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Where the hell was he? Lia Dahl pushed her empty glass of wine away and glanced at the clock again for the umpteenth time. 9 o’clock. Jaxon should have been home by six at the latest. Clearly, celebrating their third anniversary wasn’t a huge priority for him. Her gaze lingered on the ruined dinner she had carefully prepared. Good thing she’d taken the afternoon off. What a waste.

Lia pushed away from the table, catching a glimpse of herself in the dining room mirror as she walked past. She felt ridiculous standing there in the caged corset teddy she had bought especially for the night. When she’d seen it in Fredricks, she’d thought for sure it was the perfect thing to help get their relationship back on track.

Ever since Jaxon’s boss had dangled the possibility of a partnership in front of his nose, he’d been virtually non-existent at home. Tears welled up in her eyes. He’d promised he would be home early tonight.

Well, she was sick of it. Wiping the tears from her eyes, Lia grabbed her purse from the hall table and dug out her eyeliner. With a couple of swipes, her makeup was repaired. She gave herself another once over in the mirror. If Jaxon didn’t swallow his tongue, then there really was no hope for them. Grabbing her trench coat from the closet, she slid it on over her teddy and slipped her feet into a fierce pair of heels that would knock Jaxon on his ass when he saw them. She’d be damned if she’d sit here at home alone on their anniversary. The man needed a wake-up call, and he was damn sure going to get it.

Lia pulled her car up to Lincoln Towers. A few offices still remained lit. She scanned the rows of windows, tenth floor, fourth over from the right. Of course, her husband’s office was still one of the ones lit. She took a deep breath and got out of her car. The fabric of her coat rubbed against the peek-a-boo teddy and her nipples stood at attention. Shit, she really hoped this wasn’t a bad idea.

Walking towards the office building, a blast of cool air fired up the back of her coat. Damn it. Jaxon better bloody appreciate what she was willing to do for their relationship. At the front door of the building, she waited patiently for the security guard to let her in. She fought the urge to adjust her coat to ensure she was well covered.

“Evening, Mrs. Dahl. What brings you by this late?” the security guard asked. His curious gaze roamed over her.

She smiled. “Hi Charlie, I’ve come to drag my husband home. The man works far too much.”

“That’s for sure,” Charlie replied. He tipped his head towards the elevator. “You head on up. The man would have to be crazy not to want to rush home with you.”

She patted the old man on the cheek. “You are a sweetheart, Charlie.”


The foyer of Tanner, Kaufman and Company was unlit. From the dark hallway, light spilled out of a lone office. She shook her head. Jaxon was the only one still here.

Squaring her shoulders, she sauntered down the hallway. At the open doorway to Jaxon’s office, she stopped. His blond hair stood up in several directions, his tie tossed haphazardly on the chair, the neck of his shirt undone. He looked exhausted. Engrossed in what he was working on he didn’t even register that she was there.

With a quick glance down the hall to ensure they really were alone, Lia stepped into the office, closed the door behind her, and flicked the lock.

“Lia? What are you doing here?” Jaxon asked. His brow furrowed in confusion.

“What do you think I’m doing here?”

“Fuck, our anniversary,” he groaned. “Jesus, Li. I’m sorry, I completely forgot.”

Like a knife stabbing her in the stomach, his comment cut deeply. She’d bribed her employees to take her afternoon classes for her so she could sneak out early to make today special and he’d completely forgotten. What did that say about their relationship?

Drastic times called for drastic measures. There was no way she was going to let their relationship become an after-thought. She licked her lips and moved her hands to the opening of her jacket. “That’s why I came to you.” She eased the coat off her shoulders, slowly exposing the peek-a-boo top of her teddy. Jaxon’s eyes widened. “Lia?” he croaked.

“Hmm?” She lowered the jacket completely and dropped it on the floor. “Oops,” she said. Well, here goes nothing. With a flick of her hair, she turned and bent fully at the waist. In a move that would put a stripper to shame, she picked up the jacket from the floor, keeping her legs fully straight to ensure Jaxon got a completely unobscured view of the back of her caged corset teddy. She hadn’t been teaching dance for ten years for nothing. The loud groan which rumbled from deep in his chest more than made up for the slight twinge of cold muscles as she performed the stretch in five-inch heels.

“Holy fuck,” he muttered.

A slow smile spread across her lips. Bingo. The man would have to be dead not to like the back of this sucker. The way the straps crossed over her hips and ass, it would make any backside look good, and Jaxon loved her ass at the best of times.

Picking up the jacket, she tossed it on the edge of the chair. By the time she turned around, Jaxon was beside her.

“Lia, you look amazing.” The reverent tone of his voice did a lot to alleviate her annoyance at him.

“I’d better. You know, if you had come home like you were supposed to, you would have been enjoying this outfit a lot sooner.”

“If I’d known you had lingerie like this, I’d never have left home in the first place.” His gaze roamed down her body, lingering on her breasts.

If only it were that easy.

No, he’d still want to be at work, but if she had her way, she’d give him something else to think about when he worked late all alone in the office. She wanted thoughts of her. Them. To be so wrapped up in here that he could barely concentrate. She wanted him thinking about her, fantasizing about her, hungry to get home so they could be together.

“I’ll have to keep that in mind,” she teased and ran her fingers along the strap of black fabric at the top of her breast, her thumb dragged against her right nipple. Jaxon hissed in a breath.

Not taking her eyes off her husband’s face, Lia pinched her nipple between her fingers. Jaxon’s nostrils flared, and he widened his stance as he watched her hungrily.

Knowing how much it turned Jaxon on to watch her touch herself, she glided her hands over the curves of her hips. He made a husky grunting sound. Lia grinned at him, then stroked her hand down the front of the teddy. Dipping beneath the edge of the fabric, she ran her fingers through her slit. She dropped her head back and sighed. “Mmm.”

“Jesus,” he groaned.

Lia opened her eyes, looked at her husband, and licked her lips. “You ever fantasize about getting a blowjob in your office, Jax?”

His dick twitched visibly against his tailored pants. “You rarely come down to my office, so it wasn’t really a fantasy I thought I could have.”

She smiled. Good answer. Lia ran her hand down the front of his chest. “Isn’t that the point of a fantasy? It’s something forbidden, a secret wish or desire.” She stood on her tiptoes and nipped his earlobe, then whispered. “You’ve got those, don’t you, Jax?”

His powerful hands gripped her hips. “I’m fantasizing about bending you over my desk right now,” he growled.

“Mmm, one thing at a time.” She smiled. Pressing her hand against his chest, she pushed him backwards. Jaxon didn’t take his hands off her hips as he slowly backed up. Adding a little extra sway to her hips, Lia didn’t stop moving until his legs bumped against the leather sofa that rested against one wall of his office. “Sit,” she ordered.

His lips tilted up with amusement as he did what he was told. She didn’t normally take control in the bedroom. She normally let him drive, but not today. Today, this was her show.

Lia kneeled on the floor between Jax’s knees. She slowly slid her hand up his leg and across his thigh. She pressed her hand against his erection and rubbed him through his pants.

“Li,” he warned.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.”

Lia rubbed her breasts against him as she sat up. Looking at Jaxon, his blue eyes were clouded with arousal. The vein in his neck pulsed as he wrapped his hands around the arm of the sofa and held on, watching, waiting for her to make her next move.

She slowly undid his belt. His erection pulsed against her hand as she slid the zipper down. He was rock hard already, his body practically vibrated in anticipation. Lia grinned to herself. By the time she was done with him, he’d never forget her again. She gripped the waistband of his pants. “Scootch,” she told him.

Jaxon lifted his hips off the seat, allowing her to pull his pants and boxers down in one pull. When his bare ass hit the leather sofa, he hissed out a breath.

Taking his cock in one hand, Lia cupped his sac with her other and rolled his balls between her fingers. Jaxon arched his back.

She ran her tongue along the length of his erection all the way to the tip. The bead of pre-cum hit her mouth, a little teasing taste of what was to come. She sucked the tip of his cock into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it, playfully nibbling with her lips. She continued to tease the tip until Jaxon grunted, then she stopped and flicked her tongue against the little ridge beneath the head. Jaxon’s hips shifted on the seat. “Quit teasing me and suck it, Li.”

“I enjoy teasing you.”

“I know,” he groaned.

She relished the power she felt when she sucked his cock. Her big, strong husband trembled beneath her touch.

Lia swirled her tongue along his shaft, up and down, teasing the little ridge each time she got near the head but never touching the tip.

Jaxon tried to encourage her to fully suck him, but she continued to play. She smiled up at him, then sucked his testicle into her mouth. He gripped the arms of the chair so hard his knuckles turned white. It surprised her the leather didn’t rip beneath his hands.

When Jaxon started to groan, she stopped sucking his balls.

“Jesus, Li, you’re killing me.”

“You love it,” she teased.

“I know.”

She smiled. “You want me to put you out of your misery?”

“Fuck yeah,” he growled.

Opening wide, she took him into her mouth as deep as she could.

“Yes,” he hissed.

Lia opened her throat and bobbed, sucking his cock deeper into her mouth. Then she slowly slid back up to the tip and sucked deep again, swirling her tongue as she went.

Jaxon buried his fingers into her hair and thrust forward, fucking her mouth. He pulled back and drove forward again, hitting the back of her throat in his enthusiasm. He was wild and out of control. Lia took all he offered and challenged him to give her more. She wanted to see him completely undone.

After several more thrusts, he pulled back. When she tried to slide back down, he held her face between his hands to stop her. Lia eased off and grinned at her husband. “I’m not done yet.”

“I know, but if you don’t stop, then I will be done. As good as this feels, I want to finish inside your tight pussy.”

She stood up, wiped the corner of her lips with her finger. By the time she was halfway to the desk, Jaxon was directly behind her. He ran his hand along the black strap that crisscrossed over her backside.

“Your ass looks amazing in this thing,” he murmured against her neck.

“Glad you like it.”

“I don’t just like it, Li.”

He kneeled down. His breath was hot against the top of her thigh. He trailed his hand reverently along the lines of the teddy.

“Ouch,” Lia yelped. “Did you just bite me?” She asked, feeling the slight sting at the base of her cheek.

“I wanted to see if you ass was as juicy as it looked.”

Lia laughed. “And?”

“Better.”

Jaxon pushed his hand against her lower back, forcing her to bend over his desk. He gripped her hips and pulled them back, so she had to move her feet apart to stay upright.

“That’s better,” he murmured. He ran his finger along the line of her teddy where it rested against her pussy lips.

He carefully pulled the fabric over and dragged it against her clit as he moved it. Her pussy pulsed at the contact. His fingers slid through her moistened flesh, and he glided them back and forth, teasing her with the swirling motion.

“I want to feel you inside me, Jax.”

“You will.”

“Now,” she ordered.

He nipped her ass again. “Patience.”

Lia spread her legs wide and eased her hand down her body. She moved the teddy completely out of the way and touched herself.

Jaxon groaned. “God, I love when you touch yourself.”

“I know you do.” She flicked her finger against her clit and moaned. It was incredibly arousing to touch herself when Jaxon was watching so closely, he could reach out and touch her with his mouth if he wanted. When he exhaled, she felt his breath on her clit.

“Don’t you want to fuck me, Jax? Feel how wet I am for you,” she urged.

He dipped his finger into her pussy and Lia clamped her muscles around his finger, making Jaxon groan.

“Don’t you want to feel that around your cock, buried deep inside me?”

Jaxon groaned again.

Lia wiggled her hips back and forth, teasing him, encouraging him to take her. “Then fuck me, Jax. Show me how much you want me.”

With a guttural grunt, Jaxon stood and gripped her waist firmly in his hands. He pulled her hips further away from the desk, and in one deep thrust, he buried himself fully inside her. She moaned as he filled her completely.

“You asked for this,” he gritted out.

“I know I did, give it to me, give me all you’ve got.”

Jaxon’s hands dug painfully into her hips as he pulled back and thrust inside her again.

The papers on the desk rubbed against Lia’s face as Jaxon’s movements drove her forward, pounding her against the desk. She clenched her inner muscles.

“Do that again,” Jaxon ordered.

Lia did as she was told and flexed her muscles against his cock.

She rubbed her clit with her finger as he thrust into her again and again. Driving so deep, he bottomed out in her. Jaxon rubbed his finger between her ass cheeks. God, she loved when he played with her ass.

Jaxon rubbed his other hand along her pussy, then inserted his wet finger into her ass. She pushed back against the slight burn.

“Get it wetter,” she urged there’s lube in my purse.

“You came prepared, I see.”

She shrugged. “Never know when you might need it.”

Jaxon pulled out of her and quickly grabbed her purse off the chair. In seconds, he was back. She heard the snap of the lube cap opening, then felt the cool drizzle as it dripped down her crack.

“That’s better,” Jaxon said.

He gripped her hip with one hand and inserted himself into her pussy with the other.

Lia shoved her hips back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust.

She slid her hand down her front and flicked her clit.

“Yeah, that’s right, baby, touch yourself.”

While she flicked her clit, Jaxon inserted his finger in her ass, fucking her with his cock and finger at the same time. She felt so full.

“Can you imagine how good this would feel if it was a dick instead of my finger?” he asked.

Lia moaned. That would feel amazing. His finger felt good, but she loved when Jaxon fucked her in the ass. She could only imagine how good it would feel to be truly fucked in both at the same time.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he said.

“Mmm,” she moaned.

“Yeah, you would,” he gritted.

He thrust hard. Losing his rhythm, he pulled his finger out of her ass and gripped her hips firmly with his hands. Pumping deep inside her, he groaned.

She was so close. Lia bucked her body, driving towards her own orgasm. She pinched her clit at the same time Jaxon drove deep. Lia moaned as wave after wave of pleasure surged through her.

Jaxon thrust once, twice more, then groaned out his own release.

Lia lay slumped against the desk. She closed her eyes and tried to catch her breath.

Her husband placed a kiss against her shoulder.

“Mmm,” she groaned.

“You alright down there?” he asked.

“I’m great,” she said drowsily. Satiated, she wished she could just go to sleep right here.

Jaxon laughed and stepped away from her. A moment later, he was back with tissues, and he cleaned her up.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

“My pleasure.”

When she felt like she could stand again, Lia pushed herself up off the desk and turned around. Jaxon already had his pants back on.

He smiled at her and handed Lia her jacket. Jaxon watched her with a silly grin on his face as she did up the coat. “Every time I see you in that jacket now, I’m going to picture you wearing that teddy.”

“Good,” she replied. That’s what she wanted, him thinking about her, picturing her, wanting her.

“That was amazing, honey. Thank you.” He walked over to the desk and sat back down in his chair.

Lia reared back as she watched him. He couldn’t seriously be staying at work. “Jaxon? What the hell?” she asked.

“What?” he looked at her, clearly confused by her comments. “I’ll be home as soon as I can. I just need to get this finished up for tomorrow.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” She grabbed her purse from the chair. “You’re an asshole,” she said and stormed out of his office, not once looking back as Jaxon called after her.

By the time she reached her car, tears streamed down her face. She sat behind the steering wheel as sobs wracked her body. Did their relationship stand a chance? After that performance, how could Jaxon not just want to rush home with her and spend the next week in bed? What was wrong with him? Did she really matter so little that he just didn’t care what she was going through? How had it all come to this?

Finally, the tears subsided, and Lia put the car into drive, floating home on autopilot. When she rounded the corner to their house, Jaxon’s car sat in its spot in the driveway. How had he beaten her home? How long had she spent bawling like a baby in the parking lot? She quickly glanced at the clock on the dash. Not that long at all. Jaxon must have left his office right behind her to have beaten her home.

Grabbing her purse, she trudged up the front steps. Before she even made it up the first two, Jaxon opened the front door. He took one look at her face and groaned. “Jesus, baby. I’m so sorry. I’m such a shit.”

He stepped toward her and ushered her inside. “Lia, I am sorry.”

Unable to speak, she nodded. Jaxon closed the distance between them and cupped her chin with his palm. “Li, having you come to my office tonight was amazing. It meant the world to me you’d do something like that. Honestly, I just didn’t think how my staying would make you feel.” He rested his forehead against hers. “Forgive me?”

Lia nodded her head. “You hurt me, Jax, don’t do it again. I need to matter to you.”

“Of course, you matter to me. How can you think that you don’t?”

She leaned back and pinned him with a stare. “Really, Jax? You even need to ask that question?”

He sighed and ran his hands roughly through his hair. “No, I guess not. I screwed up and got wrapped up in a project. It’s no excuse, but you know how important this promotion is to me.”

“Yeah, well, my job’s important to me too, Jaxon, but I still managed to remember our anniversary.”

He groaned again. “I didn’t forget our anniversary. I just kind of lost track of time.”

Lia snorted. “Yeah right. Jaxon, you didn’t have a clue when I showed up at your office.”

“I didn’t forget our anniversary. I just didn’t quite compute what was happening when you came in.”

Jaxon reached into his briefcase and pulled out a package. He nervously looked at her, then down at the gift in his hand. “I hope you like it,” he said as he handed it to her.

Lia ripped open the wrapping paper. When she pulled the book out of the wrap, her mouth dropped open. “This is a first edition, Jax.”

“I know. It’s the right one, right?”

“Holy shit, Jax. How did you find this? It’s impossible to find first editions of this book.”

He shrugged. “I knew how much you wanted it, so I called in a couple of favors.”

The thoughtful gesture caused a crack to form in the ice of her anger. How could she be mad at him now? Obviously, he’d put a lot of thought into this present. She set the book down on the entranceway table and wrapped her arms around Jaxon’s waist. “Thank you. You’ll never know how much this means to me.”

He ran his hands up and down her back in a comforting caress. “I do listen when you talk, honey. I just fucked up tonight. I’m sorry.”

“I’ll say,” she mumbled.

“You have no idea how bad I feel about tonight.” A slight smile hitched up the corner of his lip on the right side. The sexy grin curled her toes. Damn it, even when she was pissed at him, that little grin still made her insides turn to jelly. Annoyed by her own reaction, she smacked him. “Don’t smile about it.”

He chuckled. “Come on, baby. If you could have seen how fucking sexy you looked in my office, you wouldn’t blame me for smiling a little. That image is going to keep me hard for a week.”

She smacked him on the arm again. “Good, I hope you get blue balls from it. It would serve you right for being a dick.” Lia laughed. Why couldn’t she stay mad at him?

He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her against him. Jaxon burrowed his face in her neck and inhaled deeply. A low growl rumbled from his chest. The sexy sound had goosebumps pooling on her skin. She pushed against his chest. “Oh no you don’t, mister. I’m still pissed at you.”

He nuzzled his mouth against the curve of her neck in that spot he always managed to hit, guaranteed to drive her crazy.

“I’m serious, Jax. I’m still mad.”

“I know, baby, and I promise I’ll make it up to you,” he whispered. His lips brushed against her ear, making her shiver.

“How are you going to make it up to me?”

“I don’t know, but I’ll figure something out. I love you, Lia. Nothing means more to me than you. I’m sorry if my actions tonight made you question that.”

His big chest tightened beneath her cheek. “Ok, you’ve apologized.” She sighed. “Let’s just forget it and move on. But promise me you won’t do it again. We need to be more important than our work, Jax, or we aren’t going to make it. Promise me.”

“I’ll try my best not to do it again. I won’t say I’ll never fuck up, but I will try to make more of an effort. You know how I get, so just kick my ass if I’m being an idiot.” He tipped her head up with his finger and she stared into his blue eyes and melted a little more. “But I left
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