
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_a39bacd51abfeb804e097cf466f8bb75_1qPTCM_html_195cf812.jpg]


 


 



 


 


Happy
Anniversary

 


by Dianna
Hardy

 


 


 


 



Happy
Anniversary

copyright ©
2012, Dianna Hardy

Published by
Satin Smoke Press, January 2014

First published
by Satin Smoke Press, April 2011, under the pseudonym Elysa
Summers

This version
updated August, 2023

 


Satin Smoke
Press is an imprint of Bitten Fruit Books

 


All rights
reserved.

 


Any names,
characters, places and incidents given, are solely the product of
the author’s imagination and/or are used fictitiously, although
reference may be made to actual historical events or existing
locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead,
business establishments, events or locales is entirely
coincidental.

 


No part of this
book may be reproduced by any means or in any form whatsoever
without written permission from the author, except for brief
quotations embodied in literary articles or reviews.

 


Cover image:
red wine glasses © Subbotina / depositphotos

Cover design by
Bitten Fruit Books

 


[image: tmp_a39bacd51abfeb804e097cf466f8bb75_1qPTCM_html_m3462141f.jpg]

Satin Smoke
Press

Hampshire,
UK

http://www.satinsmoke.com/

 



Author’s
Note

 


This story is
one of my early works at a time the eBook market was only just
blooming – barely anyone knew about it – and erotica / erotic
romance titles were growing at a steady rate in their digital form
offering a viable way to get published as a new author exploring
this industry. For those of you that have come to this book via my
current paranormal romance and urban fantasy titles, please note
that this is quite different. It is not plot heavy like my current
work – it is literally what it says on the packaging: an erotic
short story about a marriage rekindled.

 


Happy Anniversary was nominated for the Reader’s
Choice Award Best Indie Short
Romance at the Indie Romance Convention, USA, in
2013.

 


Happy
reading.

 


Dianna x


 


 


 


"Marriage must
constantly fight against a monster which devours everything:
routine."

 


Honore de
Balzac


Never in her
life had she been so nervous standing outside her own house. Her
palms were damp with sweat and shaking ever so slightly. Wiping
them on her frilly, A-lined skirt, she noticed how the Geraniums
decorating the front of her garden needed watering.

Snap out of
it, Claudia! The Geraniums for God's sake? That's the epitome of
bad timing.

Giving her
head a quick shake, she made her way over to the sliding garage
door, her mind carrying her back to the reason why she was
here…

 


"The garage?"
she said.

"Yes," he
replied. "I want you against the cement."

 


At the time,
she had laughed, almost hysterically, and conceded. It was, after
all, their anniversary. She'd spent months working too many late
nights. This whole thing had even been her suggestion…

 


"I know how I
can make this up to you," she teased over her fourth glass of
Chardonnay. Leaning in close with her hand firmly pressed against
his crotch, she made absolutely certain he was in no doubt about
what she meant. "I'll do anything … anything you want. It'll be an
anniversary we'll never forget."

 


Later she had
blamed the wine, just as she was doing now as she pounded the metal
door.

It slid open
and there he stood, his dark hair curling around his features,
softening them and making her want to run her fingers through the
thick locks. Her stomach did a flip-flop, and for the first time,
she realised she was actually looking forward to this a little …
just a little.

"Come in," he
said, his eyes twinkling.

At that
moment, she didn't know him at all. There was an echo of the man
she'd fallen in love with – the one who made her laugh – but in
truth, she'd forgotten how mysterious and sexy he was. Especially
when he knew something she didn't.

Her
nervousness turned into excitement and she could feel that familiar
shiver snake its way up her body – the one that only comes with
sexual energy. Under her silk blouse, her nipples began to tingle
from anticipation, grazing against the soft material. She had
decided not to wear a bra for their rendéz-vous.

He noticed.
His eyes travelled down her neck to her chest.

She felt
herself blush and walked in quickly, trying to look steady in spite
of herself.

The garage
smelled of oil and metal, as it always did. She had never been too
fond of it, finding it far too cold and masculine. A few tools, and
odd bits and pieces that he used regularly when tinkering with the
car, were strewn around – some on workbenches; some on the coarse
cement floor. It was strange – this was her home and yet she felt
like an intruder here. Right now, that feeling excited her and the
smell of the oiled rags made her want to jump her husband.

Down girl!

"Well," she
began, hoping that her voice wouldn’t betray the butterflies in her
stomach. "Happy anniversary."

"Happy
anniversary, Claudia," said Martin, leaning in to kiss her on the
cheek. A teasing peck; hardly romantic, completely out of character
and promising so much.

"So … what
happens next?" This time she couldn't control her voice so well. It
bounced off the hard walls of the garage sounding loud and
high-pitched.

"Hey..."
Martin took one of her hands in his. "It's okay. You don't have to
be worried." He kissed her forehead. "You know I love you,
right?"

"Of course I
do."

"Remind me
again what it was you said that night."

"I said … I
said I'd do anything. Anything you want me to."

"Will you
still do anything I ask?"

She hesitated.
A devilish glint smouldered away in his eye, and she realised she
had absolutely no idea what he would ask of her. They'd always had
good sex. They'd always had lots of sex. But it had always been the
same sex, neither of them thinking of introducing anything new into
their lovemaking … until four glasses of Chardonnay had taken over
her senses that is.

"Well, I did
promise and … it is our anniversary..."

"Our
anniversary, Claudia." He leaned in close until his wavy hair
tickled her cheeks. "I promise you'll enjoy every second of it as
much as I will."

A flutter of
lust skittered down her spine. She wondered if Martin could hear
the loud thumping of her heart the way she could.

"Yes," she
whispered, "I'll do anything you ask."

Bringing his
head down, he captured her lips with his. Somehow, he tasted of
leather and cars. Moaning at the contact she leaned into him. His
hand stroked her face, then travelled down her neck and landed on
the side of her breast. He pressed a jutting nipple with his thumb
and she gasped into his mouth.

Ending the
kiss far too soon he pulled away and looked at her. "You're
beautiful."

She smiled and
averted her eyes at the genuine compliment.

"Look at me,
Claudia. I mean it – you're beautiful."

She did look
at him, but she swore her legs were about to give way.

He took a few
steps back, casually leaned against his workbench and shoved his
hands into the front pockets of his jeans. There was that devil
again in his grin.

"I love
looking at you … take your clothes off."

Her breath
caught in the back of her throat. Only hesitating for a second, she
leaned down to take her plum coloured stilettos off.

"No." he said.
"Leave those on."

She looked at
him questioningly.

"Take your
blouse off first."

She could
barely control her shaking fingers, but she managed to undo the
buttons without too much trouble. The hard nipples that decorated
her small, round breasts were clearly visible through the cloth and
she found herself wishing her body would react in a more discreet
way – she may as well have been wearing a billboard saying, FUCK ME
LONG AND HARD PLEASE.

She slipped
the peach blouse off her shoulders and felt Martin's eyes burn her
body as they danced across her breasts.

"Now let down
your hair." His voice was thicker than it had been a moment ago.
Knowing he was turned on at the sight of her had the heat building
between her legs.

She complied,
her auburn curls falling below her shoulders, their ends tickling
her breasts and their points.

For what
seemed an age he stood there and stared at her, intensity burning
in his eyes.

Half of her
wanted to bolt out the door as fast as she could; the other half
was rooted to the spot in nostalgic anticipation – it had been far
too long since he'd looked at her that way and she didn't realise
until that second how much she'd missed it.

The bulge at
the front of his dark Levi's did not go unnoticed. Maybe it was
owing to that fact that he had some trouble making his way to her,
but make his way to her he did until he was a hair's breadth away.
Lowering his head just a little towards her tumbling hair, he
breathed her in.

Her stomach
tightened at the action. Standing naked in the middle of the
concrete garage, she suddenly felt like a main course laid out for
a herd of hungry bikers. She tried to recollect whether she'd ever
felt this exposed to her own husband before, when all would-be
thoughts left her at the touch of his hands grazing her breasts.
She gulped.

Martin let out
a tiny growl of self-control then pulled himself away from her
smooth mounds and clasped the zip of her skirt. Sliding it down
over her backside, her skirt easily fell to the floor and pooled
around her ankles. She went to kick it away, but Martin held her
firm, with his hands on her hips. His eyes were fixed on the
purple, satin thong that she'd so carefully picked out to match her
shoes.

He lowered his
voice to match his gaze. "Very nice. Did you choose these just for
me?"

"Yes."

"Mmm. Thank
you. I'm going to rip them off you within the next half hour, after
you've soaked them through, but thank you." A hand of his found its
way to her clit and began to rub it lightly through the silky
fabric.

She gripped
his arms for balance and her body responded, thrusting itself
forward onto his waiting fingers. She moaned at his increased
pressure. "You're going to wait a whole half hour? They're getting
pretty soaked now…"

"Oh, that's
not the kind of soaking I'm talking about."

"What…?" But
her confusion was overshadowed by the fireworks that had started
shooting off in her stomach.

"God, baby,
I'd love to make you come right now, but I've got other plans." And
with that he slowed down his pace to an eventual stop.

She
successfully held back a whimper of loss, and it lodged itself in
her throat.

Now, now,
Claudia
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