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      The heavy thud of work boots on the porch is my absolute favorite sound in the world.

      I am waiting on the couch. I have been buzzing all day. Wyatt has been pulling twelve hour shifts at the new housing development all week. He is the site foreman. He builds houses from the dirt up, and he knows exactly how to dismantle me in the bedroom.

      The front door opens. Wyatt walks in. He is covered in a fine layer of drywall dust and smells like pine wood, sweat, and hard work. He drops his heavy leather toolbelt on the floor. It hits the wood with a loud clank.

      I stand up and walk toward him. I am wearing one of his old flannel shirts and absolutely nothing underneath.

      “You look exhausted,” I purr.

      Wyatt smirks. His dark eyes drag slowly down my bare legs. He commands a crew of thirty men every single day, and he is definitely the boss in our house. “I am covered in dirt. Do not touch me yet.”

      “I like you dirty.”

      He steps closer. He does not touch me, but his body heat radiates right against my skin. “I told you I was bringing a surprise home to make up for all the overtime.”

      I tilt my head. “Is it out in the truck?”

      “He is on the porch,” Wyatt says.

      My heart does a massive leap in my chest. I swallow hard.

      “Beau,” Wyatt calls out over his shoulder. “Get in here.”

      The screen door creaks open. Beau steps inside. He is the heavy machinery operator on Wyatt’s crew. He is massive, built like a brick wall, and easily stands six foot four. He has messy blonde hair, broad shoulders, and the sweetest, most eager smile I have ever seen.

      Right now, Beau looks nervous. He carefully kicks his dirty boots off at the mat, completely respectful of the house.

      “Hey,” Beau mumbles. His eyes drop to my bare thighs. A dark, heavy flush creeps up his thick neck.

      Wyatt turns to me. He crosses his muscular arms over his chest. “Beau has been working his ass off for me all month. He listens well. He does exactly what he is told.”

      I stare at my husband. The air in the living room suddenly feels incredibly thick. I can barely breathe. “Wyatt. What are you doing?”

      “I am taking care of my wife,” Wyatt says simply. “My back aches. My hands are wrecked. But I want to watch you fall apart tonight.”

      He looks at Beau. He gives a single, confident nod.

      Beau steps forward. He looks like a massive, overgrown puppy who just got handed the keys to the kingdom. He looks at Wyatt for a split second to make sure he is really allowed to do this, then he looks right at me.

      “Wyatt said you like it gentle at first,” Beau says in a deep, gravelly voice. “Is that okay?”

      The sheer contrast of this giant man asking for my permission completely short circuits my brain. He could toss me over his shoulder without breaking a sweat, but he is looking at me like I am a goddess.

      Wyatt leans against the doorframe. He watches us with total, confident possession. “Tell him what a good boy he is. Then let him take that shirt off you.”

      I am practically vibrating. I do not have to choose between the man I love and the raw thrill of a new touch. Wyatt is giving me both.

      “You are a very good boy, Beau,” I whisper.

      Beau lets out a ragged groan. He reaches for the buttons of my flannel. His huge, calloused hands are shaking, but he treats me like absolute glass.

      “Beautiful,” Beau breathes out as the flannel slips off my shoulders. “You are so damn beautiful.”

      Wyatt smiles from the wall. The praise is already starting, and my rugged, hardworking husband looks like the proudest man on earth.

      Beau drops the flannel to the floor. His eyes trace over my bare skin. He looks like he is starving but refuses to take a bite without permission.

      My skin flushes under his intense stare. I glance at Wyatt. My husband is not jealous. He looks completely satisfied. He uncrosses his arms and watches us like a king surveying his gold.

      “Touch her, Beau,” Wyatt commands softly. “See how soft she is.”

      Beau steps into my space. The heat coming off his large frame is incredible. He reaches out with one massive hand. His calloused fingers lightly trace the curve of my waist. I gasp.

      “So soft,” Beau whispers. His voice shakes. “Wyatt, she is perfect.”

      “I know,” Wyatt says. He sounds so incredibly proud. “Kiss her neck. Show her how much you appreciate her.”

      Beau bends down. He is so tall he has to stoop to reach me. His lips brush against the crook of my neck. His scruff scratches my skin in the best possible way. I tilt my head back and let out a soft moan.

      His hands slide around to my back. He pulls me flush against his chest. It feels like leaning against a warm brick wall. He kisses my jaw. He kisses the sensitive spot right behind my ear.

      Every time his lips touch me, he mumbles praise.

      “Beautiful.”

      “So sweet.”

      “Perfect girl.”

      My knees feel weak. The verbal validation is a heavy drug. I reach up and grip his thick biceps to keep myself steady.

      Wyatt walks over to us. The floorboards creak under his heavy boots. He stops right behind me. I am sandwiched between the two biggest, strongest men I know.

      Wyatt wraps one arm around my waist from behind. He pulls me tightly against his dirty work jeans. I can feel exactly how hard he is. He is fully aroused just from watching his heavy machinery operator treat me like a queen.

      “Look at you,” Wyatt murmurs in my ear. He bites my earlobe gently. “Shaking for him already. You are such a good wife.”

      My core clenches hard. The dual praise is completely overwhelming my senses. Beau is worshipping my front. Wyatt is claiming my back.

      “Can I taste her?” Beau asks. He looks right at Wyatt over the top of my head.

      “Take her to the bed,” Wyatt answers. “I want to watch you give her everything.”

      Beau scoops me up. He does not even grunt. I weigh absolutely nothing to him. He carries me down the hall toward the master bedroom. Wyatt follows right behind us, turning off the living room lights as we go.

      Beau lays me down on the clean sheets. His dirty work clothes are a sharp contrast to the white comforter, but Wyatt does not care. Wyatt stands at the foot of the bed. He rests his hands on his hips and gives a simple nod.

      “Make my wife scream, Beau.”

      Beau strips his shirt off in one fluid motion. His chest is broad, tanned, and covered in thick muscle. He drops to his knees at the edge of the bed and drags my hips right to the edge.

      He looks up at me with those eager, dark eyes. “I am going to take such good care of you.”

      He spreads my legs. The cool air hits my damp skin. Beau leans in, and the first touch of his tongue makes my back arch off the mattress. He is slow. He is thorough. He treats me like I am the most precious thing he has ever been allowed to touch.

      I look down the length of the bed. Wyatt is watching. His eyes are dark with lust and absolute possession. He knows exactly what this does to me. He knows he is giving me the ultimate fantasy.

      “Good boy,” Wyatt says from the foot of the bed. “Do not stop until she begs.”

      Beau devours me. His thick tongue strokes over my sensitive nerves with slow, agonizing precision. He hums against my wetness. The sound vibrates right through my core.

      My hands tangle in his messy blonde hair. I try to pull him closer, but he holds his ground. He takes his time. He licks and sucks like he is trying to memorize the taste of me.

      “You taste so sweet,” Beau murmurs against my skin. “Like heaven.”

      I let out a loud, embarrassing sob. The pleasure is too sharp. My hips buck off the mattress.

      “Wyatt,” I cry out.

      Wyatt steps closer. He moves right to the side of the bed. He does not take off his dirty clothes. He reaches down and grips my jaw. His rough thumb strokes my cheek.

      “I am right here,” Wyatt says. His voice is a deep, grounding anchor. “Look at me. Look at your husband.”

      I force my eyes open. Wyatt is staring down at me with pure heat. He is not threatened. He is completely turned on.

      “Tell him how good he is doing,” Wyatt orders.

      “You are so good, Beau,” I gasp. “Please.”

      Beau groans. He slides two thick fingers inside me. He curls them upward and hits the exact spot I need. My vision actually blurs.

      “She is close, boss,” Beau rasps. He looks up at Wyatt like a loyal soldier waiting for the final command.

      “Push her over the edge,” Wyatt says.

      Beau drops his head back down and sucks me hard. He pumps his fingers in a relentless rhythm. I shatter completely.

      I scream Wyatt’s name. My entire body bows upward. The orgasm rips through me in massive, rolling waves. I clamp down on Beau’s fingers. He takes every bit of it, humming his approval the entire time.

      When I finally collapse back onto the pillows, I am completely out of breath. My chest heaves.

      Wyatt leans down and kisses my forehead. He tastes like sweat and sawdust. It is the best thing I have ever tasted.

      “Good girl,” Wyatt whispers. Then he looks at his heavy machinery operator. “Stand up, Beau. Take off your pants.”

      Beau pulls his hands away. He stands up immediately. He reaches for his belt buckle. His hands are shaking with raw anticipation. He kicks his heavy work pants to the floor.

      His cock is thick, heavy, and completely rigid. He is so huge it makes my stomach flutter.

      “Am I allowed to fuck her now?” Beau asks. He sounds completely breathless.

      Wyatt nods. He steps back and crosses his arms again. He wants the perfect view. “You earned it. Give my wife your cock.”

      Beau climbs onto the mattress. The springs groan loudly under his massive weight. He positions himself between my legs. His thick cock brushes against my slick opening. I gasp at the sheer heat radiating from him.

      He stops immediately. He looks over his broad shoulder at Wyatt. Always checking. Always respectful.

      “Slow,” Wyatt commands from the foot of the bed. “She is already sensitive from coming. Make it last.”

      Beau nods. He grips my hips with his huge, calloused hands. He pushes forward. Just the tip of his cock breaches my entrance.

      I cry out. He is incredibly thick. It stretches me wide, filling me with a heavy, blunt pressure.

      “You are doing so great,” Beau whispers. He leans down and kisses my jaw. “Just breathe for me. You are so perfect.”

      He pushes deeper. An inch at a time. The slow friction is absolute torture in the best way. My nails dig into the white sheets. My hips instinctively rock up, trying to force him deeper, but he holds my waist firmly. He is following Wyatt’s orders perfectly.

      “Look at him,” Wyatt says.

      I open my eyes. Wyatt steps closer to the side of the bed. He is staring right at where our bodies connect. His chest is rising and falling with heavy breaths. He reaches down and strokes my hair.

      “Take it all, baby,” Wyatt says softly. “Take my boy’s cock. Show me what a good wife you are.”

      Beau pushes his hips forward
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