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      Hailey…

      “Shut up,” Missy said. “You did not do this.”

      “Of course I did,” I said.

      We’d met at the gate for the flight, each of us making our own way to the airport. I was wearing a tee shirt that read Maid of Honor, and I had one for each of the bridesmaids that read Bridesmaid, and one for my absolute best friend that read Bride.

      “Can’t be walking around Vegas without proclaiming our reason for being there,” I said, handing the shirts out.

      “You’re so fucking amazing,” Missy said. “I’m so glad you’re my best friend.”

      “Right back at you,” I replied. “Now shut up and put your shirt on. Same goes for the rest of you guys.”

      We were plenty early for our flight, so they all had time to go to the bathroom and change while I wrangled the suitcases. I’d made three shirts each for us, so we wouldn’t have to wear the same one the whole weekend. I was so happy for Missy and Kelton. They’d been together for all of college, having met at orientation. Honestly, we were all surprised they didn’t go from graduation to the wedding aisle, but they said they wanted to save up and have a good, proper wedding.

      My idea of a good proper wedding was getting married by Elvis in Vegas, which was another reason I was happy we were going there. Nothing like scouting out the sites to see where I wanted to eventually get hitched. Of course, it would be helpful if I were actually dating someone. Seemed like every guy I ended up with just wanted a fuck buddy, which was all well and good, but I wanted something that would last a little longer than a few hours.

      When the girls all got back, we had one of the employees at the gate take a picture of us all together, so Missy could post it on her social media page. She was just so fucking adorable I couldn’t stand it. We were gonna have an amazing time, and I couldn’t wait.
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      Hailey…

      Waking up with phantom soreness from a fucking amazing dream was a new experience. The killer migraine and a mouth that felt like I’d been sucking on old socks told me that whatever I’d drunk the night before might not have been worth it. Stretching, I slid my ass back, bumped into a body, and froze.

      “Fuck,” I muttered.

      Maybe it wasn’t phantom aches and pains after all. I was naked, that much was clear, and the body next to me was as well. God, I hope we used protection, because fuck me if I ended up with some STI from a rando. Whoever it was, they were definitely not awake. Their even breathing told me that much.

      Sliding out of the bed, I took my unhappy ass to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. My reflection told me everything I needed to know. I had been fucked good. My bladder screamed to be emptied, so I sat and let it go, the relief nearly as good as an orgasm. When I finished, I flushed and washed my hands, but something was wrong. There was a fucking ring on my finger. Not just any finger, though. No. I had a fucking wedding ring on.

      “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” I said, the water running over the very nice, very large yellow diamond set in a gold band with small diamonds trailing down either side and wrapped around my finger. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      The shade on the window was open enough that I didn’t need to use the light from the bathroom to see by. When I looked at the bed, there he was. A sexy-as-fuck guy, sprawled out under the sheet, one foot on top of it, an arm thrown across his eyes. He had a dark mustache, and some stubble along his jaw that was trying to be a beard, but I couldn’t really see a ton of features on his face.

      His body, on the other hand, was barely covered, and damn those abs were fine as fuck. No wonder I ended up with him. I mean, I wasn’t exactly a slut, but I did hook up with some dudes from time to time. Never, though, when I was out of town. Missy was gonna fucking murder me. This was her bachelorette party, or at least it had been, and the trip was all about celebrating her.

      Maybe it was just a joke, that we were just fucking around, and didn’t actually do what I thought. If I fucking got married in Vegas, none of my friends would ever let me live it down. I had to figure out what the fuck happened, and how to get out of it, if that was even possible.

      “Think, Hales,” I said to myself, then began looking around the mess of a room.

      I found my clothes near the door, which didn’t surprise me. His were next to mine, so I grabbed his pants and pulled out his wallet. Not that I wanted to steal anything, but to see who the fuck I had fucked. It was small, one of those that doesn’t really have that many pockets, just on the outside. There was quite a bit of cash in it, which I left, and pulled out a couple of cards until I found a driver’s license.

      Alejandro de la Garza. At least he was from Louisiana, my home state. Actually, his address was in Destrehan, which wasn’t too far from my own town of Metairie. Both of them were on the outskirts of New Orleans, which is where you said you were from when someone asked, because no one knows anywhere else.

      He was twenty-six, so a year older, and while most pictures on IDs tended to look like a mug shot, his was actually decent. Dark eyes that had a brightness to them, and a smile that I could definitely fall for. Yeah, it didn't surprise me that I hooked up with him.

      I shoved the wallet back into his pants and continued my search of the room. On the dresser at the foot of the bed, next to the television, there was a bouquet of flowers. Nothing fancy, just a few roses, and some baby’s breath wrapped up in plastic. Next to it was a piece of paper that kind of made me wonder. I pulled my panties on, my shirt over my head, so at least I was covered, and went to it.

      “No,” I said, and it must have been louder than I thought, because the guy moved.

      He didn’t wake up, though, thankfully, so I turned back to the paper. We had definitely gotten married last night, and we’d consummated it.

      “Fuck,” I muttered.

      I went back and picked up my jeans, pulling my phone out of my pocket. I pressed the button on the side, but it wouldn’t light up. I pressed it again, and it started that warmup thing it does when you’ve turned it off. Fuck, fuck, fuck. That’s all I could think. This just wasn’t happening.

      “Hey, gorgeous,” I heard, and whipped my head back to the bed. “Thinking of running away?”

      Fuck.

      “I’m just trying to figure out what the fuck happened last night,” I said, hand on my hip, glaring daggers at him.

      “Well, if you can’t remember, it must not have been as good as I thought,” he said.

      “That’s not what I’m talking about,” I said. “If my memory is correct, and it wasn’t a fucking dream, it was the best fucking sex I’ve had in entirely too long. No, I’m talking about this.” I held up my left hand and pointed to the ring that was sitting on a finger it shouldn’t be. “This is what I’m questioning. Why the fuck did you marry some chick you didn’t know? And why did you fuck said chick when she was obviously drunk off her ass?”

      “Well, now,” he said, sitting up. “That’s not exactly how I remember the night going.”

      The sheet was coming dangerously close to losing its ability to cover him. I was having a fucking challenging time keeping my eyes on his face, and not letting them dip down his chest to that tantalizing V he had going on right at the edge of the sheet. Like his chest, very well defined, those abs looked tantalizing, but the way his waist narrowed, the muscles dipping down to the edge of the sheet, damn near had me done in.

      “Eyes up here, darling,” he said, and I snapped my eyes away from everything I wanted to touch to see him smirking. Fuck, if that didn’t just make my panties wet. “Shall I remind you of our night?”

      “Can you put something more than just that fucking sheet on?” I asked, and the smile grew bigger.

      “I’m thinking you should take what you’ve got on off,” he said, and I could see he was having a hard time holding back a laugh.

      “I can’t have a conversation with you if you’re naked,” I said, doing my damn best to keep my eyes locked on his. “And I’d like to have an actual conversation.”

      “All right,” he said, and went to stand.

      I turned around and faced the wall behind me, and he chuckled. I could feel him as he got closer to me, his heat settling on my back as he stood there. Thankfully, though, he ducked down and picked up his boxers, after untangling them from his jeans, and disappeared from my peripheral vision.

      “I’m about as decent as I’m gonna get,” he finally said, and I peeked over my shoulder before turning all the way around.

      “Thank you,” I said, actually feeling relief.

      “You called this meeting,” he said. “You should be the one to start.”

      “Fine,” I said, walking to the bed and sitting next to him. “My name’s Hailey. What’s yours?”
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      Alejandro…

      She’d woken up first, which was totally fine. But she’d been all kinds of confused as to what had happened. She said she was drunk, but she didn’t seem drunk when we met, and we hadn’t drunk anything after that. She was the one who suggested sex, but then said it would be better if we were married. I was hesitant because who the fuck gets married the day they meet someone? But she’d been kind of insistent and fucking cute, so I thought, why the fuck not? No big deal to get it annulled if it didn’t work out.

      There was this jewelry shop she found that was fucking expensive, but she was adorable, and I figured if I was gonna do this, I needed to do it right. When she saw the ring we got, she damn near cried, and my God, did she look beautiful when she had tears in her eyes.

      “Please, baby?” she’d asked, and who could say no to that pouty little mouth I intended to fuck?

      The sales guy had shown us that it had a matching band for the wedding ring, which was full of more diamonds, as well as a matching one for me. I placed my card on the counter, and he boxed them all up. I didn’t even bother to look at the price. I could afford it. If nothing else, she’d have a great story to tell, and a ring that she could pawn, if the need ever came. Not that she looked like she needed money or anything. On the contrary, she’d been wearing very nice clothes, and her bra and panty set she had on underneath were top-notch.

      “Alejandro de la Garza,” I said in response to her question. “But you can call me Alej, or baby. That’s what you’ve been calling me all night.”

      “Oh my God,” she said, falling back onto the bed. “I can’t believe I did this. My friends are gonna kill me.”

      “Call them,” I said. “I gotta pee.”

      “Go,” she said, sort of shoving my back.

      I got up and went to the bathroom, not bothering to shut the door. She’d seen me naked, had sucked my cock, and had let me fuck her, so it’s not like it was something she hadn’t seen already. I finished my piss, flushed, washed up, and headed back out to the room.

      She was sitting on the bed, her phone in her hand, just watching it. She was fucking stunning, and I was amazed that she had even looked twice at me. I mean, she was a fireball, for sure, and God, could she move. I had sat and watched her dance for entirely too long before I felt comfortable enough to go up to her group.

      It was obvious they were there for either a wedding, or a bachelorette party, because one of the girls had a sash that had “Bride” on it, and the rest had shirts that had “Bridesmaid” on them, except for Hailey’s. Hers had, “Maid of Honor” on it. I knew she would need to get back in touch with her friends, especially if it had been their last night. God, I hoped it wouldn’t be the last time I saw her. I mean, she lived in Metairie, so decently close to me. That meant we would likely either run into each other or could meet up at the very least.

      Ours was not a conventional thing, but we fit each other so fucking well that I figured we could make it work. I mean, my mom would be pissed that she hadn’t been invited, let alone met her yet, but that was just not something I could avoid. I had wanted Hailey, badly, and she was definitely ready, willing, and able to make decisions on her own. Even though I initially thought we could get it annulled, I didn’t really want that. Not after the night we had.

      “Finally,” she crowed, and I could see the illumination from the phone on her face as it booted up.

      I grabbed the folder for room service and looked it over, trying to decide if I wanted to order in, or take her out. I’d be good with either, but ordering in seemed like an opportunity to have a little more married sex, if she was into that.

      “Fuck,” she said, and I looked at her.

      “What’s up?” I asked.

      “I missed my flight,” she said. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      “No worries,” I replied. “I can get you another ticket, or we can change yours, since you missed it.”

      “Well,” she said. “I’m gonna have to figure something out. I gotta work tomorrow, so I really do have to get home by tonight.”

      “Anything from your friends?” I asked.

      “Oh, yeah,” she said. “Only like a million missed calls and a billion messages.”

      “Can you call them?” I asked. “Let them know you’re safe, and that you’re getting another flight home?”

      “I have to wait until the incoming messages stop,” she said.

      “Hungry?” I asked, holding up the book with the menu in it.

      “I’m fucking starving,” she said. “But I gotta get to my hotel to get my shit before I can do anything. God, this is an absolute nightmare. I can’t believe I did this.”

      She’d set her phone down on the nightstand, the sounds of pings coming from it in rapid-fire succession, and dropped her head into her hands. I didn’t know if she was gonna cry, or scream, or what. I sat down next to her, put my arm around her shoulders, and she sort of just melted into my side and began to sob.

      “It’s all gonna be fine,” I said, rubbing her back while holding her. “We’ll figure this out. I got you.”

      She just kept crying, almost flinching with each ping from her phone, until it was finally silent, and she sort of just relaxed. It took a bit longer before she sat up again, looking up at me as if I were some abnormality or something.

      “Why are you being so nice to me?” she asked.

      “You’re my wife,” I said. “It’s my job to protect you, to keep you safe, and to make sure you feel safe, even when you’re falling apart.”

      She blinked at me, like she couldn’t figure out what I was saying.

      “You don’t even know me,” she said.

      “I know you enough,” I replied. “Sure, we don’t know all the stupid trivial things you find out when you first start dating. But last night, we certainly learned a whole lot about each other. Honestly, that’s all I really needed to know.”

      “All you need to know is if a girl can fuck good?” she asked, and I knew I’d walked into that one.

      “Not what I meant,” I said. “We actually did talk. About a lot of things. We both want kids, but not yet. You’re a teacher, so you get your kid fix during the week, but take the weekend to have your adult shenanigans. Neither of us wants a big wedding of any kind, and didn’t want a long engagement. ‘Just do it already.’ That’s a direct quote from you, by the way. You said, ‘Why the fuck should we wait? Let’s just do it already.’”

      “Sounds like me,” she said. “Actually, all of that sounds like me.”

      “I didn’t know you were that drunk,” I said. “If I did, I never would have indulged you. I saw you dancing with your friends, all having a great time. When I walked up to your group, you came up to me and asked me to dance with you. Then you couldn’t stop grinding on me, and my fucking God, you were a temptress. You pulled my head down and whispered in my ear to take you back to my hotel room, and fuck your brains out. Another quote, by the way.”

      “Dancing should have been a dead giveaway,” she said. “I don’t dance sober.”

      “Could have fooled me,” I said. “Anyway, we were walking down the strip, and you said we should probably get married before we have sex. Then you begged me to buy you that ring, which was not inexpensive, truth be told. After, we found a little chapel that had an Elvis impersonator doing the weddings, and you insisted.”

      “Okay,” she said. “Some of that definitely sounds like me, but marriage before we have sex? Yeah, that’s not something I would insist on. Not that I’m a whore or anything, but I have no problem with premarital sex. Been there, done that, got the damn tee shirt.”

      “I wasn’t gonna argue with you,” I said. “Besides, you are adorable, so how could I say no?”

      “Well, now I feel like I just pushed you into the damn thing,” she said. “We should just go and get it undone before it goes any further.”

      “I’m actually not that upset about it,” I said. “I ended up with a fucking gorgeous wife.”

      She blew out a breath, then picked up her phone.

      “Shit,” she said, and showed me a message.

      Girl. Did you die? ’Cause if you didn’t, I’m gonna kill you. Call me!

      “Is that the bride?” I asked.

      “Yeah,” she said, and pressed a couple of buttons on the phone before pressing it to her ear. “Missy, I’m sorry,” she said, but I could hear the other girl yelling on the other end. Yeah, this wasn’t gonna be a good thing.
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      Hailey…

      “Hailey Nicole Truitt,” Missy said when she answered the phone.

      “Missy,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

      “Sorry doesn’t even come close to cutting it,” she shouted, and I could hear the rest of the girls in the background. “Do you have any idea how worried we were about you?”

      “I know,” I said as Alej got up and grabbed his jeans. “I really am sorry. I’m safe, but I’m not gonna make the flight. I have to go get my shit from the hotel. Alej is gonna help me get another flight home.”

      “Who the fuck is Alej?” she shouted.

      “Apparently, he’s my husband,” I said, then pulled the phone away from my ear, knowing she was gonna blow a gasket.

      “What the fuck do you mean, your husband?” she shouted, and I could hear Kelsey and Emma freaking out in the background. “Bitch, switch to video, right fucking now.”

      I knew it was gonna happen, so I did what they’d asked, and switched to a video call.

      “Okay,” Missy said, Kelsey and Emma behind her. “You aren’t dead, but you’re not in our hotel. What gives?”

      Alej had pulled his jeans on and was standing in front of me, looking more than a little bit delicious. Honestly, I could see why I’d gone for him. He hit all the things I wanted. Tall, dark, and handsome with enough color to spice things up. Add to that how nice he had been since I woke up, and yeah, I was seriously thinking about keeping him.

      “Do you remember me leaving the bar?” I asked.

      “No,” she said, then looked to the others, who both shook their heads.

      “So,” I said. “You let me leave a bar, drunk off my ass, with some rando, and didn’t think to stop me or anything?”

      They all had a sheepish look on their faces, knowing that, while I was an adult and could make my own decisions, we were a team, and were supposed to stick together.

      “We didn’t know you were gone until this morning,” Kelsey said.

      “Really?” I asked.

      “Okay,” Missy said. “We are bad friends, and you can kill us when you see us again. But seriously, what are you talking about with this husband shit?”

      Instead of talking, I just pulled my hand up and showed them the ring.

      “Oh my God,” Emma said. “That is fucking amazing.”

      “Yeah,” I said, and Alej sat down next to me, but out of sight of the camera. “You wanna meet him?”

      “Fuck yeah, we do,” Missy said.

      I looked over at him, then motioned with my head for him to scoot closer. He did, wrapping his arm around my back, and he smiled at the phone.

      “Hello,” he said, and that low timber rumbling against my arm made me shiver with delight.

      “Well, hello,” Kelsey said, batting her eyes at the camera.

      “Fuck off, he’s mine,” I said, but had a smile on my face.

      “Hello, ladies,” Alej said, and I could see their eyes widen.

      Yeah, we were all suckers for a nice deep voice that was so smooth you could melt butter on it.

      “Satisfied?” I asked them.

      “Not as much as you,” Emma said, then slapped her hand over her mouth.

      “I’ll let you know when I have a new flight,” I said. “Until then, don’t tell anyone. I kinda need to get my brain around this before I go announcing it.”

      “Okay,” Missy said. “You gonna get home tonight?”

      “I hope so,” I said. “Otherwise, I gotta call the school and tell them they’ve gotta get a sub. Not like it’s a big deal, but definitely not what I had planned.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” Kelsey said.

      “See you soon,” I replied, then ended the video call before falling back on the bed and letting a sigh out.

      “That wasn’t too bad,” Alej said.

      “Oh, it was bad,” I said. “You don’t know them like I do, but trust me, it was bad.”

      “They seemed nice,” he said.

      “They are,” I replied. “They’re also sharks, and they smell blood. Fuck, what are we gonna do?”

      “Take it one day at a time,” he said. “First, we find food. Then, we get your stuff, and figure out a flight for you.”

      “When are you heading home?” I asked.

      “Tomorrow,” he said. “I’d love it if you stayed another night. We can spend the day getting to know each other, for real this time. If it’s a money issue, I can cover anything you might be missing out on.”

      “What is it you do, actually?” I asked, having just realized that he remembered our conversations, but I obviously didn’t.

      “Baseball,” he said.

      I waited, thinking he would expand on what he said, but he didn’t. Baseball didn’t exactly explain anything.

      “I don’t know what that means,” I said.

      “It’s a game, played on a field,” he said, a cheeky grin on his lips.

      “I know that, fuckwad,” I said. “I meant, what does it mean in the context you used it?”

      “It’s my job,” he said. “I’m a professional baseball player.”

      “For who?” I asked.

      “The New Orleans Magicians,” he said. “I play second base, but we got much farther than that last night.”

      “Is everything with you a sexual innuendo?”

      “If I can make it that way, then yeah,” he said. “I mean, you’re my wife, so I should be able to be sexual with you.”

      “Speaking of which,” I said. “We gotta undo this. Like, we really do.”

      “Why?” he asked. “You already married? Have another guy on the side? This soon into our marriage, and you’re already looking for an out?”

      “You don’t think so?” I asked, very confused. “I mean, how do you know I’m not gonna take you to the cleaners and take all your money?”

      “You’re not, are you?” he asked.

      “Well, no,” I said, looking up at him from the bed.

      Just then, my stomach growled, and he smiled.

      “Let’s get some breakfast,” he said. “We can figure plenty of things out while we feed you. I’m not gonna have anyone tell me I’m mistreating my wife by starving her.”

      “Thank you,” I said.

      “For what?”

      “Taking care of me,” I said. “And for not killing me last night.”

      “I’m a lover, not a fighter,” he said. “Now, get dressed so we can get food.”

      “Okay,” I said, sitting up on the bed.

      “And, hey,” he said. “I do really want to try to work this out. If we can’t, I get it. But will you give me a chance?”

      “I mean,” I said, stalling a bit. “You are kinda cute. And while I didn’t have ‘having a relationship with a professional athlete’ on my bucket list, I’m not gonna turn it down.”

      The smile he gave me was fucking hot, and I could see how he talked me out of my pants, and my mind, while I was drunk. Oh, this could actually be fun. At least, I hoped it would be.
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      Alejandro…

      Hailey was beyond sexy. She was smart, funny, and full of fire. I was definitely looking forward to getting to know her better but was also worried that she was just gonna bail, and that wasn’t something I wanted. I’d promised for better or for worse, and I intended to stick through it, come hell or high water.

      We’d eaten at the buffet in my hotel before going out to hers to get her stuff. It was still early enough that they hadn’t done housekeeping, thankfully, and we got in, and she packed her stuff up before we headed back to mine. I kept her close to me, my arm around her every chance I could. It was like she was a drug I couldn’t shake, and that made me a little worried. What if she decided she didn’t want to do this? Then I’d have to let her go, and I didn’t want that at all.

      “Let’s look at flights,” I said once we’d settled back in my room. “Unless you wanna do something else?”

      “I’m gonna have to email the school,” she said. “Let them know I had an unexpected thing happen, and I won’t be back tomorrow like planned.”

      “Okay,” I said, disappointed.

      “Look,” she said. “I get that you remember last night, but I don’t, so this is still kinda weird for me. I do like you, at least as far as the little that I know about you, but that’s the thing. We literally met less than twenty-four hours ago, so you gotta cut me a little slack.”

      “I get it,” I said, because I really did. “Doesn’t mean I can’t be upset about it. We had an amazing night. I’m talking three condoms amazing.”

      “Oh, thank God,” she said and I looked at her. “I didn’t want to ask but was hoping you’d thought to use protection. It’s not personal to you, just something I’m pretty careful about.”

      “You were pretty clear last night,” I said. “Not that I would have argued or not suggested them, though. I’m pretty careful myself, so I had a box with me, thankfully. Not that you wouldn’t look amazing carrying my child, but it’s not the right time.”

      “Definitely not the right time,” she said. “And three is all we could manage?”

      “Well, you were willing to keep going, but I kinda was done,” I said, only slightly embarrassed. “Not that I didn’t want to, but biology can only go so far.”

      “Oh, yeah,” she said, realization dawning on her.

      “But we can go now,” I said. “I’ve recovered. Might even be able to top last night.”

      “Let’s figure out logistics first,” she said. “I’m gonna call the airline and see if I can get moved to a different flight.”

      “Or I could just book a ticket for you next to me on my flight,” I said.

      “We might get there,” she replied, then started working on her phone.

      I let her do her thing, sliding her suitcase next to mine. I pulled my shirt over my head while toeing off my shoes. Pants came off next, along with the boxers and my socks. She’d gone quiet, and I turned to look at her over my shoulder. She was sitting on the end of the bed, just sort of staring at me, eyes wide, mouth open.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Sorry,” she said, turning away.

      “No need,” I replied. “Maybe when you’re done, you’ll join me in the shower.”

      “Mmhmm,” she said, still staring at me.

      I walked into the bathroom and set the towel that was on the edge of the tub next to it on the floor so I’d have a place to step on after I was done. I pulled the knob to get the water running, turning it up enough that it was warm, but not too hot. I made sure there was shampoo and soap in the tub before I pulled the plunger to start the shower itself. I took one last peek into the room, and saw her studiously working on her phone, but did catch her taking a peek at me. Instead of chastising her or teasing her, I just winked, then stepped in.

      The water felt nice running down my body, and I stuck my head under the spray to get my hair wet. I poured some shampoo into my palm, and worked it into my short hair, letting the suds build up before ducking under the spray again to rinse it out. As I was lathering my hands with soap, I heard the curtain shift, and looked over to see her standing there, completely naked, and absolutely breathtaking.

      “Do you mind?” she asked, almost looking worried I’d deny her.

      “Never,” I replied, shifting, so she could step under the spray.

      While the shower wasn’t giant, it was plenty big enough for both of us to use it without being in each other’s way. Not that it mattered, though, because I let her move past me, then moved next to her, my front to her back as she stood under the spray.

      “Need help?” I asked, the bar of soap in my palm.

      She turned and looked up at me, smiling, and said, “I think we should get dirty first.”

      Before I had a chance to react, she was on her knees in front of me, and my cock was in her mouth. By all the gods of the universe, was she talented at sucking dick. I dropped the soap, held onto the handicap bar on the side of the wall, and closed my eyes, just feeling her mouth moving up and down my length. I mean, she’d already sucked me off the night before, but apparently she was drunk, and didn’t remember, so this was her first time, at least in her mind, and she did not at all disappoint.

      Like the night before, she was very enthusiastic, her tongue swirling on the tip as she pulled back, then letting the head hit the back of her throat as she pressed her lips against my body. Over and over, she bobbed on me, and it was almost impossible to maintain my control.

      “Baby, stop,” I said, pulling myself from her mouth. “You can’t keep doing that or I’ll lose it.”

      “Thought that was the point,” she said, smiling up at me.

      “My recovery isn’t as quick as yours,” I said, helping her to her feet. “Now, turn around and let me return the favor.”

      I turned her away from me, pressing her forward so her hands hit the wall, her ass presenting itself to me like a gift, and I knelt at that altar and worshipped her as the goddess she was, tasting the nectar that I swore sustained my life. Sliding my tongue up her pussy, from clit to slit, delving my tongue into her, and she moaned, music to my ears, pressing herself back and into my face.

      As much as I could, I worked her into that high place we all went to when we were ready to orgasm, but she just didn’t seem to want to fall over. I didn’t take it personally, but knew she needed something more to get her there, so I sat back and slid my finger inside her, getting a low moan from her. My thumb was on her clit, working it in circles, my finger sliding in and out of her, looking for that one spot, the rough patch of skin just inside, that I knew would push her all the way over.

      One of her hands had come off the wall, and she was squeezing her breast, pulling the tight bud out from her body, pinching it between her thumb and forefinger, her body bucking against my hand, working hard herself to find that wonderful release. Finally, after entirely too long, she shoved back against my hand, and gave a loud groan, deep and guttural, as her pussy clenched around my finger.

      “That’s it, baby,” I cooed. “Just let it all go.”

      Her hand went from her breast back to the wall, her legs shaking, as she came down from the clouds. I stood up and wrapped my arms around her, holding her to me as she collected herself.

      “Holy fuck,” she whispered, raising up to standing. “That was fucking amazing.”

      I moved her hair from one shoulder and scooped it over and around to the other one, placing my lips against her skin in a reverent kiss. She relaxed even more, her back pressing to my chest, my arms still around her waist. Her hands went along my arms, finally ending up on top of my hands where she left them, just the two of us standing in the spray from the shower.

      “Should probably finish the shower,” she said, and my cock flexed against her ass. “Oh,” she said, turning her head to look up at me over her shoulder. “Should probably take care of that first, huh?”

      “Not necessary,” I said, and she pouted.

      “It is,” she replied. “It’s not fair that I got to get off and you didn’t.”

      “Trust me,” I said. “Watching you orgasm at my hand is more than enough for me.”

      She sort of leaned forward, and looked around and behind me, so I followed her eyeline, and saw there was a condom in its wrapper on the corner of the tub. When I looked back at her, she smiled.

      “Would be a shame to just let that sit there,” she said. “Especially when we could put it to good use.”

      The sparkle in her eye told me she wasn’t done with me yet, and I was totally fine with that. I reached back and picked it up, and she snatched it from my hand once it was close to her. She stepped away and turned around, tearing the condom open and removing the slippery disc from inside. I stood still as she slid it onto me, stroking me as she did it, then turned back around, leaning forward again.

      “Fuck me like a good husband,” she said, and I couldn’t do anything but oblige.
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      Hailey…

      Shower sex was fucking amazing, and he was so damn good at it. I almost didn’t want to get out, but we were both spent, both orgasmed, me way more than him, and it felt nice to just climb into bed, and snuggle up. I must have fallen asleep, because I heard my phone going off, and jolted.

      “Hey,” he said, his eyes hooded, but a smile on his face. “Want me to hand it to you?”

      “Probably should,” I said. “I’m sure it’s Missy, and she’s gonna wanna know when I’ll be home.”

      “Have you decided on whether you wanna stay?”

      “Not sure,” I said as he handed the phone to me. Sure enough, it was my best friend, and I answered with a, “Hello.”

      “Don’t you pretend like you don’t know why I’m calling,” she said, and I could hear enough noise from the background to know that she was still at the airport.

      “I don’t,” I said.

      “Bitch, please,” she said. “You haven’t even left that hotel. Did you get your shit? Or are you just gonna pretend the rest of the world doesn’t exist anymore?”

      “My phone was almost completely dead,” I explained. “If I’d taken it with me, you wouldn’t have known, because it would have died anyway. I got my shit, and we’re working on figuring out how to get me home.”

      “You sound like you were asleep,” she said, and I could just picture her folding her arms over her chest, one hip cocked out, the glare of death coming my way.

      “I was,” I said. “I didn’t get much sleep last night, and I’m still tired.”

      “Well,” she said. “You need to figure your shit out and get home. I can’t keep this secret forever, you know.”

      “I know,” I said. “But it’s been less than a day. You gotta give me a little time to get my head wrapped around all this.”

      “Are you gonna get it annulled?” she asked.

      “I don’t know,” I said.

      “What?” It was almost a shriek the way she said it. “You can’t be seriously entertaining the thought of staying with some dude that married a drunk girl he didn’t know.”

      “We’re getting to know each other, now,” I said. “Besides, it has nothing to do with you. Like, at all. I’ll let you know when I know what we’re gonna do, okay?”

      “Fine,” she said. “But it better be quick.”

      I could hear someone calling her in the background, so she said a quick goodbye and disconnected the call without waiting for a response.

      “Fuck,” I said.

      “Let’s get you sorted,” he said. “First, what airline were you supposed to fly with?”

      I told him and he had his phone in hand, looking at his own flight. By some miracle of fate, we were actually flying on the same airline.

      “Looks like I can get you on my flight,” he said. “Are you okay with getting home tomorrow evening? Or do you want me to try to find something today?”

      “Might as well wait until tomorrow,” I said. “I gotta email my principal and let him know I won’t be back to the school tomorrow as planned.”

      “What are you gonna tell him?” he asked.

      “That there was an issue with my flight,” I said. “It’s only slightly a lie, so I don’t feel too bad about it.”

      “Okay,” he said. “Are you sure you’re good?”

      “Yeah,” I said. “I have a ton of PTO, so it’s not a big deal.”

      “Can you give me your license?” he asked. “I want to book this before it goes away.”

      “Yeah,” I said and got out of bed.

      Walking over to where I’d stashed my clothes, I pulled my wallet out of my pocket and grabbed my license, then turned to see him staring at me.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Just watching my beautiful wife,” he said.

      “You’re a sap,” I said, but I couldn’t help but smile. He called me beautiful, and I don’t remember the last time someone called me that, or anything even close.

      He took my license, then plugged my information into his phone to get my ticket booked. After he was done, he checked us both in, because it was less than twenty-four hours before the flight, and handed the license back. I put it back where it belonged, then started getting dressed.

      “What’re you doing?” he asked.

      “I’m not gonna spend a bonus day in Vegas in bed,” I said. “I didn’t get to see much of the town while we were here, so thought I’d go check it out. Wanna come with?”

      “Do you mean, do I want to go with my wife, and walk around the city where we met, fell in love, and got married?”

      “Have we fallen in love, though?”

      “I sure have,” he said, sitting up on the bed.

      God, he was fucking gorgeous, and I couldn’t stop my roving eyes from sliding down his body, over those amazing pecs, his right one covered in faint lines from an unfinished tattoo just barely visible. Then, lower still, to the abs that were taut as he flexed his body to sit. Finally, to the sheet that was covering what I was discovering was my favorite part of him. If it wasn’t love, it certainly was its very close cousin, lust, that I’d fallen into, and damn, did I not mind that at all.

      “Hailey?” he said, and I snapped my eyes up to his. There was something there, unspoken, that was almost like hurt.

      “Sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for. “Got kinda dick-stracted there for a minute.”

      He laughed. Like, full on, belting out a laugh, and I was thankful he took it as the joke I’d intended. Question still remained, though. Was I falling for him?

      “Let’s go find you some tchotchkes to take home,” he said, standing up, which did nothing but distract me further.

      He came over to me, tilting my head up with a finger under my chin.

      “No rush,” he said. “I know it’s new, and we barely know each other. Who knows, I might find out that you leave wet towels in the bottom of the tub, or something equally heinous in the next few days, and decide we need to go our separate ways.”

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’m sure I’ll figure out that you’re entirely too good looking, and the entire world has seen you naked. That’s not something I’m very comfortable with.”

      “I don’t know about the whole world,” he said. “Maybe the guys on my team, but that’s about it.”

      “No girlfriends?”

      “I mean,” he said. “Sure, but they all pale in comparison with my wife. She’s sexy as fuck, trust me.”

      “Does she know about me?” I asked, hoping the tone was light, but also worried that something else was going on.

      “She’d approve,” he said. “Besides, I think you might know her.”

      “Oh, really?” I asked, playing along with his musings.

      “Let’s go meet her,” he said, then steered me into the bathroom, and turned me to look in the mirror. “See? She’s sexy, right?”

      He placed a kiss on my shoulder, and it just filled me with warmth. I had to admit that we really did look good together. Him, with his dark hair, dark eyes, and skin that looked like it was permanently tanned, and me with my blonde hair, fair skin, and blue eyes. We were vastly different in our coloring, but he felt right. His arm around my waist, his lips on my shoulder, the actual care I saw in his eyes as he looked at us in the mirror; it wasn’t just something he was playing lip service to. No, it was genuine, and it made me wonder whether I’d won the biggest jackpot Las Vegas had to offer.
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      Alejandro…

      We spent the day walking the strip, looking in the windows of the many shops, going into a few of them to grab some souvenirs for the both of us, and just getting to know each other. She was more than just beautiful, she was smart, and a smart ass, but in the most delightful way. Her sense of humor was dry and sarcastic, but she didn’t say anything with cruelty. No, her way of teasing was more self-deprecating, which I continually reminded her was not who she was.

      When we stopped for lunch early in the afternoon, she insisted on buying, which I thought was adorable, but didn’t let it happen, which just pissed her off.

      “I don’t want to be a kept woman,” she said. “I know you’re stupid rich, but that doesn’t mean you have to pay for everything.”

      “And I know you have enough money to take care of things,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to pay for things.”

      “We’re gonna have to have a serious discussion about finances when we get home,” she said. “I can’t have you paying for everything. It just makes me look like a gold digger, which I am most assuredly not.”

      “I have no problem with that,” I said. “By the way, we have to figure out where we’re gonna live.”

      “I have a house,” she said. “I’m not giving it up.”

      “I also have a house,” I said. “Would you like to live with me and rent your house out?”

      “I don’t know,” she said. “This is all so weird. Like, why did we do this?”

      “Because you wouldn’t have sex with me if we weren’t married,” I said.

      “You can’t seriously have believed that, can you?” she asked.

      “Hailey,” I said, and she stopped her walk down the sidewalk to turn and look at me. “You can be very persuasive. Besides, I’m not at all upset about it. I think I found the best thing I could have ever thought to bring home with me.”

      “You know,” she said with a smile. “I thought this morning that I may have won the best jackpot that Vegas had to offer. I guess we’re both sort of on the same page.”

      I pulled her to me, and she came willingly. I bent down and kissed her, her arms going around my neck naturally, as she kissed me back. It was full of passion and promise, and everything that was right in the world.

      “Get a fucking room,” some guy said as he walked past us, but neither of us bothered to stop.

      Finally, after simultaneously entirely too long, and not nearly long enough, we came up for air. Her eyes were hooded, a hand going to her lips as if she could hold the feeling there with them. When she did look at me, her eyes brightened, and she smiled, splitting her face, sparkling in her eyes, and showing just a slight dimple in one cheek. I kissed that spot, then leaned in further to whisper in her ear.

      “Shall we go back to the hotel?”

      She didn’t answer me, just stepped back, grabbed my hand, and started to drag me in the direction of the hotel I had stayed in for this trip. It had been meant to be a time to clear my head before heading to Spring Training. Instead, it turned my entire world upside down in the most miraculous way, and I had to admit that I was not in the least upset about it.

      We walked through the lobby, past the slot machines and tables set up for gambling, and straight to the elevators where she jammed the button so hard, I worried she’d crack the plastic covering. She was antsy, bouncing a bit on the balls of her feet with anticipation, and as soon as the bell chimed for the elevator, she nearly ran into a couple who was coming out in her rush to get inside, and get us to our room.

      Again, she jabbed the button for our floor, then, as soon as the doors shut, she turned to me, and pulled my head down, crashing her lips to mine, forcing her tongue inside to dance with my own, driving the passion far faster than I could keep up with. I barely heard the chime when the elevator reached our floor, but she heard it, tearing away from me, and dragging me down the hall.

      I had my key card out by the time we reached the door, and as soon as it was open, she pulled us inside, shutting the door behind me, and pinning me to it, climbing me like I was some sort of tree or something, until she had her arms wrapped around my neck, her legs pressing against the door to push me away enough to wrap around my waist.

      Carrying her to the bed, I let her fall on top of it, then yanked my shirt over my head before pinning her under my body to kiss her senseless. She’d pulled her own shirt off in the time it took for me to do it, and was working on my pants as we kissed. My hands went under her to unhook her bra, and she let go enough to get the offending piece of clothing out from between us before resuming her task of removing my pants. I’d kicked my shoes off, and as soon as the belt, button, and zipper were undone, I slid the jeans down, along with my boxers, pulling my socks off when I stepped on my jeans to get them removed.

      As our bodies were slightly apart, she undid her own jeans, shoving them and her panties down to her feet, but they got stuck on her shoes. She laughed, trying to figure out how to get everything off her, and I had to stand up, and reach inside the pant legs to pull her shoes off before everything else could be removed.

      Looking down at her, at my wife, at this beautiful woman I had tied myself to, I couldn’t help but be amazed she’d even looked twice at me. I mean, I would probably be considered handsome to some, but she was well above me in that department. I had a moment of insecurity, until she pushed herself up and sucked my cock into her mouth, shoving everything else out of my brain as I simply enjoyed the feeling of her.

      One hand went around my thigh, the other cupped my balls, gently massaging them in rhythm to her bobbing up and down on me. My hands went to her shoulders, not wanting to put pressure on her to stay down too far for too long. She tilted her head, looking up at me with those bright blue eyes, and all I could think was that she was mine, and I’d do anything in my power to keep her.

      “You look so fucking good,” I said. “I love watching my cock disappear into your mouth like this.”

      She hummed, which just shot through me, vibrations seriously challenging my control, and I could tell that she knew, because she smiled as she continued.

      “You on birth control?” I asked.

      “Mmhmm,” she hummed on my cock.

      “Good,” I said. “Cause I wanna
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