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  Prologue

  
  




Six Months Later

It’s Mary and Mitch’s wedding day. The bridal suite is filled with soft laughter and excitement. Mary stands by the mirror, smoothing out the fabric of her elegant, form fitting white dress. Her hair is tied back with curls. Christina, her maid of honor, adjusts her baby blue dress while keeping an eye on Matthew, who tugs at the sleeves of his tiny baby blue suit, impatiently waiting for his big moment as ring bearer.

Lucy and Jessica, the bridesmaids, whisper to each other about the decorations outside, but Mary barely hears them. Her heart is steady, her mind calm. She’s about to marry the love of her life, and there isn’t a single doubt in her mind.

A gentle knock on the door interrupts the moment. Lisa, Mitch’s mother, steps in, her eyes instantly welling with emotion.

“You look absolutely beautiful…”

Mary, knowing she’s already on the verge of tears, quickly cuts in with a smile. “Thank you, Lisa, but please don’t make me cry right now.”

Lisa chuckles, stepping towards her to embrace her. “Alright, alright.” She pulls back and asks, “Would it be alright if the photographer took a few candid shots?”

Mary nods. “Of course.”

Meanwhile, in the next room, Mitch stands with his groomsmen, Taylor and Kevin. Dressed in baby blue suits, Mitch buttons his cufflinks with ease, until Kevin nudges him.

“You good, bro?” Kevin asks, watching him closely. “You don’t look nervous at all.”

Mitch doesn’t hesitate. “Because I’m not.”

Kevin smirks. “You know this is forever, right?”

Mitch exhales, glancing at himself in the mirror before looking back at Kevin. “I usually don’t get all emotional, but right now, I will. I love that girl. If forever is what I’m getting, then forever is what I want.”

Taylor claps him on the back. “Hey man, you two are going to be alright.”

Before Mitch can respond, Greg steps in. “Alright, gentlemen, it’s time.”

As everyone moves to the front of the church, Mary waits for her signal. One by one, the bridesmaids glide down the aisle to the soft melody of the wedding song. Matthew toddles along, momentarily distracted by the flower petals on the ground, trying to pick up each one as he goes.

Mark, Christina’s husband, waits patiently near the doorway. When Mary steps out, he gasp as he looks at her. She looks stunning.

Fighting back emotion, he offers his arm. “Ready?”

She smiles and nods. “Let’s do this.”

He pulls her into a brief, tight hug before leading her down the aisle. As they reach the altar, He presses a kiss to her cheek, then steps aside to join the groomsmen.

Mitch watches her with nothing but love in his eyes. This is the moment. The beginning of everything.

He takes Mary’s hands, they exchange vows. Promises of love, loyalty, and forever.

When it’s time to place the rings, Mitch slides the delicate band onto Mary’s finger his thumb brushing lightly against her skin, and she does the same.

The pastor smiles. “By the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife, Mitchell? You may kiss your bride.”

Mitch doesn’t wait. He pulls her into a deep tender kiss, their first as husband and wife. A moment frozen in time by the photographer. The guests erupt into applause, cheers echoing through the church as they pull apart, breathless and smiling.

Hand in hand, they walk back down the aisle, their fingers laced tightly together.

Half an hour later the wedding reception is in full swing in Christina and Mark’s backyard, where string lights glow softly above the guests. Laughter, clinking glasses, and the distant sound of music fill the late afternoon 

Inside, in a room Mary finishes adjusting her second dress which is a white dress that’s lighter and shorter, perfect for the reception. She smooths the fabric over her hips, checking herself in the mirror when the door creaks open.

Mitch steps inside, his broad frame filling the doorway. His suit jacket is already unbuttoned, his tie slightly loosened, and the way he’s looking at her sends heat rushing through her.

She meets his gaze in the mirror. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asks, turning to face him.

Mitch doesn’t answer, not with words.

In two strides, he’s in front of her, his hands finding her waist as he crashes his lips against hers. The kiss is deep and tender. She gasps into his mouth, her fingers curling into his shirt as his grip tightens.

He moves her backward, guiding her until she’s pressed up against the wooden vanity. The force knocks over a small glass bottle, sending it clattering to the floor, but neither of them pay it any mind.

Mitch’s hands roam over her body, sliding up her sides, then lower, gripping her thighs as he deepens the kiss. When his fingers brush the bottom of her dress, lifting it up, she shudders. His warm hands trace the bare skin of her thigh, moving higher, making her breathe heavier. 

“Mitch,” she exhales, her voice barely a whisper.

He pulls back just enough to trail his lips down her neck, his breath hot against her skin. When he sucks lightly at her sensitive spot just below her ear, a loud moan escapes her lips before she can stop it.

Mitch groans in response, pressing himself closer, his grip tightening as his fingers tease the edge of her panties.

Mary’s hands find his shoulders, pressing lightly. Not pushing him away, but hesitating, as if she’s caught between craving more and wanting to slow down. 

She breaks the kiss. “Mitch… baby, wait.”

His lips trail down her neck, hot and lingering, sending shivers down her spine.

Mary’s fingers tighten against his shirt as she tries to form words, her breath uneven

“Are you trying to… seduce me… now?” she says, barely able to get the words out between ragged breaths. “While… everyone… is outside, Mitch?”

He chuckles against her skin. “Maybe,” he admits, his hands sliding just a little higher. “Is it working?”

Mary exhales sharply, heat pooling between them. She should say no. She should push him away.

But she doesn’t.

Instead, she meets his gaze. Slowly, her fingers trail down his chest, finding the opening of his suit jacket. Without a word, she slides it off his shoulders, pushing it down his arms before letting it fall to the floor. Her hands smooth over his shirt, lingering for a second before gripping his collar and pulling him in again.

“Yes,” she whispers just before her lips finds his again.

Mitch groans against her mouth, pulling her even closer, his fingers digging into her thighs as he lifts her effortlessly. She gasps, her legs instinctively wrapping around him.

For a moment, she forgets where they are. Who might hear.

All that matters is him.

But when his fingers return to the waistband of her panties, reality slices through the haze. She breaks the kiss suddenly, her breath coming fast as she tries to calm herself down.

“Mitch, wait… please, we can’t do this… not now…”

His lips brush against her neck. “Why?” he murmurs between kisses, his voice rough with desire.

She exhales shakily, her hands sliding down his back before gripping his waist. “Because everyone is waiting on us,” she whispers, her lips brushing against his ear.

Mitch clenches his jaw, his breath shaky. He presses one last lingering kiss to her neck before resting his forehead against hers, eyes closed, struggling to regain control.

“Baby…” His voice is rough, aching, barely above a whisper.

Mary exhales, brushing her lips lightly over his one last time before fully pulling away. “Mitch, baby… we have to wait.”

His body is still shaking with restraint, but this time, he listens. Slowly, he sets her down, his hands lingering at her waist before fully releasing her.

They stand there for a moment, bodies still close. 

Mitch drags a hand through his hair, exhaling sharply. “I just couldn’t help it,” he says. 

Mary shakes her head, hands trembling as she smooths out her dress. She glances at herself in the mirror, flushed cheeks, swollen lips. Turning back to Mitch, she narrows her eyes, trying to regain composure.

“Look at me, Mitch. What are they going to think when I walk out there looking like this?”

He smirks, stepping back with no hint of regret. “They’re going to think the newlyweds got a head start on their honeymoon.”

Mary huffs, trying to smooth out the wrinkles in her dress, her body still humming from the intensity. “Well, you almost had me, Mitch.”

He grins, completely unbothered, and leans in, pressing a quick but deliberate kiss to her cheek.

She pulls away with a look, breathless but playful. “No,” she warns. “You are not going to try that again.”

He chuckles, raising his hands to surrender. “Alright, alright. I’ll meet you out there for our first dance, wife.”

As he exits, Mary shakes her head, turning back to the mirror. Her fingers tremble slightly as she fixes what he’s done to her, with a smile on her lips.

She takes a deep breath, smoothing out her dress one last time. Then, with her heart still racing, she steps out to join her husband.

The music pulses through the backyard, and the air is filled with chatter and laughter. Guests mingle and sip their drinks as Mary steps out into the backyard looking radiant in her second dress. Lucy and Jessica are standing together near the bar, talking and laughing. When they spot Mary, their eyes narrow with a smile. 

Lucy raises an eyebrow and smirks. “Were you just…?”

Mary quickly cuts her off, “No! Mitch just got carried away with kissing me.”

The two girls exchange a grin.

Mary lowers her voice to a near whisper. “Does it really look like I was… you know… having sex?”

Jessica shakes her head with a teasing smile. “No, but it does look like you two were sucking face for a while.”

She laughs nervously. “Great. That’s just great. I’m going to kill him,” she says, still laughing as she walks away from them, trying to shake the tension from her shoulders.

She makes her way through the party, exchanging pleasantries with guests and greeting family members. The DJ’s voice cuts through the chatter. “Ladies and gentlemen, it’s time for the first dance of the newlyweds! Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell and Mary Reynolds!”

Mitch steps into her path, taking her hand with a smile. The crowd clears a space as they make their way to the center. Soft music begins to play, and Mitch pulls her into his arms. They begin to sway gently, lost in their own world.

He leans in close to her ear. “Thank you for marrying me.”

She laughs lightly. “Well, I had nothing to do today anyway, so why not?”

He chuckles, pulling her a little closer. “Okay, well, now you’re stuck with me. That’s a bonus.”

She laughs again, and Mitch smirks, catching her gaze. “Why are you laughing?”

“Oh, nothing, baby,” she teases, her voice lowering. “I just can tell you’re really enjoying yourself.” She whispers, so only he can hear, “I could feel you, Mitch.”

Mitch nods with understanding, and he laughs softly, his lips brushing her ear. “I know.”

He eventually pulls back just enough to look at her. “That’s what you do to me.”

“If you say so, Mitchell Reynolds,” she said with a grin.

Mitch laughed, shaking his head. “Hey, you are not allowed to use my full name. But just for today, you get a pass.”

“Whatever, Mitchell,” she said, dragging out his name even more.

He smirked. “You’re really pushing it now.”

As the night winds down, Mary and Mitch are standing near his car, preparing to leave. The yard is quiet now, the last of the guests are leaving. Matthew runs up to Mitch, and Mitch swoops him up effortlessly, spinning him around with a big smile.

Christina, standing nearby with Mark, catches Mary’s eye, and they share a brief, heartfelt conversation about how happy they are for each other, and how much they love one another.

Mitch hands Matthew off to Mark and walks over to Mary. 

He extended his hand toward her. “Are you ready?”

Mary didn’t hesitate. She slipped her hand into his. “Yes.” 

They got into the car and wave goodbye to their family. 

As he starts the engine and pulls out of the driveway, he glances at Mary. “Are you ready, wife?”

Mary smiles. “Yes, husband.”

And with that, they drive off into the night, the start of their new life together just beginning.








  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




Mary stands inside a large, open studio, her eyes sweeping over the space she’s worked so hard to bring to life. The white walls are covered in her art, some painted, some drawn, others sculpted and each piece telling a story of her journey over the last five years.

She takes a step back, breathing in the moment. The air smells like fresh paint and polished wood, a scent that reminds her of late nights spent perfecting her craft. Dressed in a sleek black dress, her hair styled elegantly. She shifts her weight in her high heels and plays with the wedding rings on her finger. A small, proud smile forms on her lips.

She’s come so far.

Just then, the sound of a car pulling up outside catches her attention. A man steps inside, giving her a polite nod.

“Mrs. Reynolds, your husband is here,” Steve, their long-time security guard, informs her.

Mary turns toward him with a grateful smile. “Thanks, Steve.”

As he steps away, she gathers her things, but before she can finish, a familiar voice echoes through the studio.

“Wow, baby. This place looks amazing.”

Mitch.

She barely has time to turn before he’s wrapping his arms around her waist from behind, pulling her against him. She grins, tilting her head up to meet his gaze.

“Thank you, baby,” she says, greeting him with a kiss.

Mitch looks around, shaking his head in admiration. “I still can’t believe it. Tomorrow is going to be huge.”

Mary nods. “Yeah, I still have a few things to take care of in the morning, but everything’s almost ready for the opening.”

Steve returns, giving them both a brief nod. “Everything’s set here. You guys are good to go.”

Mitch nods. “Appreciate it, man.”

Mary smiles. “Thanks, Steve.”

As they prepare to leave, Mary suddenly remembers something. “Oh! I forgot the paperwork in the back I need it for tomorrow.”

“I’ll come with you,” Mitch says, following her to the back office. 

He leans against the doorway, arms crossed, taking it all in.

This is hers.

All of it.

He watches as Mary gathers the papers in her hand, completely in her element. There’s something about the way she moves so sure of herself, so confident. She’s not the same girl from five years ago. She’s a woman who built something of her own, something incredible.

She glances up and catches him staring. She pauses, narrowing her eyes playfully. “Stop looking at me like that.”

Mitch smirks. “Why?”

Mary shakes her head, walking toward him. “Because I know that look.”

He steps towards her, closing the distance between them. His voice drops to a low whisper. “I can’t help it. My wife is about to be a star.”

She scoffs, rolling her eyes as she puts the papers in her bag. “Mitch, you’re in the NBA remember? We have security now.” She teases, wrapping her arms around his neck.

He grins. “Yeah, well…” He trails off, his hands finding her waist.

Mary raises a brow. “Uh-huh.”

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he leans in, pressing his lips against hers, slow and deliberate. She lets out a soft moan against his mouth before pulling away with a look.

“We need to go,” she whispers.

Mitch doesn’t budge.

Instead, he grins and, in one swift motion, pins her gently against the office wall.

She gasps softly, as his hands slide down her sides. “Mitch…”

He nuzzles against her neck. “Just a minute.”

She laughs softly, shaking her head, but she doesn’t push him away. Not yet.

For just a moment, she lets herself sink into him, into the heat between them, before whispering against his lips, “One minute.”

She exhales softly, trying to regain control. “Mitch… baby, we have to go.”

He doesn’t respond. Instead, he keeps kissing her, his lips trailing down her neck.

She smiles against his touch. “What happened to ‘just a minute’?”

He still doesn’t answer. His hands move slowly up her dress. Which makes her shiver at the sensation.

“Mitch…” she whispers, laughing softly. “Baby, let’s go home before we get into this…” but he’s lost. 

His hands slide higher, his fingertips grazing the lace of her panties. Mary’s body betrays her, melting into him. Her senses overwhelmed by his warmth, his scent. She knows she should stop him, give him one last chance to pull back.

Instead, she exhales as she surrenders. “Why do you always get me like this?”

He tilts her head back, his fingers tangling in her hair, pulling just hard enough to make her moan. That sound? he’s completely gone now.

She glances towards the window, towards the hallway where Steve might still be. They’re alone, but just barely. She should stop. She really should.

But she doesn’t.

Instead, she takes off his jacket, pushing it off his shoulders. Then, her fingers work the button of his pants, pulling down the zipper.

He wastes no time. He turns her around, her hands pressed against the wall as he tugs her panties down in one swift motion. A sharp inhale escapes her lips as he lifts her onto the desk.

Before she can say another word, he enters her, muffling the loud moan that escapes her with a kiss. Their bodies move in sync, lost in the moment, in each other.

Afterwards, Mary smooths out her dress, shaking her head. “Unbelievable.”

Mitch smirks, zipping up his pants. “What?”

She scoffs. “It’s been five years, and you still get me like this. Why couldn’t you wait?”

He shrugs, looking entirely too satisfied. “I’m sorry, baby.”

She playfully smacks his arm. “What if Steve heard us?”

He throws his head back, laughing. “Oh well.”

She groans, covering her face. “You are impossible.”

She turns toward the small mirror in the office, fixing her hair. As she reaches for her panties, she frowns. “Mitch…”

Mitch grins, tucking them into his pocket.

She stares at him, hands on her hips. “Give them back.”

Mitch laughs, shaking his head. “No.”

She narrows her eyes. “You are going to pay for that.”

He winks at her. “Can’t wait.”

Rolling her eyes, Mary finishes freshening up before making her way to the limo. Sliding in next to him, she shakes her head as the driver pulls away.

“You’re ridiculous,” she says.

Mitch pulls her closer, pressing a kiss to her temple. “And you love it.”

Mary exhales, resting her head against his shoulder.

Yeah. She really does.

The driver pulls up to the house, and Mitch steps out first, reaching back to take Mary’s hand as she follows. Their home is a five-bedroom, three-and-a-half-bathroom masterpiece with a huge backyard and a pool. 

Mary wastes no time, the moment they step through the door, she kicks off her heels and heads straight for the master bathroom, making her way to the walk-in shower.

Mitch watches her disappear, smirking to himself as he follows. By the time he reaches the doorway, she’s already turning on the water, steam beginning to fill the space. She starts to unzip her dress, but before she can finish, Mitch steps behind her, hands grazing her shoulders.

“Let me help,” he says.

She glances at him through the mirror, shaking her head. “No,” she says, a teasing but firm edge to her voice. “You’ve done enough at the studio, remember?”

Mitch chuckles, tilting his head. “Are you mad?”

She just sighs, slipping out of her dress and tossing it at him. “Not mad. Embarrassed.”

He catches the dress and smirks. “Embarrassed? Why?”

She steps into the shower, letting the hot water flow over her, before peeking back at him. “Because I know Steve heard us.”

Mitch bursts out laughing. “And?”

Mary rolls her eyes and disappears behind the glass door. “And that’s humiliating, Mitch!”

He grins but knows better than to push. Instead, he shakes his head and steps away, leaving her to enjoy her shower.

While she washes up, he makes a few calls, double checking that everything is set for the big event tomorrow. He ensures security is lined up, last-minute details are in place, and the guest list is confirmed.

By the time Mary emerges from the bathroom, she’s wearing one of Mitch’s oversize shirts. She settles at her work desk, reviewing her notes for tomorrow.

Mitch doesn’t disturb her. Instead, he heads into the shower, letting the hot water relax him. When he returns, Mary is already curled up in bed, her notes stacked neatly on the nightstand.

Slipping under the covers, he pulls her close, his arm draping over her waist. “I’m sorry, baby,” he says against her ear.

“Mitch…”

“I mean it,” he says, pressing a kiss to her shoulder.

She turns in his arms, their noses nearly touching. “Just try to behave tomorrow.”

He grins. “I’ll do my best.”

She just gives him a look but doesn’t argue. Instead, she presses a soft kiss to his lips, letting the warmth of his embrace put her to sleep.

Tomorrow is a big day.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




The next morning, the alarm blares, pulling Mitch out of his sleep. He groggily reaches over and silences it, then nudges Mary, still deep in sleep.

“Baby,” he murmurs, trying to wake her “It’s time.”

Mary groans before turning to Mitch.“Morning, baby,” she says quietly.

Mitch smiles, kissing her cheek. “Morning, baby.” He hugs her gently, but then pulls back a little to look at her more closely. “You ready for today?”

She yarns. “Yeah, I am. It’s been years in the making,” she says. 

His brow furrows.  “You sure you’re okay?”

Mary meets his gaze.  “Yeah, I’m just tired,” she reassures him, giving him a quick peck on the lips before sliding out of bed.

Before he has time to react, she heads to the bathroom to wash up, and Mitch watches her go, a little concerned, but knowing she needs some space.

Downstairs in the kitchen, a spread has been prepared. Bagels, eggs, strawberries, toast, orange juice, and coffee. Mary isn’t feeling particularly hungry but grabs a handful of strawberries and pours herself some coffee. She sits at the table, flipping through her notes, eyes scanning one last time for anything she might have missed.

Mitch enters the kitchen shortly after, and his eyes land on the spread of food before he grabs a plate and piles it high. He sits down next to her, fork already in hand. “That’s all you’re eating?” he asks, looking at her plate with the strawberries and coffee.

She doesn’t look up from her notes, but she replies calmly, “Yeah, I have a lot to do before the opening. I’ll eat there, I promise.”

He leans over, pressing a quick kiss to her forehead. “Okay,” he says softly, a little relieved that she’s at least getting something in her, even if it’s not a full meal.

Mary heads upstairs to get ready. She steps into a stunning purple spaghetti strap dress that fits her perfectly. She pairs it with matching purple high heels and lets her hair fall in soft waves around her shoulders. Meanwhile, Mitch puts on a sharp black suit, making sure everything is perfect. He stands in front of the mirror for a final check, adjusting his tie, and making sure his look is impeccable. His mind, though, is still occupied with the event ahead, double-checking that everything is in place for the big opening and that the paparazzi won’t overwhelm Mary today.

When Mary comes down the stairs, Mitch is instantly struck by how beautiful she looks. “You look amazing, wife,” he says, unable to hide the awe in his voice.

Mary smiles, a little shy, but playful. “You don’t look bad yourself, husband,” she replies as she walks over to him. They share a soft kiss, but Mitch tries to deepen it.

She pulls back with a smile. “Control yourself,” she says, lightly slapping his cheek before heading toward the door.

Laughing, he follows her, and they make their way to the limo. The driver opens the door for them, and they slide inside.

As the limo rolls toward the studio, Mitch looks over at Mary. “You nervous?” he asks.

She shakes her head, her excitement bubbling to the surface. “No, I’m excited,” she replies, her eyes lighting up with enthusiasm.

He gives her a reassuring smile. “It’s going to be great. Is your sister on her way?”

She nods. “Yeah, the car went to pick them up, along with your mom and dad.”

When they arrive at the studio, the paparazzi are already gathered, cameras flashing as soon as the limo stops. Mitch, knowing how much Mary dislikes the attention, takes her hand and kisses it gently before they step out. As they pose for a few quick pictures, Mitch signs a few autographs for eager fans.

Inside, the studio is packed. People are talking about the studio, buyers chatting, and the buzz of excitement fills the air. Mary squeezes Mitch’s hand, a little overwhelmed by the sheer number of people. He notices and leans in to kiss her cheek, whispering, “You’re doing amazing.”

As they make their rounds, Mary spots a familiar face. Matthew, now six years old, runs up to her. “Hi, Aunt Mary!” he exclaims, throwing his arms around her. She lifts him up and hugs him tightly. Mitch gives him a high-five.

Christina and Mark approach, and after a quick hug, Mark gives Mary
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