter of ice cubes
falling into a snifter. The glass meets the marble countertop with a sharp
clink and the lid pops from what would only be a bottle of cognac. I know
him like the back of my hand. He’ll give it a little spin after he pours and
take a quick sip before he responds to Reece.

I move the pillow off my face, stretch my arms above my head, and
inhale. My body is desperate for sleep, but I want to see James more.

"Thanks, Reece. Just stay on top of it. I’d hate to drop him, but maybe
it's time he learned a lesson."

After a pause, James lets out a lively laugh.

"Yeah, she's here. Stop thinking about her like that, you fuck," James
says, and I know he’s joking. "Yeah, I'll tell her you said hi. All right, man,
yeah. See ya later. Thanks again."

A tired smile tips my lips. I like hearing them banter. James and I had
discussed the possibility of bringing other people into our bedroom since
we are officially a couple now, but we’d both decided it was best if we
didn’t. Reece has been trying to get us to recreate that hot night the three of
us shared a few years ago, but James and I always say no. We're both
comfortable in our relationship and don't feel the need to bring anyone else
into it.

Quite frankly, I'm not sharing him.

James's footsteps echo as he strides down the hall toward our bedroom.
I sense his riled presence and see a shadow appear before he opens the door
and pushes his way into our room.

"Val."

I love when he calls me Val. Normally, a sly smile would curl my lips
and my blood would rush with desire of what's to come at the sound of that
nickname.



But today I just want someone or something to put me out of my misery.
Maybe I'll see if Natalie will bring me her weed pen. He doesn't hit the light
switch because he knows I have a headache from hell, so he leaves the door
open just enough to be able to see me.

Wide steps eat up the distance. James is standing at my bedside, looking
at me with a piercing gaze like something is simmering beneath his skin,
itching to come out. The contrast of blues in his eyes always come out when
the lights are turned down low. He places his glass on the nightstand, then
leans down to press a kiss to my forehead. My eyes close and I smile, even
though he can't see it. I love his forehead kisses. Reaching for him, I wrap
my arms around his shoulders and pull him to me, making him climb into
bed. He comes to me without hesitation.

James is positioned on his side so he can spoon me, but I curl up next to
him instead and nuzzle his neck with my nose. I need to feel his body
pressed to mine. He wraps a strong arm around the back of my neck and
scoots closer to me. I guess he needs me too.

"Feeling any better?"

"Mmmmm," I hum under my breath, then nod.

"Are you?"

"Yes, it’s a dull headache now, but a lot better. It helps being in your
arms."

I release a sated sigh and burrow myself into his chest. Being in James's
arms is the only medicine I need.

"I would've come home sooner if you needed me."

Angling my chin up, I press my lips to his and feel his salt and pepper
beard tickle my skin. I shake my head and say, "Not necessary. Everything
okay at work?"

James hooks my knee with his hand and scoops my leg around his hip
so that I'm partially laying over him. A little purr vibrates in the back of my



throat at feeling the heat of his body warm mine. He lays his hand at the
crest where my thigh and hip meet and gives me a good tug.

"It would be if this client of mine would get his act together. This kid
doesn't seem to comprehend that he's facing life in prison. He thinks it’s a
joke and figures since he's got my firm to rep him, he'll walk scot-free. Too
bad it doesn't work like that."

"How old is he?"

"Seventeen."

"That's unfortunate," I say quietly. "Hopefully he'll come around. He
only has so much time before he seals his future with bars."

James is quiet for a moment. I know he's stewing over the situation and
that it bothers him. Attorneys are taught to leave their emotion at the door,
but they’re humans too, and occasionally, a case gets to them.

"Yeah, I hope. I'd hate to see him wind up as another teen statistic, and
that's the route he's going down."

I don't like the sound of hopelessness layering his words. James is a
good man with a good heart. He’s constantly offering a helping hand to
anyone who needs it. To see him troubled to this degree bothers me and
causes this need to unfurl through me to take his mind off things.

My palm glides over his wide chest, feeling his strength beneath the
expensive material. A fire burns inside of me at having someone like James
—the strong and silent type—hold me like I'm the only thing that matters in
this world.

Pressing into him, I roll against him until he's lying on his back. I rise to
my knees and straddle his hips. I lean over and linger above his mouth,
purposely arching my hips back with a sexual slide of my pussy. James
grips me, his hands come to rest on my rounder hips.

"I heard you call out to Val when you walked in," I say, my voice taking
on a huskier tone. I know what he needs, and I want to give it to him. James



needs his mind taken off work and what he can't control. He needs someone
to take the reins and make him forget his own name.

I'm that girl.

I reach for his black tie and slip my middle finger through the knot to
loosen it, then pull it off completely. My touch searches for the black
buttons of his dress shirt so I can remove it too.

James slips his hands under the oversized shirt I'm wearing and presses
into my skin as I undo his buttons. His hips give a little surge into mine,
causing a tide of tingles to flow through me. My body turns lax for him, and
my eyes roll shut at how divine his hands feel on my skin.

"I did," he murmured.

Val. We made a deal when we officially started dating almost two years
ago. When I become Valentina for the night, all cards are off the table and I
am at his mercy. Not that I'm not every other night, but on Val nights, it's
different. We're different. I don't say no. I wear what he wants me to wear,
and he is relentless all night. Anything I've voiced about liking or wanting
to try with him, he gives it to me. Being open with our sexuality is what
drew us together in the first place. Happy sex life, happy wife. That’s the
motto, right? Although I'm not his wife, it's pretty much the same thing.
James loves that he makes me happy. He even walks around with a goofy
grin on his face all the time.

At first, I worried that Valentina was who James wanted and not
Aubrey, but he’d assured me that wasn't the case. He said he liked to change
things up a little, and I couldn’t fault him for that. Who doesn't? I know I
do. He was open and honest with me. It keeps things interesting and fun for
us. I never know when he's going to call out for her—it's always a surprise
—and I never regret it. Usually, I'm eager for the next time before we’re
done.

"Only if you're up for it," James says.

Move aside, Aubrey. Valentina's up.



"I'm always up for you," I say, dropping my voice to match the mood.
James loves when I go full Valentina on him.

My fingers reach the last button. I push his shirt open to reveal the
colorful tattoos on his chest. For fifty-six, he's in better shape than most
twenty-year-olds. Brawny, virile, and still hot as sin. James Riviera is all
mine. It's hard to see the actual designs in the shadows, but I know the
colorful swirls of ink on his skin by heart. My palms slide up his abs,
feeling each rib of muscle, then over to his pecs. I scoot down to undo his
belt, but he reaches out to stop me before I can even pull it free.

My eyes snap to his. Without saying a word, James flips me over so he's
looming above me. He pulls me in with his steel gaze like there's something
he has to say, and I'm lost to him. He lowers his body and gives me his
weight. My fingers thread through his hair while I revel in the touch of his
bare chest between my thighs.

"Val can wait until this weekend," he says, and my brow creases in
confusion. "We're going to Tahiti for a week. I already have it set up and
cleared your schedule with your assistant, and I made sure the cats are well
taken care of."

My eyes widen in surprise, my heart rushing fast from excitement.
Before I can respond, James says one more thing that makes me a goner for
him all night.

"Right now, give me my Aubrey and let me make music with her body."



TWO

ince James and I were reunited that day in Chelsea—thanks to Natalie
—he's taken me all around the world every chance we’ve had.

We've been to each continent and tried as many delicacies as our bellies
could hold. He knew I wanted to travel and see the world, but he also knew
how important it was for me to focus on Sanctuary, my non-profit women’s
and children’s shelter. As crazy as it may seem, the amount of money I
made while working as a high-end escort was enough to set myself up
financially for the rest of my life and pay it forward to help those in need. I
feel good knowing I could give back. In some way, it makes me feel like
Grammy is still around.

My chin is resting on the tops of my hands while I lay on my stomach in
our private over-the-water bungalow room. Behind me, James is giving me
a hot-oil tissue massage. He spared no expense on this trip. It's still early
morning and the French doors are open wide. The spray from the salty sea
blends too perfectly with the rich, floral scent of the frangipani flower. I
inhale the decadent aroma as I stare at the crystal teal water lapping under
the cloudless sky. I could sit here all day.

James doesn't think twice when it comes to needing time away to
breathe from the rat race we live in. He just gets up and goes. Sometimes he
takes me on a surprise vacation for two days, other times for two weeks. I



used to worry at first because Sanctuary demanded so much of my time. I'd
feel bad for enjoying the pleasures in life while seeing firsthand how people
struggled to get on their feet. Some of the members didn't have two pennies
to rub together when they first walked in, and now they have part-time jobs.
Seeing them thrive makes me happy, but it all comes with a price.

Sanctuary has grown so much over the course of two years that I'm
opening another one on the other side of town. The second location will
cater to single fathers and their children. Call me naive, but I never knew
how many men were left alone to raise their children and in need of help.
Society always assumes it’s the woman, but there are just as many men who
are raising their children with nothing.

"What are you thinking about?" James asks, pressing his thumb into my
shoulder to knead out the tension. I let out a sigh and close my eyes. This
feels incredible. He gives the best back massages.

"That you're so good to me," I say, my voice taking on a dreamy tone.
James applies more hot oil and I sink deeper into the bed as his hands
spread over my back.

"I'd do anything for you," he says, then leans down to press a Kkiss
between my shoulder blades. "I know you're stressed about Retreat." A
small smile tips my lips at the mention of my second shelter. "Right now,
the only thing I want you to focus on is us, and what my hands are doing to
you while I work out these knots. There's nothing else you can do for the
shelter, sweetheart, everything is finished and ready for the opening."

I let out a sigh. "I know. I just feel like I'm missing something. It doesn't
help that the gala is the same day."

When I’d learned I would be one of the four recipients of the New York
City Women of Impact Humanitarian Awards, a swarm of butterflies
invaded my nerves. I haven't been able to stop thinking about the upcoming
dinner, or how I had been chosen for this particular award in a city housing
eight million people. Adding to my stress is Retreat opening the same day.



It will be a moment I will always remember and feel in my heart. I don’t
want anything to tarnish that feeling.

"That's normal. You've invested a lot of time, money, and energy into it.
This isn't just a hobby for you, this is your life and what you love. It's what
drives you. I know you want it to run smoothly, and it will. Just stop
thinking about it for five minutes."

I bob my head. I really do want that, but my anxiety is still there and
wreaking havoc on my nerves.

I draw in a breath and exhale the worries like James said. I focus on his
touch, how he flattens his hands and spreads his fingers as he applies
pressure downward, then drives them up my spine until I feel a tingle in my
pussy. His fingers curl around the curve of my shoulders. A little moan
escapes my parted lips and my back sweeps up in an erotic curve in
response. His hot fingers tease the sides of my exposed breasts until I'm
writhing on the mattress. My nipples are puckered, and the cool sheets do
nothing to tame the pleasure they're receiving. James moves his fingers over
my ribs, slowly gliding them down to my hips. I clench my thighs, feeling
the wetness between them. Friction surrounds my clit and the pressure
intensifies. My body breaks out in need as his fingers squeeze my pelvis
while arching my hips at the same time. James leans down and kisses the
small of my back. My toes curl as he makes his way up my spine, peppering
my back with kisses.

The only problem with James giving me back massages with hot oil is
that all I want is sex right after.

His fingers are on the back of my neck again, this time threading
through my hair. My lips part in bliss. I love having my hair played with
like this, and James knows it. His hands cup my scalp and he massages my
head with a sensual tug of my hair.

"James..." I grin then laugh. "I know what you're doing."

"And what's that, sweetheart?"



I rise up on my elbows and look over my shoulder at him. He's
humoring me.

Every time I look at him, my heart does this stupid flip-skip thing that
causes the organ to swell larger for him than the cage it's held in. We're an
unlikely pair with him being thirty-plus years older than me, yet we couldn't
seem more perfect for each other. It's been four years since we met, and I
swear the man hasn’t aged. He's still rocking the salt and pepper hair with
the matching beard, but now with more tattoos and a tad more muscle. The
crow lines around his eyes have deepened in color too. I know people stare
at us a little longer when we're in public together, but I don't care. He's mine
and I wear him proudly.

"Come here," I say, waving two fingers at him.

James leans over me while still straddling me from behind. I cup the
back of his head and pull him to me so I can feel his lips on mine. I kiss him
once and his mouth opens, allowing me to slip my tongue inside and lay it
against his. I give it a little sensual tug and lean into him as I do. James
returns the kiss ten times better, then moves off me so he's on his back and
I'm hovering over him. I hitch my leg up to rest on his inner thigh, my knee
laying against his heavy sack. I scoot closer to him and peer into his glossy
eyes, immediately desiring more when his thick thigh presses against my
wet pussy. Sensing my arousal, James applies pressure.

"I love you," he whispers. His hand fists my hair and he studies me like
I'm the eighth wonder of the world

"I love you more." I give him my usual response.

My heart beats wildly as an array of emotions fill me. Sometimes it
scares me how much I love James. Occasionally I'll wake up in the middle
of the night sweating, panicking in my sleep that I won't have enough time
to love him.

"What's wrong?"



I shake my head. I don't want to tell him my thoughts, even though it's
something I think about a lot. I love this man more than I love my own life,
and I can't imagine a world without him. A world where I don't get to love
him the way I want to. The way he needs to be loved.

"Nothing. I'm just really happy I get the man I love all to myself for the
next few days. It’s just you and me, babe."

He's quiet for a moment. His fingers are brushing over my jaw and I
lean into his hand. "I've been wanting to ask you something."

I smile into his palm. "Oh, yeah? What's that?"

"How would you feel if I sold my brownstone and we bought a house
together? Say, in Bergan Beach?"

I pick my head up and look at him, my brows drawing tight. Within six
months after we got back together, I moved to Brooklyn Heights to be with
him. We’d spent two years apart and didn't want to waste any more time
than we already had. It only made sense since we were at each other's home
every night anyway. He offered to come live with me, but I knew being in
Brooklyn was better for him, so I’d packed up the cats and moved in with
him.

I kept my grammy’s house, though. I can't bear to let it go, but I hate to
see it empty too, so I use it now as a transitional home for those in my
shelter who've taken the steps to get on their feet. There's no charge for rent,
just utilities. They have to start somewhere. Living in New York is
extremely expensive—one of the priciest places to live in the world—and I
want to give these women a chance they deserve. There are strict rules they
have to follow, along with monthly check-ins, but I know my grammy
would've loved it and that makes me feel good inside.

My brows deepen. "Can I ask why?"

"I picked that place out, had a decorator come in and spice it up. We
didn't pick anything out together, and I want something we both love that's
only ours." His tongue slips out over his bottom lip, like he's hesitating. "I



want us to have a place to call our own, where we can continue creating
more moments. | want everything with you, Aubrey. A marriage, a home.
I'm in this for life, sweetheart, and I'm ready to take the next step with you."



THREE

M y eyes soften at his words.
I didn't think it was possible for my heart to grow any bigger

with love for this man, but clearly I was wrong. I'm smiling from ear to ear
so hard my blushed cheeks are aching.

"James Riviera, how are you the sweetest man in the world?"

Creases form between his eyes and the muscles in his body stiffen. That
isn't something I expected.

"I'm serious, Aubrey. You're my life and I love you. I want us to be
more, and I think buying a new home that's ours is a step in the right
direction."

I giggle from how adorable he is. I can't help it. Sometimes men are so
dumb it's painful. James is getting worked up for no reason.

"Babe?"

He doesn't respond. James is lost in his stare and I giggle again at how
hard he's thinking. He can't possibly think I feel any less for him, right?

Sliding my leg higher on him, I hook his thigh with mine and twine our
limbs together. My palms skim over his heavenly chest, then to his arm
where he had a map of the world tattooed when we got back together. It was
expertly done with a fine needle and black ink, and spans from the top of
his shoulder down to his wrist.



He documents all our moments that are important to us. Every single
place he's taken me that’s brought us closer together, he’s had inked onto his
body forever. I still remember the day he came home with his arm bandaged
in white gauze and plastic wrap. He hadn't told me he was getting it done
and wanted to surprise me. Surprise was an understatement. James
permanently inked the arm he was saving for only us. I've been wanting to
surprise him with a tattoo of my own, I just haven't figured out what I want
to do yet. I want it to mean something to the both of us the way his do.

I pick up his wrist and kiss the place where his pulse is. I gaze at it with
softness, then thread his fingers with mine. My thumb caresses my favorite
inked moment by far—the day he told me he loved me for the first time. We
weren't anywhere romantic, or had a special trip planned. In fact, we were
right in the middle of Manhattan getting Chinese food in the dead heat one
summer evening when he said it. Our order hadn't been ready for pick up
yet, so we'd been standing on the busy street with his back to the wall and
me in his arms taking in the perfect Instagram-worthy sunset. The fiery
amber ball burned between the skyscrapers as it descended, illuminating the
buildings with a breathtaking glow. This wasn't just an ordinary sunset
anyone could see as they walked through the concrete jungle. I'd remarked
on how incredible it was and that I'd never seen the sun between the
buildings like that before, how it made one appreciative of how beautiful
life really is. James told me it was actually Manhattanhenge, and it's when
the sun aligns with the city's street grid to produce—and fit—the perfect
setting sun only four days out of the year. It was larger than life, and the
heat flowing around the outer rim could be seen when "I love you" came
out of James's mouth. It was so natural and just right, and it ended up being
the first tattoo he got for us—a sun that overlooks his map. I glance at the
sun inked in warm hues of orange and red over his pulse and smile softly at
the memories I hold so dear behind it.



My knee nudges his erecting cock. "James, I love that brownstone. I
love being there with you, I love walking up the street to our home and
taking in the flowery landscape that people don't typically associate with
living in the city. If you want to sell it, then we'll sell it and buy a new
home. I want what you want. But don't think for one second that it bothers
me you had it before I came back into your life." I pause, an idea springing
to mind. "What if we get rid of everything your decorator bought, and we
go shopping together. We'll create our own little oasis. If you want to redo
the whole damn unit and tear everything out, we can do that too, but I'm
happy there and I really love it."

His frown deepens. "You do?"

I nod. "I do, but if you'd rather us have a new place, we can do that too,"
I say, then something dawns on me. My head tilts to the side and I ask, "Do
you want to sell it because you purchased it during a low point in your
marriage and it reminds you of that?"

James has been divorced for four years now, but he spent more than
twenty years in a somewhat unhappy and unwanted marriage. Now I can
see why he's considering selling it.

"A little bit."

A soft smile tugs at the corners of my mouth. "Then we're selling it. End
of discussion. When we get home, it's going on the market immediately.
But, James?"

"Yes?" His body relaxes a little, and I clamp my teeth onto my bottom
lip.

"I'd like to stay in Brooklyn Heights, or in one of the surrounding
neighborhoods... like Williamsburg, or even Park Slope, and in one of their
brownstones. I never thought I'd live in Brooklyn, but now I can't imagine
not living there. It's our home, where my heart is, where we have so many
incredible moments together. I don't want to leave them behind."



James scoots up to a sitting position and takes me with him. He wraps a
strong arm around my lower back and tugs me up until I'm straddling his
hips and our bodies are flush together. My nipples graze over the soft
dusting of hair on his chest. A purr escapes me and I drape my arms over
his shoulders and look him in the eyes.

"A compromise I can work with," he says, a hint of a smile pulls at his
lips. "I assumed you'd want an actual house one day like most women, the
whole white picket fence and all of that."

I grin and brush a hand down his beard. "I think we both know by now
I'm not like most women."

He chuckles and the sound causes my belly to flutter. "Thank fuck for
that. I love you the way you are, sweetheart, and I wouldn't change a
fucking thing."

I'm really fortunate to have a man who accepts all my flaws and sins...
and not give a damn about all the men I fucked when I was an escort. I don't
hate that part of my life because it brought James to me, but sometimes I
have regrets because of the things I did for money.

"Then it's settled."

"I just want you to be happy," he says, and it makes me mushy for him.
He's such a romantic at heart.

"Well..." I begin with puckered lips and flirtatious eyes. "There is one
thing I need that would make me really happy."

"Anything," he says against my lips.

My heart is beating so fast for this man that I seal my lips to his in a
bruising kiss and he takes it. He's my every heartbeat, my every breath.
God, I love him so much. I draw in a quick breath through my nose as I
tighten my arm around his neck while my free hand holds his jaw. My large
breasts are pressed to his chest. Our tongues tangle around each other’s as
the desire we feel envelopes us as one.

"Make love to me," I whisper.



"I already told you, sweetheart. I've been making love to you the whole
time."

James reserves his charming side for when he's in a loveable mood like
this, but I know deep down he's serious about what he said.

His palm connects with my thigh and I feel a little zing zap through me.
"Lift up." I rise to my knees and James grips his cock in his hand, angling it
at my entrance. He peers up at me with a burn in his eyes that says he's at
my mercy.

"Now take all of me," he says, and I do, sinking down on him in one
good, long stroke. My head rolls back and I exhale a pleasure-filled sigh.
Sometimes we forgo foreplay because I like the feel of him stretching me.
It's an automatic given that he likes it just as much.

One would think with a boyfriend James's age that sex would slow
down or it would be hard for him to get it up, but it's the complete opposite.
Sometimes it's me who can't keep up with him. He has so much testosterone
flowing through his veins that our lovemaking grows more manic each and
every time. There’s an abundance of passion flowing from his touch to the
way he kisses me with hunger. I'm addicted to him and can't get my fill.

"Stay down," he demands with his hands on my hips.

My inner thighs are quivering as I try to loosen up to accommodate his
width. Sometimes he slides in and bangs me, other times it's a little tight at
first. I wonder if I'll ever be able to fit him without pain.

"Then kiss me and make me forget how your cock is stretching my
pussy out and tearing me from hole to hole. You're going to give me a
gaping vag one day."

He grins and I try to fight mine. "Such a filthy fucking mouth."

"You love it."

"Fuckin' right I do," he says, then kisses me. After a few strokes of his
skillful tongue, I'm slow riding him.



James is still in control with his arm around my hips, allowing me to
only rise halfway up his erection. I love it and hate it because all I want to
do is fuck him wild but he's setting a pace that will drive me into a frenzy
for him. It’s sublime torture on my clit and I cry out. He's hitting it but he's
not. Teasing me until my heart is racing a mile a minute and pleasure begins
to set in at the tips of my toes. My nails score his skin and he purposely
starts fucking me from the bottom, thrusting deep inside my pussy. James
groans, and I feel the vibration from his chest against mine.

"It doesn't get better than this," I say.

He chuckles, his warm breath tickling my neck. "You say that every
time."

"And every time it gets better. You're like fine wine, James. You get
better with age."

"I prefer cognac,"” he says, and I laugh. "One day,"” James says, his
breath hitching, "I'm going to make you my wife, Aubrey. I hope you're
ready, sweetheart, because I'm not taking no for an answer."

"James," I whisper, then gasp when he plunges in deep, holding me to
him. My hips angle into his and he leans over with my thighs molded to his,
holding us up with one hand flat to the bed. James rears back and slams into
me. His lovemaking becomes needy and his hands are groping every inch of
my bare skin. This position couldn't be more perfect for us to come
together. He’s striking my clit and pounding into my wet pussy while he
angles my hips to reach a deeper spot for himself. He's going to leave
bruises on my body when he's done from how hard he's gripping me.
Everything becomes an afterthought when that first prick of euphoria
assaults me in the highest way possible. We don't conceal our lust, instead
we allow any sound to express how we feel when we're this deep into the
moment.

My heart is racing double time now. I don't need a piece of paper to
know that he's mine and I'm his. We already know that. There's no reason to



put a label between us. We have a good thing going. Why ruin it?

Some of the best and longest lasting relationships are ones without any
type of label.

I don't want marriage, and I hope that’s something he can understand. 1
love him and he loves me. That's all that matters.

Right?



FOUR

I 'm not a fruity drink kind of girl, but I am on vacation.

I like to try all the touristy drinks and foods native to the country
we're visiting because I know when I go home, no matter what I do, I'll
never be able to recreate it. Manhattan is thriving with just about every kind
of cuisine one could want, and while I'm not complaining, it's just not the
same.

Tahiti has a drink native to the island called The Tahiti. I laughed over
the name at first, until James reminded me there's a Long Island iced tea
and a Manhattan Special where we live. Whatever, all I know is it has
pineapple-and coconut-infused juice with some rum that's made here and a
sprinkle of ginger. It's delicious, and I'm on my third and feeling amazing in
my man’s arms.

James and I are sitting on the beach under a massive umbrella in a
lounge chair together. I'm between his legs lying back against his bare
chest. I love to be in his arms every chance I can. When he came out of the
bathroom earlier dressed in only board shorts that sat super low on his hips,
I had to fan myself. He's too damn good-looking and his sexuality is way
too damn alluring. I told him I want to chain him up in our basement and
keep him all to myself. He said he was cool with that.



James has his leg propped against the arm rest, his hand on my hip with
the tips of his fingers under my bikini bottoms, lounging away with me.

I never want to leave here.

"Want a sip?" I lift the glass over my shoulder. I ask him every time and
every time he takes a sip to appease me, even though he despises sugary
drinks. I just ask to be nice, really.

"You're almost out. Do you want another one?"

I finish off the rest and place the tall glass on the round mosaic table
next to us. My hands find his and I lace our fingers together, shifting so I'm
laying my head on his arm. I kiss the inside of his bicep and snuggle up to
him, breathing him in.

"James, if I didn't know any better, I'd say you're trying to get me
drunk."

I feel him shrug. He has no shame and I love that about him. "Two
words. Drunk. Sex."

I giggle. Alcohol does one of two things for me: I'm either giddy, or I
want to have sex. I pause in thought. Actually, make that three. Sometimes I
like to drop it low and shake my ass.

"Drunk sex in the ocean?" I suggest.

"You're too wild for the ocean when you're drunk. I may accidentally
drown you."

I laugh and pick up my head to look at him. Laughter dances in his blue
eyes. "You make me that way. It's all your fault."

He smirks and I feel it in my belly. He has no regrets. "You're
welcome."

Reaching higher, I drop a quick kiss to his lips and sit up. I try to pull
back, but he cups the back of my neck and holds me for a longer kiss.
Sometimes I can't concentrate when he does that. Like when his thumb is
pushed up under my jaw.



Grabbing his hand, I break the kiss and pull up to stand. I'm a little tipsy
but not drunk.

"Come on, let's go swimming. I want to feel the water on my skin."

James’s eyes roam the length of my body, making sure he doesn't miss
an inch of skin. He makes me feel so beautiful. So wanted. So loved.

"Sweetheart?"

"Yeah, babe?"

"When we go snorkeling later, you're not wearing that."

I glance down. I did pick a red skimpy suit to wear for him since I know
he likes this color on me. My top is two sizes too small, making my C cups
look even bigger, and I'm wearing a Brazilian style bottom that's very
cheeky. Since I've gained a few pounds over the years, I think I'm leaning
toward double D breasts, though I'm not entirely sure since I don't usually
wear a bra at home anymore, and everything I wear when we go out already
has proper lining.

"What's wrong with my bathing suit?" I ask, trying not to smile. "I
picked it out just for you."

"You're testing me. I'm two seconds from ripping it off you."

I giggle again and take a few steps back toward the ocean. "You have to
catch me first."

Turning around, I lightly run toward the beach. The sand is hot under
my feet, so I run on my toes. The light crystal blue water reminds me of
James's eyes and I smile. Just as I reach the shore, James wraps an arm
around me from behind and lifts me up, throwing us both into the water.

I'm giggling as I go under and hold my breath. The cool water feels
refreshing and I wish it was like this back in New York. New York doesn't
have light teal water beaches like this. They're more murky and gray.

We come up for air, both of us smiling. I reach for James and wrap my
legs around his waist. He automatically tugs me closer. I can reach the
ground, but this is more fun.



"I caught you," he says, his voice low.

My heart does a little flip. He caught me the moment we met in Bryant
Park. We both know that.

"You did," I say.

"If T didn't already set up a full day of sightseeing for us, we'd be
making our own waves right now."

"Real suave, James. That might be the most cliché thing you've said
yet."

"I have my moments," he says. "I can cancel..." He lifts a brow in
suggestion.

I almost want to say yes, but I don't. I playfully slap his shoulder. I
know he's not serious. When we're on vacation, we make the most of it and
see and do everything we can.

"No! I want to see the waterfalls, and snorkel with the fish. I want to
feed the sharks and stingrays. I want to do couple’s massages with you, and
after dinner I really want to see the Polynesian dance. You're taking me to
do all of that." I try to be firm, but he can see right through me.

James is smiling from ear to ear. He moves the wet hair stuck to my
cheek and leans in to place a kiss on my neck.

"Okay, okay, okay. Whatever you want to do, I want too." He lifts his
wrist and checks the time. "We have about an hour before we have to be at
the dock for the boat I chartered. As much as I want to make love to you
again, I think we should eat and get one more drink. We have a full day
planned."

"And change my suit. I want to grab some shorts too."

"We'll get your shorts but don't change the bathing suit. You're fucking
smoking in it."

"You don't care?"

One corner of his mouth turns up. James has that sexy, quiet confidence
that makes him secure with who he is.



"No, sweetheart, I was just playing. Let people look at you. I want them
to. I know who you'll be coming home with at the end of the night."”

"Damn straight, big daddy."

James lets out a raucous laugh then pulls us under water to kiss me.

CarDI B’s "MONEY" STARTS BLARING IN OUR BUNGALOW.

I frown as I look around trying to uncover where I placed my purse. I
know that's my phone, but I don't remember setting that ringtone for
anyone.

"Who's that?" James asks as he buttons his shirt.

"No idea."

I grab my cell phone from my clutch and read the screen.

"Real slick, Natalie." I shake my head as I answer the phone.

It takes her a second to comprehend what I'm talking about, then she
bursts out laughing. "I forgot I did that!"

"Now your dad thinks you like to fuck in big tall heels, but you don't
really need the D because you just really want the money."

She's still laughing. "Oh my God! I'm dying!"

I turn to gage James's reaction, but he's not paying attention to my
conversation anymore. He's slipping on his Tag watch and rolling up his
dress shirt sleeves to his elbows. I love this look on him. The distressed
jeans and partially buttoned shirt. The way the tattoos tease his arms and
chest works well with who he is. We'd been sightseeing and snorkeling for
most of the day. Now there's a golden tint to James's cheeks.

I can't believe I snagged myself a fucking hot silver fox.

I still can't believe he's my best friend’s dad either.

"What's my ringtone when I call you?"

"'Milkshake' by Kelis."



The beginning of the song begins to play in my head, and I smile to
myself. Natalie is hysterical.

"What's up, bestie?"

"I hope not my dad's—"

"Nat! Stop it."

She sighs dramatically and chuckles. "When do you two lovebirds get
back? I have breaking news."

I frown. "Are you all right? Is everything okay?"

James looks at me with concern. He lifts his chin, wanting to know
what's going on.

"Everything's fine," she says. "I just have something I want to talk to
you about in person."

"You're pregnant.”" I deadpan, and James's eyes widen.

"No, you raging lunatic." I shake my head at James so he knows she's
not pregnant. "I'm living my best IUD life. If T could find a doctor to
perform a hysterectomy on me now, I would. No little monsters for me. I
plan to spread myself thin."

I shake my head, laughing under my breath. James still doesn't know
Natalie is the one who got me a job as an escort at Sanctuary Cove, and he
never will. I'm happy she hung up her knee pads and isn't hooking anymore.

"But are you okay?"

"Yes, I just want to make sure I see your face when you get back."

"Ah, okay. We'll be back late the day after tomorrow."

"I'll be there the next morning with bells on bright and early equipped
with guava and lime mimosas."

"Oh, what are we celebrating?"

"My vagina's freedom. I gotta run, Ram Jam, and don't forget to make
sure he wears a rubber. You can't trust anyone these days."

Natalie hangs up, leaving me laughing at her sarcastic, vulgar sense of
humor. Nothing she says shocks me anymore.



"What's the ringtone when I call you?" James asks.

A huge smile lights up my face. "Call my cell and find out for yourself,
Big Daddy."

James retrieves his phone and dials up my number, then meets my gaze
when "Doin' It" by LL Cool J blares from my phone.

"That's what plays when I call you?"

I nod proudly.

"Every time?"

I nod again.

"I fuckin' love you," he says, and plants a kiss on my lips, then takes my
hand and guides us to dinner.



FIVE

"Thank you for this, for tonight."

James has his arm around me and I drag my nails back and forth
over his forearm. We're sitting on our deck under the night sky sipping
Remy Martin. James ordered a special bottle for us, and just like in
Aureole, he says we have to finish it. We're about halfway through, but
neither one of us is drunk. It's a soothing, warm body, relaxing high when
sipped slow.

After a romantic dinner with the full moon slipping behind the
darkening ocean, we walked a short distance with my high heels hooked on
two of my fingers and James holding my other hand. I could walk the
streets of Manhattan in five-inch heels, but on the soft sand I basically had
two left feet.

We watched the Polynesian dance show. I was entranced the entire time,
and I think James was too. They thumped the tops and the sides of the
barrel drums with their thumbs and heels of their hands, then they blew into
conch shells to produce a sound I'd never heard before. James said if you
hold a conch shell to your ear, you can hear the ocean. Mini tiki torches
were posted every two feet or so in the sand. The flames were small, but
enough to come together to create a sultry mood and color the women's
exposed skin in a coppery radiance. The best part was the large, colorful



feathered head pieces they wore that I imagine are heavier than they look.
Matching straw skirts that sat extra low on their hips and a basic triangle
bathing suit top finished the ensemble. Every time the skirts swayed, a
rustle blew in the air. I've seen some pretty eclectic dancers on the subways
in New York City, but the precision and speed these girls popped their hips
and rolled their bellies was fascinating to watch. I swear they hit every beat
and didn't stop until it was over. They encouraged the locals and tourists to
go on stage to dance with them toward the end and managed to carouse
James up. I wish I'd brought my cell phone to dinner to video record him to
show Natalie. The way he was smiling from ear to ear, how his eyes
glittered with delight as he danced in the sand barefoot with the girls made
me so fucking happy inside. James Riviera makes me high on life and it
made me realize just how much my love for him grows by the minute.

"For what, sweetheart?" he asks.

I look at him. Our eyes lock and I hope he feels what I say.

"For bringing me here. For noticing when I'm stressed and trying to
help. For being you. For having a big heart. This might be my favorite
vacation we've taken yet. You're so good to me. Sometimes I feel like I
don't deserve you."

James doesn't say anything. He reaches for me, cupping my cheek, and
kisses me softly. My eyes close and I draw him in. His lips are pressed
between mine, but we don't move our mouths. We just hold steady, like
we're cherishing the other’s touch. It's a simple kiss but makes my heart feel
the most because it's James who's giving it to me. When he kisses me, he
always makes me feel like I'm the only person who matters to him.

Breaking the kiss, James's steel eyes search mine. He's breathing a little
deeper, heavier. "I was going to tell you I want Valentina tonight."
Excitement sparkles in my eyes, but he shakes his head. "But I don't. I just
want you. Always and forever, just...you, Aubrey."



Does he not comprehend what his words do to me? He takes my breath
away and makes my heart rush faster at the same time. I swallow hard,
feeling my pulse in my damn throat.

"Come on, I have something planned for you."

James takes my hand and walks us to our bungalow about twenty feet
away. We step through the French doors and my jaw drops in surprise. My
eyes widen as I take in the moment, wondering how he made this happen
while we were sitting on the front deck.

The lights are turned down low, and there are white candles lit along the
walls. There's usually a tropical aroma that follows us on the island, but in
our room, there's something deeply seductive and alluring about the scent
that pulls me in.

My eyes land on our king-size bed. I shoot a quick glance at James
who's watching me.

There are white feathers and red rose petals sprinkled on top of the
down comforter. I’'ve never seen a blend like that on a bed before. It's
beautiful but more sexy than anything else. My heart is rushing so fast
against my ribs that I can't process what’s happening in front of me.

"When did you do this? When we came back, none of this was here."

He turns to face me and steps closer until he's an inch away. "I had the
resort set it up for us. I gave them instructions and told them when to come.
I shut the door so you wouldn't hear them while we sat outside together."

I shake my head, blinking a few times. I can't believe how thoughtful he
was to set this up.

"Really? This may be the most romantic thing you've ever done."

He cups my cheeks and gazes into my eyes. "I told you, Aubrey, you're
my world. You make me feel young and what it's like to be happy again.
You're my light, what I look forward to every day I wake up. There isn't a
thing I wouldn't do for you."



Emotions well in my eyes. James can be a total mush ball, but he never
gets this mushy and deep into his feelings like he is right now. I can feel
them striking me all at once. I know James loves me and he'd do anything
to see me smile, but tonight makes me think he's hiding something...like
he's sick, and doesn't have much time left.

"Sweetheart, what's wrong?"

My lips form a thin flat line and my jaw trembles. He grabs my arms,
frightened eyes look back at me.

"Tell me what's wrong."

"Are you sick? Something that you're afraid to tell me? Is that why
you're being sweet to me and had this set up?" My voice shakes, and I feel
so stupid saying what I did, but I can't think straight now that my heart's a
frantic mess. "Because I need to know if you have a terminal disease and
need to buy two caskets because I can't live without you, James. I just
can't."

James stares back at me in complete silence. His jaw is hanging open
and his blue eyes are unmoving. I knew it. I guessed and he didn't expect
that.

My stomach is in knots. Now I'm always going to associate Tahiti with
James telling me he's sick.

"Uh, Aubrey?" he says, scratching the side of his head. "There's nothing
wrong with me. I don’t know where you got that I was sick from, but I'm
not. I’m healthy as a horse."

My eyes shift back and forth between his. "What?"

"I'm not sick." He drops his arms and I suddenly feel bad. "I just want
you to know how much you mean to me and that I really just fucking love
you so much. I can't believe you thought I was sick."

I roll my lips between my teeth and cringe inside. My eyes drop to the
floor as my cheeks bloom with embarrassment. I feel like a moron now. A
small giggle makes it past my lips. Closing my eyes, I laugh at how dense I



am sometimes. Natalie likes to say it's a good thing I'm pretty when I say
something really ignorant. I bet if she were here, she'd say it again.

"Baby, I'm so sorry." I put my hand on his chest. "I feel terrible."

"And that's why you laughed," he says with zero emotion. No smile. No
personality.

Oh, no. James is hurt and that makes me feel like shit. I hate that I
sometimes laugh at the wrong moments.

"I laughed because I'm dumb. I'm really sorry, James. I never once
doubted your love for me, so when you started talking, I thought you were
preparing me for something bad."

He doesn't say anything, and it causes my pulse to spike. God, I fucking
ruined it.

"James? I really am sorry."

"I guess my emotions are a little more hands-on this trip." His Adam’s
apple bobs as he swallows. "But that's because I'm so proud of you after
watching how hard you've worked these last couple of years. I love you. I
know we've been together a while now, but I've never felt like this. Like
you hold all the power inside of me, and I can't do anything about it. Like
my fucking heart won't stop burning at the sight of you. If this is what real
love feels like, then I never want to have the chance to experience it with
anyone else ever again. What I feel for you scares the shit out of me. Every
move | make, everything I think about, it involves you in some way. I guess
the way you make me feel turns me into a sap, but that's what you do to me,
Aubrey." He pauses. "I can't turn off what I feel for you, and I won't."

I'm speechless.

I'm also a fool.

I definitely didn't know he felt like that. Like how I feel about him.

A very small smile curves my full lips. My eyes drop to his throat where
his pulse hammers away in his neck. I lean in, pressing my lips over it, and
allow my tongue to do a lap. I find the buttons on his shirt and begin to



slowly undo them. James's hands slide onto my hips and he gives me a little
tug.

Without lifting my head, my eyes shoot to his. I'm a little nervous, but I
want him to know his feelings are not one-sided.

"Tomorrow," I say, and my voice takes on a velvety smoothness, "you
and I are going to this little tattoo shop here we passed a few times when we
were strolling. I'm going to get my first moment. I've been waiting for the
right time, and it's now." I swallow and lick my lips. "When I say I love you
more, it's because I can't imagine you can feel more than what I already do."
Sudden shyness attempts to pull at my lips. My cheeks are a little flushed.

His hands roam my loose and flowy dress, inching it up with the tips of
his fingers. The need in his touch and the way his fingers leave a trail of
heat in their path rocks me down to my core. It makes me fall harder for
him more, if that's even possible. To be loved so profoundly and manage to
still give it in return is a feeling one would never understand unless they
lived it fully. This is what life is all about and the meaning behind why
we're here.

I can tell James all night long that I love him, but I'd rather show him
how I feel.



SIX

M y hands move to his shoulders to slide his shirt off.

It falls to the floor in a heap. I lean forward and press my lips
to his chest and inhale the cognac and crushed cigar scent clinging to him
with my eyes closed. He smells like money and masculinity. His hand cups
the back of my head as my fingers reach for his belt buckle to loosen it.
James pulls down the straps of my dress and I slip out of my high heels as
my dress joins his shirt on the floor. I'm above average height for a woman,
but I feel small in comparison to James.

"Never doubt what I feel for you." My voice drops to a throaty whisper
as I look at him. "Never doubt it's any less than what you feel for me.
You're it for me, baby."

Rising up on my tiptoes, I palm his cheeks and bring his kiss to me. One
hand finds my lower back, the other is threading through my hair, holding
me to him. The way James kisses me this time, while it's the same, it's
completely different. It's deeper, harder, more intense. Like he's not holding
back anymore and showing me how he truly feels.

He tears his mouth from mine. "Do you trust me?"

I nod without hesitation. "Of course."

"Lay on the bed facedown."



I do as he says and lay on the feathers and petals. I hear him rustling
behind me and turn to watch him over my shoulder. James in a designer suit
is heart-stopping, but James naked is ovary combusting. He's a big man all
over, strapping and brawny. He's not cut with definition, but it's clear he has
it and that he's strong enough to hold both of us up.

James picks up one of the many candles in the room and climbs onto the
bed. He straddles my legs. His heavy, thick cock grazes the back of my
thighs.

"This is going to be hot for a second, but it won't hurt you." James
blows out the flame. "The wax turns into massage oil."

"Are all the candles like that?"

"Yes."

I nod in eager excitement and wait. Hot oil is drizzled down my spine
and I hiss and fist the sheets, my hips rising back of their own accord. It
doesn't last long, just long enough to spread a soothing warmth over me.

"Does it hurt?" James stops pouring.

"No, not at all. I just didn't know what to expect the first time. It feels
good actually."

"I wish you could see yourself like this," he whispers, then places the
candle down on the bed and begins to massage my back. "You look... I
have no words." Fingers spread out, he applies pressure and glides up my
back to my neck. He gives my shoulders a good squeeze before moving
back down. The tips of his fingers browse the sides of my breasts, over my
ribs, to my lower back.

"Oh, wow." I nearly purr, my hips moving again. My toes curl. "James,
this feels incredible."”

"I'm going to do your entire body."

He applies more oil to my back, then moves down to my ass and pours
some on it. Wide hands palm my cheeks as he caresses me in slow circles.



He takes his time, dragging his thumb from my pussy, up the inside of my
ass, before moving in an outward circle and repeating the motion.

"Can I do you next?" Fuck. I can barely speak.

"Another time. This is for you, sweetheart."”

After he does my entire back side down to my ankles, the desire
hovering above my tingling skin makes me painfully needy for him. I hope
he's ready for me soon. He had to know what a massage like this would do
to me.

James turns me over and I immediately start laughing. He looks at me
with a puzzled expression.

"The feathers and petals are sticking to my back," I answer his unasked
question.

Laughter spreads across James's face. "I didn't prepare for that."

"You can pull them off when we're done and then we can dip in the
ocean," I suggest, and his eyes light up. He likes the idea.

James takes his time and starts at my feet, making his way up my
thighs. I realize the oil is scented with vanilla bean and a dark tropical
smell, which only heightens my senses. I watch James as he's so careful
with my body and how he applies pressure to the thicker parts of me. In the
two years I've been with him, I've gained a fair amount of weight and he
swears he loves it. I went up four full sizes—five, depending on where I
shop. "More cushion for the pushin™ he’d said when I’d grumbled about it.
I laughed.

My hips are more rounded, my thighs are a little bigger, and my ass is
heavier with more bounce. Somehow my stomach has stayed flat. Most of
the weight went to my boobs. I'm curvier than I was before and I've never
felt so sexy in my life. James makes me love my body and feel entirely
comfortable around him. I could have been born without sight and still
wouldn’t need it to see what he sees. That’s the feeling he evokes from me.
Sexy. Confident. Vixen.



My body is lax, my legs quivering on the edge of need as he presses and
kneads my inner thighs. I lift my knees and slowly open my legs to expose
myself to him.

"I want you to put it on me here," I say, touching my pussy. I'm already
so wet and ready for him. I dip two fingers inside. He watches as I pull
them out and use my glossy desire to circle my clit. My back bows and I
hiss in a breath through my teeth.

James’s blues eyes flicker with black shadows against the flames. They
remind me of sapphires.

Bracing myself, I hold my breath as I watch him get another candle and
blow out the flame. He returns to the bed and slowly drizzles the hot oil all
over my pussy. My eyes fall closed and my head presses back into the
sheets. It's a shock at first that quickly leads to an overflowing stream of
decadence. My jaw falls open and I gasp as it drips into my tender folds.
James makes eye contact one last time before the oil breathes warmth into
me, alighting my flesh with intense sparks of desire. He rubs it in and I
draw in a long breath, clenching my fists. I turn my face and the rose petals
are soft as silk as they graze my cheek. My back arches in response, nipples
puckering, knees falling open as wide as they can go when his fingers begin
to delve carefully around my pussy. My toes dig into the mattress and a
moan escapes my throat.

"James," I gasp, reaching for him. My heart is burning with fire.

He doesn't respond, just leans down to press a kiss to my stomach, then
moves onto my arms.

I watch his face as he focuses on what he's doing. The lapping ocean
waves outside is our only sound. It's peaceful while there's a passionate
storm brewing inside between us. James is tense, his shoulders are bunched
tight and his brow is creased.

Placing my hand on his bicep, I ask, "Can I pour the oil on you so you
can feel what I do?" His nostrils flare and he nods with a set jaw. I look at



him once more and he answers my confused look.

"I'm trying not to lose control," he says.

A murmur forms in the back of my throat. "I like when you do, though."
My gaze drops to his straining cock. The tip of his head is a shade of deep
violet and there's proof of his arousal dripping from the tip. I lick my lips
watching it fall in a thin stream to the bed.

After he finishes with both my arms, I sit up. Between the warm oil and
smooth taste of cognac streaming through my veins, I'm hungrier for him
than ever before.

"I'm not done," he says. But I can't handle anymore. I'm about to jump
his bones.

James gets up to hand me a fresh candle. He lifts it to my face for me to
blow out the flame, then hands it to me.

James is kneeling in front of me, mimicking my position. "I don't want
to hurt you," I say, suddenly hesitant as I look at the steaming oil and his
jutting erection.

"There's nothing you can do that would hurt me, sweetheart, unless you
leave me."

My eyes snap to his. I shake my head. If I wasn't so worked up inside,
I'd be angry he even suggested such a thing.

Palming his cock with one hand, I hand him the candle to hold for a
second as I scoot back. I lean down to take him in my mouth, flattening my
tongue and relaxing. I taste his arousal as I suck him good and deep before
pulling back. I do it a few more times and look up at James.

My heart is in my throat.

His head is tilted back, and there's a maze of veins straining in his neck.
Through the colorful ink, his chest is blushed with pleasure and the
vascularity in his body is pulsating. It sounds funny to call a man beautiful
until you witness it. James is beautiful when he's in the throes of passion.
He's abandoned reserve and only moves on feeling.



"I love you, James." I find myself whispering as I look at him. My heart
is too full, bursting with emotion for this man I never should've been able to
love in the first place.

His head comes up and his eyes open to reveal a depth of emotion I
wonder if I’ve ever had in my eyes when I’ve looked at him.

Leaning forward, James grabs ahold of the side of my neck and plants a
hard fucking kiss on my lips.

I break the kiss. "I don't want to hurt you," I say again.

"If you're concerned, you can pour the oil in your hand and rub it on me.
But it's not going to hurt."

Nodding, I direct him to lie back, and he does. His legs are spread wide,
his thick thighs dusted with fine hair. Our eyes meet one last time before I
lift the candle and turn it over slowly. I watch in fascination as the oil
drizzles down his engorged cock. A loud moan rolls out from his throat and
his body vibrates. The tip of his cock produces a small pearl of cum. I place
the candle on the table next to our bed, then wrap my hand around his width
and lean down. I run my tongue over his pleasure, tasting the saltiness. His
back bows and he palms the back of my head, his thighs coming up to
encage me. He releases me and I twist my wrist and squeeze, stroking him
as I suck the head of his cock.

"Stop," he demands, his voice like gravel and he fists my hair. James
pulls my head up as he sits up. "Get your ass over here," he says, his voice
low and so fucking sexy.

One of the things I loved about James when we first met was the sound
of his voice and how New York he sounded. When he's aroused, it's so
much deeper and stronger, more lax on the Rs and tighter on the vowels. He
thinks it's funny that I like hearing him talk, but I do. He's sexy.

Scooting closer, James gets up on his knees then sits back on his feet.
My hearts racing, pounding with anticipation. I climb over his hips so my
knees are pressed into the mattress as I straddle him. James reaches out for



my waist to guide me to him. Grasping his cock, he angles it at my entrance
but stops me from sliding down on it. He looks in my eyes and I hold my
breath.

"I want us to last all night. We don't come until we can't handle
anymore, and when we do, we come together."

I dig my teeth into my bottom lip and nod. I like this idea. I just hope I
can hold out.

"We're not fucking, Aubrey," he states. "Tonight, we’re going slow. I’'m
going to show you how much I love you."



SEVEN

I swallow hard as James guides his cock into me painfully slow. He gives
good foreplay, and he knows it.

"We're going to feel every bit, so we never forget who we belong to."

My lips part and I fall more in love with this man as he inches his way
into me. I'm not sure my heart can take anymore. The way it beats, how it's
pulsing in my throat, how when I look at him, I know he's the love of my
life.

Once he's fully seated inside of me, my thighs loosen and I soften
against him. My hands come up to cup his face. Leaning in, I hear him draw
in a breath before our lips meet. Sometimes I feel like the only way to tell
him how much he means to me is by kissing him with everything that's in
me. Slow, with a side of control. Everything can be felt with a Kkiss.

James guides my hips to move with his. This is where we both make
perfect sense because we connect in the same fashion with the same
splitting control. I've got his lips that lead to the same place for me that his
touch leads to for him—where our bodies are joined. My hips slowly rotate
over him, my clit hitting the hair on his mound. James drives in and holds
my ass in place. We move at the same pace, the same tenderness, the same
passion. It's a deeper connection for us, one that we never speak about.



"James," I whisper against his lips. My forehead is pressed to his, my
hands cupping his curved shoulders. I move one hand to the back of his
head as he holds my hips steady and thrusts inside of me. He's so fucking
wicked on my soul that I want to beg for him to always take me like this.

"Yeah, sweetheart?" he responds in a raspy voice. He knows what he's
doing.

He moves my hair that's sticking to my damp face. My jaw angles up
toward him, my back arching so my nipples are pressed against his chest.
Our mouths don't touch, instead we tease each other with the promise of
more debauchery. Abandon desire lights my body up like a diamond under
the sun. My body is shaking, toes curling, fingers struggling to hold on as
utter rapture grips me.

"Nothing... nothing feels this good," I tell him, eyes closed in ecstasy.
"How are you holding on?" My entire body quivers. I'm struggling to not
finish.

"Look at me."

I open my eyes and find a slight curl on James’s lips. His gaze says
everything.

"Do I look like I don't know what I'm doing? I know your body like a
book, Aubrey. It belongs to me. Your pussy, your body, your heart. It's all
mine."

Coming from his words alone wouldn't be a first for me.

A saucy huff rolls off my lips. I should've known he'd say that. James
bends back slightly to pull out. He watches his cock leave my pussy only to
plunge back in without shame. It's one of the sexiest things I've ever seen
him do. He's in a state of unrestrained euphoria while he does it, and it's
magnificent.

He's shaking under me now and I know if I move my hips just a
fraction, he'll lose control and come. If I breathe too deeply, he'll come.



I grind my hips forward and ride James, feeling the ridges of his cock
and taking him in me the way I know he loves. Gritty sex is James's middle
name. There's a deepness inside of him that only I can reach.

Rising up on his knees, he leans into me until my back is on the
mattress again. Red petals and soft, white feathers breeze around us like it's
snowing. He's driving into me like he's determined to show me who's in
charge.

"Baby," I say, and he knows what I mean.

I straighten one leg so it's up against his leg and then hook the other
around his hip, pushing him farther inside me. We gasp in unison as he slips
in deeper at this angle. It's tight as a fist for James and just the right angle
for me to come soon.

My hands roam his broad backside, groping every inch of him as he
carries us to a higher level. James is hammering into me with finesse. We’re
both dewy from the damp air when we finally climax together. Nails score
his beautiful ink but never tear him, and my toes curl around the rose petals.
An unabashed moan rolls off my lips. James is coming inside of me. I can
feel his cock twitching and his warmth filling me. The walls of my pussy
suck him dry until he's emptied inside of me.

"I have no words." I say the first thing on my mind. His cum leaks out
between us and I can feel the stickiness of it on my thighs and dripping
down my ass. We're both breathing hard and I have a feeling he's about to
pull out, so I hold him for a second and just look into his eyes. I smile as he
meets my gaze and use my thumbs to trace his lips.

I bring my mouth to his and he cups the back of my head at the same
time, rolling us to the side. My legs sandwich his, and his wet and used
cock slips out of me and lays against my thigh. He has no shame between
the sheets and I love that he's so free. I glance between us and smirk at the
way his cock glistens, laying there like I completely used him.

I guess I did.



"You're welcome," he responds, and I giggle.

"That was incredible. I can't believe you remembered when I mentioned
the candles to you. That was like forever ago."

He smiles proudly. We had ordered some sex toys online on a whim.
Since we'd already had so many things in our cart that I wanted to try out
first, I figured I'd get the candle next time, among a few other things that
had caught my eye. I'm glad he took it upon himself to get it for us.

James shifts to fully turn his body toward mine. He twirls my dark hair
around one of his fingers and gives it a little tug. My gaze shifts to his chest
that holds a giant lion's face inked into his skin. I look into its black eyes.
They lure me with interest and in a strange sense remind me of James. The
lion’s mane is full of vivacious colors mixed with black lines that are
intertwined. I look at it and feel alive. I feel inspired. I feel wild passion.
But most of all, I feel James. A silent but strong man who is all mine.

"Aubrey?" he says, and I look up at him with a lazy smile. "Do you ever
think about the future? Like, our future?"

I swallow a little rougher and turn onto my side to prop my elbow up
and place my jaw in my hand. "Yes."

"How come you never talk to me about it?" His brows start to form a
frown but he masks it.

"It's nerve-wracking, I guess. My future only has you in it, but I don't
know if what we each want is the same thing. I’d hate to risk the argument
that would probably ensue right after if we saw different things."

We're both quiet for a moment. He twirls my hair again.

"I definitely have that fear myself. You're young, you probably want
babies. As much as I'd love to have a child with you and see you become a
mother, I think I'm past my time. I don't want to be eighty when my child
goes to college. I'll be lucky if I live that long."

I don't say anything because I don't know what to say.



The truth is, I'm torn myself. We've been wrapped in this bubble we
both created that I never really thought about if I wanted kids or not with
him. I want to be angry that James is basically telling me kids aren't an
option. Sure, I'd love to create a family with the man I love, but in all
honestly, the selfish part of me is fine with just having him, and only him,
to myself for the rest of my life.



EIGHT

"I know children is a deal breaker for some," he says. "I feel like it's better
to get that out and in the open first and go from there."

I peer up at him. "Is it strange that I'm okay with not having kids?" I'm
surprised by how okay I am with the idea. "Women are expected to want to
start a family when they get married, but I never had the desire to. For the
longest time I felt ashamed for not wanting children. It doesn't mean I don't
like kids, or that I'm too selfish or inadequate to have them. I just never
really considered having them, I guess because it wasn't high on my list." I
pause, then ask, "Does that bother you?"

"I think people want it both ways. You see the pros and cons and want
both. Do I want you to reason with me about having kids so I feel like
maybe you do want our child? Yes. I'm a man, and I want you to have my
kids, but I’'m also relieved you don’t."

I muse over our conversation, my fingers drawing squiggly lines on his
chest.

"I want kids, but I don't. I think I'm leaning toward the cool aunt title
more than anything, I just don't have any siblings to make me one." I stop
and think about Natalie and how she's basically my sister and could make
me a cool aunt. But I have a hard time seeing her ever having kids. I



chuckle. "I'm trying to picture Natalie with kids. I don't know why it makes
me laugh. I feel like kids would run her life, not the other way around."

James grins and rubs his eyes with the heel of his hand. He doesn't
realize that I caught the spark in his eyes at the thought of becoming a
grandfather. "That'd be something."

I think about it more. Would I feel like I'm missing out on something?
As a woman, yes, but as a person, no. Maybe we could just get a dog one
day and be dog parents.

Glancing at James's chest, I trace the black lines of the lion's mane with
my acrylic nail, pulling on some of his chest hairs. "I don't think I'd feel any
sort of loss or longing if I don't have kids. I do a little now, but I think that's
because I've accepted what I’ve been thinking about all along. It's just once
you actually speak about something, it makes it feel more real than
anything."

"Look at me," he says, and I shoot my eyes up to his. I can see the
legitimate worry plaguing his eyes. "Tell me you're not going to resent me
for not having kids."

I do better. I lean in and give him a hard kiss, then I look at him. James
cups my hair and fists it in his hand. "I will not resent you," I say slow and
clear. "And if I ever change my mind, I'll tell you."

"Good, because I don't think I could live with it." He blinks a few times,
still holding on to me. "If you see a future with me, does that future involve
us getting married?"

My heart drops and I roll onto my back. I had a gut feeling this topic
was coming soon. James has been