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          Being an introvert, Tessa felt strange enjoying such a big company party. Yet the company was so large that she could melt into the background, and enjoy the experience as a wallflower. 


          No one knew her here, except her boss. Tessa could enjoy the music, admire everyone’s clothing, and sample hors d'oeuvres to her heart’s content, without being forced to make small talk.


          She did have to go a little easy on the food. It’d been so long since she’d attended a formal event, and her close-fitting dress wasn’t particularly forgiving.


          “Just another twenty minutes, and then we can go,” Tessa whispered to her husband. That should be long enough to introduce him to her new boss.


          Perhaps not so new anymore. She’d been working at Smith & Tyler for nearly eight months now. Still, this was the first company party she’d attended, and the best opportunity she’d found for the two to meet naturally.


          Stephen frowned. “We don’t need to leave if you don’t want to. I know how much you were looking forward to this. I’m fine if you’re fine, Tess.”


          He slid his arm around her waist and squeezed her hip. “And you are very fine tonight, baby,” he added in a low voice.


          Tessa squirmed in his grip, and slapped playfully at his arm. She’d definitely picked a tighter, more daring black dress than usual.


          The dress went to her ankles, but hugged the curves she generally kept concealed under her prim business attire. It even had a slit, exposing one leg from the knee down. She’d loved how Stephen’s eyes had flared when she came downstairs wearing it.


          Male appreciation had warmed his gaze, as well as the smallest hint of anger, when he’d realized other men would see her in it.


          Stephen had that same look now. His eyes swept the room, finding every man who dared to look her way.


          He’d worked hard to conceal his jealousy, since they’d gotten married. Sometime around then, he’d decided to change himself.


          She knew he was self-conscious about his old college image as a possessive sports jock, and wanted to distance himself from it.


          Tessa wished he wouldn’t try so hard. That was what had first attracted her to him. It was wrong, but she loved his jealousy.


          She loved how openly possessive he was of her; it made her feel so wanted. Stephen was easy to read. She’d never liked mysterious men who played hard to get.


          He also still had his athletic physique, and there was no hiding how his frame filled out his suit.


          She licked her lips. Maybe when they got home, he’d let his simmering jealousy out, and take her forcefully, like he used to.


          She missed him like that.


          Tessa caught sight of a tall, unmistakable figure heading their way through the crowd. She nudged her husband. “There’s Director Turner. I’ll introduce you.”


          Her boss was taller than Stephen, but leaner. He had an aura of power that men of his standing always seemed to have. Maybe that was how he’d climbed the corporate ladder so quickly.


          It shamed Tessa to admit that he’d appeared in a few of her dreams recently. Some naughty dreams.


          But that was out of her control. She worked with him every day; of course he’d find his way into her dreams.


          Director Turner slowed as he approached, his eyes widening as they traveled down Tessa’s body.


          Well, that was a perk of this dress, too.


          Even as an introvert, she’d always felt a little too invisible in front of her boss. He barely acknowledged her.


          He rarely spoke to her at work, unless it was to give her terse instructions as he passed her desk on the way to his private office. She’d hurry to scribble it all down before his heavy office doors slammed shut.


          Maybe she’d resented that, just a little. It was tough to admit that she’d also picked this dress with him in mind.


          To force him to see her for once. Even if only in this carnal way.


          “Tessa.”


          The director’s voice was warm, almost a purr. “You look lovely tonight,” he murmured, as he continued to openly admire her dress.


          Stephen’s hand tightened on her waist, and Tessa felt the smallest tremor run through him.


          “You must be Jackson Turner, Tessa’s boss.” Stephen bared his teeth in a tight smile as he thrust his hand forward. “Stephen Burkhart.”


          “Stephen. Of course.”


          Jackson shook his hand, returning Stephen’s tight grip. The handshake lingered too long, as both men measured each other in some inscrutable show of male posturing.


          Surely, her boss didn’t think he could out-grip her husband. Stephen might be shorter, but he’d crush Jackson’s bones with his professional athlete’s hand.


          He finally released Stephen’s handshake, stepping back to measure him with new respect. “Football?”


          “Rugby.”


          Jackson smiled wider, as though that pleased him.


          Tessa cleared her throat in the awkward silence that followed. “Mr. Turner –”


          He returned his attention to her. “Mr. Turner is too formal. Call me Jax.”


          “Ja …” Her voice trailed off, and she stared at him. That would be too intimate. It bordered on inappropriate. He must have understood that.


          Stephen’s grip on her waist was steel. Tessa could feel his fingers digging into her hip. They would probably leave bruises.


          And she knew she’d enjoy taking off her dress later, and admiring those little marks in the mirror.


          “I don’t think I can call you that,” she laughed nervously.


          “Don’t worry.” Jackson’s voice was low, and caressing. “You’ll have plenty of chances to practice saying it.”


          Jesus. Maybe he didn’t realize how suggestive that had sounded.


          Stephen barked an incredulous laugh and looked away, his eyes bright with fury. “I know I must have heard that wrong,” he breathed.


          Tessa really appreciated Stephen 2.0 right now, because the old version of her husband would have put his fist through Jackson’s teeth.


          She needed to get Stephen away and out of the party. Before the last of his control snapped, and security had to pull him off her boss.


          Jackson might be drunk, she rationalized. Yet, he kept an expensive bottle of scotch in his office, and after a few drinks, he’d never before crossed any lines.


          His gaze would never linger on her, like this.


          Stephen’s fingers were definitely bruising her, now. The same way they did when he used to take her in his jealous fits, nice and rough. He hadn’t done that in so long.


          He’d have to take her rough after this, wouldn’t he?


          Stephen was half-crazy with jealousy by now. Surely, he’d want to pin her down, and stake his claim on her body.


          Over and over again.


          Tessa was wet. She pressed her legs together and bit her lip, stealing a glance at her husband’s face. She couldn’t quite suppress her hungry whimper.


          Jackson’s eyes darted between her and Stephen, not missing a thing. Not Stephen’s crushing grip, her squirming, nor when she licked her lips again.


          “We should really head out,” she said. It was too brusque, but she couldn’t force Stephen to endure any more of this.


          “Have one dance with your boss, before you go.”


          Jackson lifted her hand, not waiting for her reply. He pulled her toward him as he lifted a questioning brow at Stephen.


          For a moment, she wasn’t sure if Stephen would release her waist, and she was caught in a little tug-of-war for a split second before her husband relinquished her.


          Stephen’s eyes never left Jackson, tracking him with predatory intensity as she was led to the dance floor.


          At least it was just one dance. The band was already a minute into their rendition of an old 80s power ballad. It would be over soon, and she could grab Stephen and escape.


          Plus, he was some distance away now, at the edge of the dance floor. That was good, right? He couldn’t knock Jackson’s teeth out from over there.


          Jackson pulled her close and guided her through the slow song, his hand moving to the small of her back.


          God. He was already too near.


          “Mr. Turner…”


          “Jax,” he insisted, staring down at her. “I want to hear you say it.”


          “Jack… son,” she drew out.


          Jackson laughed, his hand tightening on her back. “So defiant. I like you like this.”


          He danced her around the room. “We can stick with Jackson, for now. It’s a start.”


          Tessa tried to spot her husband, but they were dancing in the opposite direction. The song was dragging on. Had it always been this long, or was the cover band embellishing it a little?


          “I must say again how breathtaking you look in that dress, Tessa.”


          “Maybe it was too much,” she muttered.


          She hoped he picked up on her hint. He was being too much, tonight.


          “A woman chooses a dress like that when she wants to be seen. To be appreciated.”


          Jackson pressed his hand into her back, flattening her against him, until she could feel his erection. “I’m very appreciative, Tessa.”


          She tried to swallow her rising panic. “Mr. Turner.”


          “Jax,” he corrected automatically.


          He wasn’t looking at her. He was looking over her shoulder. She followed his glance, which was hard, with how tightly he had her pressed against him.


          Stephen stood several feet away, his hands curled into fists.


          Oh, god.


          She’d worn this ridiculous dress, and still let her boss dance with her, after his interest was clear. Tessa was tormenting Stephen.


          She needed to extricate herself, and get her ticking time bomb of a husband out of here.


          Tessa fought the urge to push against Jackson. If Stephen saw her struggling in Jackson’s arms, he’d be on the dance floor in seconds, and beating the man to a pulp.


          Stephen looked so angry. She hated how it made her pussy gush. Tessa whimpered again.


          The sound drew Jackson’s attention back to her. He studied her face as the song came to an end, and they drifted to a halt. Tessa stepped back as quickly as she could, without stumbling.


          “I really enjoyed seeing the two of you tonight, Tessa. It’s been very enlightening,” he told her, as Stephen reached them.


          “Of… of course. I’ll see you in the office on Monday, Mr. Turner.”


          Breathless with panic, she spun on her heel, and took Stephen’s stiff arm. “I’d like to freshen up. You’ll take me there, Stephen?”


          Her husband grunted in response, and she all but hauled him across the dance floor before he began to move on his own.


          Tessa relaxed a little more with every further step away, until they’d turned into the dim hallway containing the woman’s restroom.


          She didn’t need to use it. She just needed to keep Stephen out of swinging distance of Jackson.


          Tessa paused at the door and patted Stephen’s chest, smoothing nonexistent wrinkles out of his suit jacket. He looked dazed, like a boxer pulled out of a match before the bell.


          “We’ll leave right after this, okay?” she whispered.


          Just hang on until then, she willed him silently, and went into the restroom.


          It really began to hit her as she stood at the sink, staring at her reflection. Jackson Turner had actually been hitting on her. Her, the wallflower.


          She didn’t socialize at work, but she still knew that he was considered a very handsome, eligible bachelor. Women from other departments constantly came upstairs to the executive floor, their excuses to see him as flimsy as printer paper.


          Tessa fiddled with the pearl pendant around her neck. Now that she was no longer in a blind panic that her husband would cause a scene, she could take a few moments. To let herself feel.
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