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I break several traffic laws as I race back home. A few cars honk at me, but I don’t give a shit. If a cop tried to stop me, I think I would slam my fist into his face. And if he tried to haul my ass to jail, I might actually strangle him. No one is going to keep me from seeing my wife, who is going to remain my wife, whether she likes it or not. 

My knuckles turn white as my grip tightens on the steering wheel. Today, she had some guy serve me divorce papers. Fucking divorce papers. I had to tell myself to not kill the messenger. Though I was supposed to go to a meeting with some people on the board, I ran out of the building and jumped into my car. If they have a problem with me missing the meeting, they can go to hell. I’m the CEO, and I can do whatever pleases me.

After running 3 more red lights, I’m finally at the mansion. Gritting my teeth, I march into the house and up the stairs. If my wife has already left, I’m going to lose my shit. But if she’s gone, I’m going to find her, no matter how much money or manpower it takes.

When I find Tina throwing clothes into a suitcase, I feel like I’ve been kicked in the balls. She really wants to leave me. I shake my head. I won’t let her go. If that makes me sound like a tyrannical son of a bitch, so be it. I can’t let her leave.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I hiss.

At the sound of my voice, she jumps. “Foster,” she whispers. “Um...”

Glaring at her, I yank her into my arms and hold the back of her head. In spite of my anger, my cock hardens. It can’t help itself around Tina, who’s the most beautiful person in the world to me with her long shiny black hair, big brown eyes, and plump red lips. Even now, I want to kiss her and rip off her clothes. “I’ll die before I sign those divorce papers, so you can stop packing, dear wife,” I say.

She glowers at me. “You can’t keep me here against my will.”

“We’ll see about that.”

“Asshole.” She hits my chest, but honestly, it feels like a peck from an adorable little hummingbird. She winces, rubbing her hand.

I frown. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” she mumbles. Then she says, “God, it’s so annoying how you’re so strong and muscular. Punching you hurts me more than it hurts you.”

“So don’t punch me again. If you do, I might have to strip and spank you.”

She continues glowering at me, but there’s pink in her cheeks. She knows my words aren’t an idle threat. Before we were married, she would sometimes piss me off by flirting with some douche-bag. After I would bite the douche-bag’s head off, I would tear off her clothes, put her over my knee, and spank her until she was begging for an orgasm.

“Though I might strip and spank you anyway because you served me divorce papers,” I say.

“Foster—”

“The next words out of your mouth better be ‘I don’t know what came over me. Of course I love you and want to be your wife until the end of time.’”

“God, you’re a dick.”

“You knew that when you said yes to marrying me.”

“Like you would’ve let me say no.”

She’s right. As insane as it makes me sound, I would’ve done something drastic like knock her up to make her marry me. Now I’m tempted to put a baby in her to make her stay.

“God, you’re thinking of knocking me up, aren’t you?” she asks.

Sometimes, I think she can read my mind. “No,” I lie.

She mutters, “I should put my birth control pills in a safe.” Then she says, “Even if you do knock me up, you know I can be a single mom.”

My heart twists painfully. “Why do you want a divorce? Do you not love me anymore?” What have I done wrong? I may be a bit of an asshole, but I’m a devoted and faithful husband. Maybe I’ve been spending a little too much time at the office? But Tina would’ve said something if she was feeling lonely; she wouldn’t have jumped straight to serving me divorce papers. And she knows I would drop everything if she needed something, anything. Hell, I’m missing a board meeting right now to ensure she stays with me.

“I don’t love you anymore,” she whispers.

Her words nearly bring me to my knees until I notice that she’s not looking me in the eye. “Try lifting your head and telling me that,” I say.

When she doesn’t lift her head, I want to collapse in relief. So she still loves me. But then why the hell is she asking for a divorce?

“Tell me what’s going on,” I say. Is she in trouble? I wonder if her parents are asking for money again. I grind my teeth. Tina’s parents—if you could call them parents—are trailer park trash. I have nothing against people who come from a trailer park; after all, I married Tina, who was born and raised in one. But her parents are lazy, good-for-nothing parasites. They only properly fed her sporadically, when they bothered to remember they had brought a child into the world; as a kid, she often dug through rich people’s trash for scraps of food. When I made Tina mine, I promised her that she would never go hungry again, that she would never want for anything. “Is it your parents?”

From her silence, I know it’s them. “If they want money, I can write them a check. You don’t have to divorce me.” I loathe them, but I will give them money if that will make her stay.

“Don’t give them money,” she says in a hard voice. She almost loathes her mom and dad as much as I do.

“Then don’t leave me.” I kiss her, and she can’t help kissing me back. I cup her breast, feeling her hard nipple. She moans into my mouth, and it tastes so fucking sweet. “Do you want to come, wife?” I slide my hand into her panties. Instantly, her nectar coats my fingers. Oh, she most definitely wants to come.

She gasps as I rub her clit. “Foster, you can’t seduce me into calling off the divorce.”

“I’m not letting you go,” I hiss, sliding a finger into her sex. Her pussy tightens around my finger. One of the best sensations in the world, second only to her pussy tightening around my cock. “Even if that means locking you away in a goddamn ivory tower.”

“Crazy asshole.”

“This crazy asshole is your husband and is going to stay your husband till death do us part.” I lay her down on our California king bed, then quickly deprive her of all her clothes. I think I rip her shirt in the process. Too damn bad. I’ll take her shopping tomorrow.

“Good thing you’re rich and you can afford to replace clothes all of the time,” she grumbles.

I almost come in my pants at the sight of her naked tits and pussy. Although we had sex three times last night and once this morning, I can never get enough of her. If I had it my way, I would retire early and spend every minute making love to her. But my dear wife doesn’t quite have my stamina.

Satisfaction fills me when she licks her lips as I take off my clothes. I’m a cocky son of a bitch, so I know I’m good-looking. Tina thinks I look like a Hemsworth brother, “only better” (her words, not mine, I swear).

She traces the lines on my six-pack. “I swear to God, sometimes, you make me feel like a hideous swamp creature,” she says.

“Are you fishing for compliments?” I tease. “Fine, I’ll take the bait. You’re fucking gorgeous, Tina. Actually, you’re the most fucking gorgeous woman in the world.”

She flushes with pleasure as I kiss her blushing cheeks, then her blushing breasts.

“Foster,” she groans.

I put my head between her thighs. A cry flies out of her throat as I lick her little pearl. Christ, she’s the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted. Better than the finest French pastries.

When I lift my head, a cute whimper escapes her lips. A wicked grin comes on to my face. I know my sweet wife is desperate to come, but I’m not going to give her an orgasm just yet.

“I’ve stripped you,” I whisper. “Now it’s time to spank you.”

She squeaks when I flip her onto her stomach. I caress her ass. Then I slap her butt. She moans, caught between pain and pleasure. “That’s for serving me with divorce papers.” I spank her again, causing her to clutch a pillow tightly. “That’s for trying to tell me you don’t love me anymore.” I swat her ass a third time, my dick threatening to explode when her flesh turns a little red. “And that’s for driving me crazy.” Deciding that I’ve punished her enough, I pull her onto my lap and slide my cock into her cunt. Screams of pleasure jump out of her as I shove my erection deep into her wet heat.

“I love you,” I breathe, wrapping my arms around her.

“I love you too.” Normally, contentment would flow through my body at those words, but her voice sounds a little melancholy, like she loves me, but she also knows that it can’t last. What is wrong, and why won’t she just tell me and let me fix it? I want to demand her to confide in me. But first, I have to make her come and remind her that I am the only man who can bring her to mind-blowing ecstasy. I thrust inside her, and she clutches my
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