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To Allison, for loving Jackson and wanting more of his filthy ways.

To Barbie, for letting Jackson live in her mind, rent-free.

CONTENTS

Mine

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

About the Author

Books by Jade Dare

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


"I even saw a boy scraping up the crumbs."

I throw my head back in laughter at the picture my daughter paints.

"Well, of course, he was," I say. "I told you everyone at school would love your cake. And Dad said it was the best thing he ever tasted."

Alicia gives me an exasperated look from the passenger seat. "He says that about everything I make. I could fry poop and he would tell me it was delicious."

"He would not." I chuckle.

Well... he might. Anything to see Alicia smile.

"I wanna be as good as Dad, and if he just tells me everything tastes good all of the time, then he's not helping."

"I'm pretty sure he wasn't making chocolate drip cake at your age, so you're already ahead."

"If you hear Dad tell it, he's been making four course meals since he could reach the counter."

I laugh because...she's not wrong.

"Auntie Lexa said I can make dinner tomorrow. I told her I wanted to make beef Wellington to surprise Dad with when you guys come to pick us up on Sunday, so she got all the ingredients for me."

"That's really sweet."

She sighs oh, so dramatically. "Think of it as my Valentine's Day gift to you and him since, you know, you're both ditching me tonight. "

I gasp. "The nerve of us wanting a weekend to ourselves."

"Exactly. The nerve."

I smile and shake my head as I pull into Lexa's driveway.

"Can I at least know where you're going now?" she asks for the twentieth time.

"Nope. Because the moment you know, so will your dad."

"I resent your insinuation."

"Oh, there's no insinuating about it," I say as I get out of the car. "You, miss, are a blabbermouth."

When I look at her over the car, her mouth hangs open, but she doesn't bother to deny it. She gets her bag from the backseat and is looking at her phone as we walk to the door.

She snickers, then says, "Milly said she's bringing candy just for me and her because boys suck."

"I have a feeling Sophie will try to cut the amount of candy in half."

"And I have a feeling Milly will find a way to get it here, anyway."

I tilt my head in agreement as Lexa opens the door.

"Look at these two beautiful ladies," Lexa greets us.

"Hey, Auntie Lexa," Alicia states while hugging her.

"I have been holding Liam and Tristan back from eating the cookies until you got here, but I don't know how much longer that'll last."

Alicia gets the point and rushes down the hallway to the kitchen, dropping her bag along the way.

“Thank you again for watching Alicia this weekend,” I say.

“How many times do I have to tell you it’s no problem?” Lexa asks. “Jeremiah and I aren’t celebrating Valentine’s Day until Ezekiel gets back from his business trip, so we weren’t doing anything tonight, anyway.”

“Not doing anything?” I arch a brow.

She grins. “Well, not...nothing.”

“Mmhmm. I didn’t think so.”

“Can we eat the cookies now?” Tristan asks, calling from the kitchen.

“Yes.” Lexa answers before rolling her eyes. “That boy’s sweet tooth will be the death of me.”

“Funny.” Jeremiah chuckles. “You always say me and Zek will be the death of you.”

Lexa leans back into him as he wraps his arms around her waist. “It only seems right that your sons will have the same effect.”

“Hey, I’m the good one,” Liam says as he walks towards us.

“Really?” Lexa asks. “Because I seem to recall you having to be picked up from school early today because you punched a boy in the face.”

“Only because he called a girl a name.”

“Which is why you’re watching movies with your brother and Alicia, and not grounded, but don’t push it, kid,” Jeremiah states.

“Noted.” Liam gives that smile that always gets him out of being in too much trouble before asking, “Did you order the pizza yet?”

Jeremiah sighs. “I told you it would be here in ten minutes, five minutes ago, so that means...”

“Ugh, math.”

That gets Liam rushing back down the hallway, and our laughter follows him.

“Do you think Jackson has any idea you’re surprising him?” Lexa asks.

“Nope,” I say with probably way too much satisfaction.

The mere fact that I’ve been assuaging Jackson’s guilt for working on Valentine’s Day while simultaneously knowing that I’m the one who he’ll be serving has me grinning. He has no idea that I’ve booked a private dining experience with the oh-so-wanted Chef Jackson Kane, and that the feast I paid twice his rate for won't be the only thing I’ll have in my mouth tonight. Of course, I certainly have something for him to eat. The house where he’ll be preparing a romantic meal at is a rental home I paid the weekend for, and it’ll only be he and I. Which means there’ll be no one to see or hear us.

“He’s clueless, unless someone gave him a hint...”

I look pointedly at Jeremiah and he turns his head towards the kitchen. “Someone needs me to help with the...cookies? I’ll be right there.”

“You had better not have!” I shout at his back as he walks down the hallway.

“Trust me Charlotte, he’s very much been complaining nonstop about having to spend the night away from you.” He chuckles. “So, yeah, still clueless.”

“Does he know anything about the resort yet?” I whisper to Lexa.

“Not a thing.” She smiles. “He thinks the boys are going with you when you come to pick up Alicia on Sunday just so we can have a little time to ourselves when we pick up Ezekiel from the airport.”

“Sounds like he expects some backseat action on the way home from the airport.”

She smirks. “That’s definitely not out of the question, but neither of them will know a thing about us going to a resort until they open the trunk and see there are a bunch of suitcases in there.”

“They’ve gotten so used to surprising us with trips and gifts that they don’t see it coming from a mile away.”

“Exactly.” She chuckles. “No surprises about where Law is taking Sophie tonight. They’re the only ones who actually both know their Valentine’s Day plans.”

“That’s true.” I laugh. “I thought they would have dropped Shawn and Milly off by now.”

“She texted that they were running behind because Law came back from a meeting later than he was supposed to.”

I look down at my phone. “I better run before I’m late, too.”

“Have fun tonight in the all the naughtiest of ways.”

“Oh, I plan to,” I assure her, and then call out, “Bye, honey.”

“Bye, Mom.”

Lexa whistles. “Oh, you’re not mommy anymore.”

“It really does sting.”

I hug her and she closes the door as I walk back to my car. Driving a little faster than I should since I have to meet Jackson at the rental home by seven, and it’s already five now, I reach the house in less than ten minutes. I rush inside, and hurry to get in the shower. Excitement rushes through me as I imagine all the things that can, and probably will, happen tonight. We’ve been married for years, had sex countless times, been in positions I didn’t even know existed until we did them, and still, just the thought of being near him is enough to make me wet. It has me aching between my thighs and on the edge, wanting both the pleasure and pain he gives. Just imagining his lips on mine, his tongue doing wicked things, and his cock inside me has my hand inching towards my pussy. It’s only knowing Jackson will do whatever I’m about to so much better that has me reaching to turn off the water instead of satisfying the tension rising within me.

I step out of the shower and wrap a towel around myself, grabbing my phone from the sink to check the time. My lips curve up into a smile when I see I have a text from Jackson.

Jackson: I wish I was there with you.

Me: Your night might be better than you think it will be.

Jackson: Nothing ever compares to when I’m with you.

Me: Well, say I waited up for you, what would you do when you got home?

Jackson: Slide into you from behind so I could hold your face to the pillow to muffle your screams as I fuck you.

“God,” I murmur to myself as I open the bathroom door.

I might just have to reconsider handling my desire myself before I
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