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CHAPTER 1


          

          TEQUILA FIRST, DIVORCE LATER

        

      

    

    
      Roxy

      

      There are three things you should never mix with tequila:

      
        	Texting your husband you’re “totally over it.”

        	Online divorce papers and one color-coded manila folder detailing all of the reasons your husband should just sign them… with highlighted parts as to why he should absolutely not sign them.

        	An emotional playlist titled “Margaritas and Mayhem.”

      

      I’ve done all three before noon and I still haven’t put on actual pants.

      The blender roars on the counter like it’s judging me. “Don’t start with me, Margarita 9000,” I mutter, stabbing the crushed ice button again like it insulted my earrings. I’m wearing my "Emotionally Unavailable But Well Accessorized" tank top and the fuzzy leopard-print slippers that Chase gave me two anniversaries ago with a wink… while wearing nothing else.

      Which is exactly the problem.

      He always knows how to ignore my chaos with orgasmic sex, his mouthwatering tattooed body, and stupid, sexy-as-fuck dimples.

      Fuck my life.

      I hit blend with the kind of aggression usually reserved for flipping off bad drivers or watching my best friend Mari Lynn post another “domestically disheveled and killing it” reel with her hot celebrity chef husband that just so happens to go viral.

      It’s been almost eight days since Chase and I “separated.”

      Or rather, since I told him to leave…

      Again.

      Air quotes required because technically, we never signed anything. We never do. I just told him I was done, and he needed to go. He didn’t even argue with me this time. He just grabbed a few shirts, shorts, and some boxer briefs, kissed my forehead, and said, “Love you, babe,” before he whistled on his way out of the door.

      He’s called and texted me every day—multiple times. We had sex two days ago. And he just texted asking if I wanted to get some lunch. We share a last name, a Netflix password, house keys—except when I change the locks, and until a week ago, a memory foam mattress I always refer to as the “Scene of the Crime.”

      He drives me crazy!

      “Play ‘Baby” I loudly say in the middle of the kitchen. The speaker starts blaring Justin Bieber like he’s personally invested in my downfall.

      As I sing at the top of my lungs, I swing my hips and pour tequila into my blender cup, squeeze in lime juice with zero mercy, add ice and simple syrup, and blend. I chug half of it before remembering that breakfast is a thing normal people do before hard liquor.

      Too late.

      Screw it, it’s like noon anyway.

      It’s five o’clock somewhere, right?

      My phone buzzes again.

      
        
          
            
              
        CHASE

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Hey babe. Don’t panic, but I might’ve accidentally booked a couple’s retreat at a beach house this week.

      

      

      

      

      

      I blink.

      The fuck?

      
        
          
            
              
        ME

      

      

      

      
        
          
        You ACCIDENTALLY booked a couple’s retreat.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        At a beach house. For a WEEK?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        What beach house?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        CHASE

      

      

      

      
        
          
        One on the beach. I’ll send you the address.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Also, surprise—you’re co-hosting.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Love you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I choke on tequila and scream, “Chase!,” into the empty kitchen. “He’s crazy… he’s absolutely crazy.”

      
        
          
            
              
        ME

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I hope a seagull shits on your bare foot.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        CHASE

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Uh huh. See you soon.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Love you.

      

      

      

      

      

      What the hell is this man doing? No matter what I do, he just loves me. It’s infuriating. And hot as hell.

      He thinks he can just co-host a couple’s retreat with me like we didn’t scream the words “irreconcilable horniness” at each other, well, mostly me, in therapy—my mother set it up— three months ago?

      No.

      No, no, no. I’m not going. He can just forget it. It’d serve him right if I just didn’t go!

      Shut up, Roxy. You know damn well you’re going down there.

      And I’m dragging his perfect, toned and tattooed, so-hot-he melts-butter-with-his-smile-ass out of the hot tub by his sun-streaked dark hair.

      And I am not going to let him charm me with his smile, or his guacamole, or his “Oops, I wear my ring for balance and I’m never taking it off” bullshit.

      Uh huh…

      I pack a bag. Loudly, though I’m alone.

      Grabbing a pair of wedges, I slam them into my weekender bag like I’m committing fashion homicide.

      If he wants me on that beach, I’m showing up with three pairs of sexy shoes and vengeance.

      Because stacked sole shoes on a beach… with sand, makes sense.

      Let’s see how co-hosty he feels when I walk in looking like karma in waterproof mascara.

      He’ll just grin.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Chase

      Some people say they fell in love at first sight.

      Not me, I fell in love at first insult. But probably first sight, too.

      Roxy walked into an event we were both at and that was it. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She walked over and called me a “human frat party in board shorts” and tried to stab my nachos with a fork because I double-dipped guac at an event she and her best friend, Mari Lynn, were hired to plan.

      Three weeks later, we were married.

      A month after that, after mind-blowing sex in our bed, was the first time she tried to get me to leave and when I refused, she said she wanted a divorce. I kissed her and went to make her a snack. She’s tried to divorce me, run me off, and kick me out at least once a week ever since.

      This Valentine’s Day, I gave her flowers, made her a three-course meal, and told her I loved her more than anything. She freaked out and tried to serve me divorce papers beside my heart-shaped cake.

      And yet, here I am—shirtless in our couple’s retreat beach house kitchen—whistling and flipping pancakes like a man who definitely didn’t book this whole thing without her permission.

      I absolutely did. I did it and texted her I did it.

      Had to get her here somehow. And this is guaranteed.

      “Good morning, Mr. West,” I say to myself in the reflection of the cabinet glass as I pour syrup into a little ceramic ramekin like a damn fancy chef, which I am not. I can cook, but I am not fancy. “You’ve got rock-hard abs, emotional baggage from your wife, and said super-hot, very pissed off wife is probably on her way to attempt to murder you in wedges that showcase her fabulous legs.”

      See you soon, baby.

      Leaning back against the cabinet, I take a sip of coffee. I should probably add Kalua to it.

      I’m not stupid. I know my Roxy.

      She’s on the way. The second she got my text, she was on her way here.

      I know she’s packing sexy as hell lingerie just to wear it under something petty, like a graphic tee that says “I’m Not Your Babe, Bro.” And I know I deserve whatever she throws at me for this whole couple’s retreat stunt. This week will end with me going home with my wife.

      A week ago, I’d had two too many pineapple jalapeño margaritas, my new recipe, and the scent of her shampoo was lingering on my hoodie—the one she always steals. She’d left the house earlier for work and wasn’t answering my calls or texts. She got them. I saw that she read them, but she was ignoring me… even though we screwed until the sun came up that morning. We drove each other wild with touches and kisses, and she fell asleep in my arms. In our bed.

      She stayed at Mari Lynn and Knox’s place while they were in L.A. The next day, I went to the store for groceries for a new dish I wanted to try out and couldn’t get into our house when I pulled back up. She changed the locks. Again. I sat out there for an hour and she would not let me in. And she started posting passive-aggressive thirst traps on her personal socials with captions like “When enough is enough.”

      So, I did what any mature, responsible husband would do. I booked the house on the beach. I invited other couples. Everyone but Mari Lynn and her husband Knox, our friends and her best friend, said they were in. They had a valid reason for missing out. They’re still shooting their show in Los Angeles. Hell, I even managed to convince the rest of the friend group it was her idea.

      And I knew—I knew—if I tempted her with a shared project, some tequila, and just enough emotional sabotage… she'd show because for all her talk and craziness and trying to kick me out of her life and her bed every day for the past three and a half years, Roxy West loves a theme… and me.

      And that is exactly what scares her.

      If that theme just so happens to involve cocktails, sex-positive communication workshops, and me shirtless in an apron, that’s even better.

      The front door bangs against the wall as she flings it open.

      Right on time, baby.

      I don’t even flinch. I just keep buttering pancakes. “Welcome, babe,” I call out from the kitchen.

      There’s a long pause. Like a murderous silence. Then, she appears in the kitchen doorway. Red sunglasses are still on her face. A black string bikini top is showing under her totally sheer button-down. Her denim shorts are so short they should be illegal. And her signature red lipstick is so sharp it could be considered a weapon.

      Damn, my woman is gorgeous.

      “You look like a vixen in a skincare ad,” I murmur, always appreciative of her beauty.

      She tosses her bag onto the kitchen counter without preamble. “And you look like a walking custody battle.” She retorts.

      “We don’t have kids, babe. My kids just swim in your channel. Which I have absolute ownership of.” I smile at her as my eyes rove over her.

      Damn, I’ve missed her.

      Dude, you had sex with her two days ago.

      She growls deep in her throat. It could be arousal, or rage. It’s probably both.

      I’m counting on both.

      Everyone wins with that scenario.

      “You booked a couples retreat,” she says, voice flat. “We’re separated. I kicked you out. I even changed the locks.”

      Nonchalantly flipping a pancake, I reply, “We’re not. But yes, you did. And yes, I’m aware.” I watch her as I man the stove.

      She exhales. “Without telling me.” Her voice is dangerously calm.

      She’s either about to beat me with her shoe or shove me into the wall and drop to her knees in front of me. With her, it’s a coin toss.

      “Yup.” I’m calm, too.

      “With other couples.”

      I nod. “Correct again.”

      Her perfectly microbladed brows raise and her flame red lips purse. “Do they think I invited them?”

      I shrug, grin, and roll onto my heels. My calves flex. Her eyes follow and I see her breathing accelerate. “You’re very persuasive over text, baby. Oh, Mari Lynn and Knox are still filming, so they won’t be here. They send their love.”

      She exhales rapidly and lunges for the syrup bottle like she might pour it over my head.

      I brace myself—not to dodge, but to enjoy it.

      She hesitates.

      She knows I’d turn it into foreplay, and she’d willingly and vocally participate.

      So instead, she slams it on the counter and snaps, “You’re sleeping on the patio.”

      I lean in, close enough to kiss her if I wanted to, which I do, but I won’t. She freezes and her nipples bead under the thin fabric of her bikini top. I drink it in but simply say, “That where we’re keeping the whipped cream this time?”

      She blinks and her cheeks flood with color. Turning on her heel, she walks away without responding. I watch her hips sway and glance down, talking to my raging hard-on. “No worries, it’s coming.” Whistling, I remove the pancakes from the griddle, set them on the plate, and pour more batter on.

      Score one for the shirtless menace.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      There’s a note in my bag. “She’s coming. Don’t be an idiot.” I wrote it last night, in my not great penmanship on one of her fancy Post-its, with one of the glitter pens that was still in my bag from our last trip. Her glitter pens.

      People think Roxy and I rushed into marriage.

      We did. But we rushed in the way a thunderstorm rushes a bonfire—loud, bright, and inevitable. It wasn’t planned.

      There were no actual rings exchanged. None of our family was there. There was no officiant who asked us to “pause and reflect.” Just an Elvis-impersonator-preacher in Vegas in a rhinestone blazer and a twenty-four-hour chapel that smelled like insanity, possible regret, and fresh lilies.

      I haven’t regretted it for a single second. It’s still the best decision I’ve ever made.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Sitting on the back patio, looking out over the waves crashing onto the shore, I remember.

      We were three weeks into an ongoing one-night stand that just kept extending itself. Two hot messes, one of whom didn’t own measuring cups or emotional boundaries. She was wearing a gold dress that looked like it had been airbrushed onto her body. I was wearing a black button-down she later confessed made her want to “ruin a man’s credit score.” We were drunk and sharing a thirty-dollar burger the size of a toddler in a casino that looked like Italy and even had gondola rides inside.

      By the second glance at a party, I knew she was it for me. I’d had free drinks in Vegas—no idea how many—and we were starving. So, around a bite of a pretty damn good Wolfgang Puck burger, it gave me enough courage to spit out what I knew ten seconds after seeing her the very first time. I said, “You’re it for me. I’m done.”

      She said, “You’re drunk.”

      I said, “Marry me before I sober up.”

      She laughed so hard she snorted more tequila out of her nose, and then, she said, “Only if you promise to never tell me to calm down.”

      We finished the burger and were married thirty minutes later.

      She wore a Ring Pop. I used a bread twist tie. We honeymooned in a cheap hotel seven blocks off of the Strip that had exactly two pillows and one vibrating ice machine.

      It was perfect.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Three and a half weeks later, we were at home, eating Chinese takeout in our shared bed.

      She reorganized the entire spice rack alphabetically, and then, by flavor scale… multiple times a week.

      I always moved the cayenne pepper to the front because I think “cayenne goes with everything and heat makes you horny.”

      She told me I was mentally chaotic, with far too much manly sex appeal and too many tattoos that she wanted to lick.

      I told her she was a stunning dictator with a label maker and a goddess complex.

      Then, we had wild sex on the kitchen counter and when we were both satisfied and sweaty, she grabbed a homemade dumpling from my steamer that her ass knocked over, threw it at my face, and told me she wanted me to leave. I said no. So, she said to sleep on the couch.

      I didn’t.

      Roxy and I have never been good at doing things halfway.

      So, when we fight… we don’t. Like everything else we detonate.

      It’s manic and wild and untamable.

      Some would call it toxic. But we just call it us.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Three days after the spice rack incident, she packed a bag and said, “We need space,” and I let her walk out the door.

      That was the first time we actually “separated” but not really.

      I was just too dumb to say, “Take all the space you want—just leave room for me, you psycho. I love you.”

      It’s happened hundreds of times over the years. She freaks and kicks me out. I normally refuse to leave and wait until her crazy calms down… enough. Except when she changes the locks. Like last week.

      I don’t fancy breaking into my own house, again, so that’s what this week is for.

      My second chance times a bazillion.

      Operation: Win-Back-My-Crazy-As-All-Get-Out-Wife-Because-I-Cannot-Be-Without-Her.

      Yes, Chase. You know it’s manipulative.

      But what else can I do?

      And I’m talking to myself. Her crazy must be rubbing off on me.

      I’m doing it in a fun, emotionally-vulnerable, maybe-there-will-be-nudity, no, there will most definitely be nudity, kind of way.

      As soon as I reread it, the itinerary will be retaped under the bathroom sink. Just in case she tries to snoop.

      She totally will.

      I scan over it.

      
        
        Chase’s Totally Chill & Not Desperate “Couples Retreat” Weekend Schedule-

        Followed by the Rest of the Week’s Schedule.

      

        

      
        (Subtitled: Win Her Back Without Getting Slapped—unless it’s with her lush ass cheeks— or Arrested)

      

      

      
        	Friday:

        	Arrival cocktails: Passionfruit Palomas

        	Icebreaker game: “Most Inappropriate First Impression”

        	Group dinner: Taco bar + aphrodisiac trivia

        	No “scheduled” activities after 9 PM (wink)

        	Saturday:

        	Morning yoga (led by me in gray sweatpants—weaponized warfare and I’m not even ashamed. It’s gonna be hot as hell though.)

        	Trust fall relay race (where I will absolutely let her catch me, dramatically)

        	Couple’s cooking competition (she’ll sabotage me, I’ll let her win, she’ll fall in love- all over again)

        	Sunset “Naked Honesty” hot tub hour (see also: emotional foreplay)

        	Sunday:

        	Mimosa breakfast

        	Me, on one knee, pretending it’s a joke… (until it’s not.)


        	Monday through Friday stuff.

        	Rolling the typed, I’m fancy, paper list back up, I hide it again under the master bathroom sink.

        	When Roxy finds it, she’ll either:

        	A. Burn it

        	B. Frame it ironically

        	C. Use it as Exhibit A in the divorce—she can add it to the color-coded folder she already has—which, frankly, would still be kinda romantic.

      

      The truth is, I don’t care how messy it gets. I don’t care how many cupcakes she throws at me. Or how many insults she gift-wraps in sarcasm. The number of therapy notes she dramatically reads at dinner is irrelevant.

      I’m not giving up. She’s not just my wife.

      She’s my best friend. My favorite argument.

      She’s my person and my home.

      And even if she hates that I booked this thing behind her back… she still came. Because for her, I’m all of those things, too

      I’m not wasting it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          NO SEX WITH MY HUSBAND (PROBABLY)

        

      

    

    
      Roxy

      

      There are only three ways I wake up after a night like last night. Either still drunk, deeply aroused or emotionally unwell but wearing great lashes and with perfect tits.

      Today, I’m all three.

      I lie in bed, staring at the ceiling fan like it’s personally responsible for my marriage. Chase’s T-shirt is soft against my skin and smells like him.

      The itinerary I found under the sink after my shower last night is under my pillow, smug as hell.

      And my thighs are still mad at me for not wrapping them around his waist, or his head, last night and ruining everything.

      Rolling out of bed, I grab the scrunchie that dislodged in my turbulent slumber, Chase tried to get in bed beside me, and I shoved him out, so he laid out on the floor. I slept like shit without him beside me. I always do.

      Pulling my hair back up, I head into the bathroom to brush my teeth before stomping toward the sounds in the kitchen like I’m headed into a legal deposition.

      As I hit the hall, I smell bacon and vanilla and my coffee order—extra cinnamon, a splash of oat milk, and one pump vanilla syrup, topped with thick and creamy cold foam.

      Rounding the corner, I stop in my tracks.

      Of course, he’s there. Shirtless. Hair messy. The scruff on the lower half of his face instantly causes a reaction.

      He’s casually flipping French toast on the griddle like he’s not the reason I’m contemplating committing a felony before 9AM.

      “You’re wearing my shirt,” he says without turning.

      Did he spy? I mean, I wore it to bed and technically it’s our room, but whatever.

      “You’re in my kitchen.” I snap.

      Uh, what? Since when do I give a shit about the kitchen? That’s his domain.

      “This is technically our kitchen.” He casually replies.

      “I claim full custody of the French toast and visitation rights to the bacon.”

      He plates the food with zero fear and sips from his mug, my mug actually, the one that says, “Have a nice day” but has a raised middle finger on the bottom. He sees me looking and grins. “I love this mug.”

      I glare. “I hope your eggs curdle.”

      He slides a plate across the counter toward me.

      “You’re welcome, babe. My shirt looks better on you.” His gaze rakes me from head to toe before slowly moving back up again.

      Why is my husband so damn fine?

      I want to jump him. Right now.

      I also want to stab him with a butter knife.

      Instead, I take a bite and moan as I chew.

      It’s perfect. Of course, it is.

      Sitting down on the stool across from him with the island between us, I look at him.

      He blatantly stares back. We eat in silence. Except it’s not silent. It’s thick with what we almost did last night... what we still might do… what I want to do.

      Add in the fact that I dreamed about his hands, and what I know they’re capable of doing to me all night, while he was on the floor beside me, and how we always seem to involve food in our foreplay, I can’t look at the syrup without blushing

      “So,” Chase says, biting into a piece of bacon, “how’d you sleep?”

      I smile sweetly, though I can’t stop staring at his mouth as he chews. “Like a woman who didn’t almost make a massive mistake.”

      He nods. “Cool. I slept like a man whose wife made him sleep on the floor instead of curved around her with her ass on his dick.” I swallow and he smirks. “Remember that team-building exercise at the last couple’s thing where you dry humped my leg, and then, ran off with my favorite spoon?”

      I blink. “I did not take the spoon.”

      He holds it up. It’s his favorite spoon. He brings it everywhere. It’s silver… and bent.

      Damnit, Chase.

      Memories of exactly how it got that way flood my head and my nipples bead.

      I curse. “I hate you.”

      “Lies.” He winks.

      Before I can respond, the door opens and the other couples flood in. It gets loud. Fast.

      Three people make a beeline for me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      As soon as I can escape to the deck, I find Chase leaning against the railing, sipping orange juice like a damn sunrise fantasy.

      “You’ve been busy,” I say, arms crossed.

      He grins. “So have you. Heard you tell Miguel you were emotionally repressed. That’s hot.”

      I ignore that. “They think we’re back together.”

      His shrugs. “So… we’re never really not together, Rox. No matter what you say.”

      My brows draw together. “Did you say something to them for them to come to that conclusion?”

      “I mean... what’s the issue? We’re married and we are in fact,” he points at himself, and then, at me, “together.”

      I blink. “Chase!”

      He shrugs. “Non-issue. Moving on.”

      “Why not just tell them we’re getting divorced?” I snap.

      “Because we’re not.” He growls and sets his fists on the deck railing.

      Okay, we’re not, but we are, but…

      “Separated, then.” I frown.

      “We’re not that either. You say we are. I say we’re not. And we both know I’m going home with you when we leave, so can we just… skip the rest, Roxy?” He asks.

      “We are! I kicked you out!” I yell.

      He leans in, “It’s not like you’ve never kicked me out before. You freak, you leave or tell me to. It never lasts. Because you love me. And I love you, Roxy West.”

      And just like that, we’re too close.

      His mouth is a breath from mine. His hand settles on my hip. I can feel his next words in my soul before he says them aloud. “You want me to leave? For real. Say it. Right now. Just say the word, baby. I’ll tell them we’re broken. But you and I both know we’re not.”

      Oh, Chase.

      I step back like I’ve been burned because he’s right.

      I hate it.

      Marching back inside, I grab a sticky note pad from the kitchen drawer and scrawl a note in all caps.

      
        
        RULE #1: NO SEX WITH MY HUSBAND.

      

      

      Then, I slap it on the fridge, right next to the laminated itinerary taped there.

      Chase walks in. He reads it. Smirking, he pulls out his phone and takes a photo. “Okay, Roxy. I’ll put it in my notes.”

      I narrow my eyes. “I wrote it in bold, Chase.”

      “I see that. Whatever you say, baby.” He chuckles and leans forward to quickly press his lips to mine. I gasp and he grins as he walks backwards out of the kitchen, his eyes locked on me the entire time.

      Liar. He did not put it in his notes.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Chase

      

      Roxy is sitting across from me in a circle of throw pillows and broken boundaries. Soft music is playing. Incense is burning. Sasha, our friend and a licensed couple’s therapist, is instructing us all. “Connect with your partner’s energy through stillness.”

      I’m currently trying not to connect with her nipples, visible through her tank top.

      It’s not going great.

      “We’re going to play a little game,” Sasha says, holding up a blindfold.

      Roxy’s eyebrows lifts so high they nearly leave her face.

      “We’ll pair off, blindfold one partner, and let the other guide them in a basic task—pouring a glass of water, finding a specific object, folding a blanket…”

      Miguel claps. “Sensory trust! I love this one.”

      Sasha beams. “You’ll use only words. No touching. Let your voices lead. Let yourselves fall into one another.”

      Roxy whispers, “This sounds like a cult.”

      I whisper back, “You’d be the hot one who sleeps with the leader and poisons the punch.”

      She smiles. “You’d drink it anyway.”

      Not wrong on that one, baby.

      We pair up.

      She crosses her arms defensively. It pushes her cleavage together and all I want to do is bury my face between it. “Who’s blindfolded first?” She asks, pulling me back from my mental visual stimulation.

      “Trust me?” I ask.

      “About as far as I can throw your hunky, tattooed ass.”

      “So, impeccably. Awesome. … I’m up first, then. And the only tattoo on my ass is the one that says, ‘Property of Roxy.’”

      Sliding the blindfold on, I sit back.

      She clears her throat.

      Sasha says, “Your task is to find the pink blanket on the couch.”

      Easy peasy.

      Or so I thought… until Roxy opens her mouth.

      “Take three steps forward. No—stop. You walk like you’ve never used your hips before.”

      “Is this guidance or a roast? And you know damn well I know how to use my hips.” He’s exasperated.

      “Both. Turn right. Not your other right. Shut up and listen to me. God, can you even listen?”

      I bump into a table with my shin and yelp in pain.

      “Oh my… are you injured?!” Her voice is concerned.

      “Only emotionally.” I joke through the pain shooting through my shin.

      “Good, now crouch. No, not like that! You look like you’re in labor. Just like squat. You go to the gym, Chase. You know how to squat!”

      I crouch anyway and mutter, “I have balls and a giant dick. I can’t squat without crushing all of them.”

      She snorts just as I feel fabric brush against my hand. “Yes, right there!”

      I grab it. It’s soft.

      “Got it!” I exclaim.

      “Congratulations. You successfully found a pink blanket using zero core strength and absolutely no grace, regardless of the elephant trunk in your shorts.”

      She’s talking about my dick.

      Pulling off the blindfold, I grin at her. “You’re lucky I still think you’re hot when you’re mean. But you’re always mean, so I must think you’re an inferno.”

      She bites her lip as she watches me, saying nothing.

      She knows what it does to me when she does that.

      Damn, witch.

      Next round, we head into the kitchen, and we switch.

      She ties her hair back and sits tall. Then, I blindfold her, whispering, “I’m stealing this later.”

      She snickers, and says, “Ready when you are, stud,” purposefully sexing up her voice.

      Swallowing back the arousal I have at seeing her blindfolded, I concentrate on the task I was just given by Sasha. “Your task is to find the wooden spoon on the island.”

      Roxy stands. She’s confident. Flawless. Gorgeous.

      Focus, man. Focus.

      “Step forward. Keep your arms out in front of you.”

      “Like I’m pushing the universe away?” She flippantly says.

      “Like you’re about to ruin my life.” I tease.

      She smirks under the blindfold.

      I guide her, slow. Gentle.

      She moves like she trusts me impeccably. And that—that—nearly undoes me.

      When she finally finds the spoon, her fingers wrap around it slow. Deliberate. She moves her hand along the handle, and I watch raptly.

      Then, she lifts it, turns toward my voice, and grins as she cheekily says, “Is this like the one I licked chocolate off of before I ruined your chances at a hand job?”

      Everyone laughs. I forgot we weren’t alone in here.
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      Later, Sasha says Roxy and I “passed with extraordinary synergy.”

      Roxy proudly says, “It’s called sexual chemistry and interconnected minds. Not everyone has it.”

      I stare at her. She feigns ignoring me.

      Trent mutters, “Must be nice.”

      Whitney chokes on her lemon water and glares at him
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      In the kitchen, I corner her while the others talk about moon signs and gluten, oblivious to, or ignoring, the sexual tension between my wife and I.

      “You still remember every single spoon I use?” I growl.

      “Of course. We’ve been together for over three and a half years.” She flippantly replies.

      I lean in. “Exactly, baby. Together.” My voice lowers, “Do you remember what I do with it?”

      She steps closer, not backing away. “Do you remember how fast I can make you drop it?”

      My pulse spikes but I do remember. Vividly.

      Her lip lifts. She smiles sexily, and then, she walks away. Leaving me with a screaming libido and a raging hard-on.

      Again.
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      Roxy

      

      The no sex with my husband rule was a good idea.

      In theory. Like Chick-fil-A closing on Sundays. Or gluten-free croissants.

      But the moment I walk into the kitchen and see Chase shirtless—again—standing behind the island with a bowl of fresh whipped cream and his hair pushed back from his face like a Greek god who fucks like the Devil—that theory fails.

      He doesn’t even look up when I enter. He just keeps whipping the cream while his arms bulge and the need to trace every single tattoo adorning them with my fingers and my lips consumes me. He says, “Morning, babe.”

      Sexually frustrated and pissed off about it, even though I made him sleep on the floor again, I snap, “I hope your whisk breaks.”

      “Your mouth says mean things, but your eyes say ‘make me scream with my face pressed into this cutting board, husband of mine.’” I smirk even though I really don’t want to—damnit, Chase! I’m so turned on and irate about being that way.

      Grabbing a spoon from the counter, I point it at him. “Back up or I’ll launch this into your abs.”

      He steps forward, dips his finger into the bowl of whipped cream, and smears it down his chiseled stomach, growling, “Which one?”

      I drop the spoon. It clatters to the floor, and I physically force myself not to crouch down in front of him and lick every drop off.

      He’s going to kill me. Or turn me on so much that I die from need before he fucks me until I forget my name.

      Damnit to hell.

      Turning, I race from the room with soaked panties while Chase laughs behind me, fully aware of my predicament.
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      Today’s activity is “Couples Cook-Off: Communication Edition.”

      It’s supposed to promote unity, timing, and trust.

      Instead, it promotes me watching Chase drizzle honey onto fruit like its foreplay while Whitney mutters “Jesus, someone get me a fan” and I restrain myself from jumping clean across the island to claw her eyes out.

      Miguel narrates while we cook. “Look at the way Chase supports Roxy’s independence by letting her take the lead.”

      I retort, “I’m literally slicing a pepper while he stares at my ass.”

      Miguel says, “Intentional grounding technique.”

      Trent mutters, “I’m gonna need one of those cold towels.”

      Chase flatly says, “Stop looking at my wife’s ass, Trent.”

      Our dish is simple, balsamic-glazed peach toast with whipped feta and honey drizzle.

      It’s also sexy as hell which is completely his fault.

      He hands me a piece of toast and says, “Taste it. Take a bite that gets a little of all of the flavors. It should be an explosion in your mouth.”

      Bitch what?

      I want you exploding in my mouth after I douse your cock in honey and suck, lick, and nibble every bit of it off until you coat the back of my throat with your salty seed.

      What? No, stop it, Roxy.

      Narrowing my eyes, I breathlessly say, “I freaking know how to eat.”

      “Do you though?” His voice is gritty.

      Then, he takes a finger, dips it in the whipped feta, and smears it against my lips.

      I immediately freeze. He waits. Everyone else is focused on Sasha’s passionfruit salad demonstration, so no one sees us about to strip naked and fuck like rabbits in the middle of the kitchen.

      No one but us. We cannot look away from each other.

      I part my lips and take his finger into my mouth, slowly sucking the creamy cheese off of it.

      His breath catches and his nostrils flare. “Roxy…” his voice is a warning.

      Blinking innocently, I slide the back of my hand over his straining crotch. He jumps and a low moan escapes. “You started it,” I whisper.

      He presses into my hand and drags his fingers over my peaked nipples. I gasp and my panties soak clean through. He smiles that smile that melts me. “I’ll finish it,” he promises.

      Ten minutes later, as we present our dish through sensual haze you could cut with a knife, Sasha says, “The flavors are layered. Complex. Playful. Perfect.”

      Chase winks. “Kind of like our marriage. Huh, babe.” His voice is liquid sex, and I unintentionally moan with arousal.

      Whitney whispers, “Oh my God, they’re gonna have sex behind the island.”

      Trent mutters, “Or on top of it.” He looks intrigued and a little interested.

      Dude what? You are not watching Chase and I have sex.

      I pretend I’m fine from the past half hour’s events within this kitchen between Chase and me.

      I am not fine.

      But I am aroused beyond belief and in need of an orgasm. One only Chase can give me.
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      We win the cook-off by a landslide. Bree—she and Weston showed up this morning—actually weeps a little when she samples our dish. “It’s the honey. It tastes like affection and… arousal.”

      What it tastes like is regret. I regret kicking Chase out. Again.

      Like lust. I want my husband between my thighs, like right now.

      Like every late-night fight we’ve had while making food that led to hot as hell sex on the closest surface.

      But instead, I smile and say, “Thanks. We pair well with red wine and bad decisions.”

      And Chase is just looking at me.

      He knows I’m going to break the rule.

      Soon.
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      Chase

      

      There’s a moment every night—right around midnight—when the house goes quiet. The string lights dim. The waves are the only sound from the beach outside. And the walls forget what they heard during dinner.

      That’s when I hope she’ll roll over and tell me to get my ass in the bed with her.

      Every single night.

      Tonight, she does, sort of.

      I can’t sleep, so I get up, careful not to wake her, though I don’t think she’s asleep. Pulling on shorts, I head to the kitchen for some water.

      A few minutes later, she walks into the kitchen barefoot, wearing the robe I gave her two Christmases ago.

      It’s short. Black. Dangerous. Very similar to the one I ruined by ripping it off of her the first time she said “I love you”, her mouth full of whipped cream and my hand between her soaked thighs after she came undone on it.

      I freeze mid-sip of water. She sees me and stops before rolling her eyes as I drink her in.

      She’s so beautiful.

      “Don’t flatter yourself, Chase,” she says. “I came for leftover cake, not cocky commentary.” But her voice is giving her away.

      Really, Roxy? You didn’t follow me in here?

      Okay, we’ll play it your way, baby.

      I nod. “What flavor are we talking?”

      “Salted caramel ganache with a vanilla bean whipped center.” She says.

      I grin. “So... me.”

      She opens the fridge like she didn’t hear me.

      She so did.

      Leaning into the fridge, her robe rides up, showing her ass cheeks from her tiny panties. She mutters, “You labeled the Tupperware.”

      My cock responds to the view though I manage to reply. “Didn’t want to trigger your storage trauma.”

      She pulls out the cake, grabs a fork, and hops onto the counter, crossing her ankles like she’s still wearing my last name like armor. Her robe is almost around her waist and her legs, and the center of her lace panties are on full display.

      “You gonna share?” I ask, stalking towards her.

      She takes a bite, moans dramatically, and says, “Earn it.”

      Oh, I’ll earn it, baby.

      I walk closer. Slow. Easy.

      She watches me like a threat.

      Dipping my finger into the frosting, I bring it up to her mouth.

      She doesn’t hesitate.

      Her lips part and her tongue slips out. She licks. Slowly, reverently. My cock jumps.

      I slide my finger inside of her mouth. She closes her lips around my digit and sucks. Her tongue circles my finger, and then, she starts to move her head. She sucks. Hard.

      My entire body goes tight.

      “You’re evil,” I rasp.

      “You’re easy,” she echoes.

      “You’re mine.” I snarl, gripping her thighs and pulling her hips to the edge of the island. Her ankles uncross and her knees part.

      Her breath catches as my hands trace lines from her kneecap to just below her heat. I stop shy of where I want to touch and drag my fingers back down.

      Her thighs part further, and I step between them.

      I move close to her beckoning heat again, but don’t touch… yet.

      “I miss this,” I whisper.

      She swallows and I can see her pulse racing at the hollow of her neck. “You miss the sex.”

      “No. We had sex four days ago, Roxy.”

      Her brows lift but she doesn’t say anything. She can’t.

      I lean in, encroaching on her space. “I miss the way you look at me when I make you laugh. I miss your bi-polar playlists. I miss arguing over where the cayenne goes in the fucking cabinet.”

      Her voice is soft as she says, “You put it by the oregano.”

      “Because it deserves more spice time.”

      She laughs, and then, for the first time in four days, her hand touches my chest.

      Flat. Warm. A promise. A warning.

      Maybe both.

      She slides her hands over my shoulders and caresses down my chest. Her fingertips dance over my hard nipples, and then, down my abs. She throatily says, “Well, I miss the sex. In fact…”

      Before she can finish the sentence, I grip her panties and peel them down her legs. Then, I drop them to the floor and kneel beside them. Her thighs quiver and her fingers delve into the hair at the sides of my head. She scoots closer to my face and spreads her legs wider. She pulls me in. I inhale. Her scent invades my senses. Then, I flick her clit with my tongue. She jerks on the counter and moans. I worship her with my tongue, my teeth, and my lips. She rolls her hips, pressing her clit into me. She moans, “Not enough… I need your fingers… I need more.” Ever her servant, I add two fingers to her pussy and move them in and out while toying with her clit. She gasps, “More… Give me more, Chase.” I add a third finger and curl them inside of her. She bucks and rides my face and my hand while she holds my head hostage. Her hips raise, increasing the tempo. Curling my fingers again, I hit the spot she loves and bite her clit at the same time. She screams, “Chase… Ohhhhhh, Chase… Fuck… oh fuck…Chase…”  She practically convulses. When she’s spent, she slumps back on the island. Her head lolls to the side and she says, “Now… fuck me, baby.”
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