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      For my readers, for all the love you have shown me.

      This is for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Why do people even bother with weddings?

      I know, that sounds insane coming from a person who makes a living off creating decadent wedding cakes for the happy couples. The crazy-in-love future Mr. and Mrs. are what keeps Dylan’s Sweet Tooth afloat, and without weddings, I wouldn’t be able to afford my rent. Not to mention the fact that if it weren’t for dumbass ex-boyfriend weddings, there’s a chance I would’ve never have met Reese and I honestly can’t imagine not having him in my life. But in my defense, I’ve never had to sit and listen to hours of debating whether cotton-blend or silk napkins are the best choice for my big day.

      Until now.

      Joey lets out an irritated sigh and gestures toward the direction of my mother and soon-to-be mother-in-law who are loudly arguing at my consultation table.

      “This shit makes me want to drink at 9:00 a.m. How many times have I suggested to you that we keep hard liquor in the back? We could totally make a drinking game out of this mess.”

      I tilt my head up to meet his eyes. “What, and take a shot every time one of them utters the phrase, ‘this will be the wedding I’ve always dreamed of’? We’d be tanked before the lunch rush.”

      He nods, smiling over his coffee cup. “Exactly. And we’d be completely oblivious to this annoying discussion that you couldn’t care less about anyway.”

      Joey’s right. I really didn’t care what type of fabric the napkins were; I really didn’t care about much of anything. I’ve pretty much left everything in the hands of my trusted best friend who could plan a wedding wearing a blindfold. I only had a few stipulations: the cake and my dress. That’s it.

      Napkins? Who the fuck cares about napkins?

      He slides closer to me, dropping his voice to a hushed whisper. Although, with the noise level currently booming through the bakery, I’ll definitely be the only one hearing him.

      “I knew your mother was a little nutty when it came to marrying you off, planning this shit since you were nineteen and all, but Reese’s mother is bat-shit crazy. Did you hear her say she wanted to come out with us for your bachelorette party? Can you imagine?”

      I shrug once before leaning against the counter. “I don’t even know what I want to do for that. Maybe we’ll just have like a spa day or something, and if that’s the case, who cares if she tags along?”

      His mouth drops open, letting escape a loud, dramatic gasp. “Um, no. We will be going to a strip club if I have to throw you over my shoulder and pull a Reese on you myself. That’s what you do for bachelorette parties. Why the hell do my two best friends not know that?”

      “Excuse you. Juls’ bachelorette party didn’t involve any naked men, and we still had a great time. Who says we have to go to a strip club?”

      “I do,” he says through a tense jaw. “The only reason I let that shit slide for Juls was because I was in charge of babysitting her dumbass sister, and I knew I’d be distracted if I had a bunch of dicks in my face.”

      I arch my brow at him. “Isn’t that a typical Saturday night for you?”

      We both chuckle together, and my attention is suddenly drawn to my mother who is throwing napkins into the air.

      “Dylan, sweetheart, silk or cotton-blend?” she asks, tapping her foot on the hard tile.

      I flick my gaze between the two mothers who are both silently pleading with me to pick their choice. If I had to guess, I’d say my mother wants the silk, but Maggie Carroll is giving off a bit of a fancy vibe right now. She’s head to toe in designer clothing, which is screaming silk at the moment.

      Shit. I really don’t care one way or the other, but who the hell do I side with on this one?

      I grimace and nervously tap on the glass display case. “Um, does it matter? They’re napkins. People are going to be wiping their mouths with them.”

      “It matters a great deal,” Maggie says, picking up two napkin swatches and carrying them over to me. “The silk is much more sophisticated. And given the location you’ve chosen for the reception, I think that’s the one you should go for.”

      “But the cotton blend comes in this antique-white color that would go beautifully with the pale-gray bridesmaids dresses,” my mother adds, joining Maggie’s side.

      Jesus. Since when does it matter if the napkins match the bridesmaid dresses?

      I look back and forth between the two of them before turning toward Joey. “Thoughts?”

      “Nope. I’m afraid you’re on your own there, cupcake.” He backs away and sips his coffee, leaving me alone in my misery.

      I reach out and feel both choices between my fingers. “Um, well, I guess the cotton is most likely cheaper? So, why don’t we go with that?”

      Maggie gently lays her hand on top of mine. “Oh, sweetie, money is not an issue. If you want the silk napkins…”

      “She just said she wants the cotton blend,” my mother states with a firm tone. “Which I agree with, sweetheart. Beautiful choice.”

      “But, Helen, the silk would be so much more… elegant.”

      I drop my forehead to my hands and groan my irritation while the two of them continue to hash it out.

      Who cares about napkins! Am I completely crazy for not giving a shit about this tiny, insignificant detail?

      The guests could wipe their mouths on their coat sleeves for all I care.

      This is how it’s been for the past six months.

      Ever since Reese and I got engaged, our mothers have been in a battle of who can plan the better wedding, and poor Juls and I have been stuck in the middle, trying to rein in the madness. They’ve been so crazy about this whole thing, I’ve found myself contemplating the benefits of a Vegas wedding.

      Unfortunately, my soon-to-be husband is dead-set on marrying me in front of all our families and is having no part of that discussion. Every time I suggest he steal me away for a quickie wedding, he just shuts me up with his mouth, or his cock. And because I’m weak with lust around that man, and given the fact my head is sure to explode soon from all this momma drama, I bring it up. Often.

      The front door chimes and I look up, smiling as my best friend strolls into the bakery.

      She takes one look at the mothers waving napkin swatches into the air and immediately goes into wedding-planner mode.

      “Ohhhh, no. There will not be any changes made. Give me those.” She snatches the napkin samples from the two mothers who both stare at her with shocked expressions.

      This is the Juls I know and love, the one who knows how to run shit.

      “This wedding is happening in ten days, and all decisions are final. And really, the napkin issue? Again?” She motions toward me with a crumpled-up napkin in her hand. “The bride-to-be doesn’t care about the napkins. In fact, you two are the only people I know who have ever cared about the napkins. And I’ve planned over one hundred weddings. For the love of God, let it go.”

      My mother crosses her arms over her chest and sneers at Juls. “You know what, Julianna? One of these days, when you’re planning your daughter’s wedding, you’ll care about the napkins.”

      “I seriously doubt that. Besides, I’m planning on having all boys.”

      Maggie and my mother grab their purses off the consultation table while Juls smiles in her minor victory over the two of them.

      The moms both walk around the counter and smother me with affection.

      “We’re going to go swing by the venue to take another look around,” Maggie says as she releases me from a hug. “Now, don’t forget to let me know about the bachelorette party. I’m all in.”

      “Ha!” Joey yells from the kitchen.

      I smile and clear my throat loudly, hoping to cover up the end of my dear assistant’s crack-up. “Tell Mr. Carroll I said hello.”

      My mother kisses my cheek and smiles. “I’m sure the napkins you originally picked out will suffice.”

      “Mom,” I say in a warning tone. “There’s still a chance I’ll convince Reese to cancel this whole thing and get hitched in Vegas.” Her eyes widen, along with Maggie’s who swivels in place to gawk at me. “Don’t push it.”

      “That’s not even funny,” she retorts, swatting at me with her clutch.

      Once the two wedding-obsessed mothers exit the shop, Juls lets out an ‘I’m glad I’m not in your shoes’ chuckle and Joey reemerges from the back.

      I slouch back against the counter top, feeling a Vegas wedding now more than ever. “I cannot wait until all this is over with. How I’ve managed to survive the last six months without being heavily-medicated or drunk off my ass twenty-four hours a day is beyond me.”

      “Reese’s mother, though she has impeccable fashion sense, is out of her mind. I am not having a fucking chaperone at your bachelorette party,” Joey states with a shake of his head.

      Apparently, keeping my future mother in-law away from whatever I decide to do for my last night of freedom is his only concern.

      Juls tosses the napkin swatches into the trashcan, which will hopefully be the last time I ever lay eyes on them. She returns to her spot on the other side of the display case. “Speaking of which, what are we doing for that, anyway? You wanna go to Clancy’s like we did for mine? That was fun.”

      Joey slams his hand down on the counter, gaining our attention immediately. “For fuck’s sake. What the hell is wrong with you two? Spa days? Clubs that have been played out? I wanna do things that I’ll be ashamed to tell people about. Let me live, damn it.”

      “I’m sorry, but is this your bachelorette party? Did Billy pop the question and you’ve decided to keep that information from us?” Juls asks, biting back her smile. It cracks through and she winks at Joey, whose mood has suddenly waned, no doubt in response to the reminder that he isn’t engaged yet.

      He shrugs dismissively. “Whatever. You bitches can celebrate with watered-down drinks and facials. Just don’t be surprised if I bail on it.”

      I slide closer to him and wrap my arms around his waist, pressing my face into his shirt. Tilting my head up, I see him smiling down at me. “I’ll choose something fun. You have to be there; it wouldn’t be the same without you.”

      “She’s right.” Juls rounds the counter and mimics my position against Joey’s back. “We’d miss you terribly, JoJo.”

      He grunts above us. “You’re lucky I’d do anything for either one of you.” Juls and I both unlock our death grips from him and stand side by side. “But I swear to Christ, there better at least be a cake shaped like a penis at this thing.”

      “Chocolate or vanilla?” I ask teasingly.

      He smiles, bending down and removing a half-empty tray of pastries from the display case. “Chocolate. I’ve never had black dick.”

      Juls and I both chuckle as he walks toward the kitchen, giving us a scandalous eyebrow raise over his shoulder.

      “So, I have a favor to ask you.” Juls pulls me into the far corner behind the bakery counter, clearly wanting to put distance between this favor and Joey.

      Oh, Lord. My best friend doesn’t ask me for many favors but when she does, they’re usually whoppers.

      A certain wedding dress she made me try on months ago comes to mind.

      I motion for her to spill it, and she eyes me up nervously. “Umm… so, Brooke got fired from her job at that bank. Apparently, she was caught blowing one of the other tellers during work hours.”

      “Good Lord.”

      That sounds about right, though. Brooke Wicks was in the running for horniest bitch in Chicago, competing solely with Joey.

      “Yeah, she needs a job and fast; otherwise, she’ll lose her apartment.” My eyes widen, the realization of her favor hitting me. “And since you’re so busy at the shop…”

      “No fucking way.”

      She fists both hands at her side. “Oh, come on, Dyl. She’s having trouble finding something, and she’s been looking for over a month.” Her face softens and she reaches out to me, pulling my hand into hers. “Please? If she loses her apartment, she has to move in with Ian and me. And that shit can’t happen. I love my sister, but I can’t live with her.”

      “What about moving back in with your parents?”

      “Not an option. She and my mom would kill each other.” She pauses and squeezes my hand gently. “I really want to help her out.”

      Damn it. This has bad news written all over it, but I have trouble saying no to Juls. She’s always been there for me. Always.

      I groan and her eyes light up. “Fine. She can start Monday. But don’t think I won’t fire her just because she’s your sister.”

      She pulls me into a hug with an excited squeal.

      I cringe as Joey strolls through the doorway, coming from the kitchen. He grins, adorably oblivious to the information that will surely send him into a shit-fit.

      “I should really make you drop this bomb on him,” I mumble under my breath.

      “Oh, relax. It’s not that big of a deal.”

      “Yeah, okay. We’ll see about that.”

      We both release each other and Juls spins on her heels, walking over toward Joey and placing her hand on his shoulder. “Don’t freak out.”

      His eyes widen with a curious fear. “If I don’t get my penis cake, I’ll disown both of you. Nobody comes between me and my dick-shaped sweets.”

      I walk up to him and brace myself for the reaction that is sure to blow the roof off this building. “Joey. JoJo. Bestest friend.” He rolls his eyes as I play with the string on my apron, wrapping it around my finger. “You know how busy we’ve been lately with custom orders and all the spring weddings coming up? It’s getting pretty crazy in here, and I think maybe it’s time I hired another employee.”

      “That’s fantastic.” His body relaxes and he glances between Juls and myself. His brows set into a hard line. “Why the hell do I have a feeling I’m about to regret those words?”

      “Just remember how much you love us,” Juls says. “And this… addition will allow you and Dylan to spend more time together. The benefits are sure to outweigh any concern you might have.”

      I pause, waiting to see if he’ll pick up on the clues that are obvious to me.

      It only takes him a few seconds. The reaction spreads through him like a wild fire.

      He squeezes his eyes closed tightly, reaching up and rubbing his temples with his fingers. “Please tell me this addition is a blind monkey, because they would surely get more accomplished than who I fear you’re about to say.”

      “Brooke could be a good addition, Joey,” I state with a mild assurance.

      “Are you insane? Why the fuck would you hire that mess?”

      Juls shoves his arm. “Hey! She’s my sister, and she’s been through a lot.”

      “A lot of what? Dick? Dylan, this is not a good idea.”

      I limply shrug.

      I’m not at all surprised he’s reacting this way; in fact, I predicted it. But, unlike Joey, I’m willing to give Brooke the benefit of the doubt. And as long as she doesn’t try to molest him like the day before Juls’ wedding, things shouldn’t get too hostile.

      I gotta give the girl a chance.

      “She needs a job or she’ll lose her apartment.”

      He throws his hands into the air. “Oh, I’m sorry. How is that our problem?”

      “Joey,” Juls scolds. “Don’t be so rude.”

      “She’s on a probationary period. If she messes up, I’ll fire her without thinking twice about it. Right, Juls?”

      She nods in my direction before turning back toward my heated assistant. “Right. So, calm the fuck down, JoJo.” She makes a face at him and he issues her his smile, softening her expression. “And a lot of dick? Like you’re one to talk.”

      The three of us start laughing, letting go of the stress of knowing Brooke Wicks will soon be gracing us with her presence.

      This could actually be a good thing. We are extremely busy, and having another employee means being able to spend more time in my kitchen instead of ringing up customers. So, I’m not going to let this worry me; I have enough stress with my upcoming wedding to last me a lifetime.

      Juls gives us both hugs before she exits the shop to go tackle a bride.

      Just as a customer slips inside and makes her way up to the counter, my phone beeps in my pocket.

      Joey gives me a smile, indicating he’s got things handled and allows me to slip into the back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Reese

      

      
        What are you wearing?

      

      

      

      

      

      I giggle as I hop onto a stool.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Are you spanking it right now, handsome?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Reese

      

      
        That depends on your answer

      

      

      

      

      

      I’m definitely not wearing anything worthy of a wank session. My ripped skinny jeans and flour-covered apron have seen better days, so I let my imagination take over.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        A skin-tight, pale-pink dress that stops just below my panty line. Or, it would, if I was wearing panties

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Reese

      

      
        You are such a tease. Do you have any idea how hard my dick is for you right now? I could probably fuck you through a wall

      

      

      

      

      

      Jesus.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me:

      

      
        It’s a shame you’ll have to handle that situation on your own. I’m locked in consultations the rest of the day. Otherwise, I’d give you a hand. Or a mouth

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Reese

      

      
        You can handle my situation as soon as you get home. I want that pussy wet and ready for me

      

      

      

      

      

      I smile, loving that dominant edge in every word he types.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Always is

      

      

      

      

      

      No imagination needed there.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      After listening to Joey rant about all the possible ways Brooke could screw my business over, six o’clock finally came and I was able to wave goodbye to him and his negativity.

      Reese and I split our time between my place and his, usually only staying at mine if I have to wake up early to get started on some baking.

      Reese has affirmed his desire to move me into his condo permanently after the wedding, but I’ve been dragging my feet on preparing for that.

      I like having my loft above the bakery. It was the first place I ever owned all by myself, containing many Joey and Juls memories I don’t want to let go of. But I understand his reasoning; it wouldn’t make sense to make payments on both places.

      So, even though it saddens me, I’ll be saying goodbye to my loft in ten days.

      I park Sam, my delivery van, in my usual spot next to Reese’s vehicle in his parking garage.

      The contrast between my cupcake-covered van and his pristine Range Rover still makes me giggle, especially when Reese expresses his concern over my choice of transportation. But I let all that Sam-hate roll off my back; he’s reliable and very hip, in my opinion.

      I step off the elevators onto the tenth floor and stop at Reese’s door, fumbling with my keys. Once I’m inside, I lock the door behind me and toss my purse and keys onto the table.

      I glance around at the immaculate space, noting my fiancé has been very busy cleaning today. Everything is in order and the entire place smells like something Italian.

      I’m starving, but not just for food, and the meal waiting for me on the stovetop will have to wait.

      “Reese?”

      I walk down the hallway, stopping at the bathroom door when I hear the shower running.

      Swinging the door open, I’m hit in the face with a cloud of citrus and have to grip the doorframe to steady myself.

      Good Lord, he’s delicious. His smell alone riles me up like nothing else.

      The curtain is pulled back and our eyes lock, his mouth curling up in the corner as he breaks our contact and slowly rakes over my body. His lip twitches into a smile.

      “Liar. I was expecting a dress with no panties.”

      I lean against the doorframe, admiring my amazing view of the gorgeous man in front of me. “If I said I was wearing this—” I sweep my hand in front of my body, “—would you have appreciated it as much?”

      “I appreciate you in everything you wear.” His tone is low and thick, and it still has the same effect on me as the first time I heard him speak. Like he could command me to do anything.

      It’s not just his body that leaves me pooling at his feet. That voice of his is my undoing.

      He shoots me a smile, opening the curtain farther. “Get your sweet ass in here.”

      I strip hastily, swiftly stepping into the shower with him.

      Inhaling deeply, I wrap my arms around his neck and relish in the glorious sight and smell of him.

      His arms scoop me up and pull me against him, his forehead dropping to mine. I close my eyes and let the water cascade off his body, running down my front that is pressed to his. His warm, minty breath heats my face as his hands lightly stroke my back, slowly trailing lower and lower.

      I open my eyes and meet his, the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen burning into mine with that same intensity. His intensity.

      “You know, it’s literally impossible to not want to fuck you every time I see you naked. Or clothed, for that matter.” He cocks an eyebrow at me, and I run my tongue along my bottom lip. “You have me perpetually wound-up here.”

      “I know the feeling.” I tilt my head up and press my lips to his jaw, slowly trailing kisses down his neck and onto his chest.

      He moans softly, his body vibrating the tiniest bit against my mouth as I work my way lower. His stomach tenses, the way it always does as my lips brush against his taut skin.

      I’m almost to my destination when his hands grip under my arms tightly, lifting me up and pressing my back firmly against the cold tiles.

      “Oh! Hey, I wasn’t finished.” My legs wrap around his waist, his hands firmly gripping my hips the way I like.

      His chest heaves rapidly, pushing up against mine with his quick, forceful breaths.

      I feel him there, right there, and the anticipation is killing me. “Come on, do it,” my raspy voice taunts him, daring him to give me what I know we both want.

      “Do what, love?” His lips meet mine and his kisses are gentle, the sweet kisses he gives me when he wants to take his time.

      I fucking love this kind of Reese-kissing and he knows it, but in all honesty, I’ll take his mouth any way I can get it.

      I open for him, allowing his tongue to stroke softly against mine. He delivers the perfect amount of pressure and I moan into him, firmly tangling my hands in his wild mess of hair. He moves down, tilting my head up for access.

      “I love you,” he whispers against my neck.

      Those words send me into hyper drive like they always do, ever since he first said them to me the day of Juls’ wedding; a day I started off dreading and now am immensely grateful for.

      I’m panting, clawing down his back and I know what he needs to hear to get him where I want him.

      “Please, I need you. Please, Reese.”

      I beg him because he likes it and because it’s true. I do need him. I’ll always need him.

      How I ever managed to convince myself otherwise is beyond me. I was a complete fool for ever denying my feelings for him.

      He’s always been it for me, ever since I fell into his lap.

      He tilts his head up and locks eyes with me, slowly easing forward as his breath comes out in a quick burst.

      “Christ, Dylan.” He begins to move, sliding in and out of me easily due to my fully-aroused state. I’m certain I’m permanently wet around him and am totally fine with that; he owns my body. “Jesus. So fucking good. Every damn time.”

      “Oh, God, yes.” I grip onto his neck with one hand and his bicep with my other, squeezing tightly and feeling his muscles contract.

      His hips pound against my pelvis, pushing me farther and farther up the tiled wall. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to his power during sex, the way he moves in me and with me, commanding my body that willingly obeys without any hesitation. Groans and grunts echo around us as he moves fluidly inside me, hitting the end of my channel. “Reese.”

      His hands grip my hips harder and he becomes more forceful with his thrusts, my back slapping hard against the wall.

      “You’re almost there. Let go, love,” he says against my lips.

      He always knows when I’m close, and it never takes me long to get there. I’m extremely responsive to everything this man does, and he loves it.

      With one quick movement, he unhooks my legs and places me on the shower floor, dropping down to his knees in front of me. His mouth is on me instantly, sucking my clit as he grabs my thighs and hooks them both over his shoulders.

      “Come for me, Dylan.”

      “Shit. Oh, God, right there.” I come hard and fast, reaching down and gripping his hair with both hands.

      He’s so unbelievably good at this, and he knows it.

      Moving his head rapidly between my legs, he moans softly against my clit, lapping between my folds. I’m trembling against him like I always do, seeing his eyes flick up to mine as he gently places me down on my feet.

      My legs are wobbly, and it takes a lot of effort to remain upright.

      “Jesus. How do you keep getting better at that?” I rake through his hair as he gazes up at me, giving me the slightest shrug as his answer. “My turn,” I declare, seeing his eyes light up as he stretches out above me. I excitedly push him against the wall, practically bouncing on my post-orgasm feet as he watches me in amusement. “Hands or mouth?”

      He arches his brows at my question, his sweet smile pulling at the corner of his lips. “Both.”

      I enthusiastically rub my hands together and lean in, pressing my lips against his mouth for a quick kiss, which turns into an intense make-out session the moment he grips my neck. His tongue tangles with mine, swallowing my tiny whimpers and sending a shock wave through my body.

      “See how good you taste? Like fucking candy.”

      I shudder against him like I always do when he talks to me that way.

      The man is an expert in dirty talking, dirty texting, and dirty love-letter writing.

      Yes, I’ve decided all his little notes to me during our casual bullshit phase were love letters. I know, I was a fucking idiot to think they weren’t.

      I reach down and grip him in my hand, his body jerking at the contact as he drops his head against mine. My hand doesn’t slide as easily as I’d like and I get an idea, a very naughty idea. Stepping back, our eyes meet as I pull my bottom lip into my mouth and slip two fingers inside me. His penetrating green eyes broaden as I moan and swipe my wetness onto his cock, repeating the action until I’ve gotten him well lubricated.

      “Holy shit. That’s so fucking hot.”

      “I just thought I’d share what you do to me,” I reply playfully, stepping into him and stroking his length. “You make me so wet.” I lick his stubble and hear him moan softly. “Just by being in the same room with me.” My free hand grips his arm as his breath warms the side of my face. I’m sliding up and down, fast then faster, my grip tightening as his hands wrap around my waist.  “No man has ever done that to me before.”

      He groans deeply against me, and I know it’s because of what I’m doing to him and what I’ve just confessed.

      He loves that he’s the only man who’s ever affected me; the only man who ever will.

      His bottom lip is pulled into his mouth, indicating he’s close. It’s his tell; that and when he rakes his hands through his hair, signifying he’s either anxious, nervous, or really fucking pissed.

      “I love how wet I make you. That pussy belongs to me.” His breathing hitches in my hair. “Fuck, I’m gonna come.”

      Dropping to my knees, I wrap my lips around him and stroke him with my hand, pumping him into my mouth.

      He grunts loudly above me, his thighs tensing and his hands holding my head, tangling in my hair.

      I swallow every ounce of him, moaning against his skin and feeling him twitch. His breathing steadies above me and I glance up, seeing a very-amused grin on his gorgeous face.

      “I love you,” I say softly, planting a quick kiss to his cock before I stand up.

      His arms wrap around me and I immediately shove my face into his neck, claiming my spot.

      “Me or my dick?”

      I giggle against him and feel his laugh shake my body. “Your dick.” He pulls me away from him, issuing me his don’t fucking push it, Dylan look, and I crack. “You and your dick. I’m mad for both of you. Can’t live without either one of you, actually.”

      Reaching up, I grab my shampoo and turn to see his hand held out for me, waiting for me to squirt it into his palm. I do it and grab his body wash, squirting it into my hand before I put it back on the shelf.

      I wash his body as he washes my hair, my hands roaming freely over his skin. I linger on his shoulders and upper back, giving him a rubdown as his eyes close.  He loves this, me touching him this way, pulling and kneading his muscles until they loosen. His tiny moans of gratification make me smile as I move down his body and spread the lather around. He massages my scalp the way he always does, building up the suds with his hands until they begin to trickle down my face.

      I’m rinsed off quickly, and my body wash is grabbed.

      “Hey, use yours,” I demand, trying to snatch it from his grasp but remembering instantly just how quick he is, and how I don’t stand a chance in taking anything from him. We’ve been down that road.

      “No. I want you to smell like you.”

      I grumble unconvincingly, loving how he prefers the way I smell to anything else, even though I’d be much happier smelling like him.

      I watch as I’m thoroughly cleaned as only Reese Carroll would do. The man is meticulous about everything, concentrating on covering every inch of my skin in the soapy bubbles. He lingers on my breasts, kneading them for several minutes before he rinses them clean. His marks are on me, permanently branded onto my skin due to his daily freshening-up sessions. I moan softly as he latches onto the left one, pulling the skin into his mouth and planting a soft kiss to it after it’s darkened.

      “So, how bad was today?” he asks, licking the mark on my right breast before sucking on it.

      I grab his head and hold him against me. “Tolerable.” He narrows his eyes at me, not buying my elusiveness. I sigh, dropping my head down. “I mean, if you really loved me, you wouldn’t want to wait ten more days to make this official. You’d whisk me away to Vegas and make me yours right now.”

      He stands up, pressing his lips to my forehead. “Do you need my dick in your mouth again?” I nod quickly and he laughs. “If I could arrange it, I’d have the entire world witness you becoming mine.” He smirks. “Officially.”

      “Officially,” I echo, reaching behind me and shutting off the water.

      For all intents and purposes, we both know I’ve been his since that first wedding, but until his last name becomes mine, it won’t feel real to either one of us.

      After securing a towel around his waist and blocking my amazing view, he wraps a towel around me and follows behind me into his bedroom.

      I don’t bother getting dressed because he prefers me naked in bed. Anything I put on my body right now would be ripped off and discarded.

      No barriers.

      Nothing getting in his way of me.

      That’s his thing.

      “You hungry?” he asks after stepping into a pair of boxers.

      “Aren’t I always after you ravage me?”

      He disappears down the hallway, returning moments later with two bowls.

      He hands me mine with a smile and I lean back against the headboard, lifting the bowl to my nose.

      “Mmm, this smells amazing. I might just keep you.”

      He laughs softly next to me before he begins inhaling his food. “So, there’s this last-minute account Ian and I are taking on that requires some traveling this weekend. And we were talking and thought it’d be cool if everyone came with us.”

      “Where are you going?”

      He stretches his legs out next to mine, my feet stopping at his calf. “New Orleans. We have to be there really early on Friday, so you’ll have to take a separate flight.” He pauses, exhaling roughly. “I need to talk to you about something.”

      I cock my head and see his jaw twitch slightly just before he rakes his hand through his hair.

      Uh oh.

      “This account, it’s a business Bryce is investing in. He hired us to show them how to make better use of their resources and increase profitability. The only reason why I agreed to do it is because…” he clenches his eyes tightly, swallowing loudly. His eyes refocus on mine after he takes in a calming breath. “It’s just important. I need this account, and I need you to understand that.”

      Bryce Roberts has been flying under the radar since Reese and I got engaged, but before that, he made it very clear he was interested in me.

      The last time I saw him was when I delivered treats to Reese’s building for a business meeting.

      I had no idea they knew each other, but there that little shit sat, staring at me like I was one of the pastries I had made.

      They don’t work together and apparently, hardly ever have to deal with each other, which is a good thing.

      Reese isn’t shy when it comes to how he feels about guys hitting on me or making me feel uncomfortable, and Bryce did both.

      I see the pent-up irritation on his face that he’s failing miserably at hiding.

      Humor works best in situations like this.

      “Well, it sucks he’s still breathing. I was hoping he had gotten mauled by a bear.” My jokester smile fades when Reese remains in serious, concerned-fiancé mode. I dip my head, forcing his eyes that are burning a hole into the sheet to focus on mine. “I get it. It’s an important account. I told you before, I can handle assholes like Bryce.”

      In fact, I’d very much like to handle Bryce. I haven’t slapped anyone in months, and my hand is beginning to twitch.

      He aggressively stabs his noodles, taking out his anger on the delicious dinner he’s made us. “And I told you before, if he makes you uncomfortable in any way, I’ll break his fucking neck. That doesn’t just include him coming into your shop. If he so much as looks at you in a way you don’t like…”

      I place my hand on his arm, halting his threat. “Relax. He won’t.”

      Unless he’s dumber than I think, which is entirely possible.

      I swallow my mouthful and twirl some noodles onto my fork.

      Time to get the subject off Bryce before my fiancé has a coronary.

      “I’ve never been to New Orleans. I’m kinda excited.” I shove my forkful into my mouth and bob my head to the side, chewing animatedly. Reese laughs softly next to me, finally relaxing. “So, what do I need to do?”

      He sits his empty bowl on his nightstand, sliding down in the bed and settling on his side facing me. “Just book your flight. I already rented the house for all of us to stay.”

      I arch my brow at him. “And what if I would’ve said no?”

      He pinches my side and I yelp, prompting him to pull me closer so our bodies are touching. Constant contact. “I knew you’d say yes. You don’t have a wedding to bake for this weekend, so you’re all mine.”

      I smile wide. “Look at you knowing my schedule. Oooo! We can do our bachelor and bachelorette parties this weekend! In the Big Easy!” I kick the covers off and scramble out of bed, setting my half-eaten bowl of spaghetti on my nightstand.

      “Where are you going?”

      “To call Joey! He’s going to freak out!”

      I hear his faint laugh as I grab my phone from my clutch and dial Joey’s number.

      Returning to the bedroom, Joey answers as Reese pulls me back into bed.

      “If you’re calling to tell me Reese’s mother is in charge of making my penis cake, I’m hanging up.”

      I giggle and settle back down on my side, staring at a very sleepy-looking Reese.

      He’s been working long hours lately, plus some weekends, leaving him exhausted most nights by the time I get to him.

      Especially if he decides I need a good dicking as soon as he sees me, which is what usually happens.

      He lets his eyes fall closed, keeping his one arm wrapped around my waist.

      “What would you say to a weekend in New Orleans with your two best friends and our men?”

      “I’d say count me the fuck in. When?”

      “This weekend. It’s perfect. We don’t have any weddings to bake for, and Reese and Ian have to go anyway. Plus—” I pause for dramatic effect, prompting Joey to give me an impatient grunt, “—we can go all-out for my bachelorette party, Mardi Gras-style.”

      “Oh, fuck yes! Do you know how many gay bars they have there? Oooo, cupcake, I’m busting. This is going to be fantastic.”

      I listen to my easily-excitable best friend and smile at the man I love who has completely passed out next to me.

      Reese’s breathing is slow and steady in my ear as I press my forehead against his, feeling the dampness of his hair against my skin.

      “Billy’s in, too, right?”

      “Of course. As soon as he heard me say ‘gay bar’ he was in. Do I need to do anything besides buy our plane tickets?”

      “Nope. The place we’re staying at has already been booked. Oooo, maybe it’s in the French Quarter.”

      “Babe, I want a window seat. A window.” I hear Billy’s muffled response in the background, prompting Joey to let out a cross grumble. “Oh, for Christ’s sake. Cupcake, I gotta go handle this. You better book your flight now if you want a decent seat.”

      I roll over and sit up, grabbing Reese’s iPad off the nightstand. “Yeah, I’m on it. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

      Just as I hang up from Joey, my phone beeps with an incoming text message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Juls

      

      
        NEW ORLEANS, SWEETS! Booking my flight now. There’s just the one leaving late afternoon on Friday, so you’ll have to close up early. Hope that’s doable

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Totally doable. I’m so excited!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Juls

      

      
        Me, too! I may have mentioned it to Brooke

      

      

      

      

      

      I slam my head back against the headboard. Seriously? Has she gone completely mental?

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        You are out of your fucking mind

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Juls

      

      
        It’ll be fun. And don’t worry about JoJo. I’ll handle him

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Good. Cause I’m not

      

      

      

      

      

      I place my phone down and power on the iPad, letting go of that stress and grinning at the image that appears on the screen. It’s still the one of me, passed out after my first-ever sleepover in this bed.

      I can’t believe I ever fought it.

      Him.

      Sleepovers.

      Him.

      Intimacy.

      HIM.

      Even though I acted like a complete idiot and tried to ignore every screaming thought in my head that said what we were doing was more than I was prepared to admit, I wouldn’t take it back.

      I will never regret the way I fell in love with Reese; I can’t. Every single second of it was worth it because it led us to this.

      And I’d go through eighty-five more days of complete torture to have him next to me, because he’s always been mine. And in ten more days, I’ll officially be his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure you wanna send that bag through security? What with all the sex toys you have tucked away in there?” Juls teases as Joey puts his suitcase on the conveyor belt.

      Billy conceals his smile behind his hand, turning a slight shade of pink.

      Joey turns his eyes up to the monitor, watching as his delicates are scanned. “I doubt National Security gives two shits that I like to use a spreader bar.”

      “Baby, really? Is that public knowledge?” Billy asks, grabbing his and Joey’s suitcases.

      I bite back my laugh and join the three of them after retrieving my luggage. “There’s nothing sacred between the three of us, Billy. You should know that by now.”

      “Especially when it pertains to sex,” Juls adds.

      We all begin the walk through the terminal toward our gate.

      Reese and Ian left early this morning on their flight, so we’ll be catching up with them later on tonight. And, by some miracle, Brooke is late and keeping Joey blissfully ignorant at the moment.

      It might actually be in her benefit to miss the flight entirely.

      Juls thought it best to let the news of her crashing our weekend getaway ‘unravel organically’, as she so innocently put it.

      Organically? I’m not sure how organic it’s going to be watching Joey freak the fuck out in the middle of an airport. Because other than Maggie Carroll showing up and boarding our flight, Brooke Wicks is the only other person who could send my dear assistant into a shit-fit.

      “This is going to be ahhhmazing,” Joey sings as he puts his luggage into the overhead compartment.

      Juls and I have settled into our seats behind the boys and my eyes keep darting to the front of the plane, even though I’m sure I’ll hear Brooke before I see her.

      “I hope you’re all aware we will be having separate bachelor and bachelorette parties.” Joey shifts his eyes between the three of us. “Baby, you’re with the boys.”

      Juls and I both laugh as he sits down next to Billy.

      Then I sense it: the shift in the atmosphere, causing my back to go rigid in my seat. Juls must feel it, too, because she leans forward into the crack between the seats at that exact moment.

      “JoJo, please don’t do anything that could get you kicked off this flight.”

      He turns his head, gazing back at us with suspicion. “What? I’m not that inappropriate.”

      “Hey, bitches. Who’s ready to party in the Big Easy?”

      I see Brooke in my peripheral vision, not able to turn away from Joey’s face, which has tensed up considerably.

      He doesn’t even look in her direction.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” he snarls between the seats before finally whipping his head around and greeting Brooke with what I can only assume to be anything but a smile. “Who the hell invited you?”

      “Joey!” Juls snaps.

      Brooke’s lip twitches into a conniving grin. “Will the three of us be sharing a bed? I’ve been told I’m an excellent little spoon.” She tucks her luggage away and ruffles Joey’s hair before taking her seat next to me.

      He grumbles under his breath, prompting Billy to reach up and fix his coifed do.

      “Who bottoms out of the two of you, anyway?”

      “Jesus, Brooke,” I say, just as Billy and Joey turn around in their seats. “There are other people on this airplane.”

      “I hope your dildos got through airport security, since they’re going to be the only thing entering that mess of a vagina this weekend.” Joey points to Brooke’s lap, smiling after delivering his dig.

      She flips him off, moving her finger closer to his face and prompting him to lean back. “If you want to enter a competition with me to see who can get the most dick over the next two days, bring it, bitch.”

      “Battery operated doesn’t count, Brooke. Remember that,” Joey retorts.

      I put my hands between them, breaking up the verbal battle. I glance to my left and lock eyes with Brooke. “It better not be like this between the two of you every day in the shop. I’m telling you right now, I’m not putting up with it. I’ll have enough stress on me next week as it is.”

      “I can be civil,” Brooke states, feigning affection toward Joey.

      He rolls his eyes and turns around, entering quiet conversation with Billy, which I’m sure is revolving around the hot mess sitting next to me.

      Brooke offers me a genuine smile. “Thank you, by the way. You’re really helping me out here.”

      “You’re welcome, but be warned. I don’t care that you’re my best friend’s sister; I will fire you if you and Joey can’t get along.”

      She nods her understanding, buckling her seatbelt and prompting me to do the same.

      The flight attendants begin their safety demonstrations in the aisle as Joey continues to animatedly gesture to Billy.

      Juls leans over me and taps her sister’s knee. “Do us all a favor and try not to torment him too much this weekend. Don’t make me regret inviting you to this.”

      Brooke huffs and scowls in the direction of her sister. “Everyone needs to relax. Jesus Christ, you all act like I’m incapable of handing myself in public.”

      Thankfully, at that exact moment, the flight attendant stops in front of our row with the cart of beverages, preventing a rebuttal from Juls and myself. “Would anyone like anything?”

      “Liquor,” we all answer simultaneously.

      The flight attendant smiles and hands out mini-bottles of vodka which none of us waste any time in downing.

      “All cell phones off, please. We’re about to take off.”

      Everyone reaches into their pockets and messes with their phones.

      I notice the text message on my screen and open it with the same nervous excitement I always have when I see his name.

      
        
          
            
              
        Reese

      

      
        Eight more days, love. Get your ass here already

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Hurrying. And you can do better than eight more days. Put that brain to work, handsome

      

      

      

      

      

      I power off my phone and tuck it away, relaxing against my seat.

      Eight more days that can’t get here soon enough.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Holy Hell. This place is fabulous.”

      I hear Joey’s voice register somewhere in the house as I make my way upstairs toward the bedrooms.

      He isn’t lying, though; this place is fabulous. My man did well.

      It looks like a civil war-era mansion from the outside, and the inside is very rustic and warm. The kitchen and living area are downstairs, both spacious and lovely, and the house is equipped with three bedrooms.

      I open the first door I come to and notice the brown, worn-leather luggage on the bed that screams Ian in every way.
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   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
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   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
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   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
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   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0
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   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
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   limitations under the License.
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