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Chapter One

MAKENNA
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“I wish Mum and Dad were here to see this.”

“Me too Kenna but I'm sure they're watching you today from wherever they are.”

My big brother Logan always seems to know exactly what to say to make things feel at least a little better. I don’t know how he got to be so smart, or so in touch with everyone else’s feelings around him but I know he had to grow up pretty fast after our parents were killed in a car accident a few years ago. He took on the running of the family business and the family. I'm hoping that my marriage will allow him to relax a little bit and take back his life. He spends too much time worrying about my brother and I, as well as the business. He needs to concentrate on his own love life.

“Are you excited sis?” My little brother, Caleb asks me. 

He knows the answer already and I can feel the smile spreading across my face as I answer him.

“I can't freaking wait!” Suddenly, I'm engulfed in both of my brothers arms. 

“We love you sis and we’re glad you're bringing Brady officially into the family.” Logan says, resting his chin on top of my head.

“Even if he has been around for forever already and is just another brother to me. I'm glad you're making it official too.” Caleb says, kissing my cheek. 

I have to take a few deep breaths to control my emotions. Thinking about my wedding day brought me all kinds of different emotions but trying to decide between which one of my brothers would walk me down the aisle today almost tore me apart. In the end, we came up with a plan that everyone was happy with. Both of them would walk me down the aisle, one on each arm and then they would stand next to my groom. 

“I swear to the heavens if you two are making that girl cry, I will cut you both to pieces and throw you in the dam.” Rochelle, my cousin and bridesmaid warns my brothers as she walks in the dressing room door, closely followed by Beth, Brady’s sister and my maid of honour.

“Roch, it’s OK we were just taking a minute to remember our parents.” I tell her, knowing that she’ll feel slightly guilty about breaking us apart, or threatening her cousins.

“I know that and that’s why I threatened them. You're getting married to that gorgeous man who is bouncing on the balls of his feet out there waiting for you. If I didn’t know better, I'd say the man was high out of his skin and searching for his next hit. I guess in a way he is, he's waiting for you after all.”

Beth walks over to me and embraces me. “You make him so happy Makenna and that makes me happy.” She says quietly in my ear.

I squeeze her a bit tighter and whisper back, “He makes me all kinds of happy too, Beth.”

“Alright, enough with the lovefest, you can do that later.” Rochelle announces. “We’ve got a wedding to get started here.”

Logan holds up my veil, the last piece of attire that I need to add before I meet my future husband in a few minutes. “Can I help you put this on, or do you have other plans Roch?” I can't help but laugh. Rochelle is a force to be reckoned with and we all love her for it, but sometimes, Logan can't help  winding her up a little. I have a simple silver crown, with the veil flowing down the back of my dress. 

My dress. Oh  my dress is amazing. I'm not really a frou frou, frilly kind of girl. Don’t get me wrong, I love getting all dressed up whenever the occasion calls for it but walking in the vineyard means going for comfort first. When Brady takes me out though, I love getting into beautiful dresses and heels, but this dress. This dress is something else. I didn’t ever see myself in something so, well poufy when I got married but it’s the dress that called my name when I started trying them on and it’s the one I kept coming back too.

With its sweetheart neckline, wide cap straps, lace bodice and then full, ballgown skirt made of tulle, with the lace from the bodice cascading down the top half of the skirt, all in a beautiful champagne,  it’s my dream come true that I didn’t even know I had. 

The best part? Yeah, it gets even better. The damn thing has pockets! Pockets in a wedding dress! The most amazing thing ever created on this planet I can tell you that. I wasn’t sure at the time exactly what I would need to put in them, but I loved knowing they were there. Today, I know that I have a few things in them. Lipstick, my something old and my Mum’s hanky from her wedding day, is my something borrowed. My something new is my dress and let’s not forget the amazing shoes as well. Something blue, well you’ll just have to wait until the reception to find out that one. 

“So, are you ready to get this show on the road Kenna, or do you need a few minutes to run?” I know what she's doing. She's trying to make the room feel a little less, I don’t want to say maudlin, but I guess we’re all thinking the same thing. So I drag myself out of my daydreaming and smile the biggest smile of my life. I've never been more ready to do anything in my life. 

“I'm not going anywhere, except out to that garden and marrying the love of my damned life.” I loop my arms through my brothers, who are standing on either side of me, take a deep, shaky breath and say. “Let’s get married!” 

“I'm not marrying Brady. I mean I love him like a brother but this isn’t my deal you know, a love triangle or whatever this would be.” Caleb squeaks out. 

We step out into the hallway, and I stop to look at my little brother in confusion. “You mean this isn’t going to be a marriage with the four of us in it?” I can feel Logan shaking with laughter beside me. 

“W-what do you mean? No. No way Makenna. He's becoming a part of the family and we’re close but never ever that close. Nope. No fucking way.” His voice is getting higher and higher pitched. I have to stop him now because the guests will be able to hear him soon and think something has gone wrong. 

“I'm marrying Brady. Just me Caleb, relax.” Logan loses the plot next to me and laughs. Loudly. Too loudly.

“Oh my god man, you should have seen your face. I've never seen a more horrified look on anyone’s face ever in my life and I've seen some disturbing shit.”

“Shut up.” Caleb yells at Logan. Guess I didn’t think that one through properly huh? “I can’t believe you did that to me Makenna.” 

“I'm sorry Cal, but you should have seen your face. Like I would let either of you anywhere near my relationship with Brady.” I look over at my big brother, who looks like he's struggling to stand upright and is still wiping the tears from his eyes. “Look, if you two can't get your shit together right now, I'm walking down that aisle to marry the man I love by myself. I'm sorry I teased you Cal but you left yourself wide open and Logan, just cut it out.”

My threat to walk towards my groom alone brings them both out of their moods and back into the game. How on earth did my mother ever wrangle these two when we were kids, I will never know. 

“You're not walking down there alone, so come on Cal, let’s get our sister married.”

I look up to see Rochelle just staring at us like she has no idea how the hell we’re related to her. To be honest, if I were her I'd be wondering the same thing but she's her own special brand of lunatic as well, so she can't talk. 

Sweet Beth is standing there smiling at the three of us and having a laugh herself. This is why I love my soon to be sister in law, she gets my humour and doesn’t think I'm crazy. Well not too crazy to marry her brother anyway. I smile at her, she smiles back and she nods at me, her smile almost as wide as mine, as we reach the door that will lead us out to the garden and the beautiful archway where my soon to be husband is waiting for me.

The music starts and Rochelle gives me a kiss on the cheek and starts the walk down the aisle. When she reaches the halfway mark, Beth starts her walk down too, right after she gives me a kiss on the cheek and tells me she loves me. 

Then the music changes to the Bridal Chorus, signalling our turn to walk down the aisle. Brady and I chose the traditional Bridal Chorus for me to walk in because we knew it’s what our parents wanted, but the music we walk back up the aisle to after we become husband and wife? Yeah, that’s slightly less traditional and I can't wait, but first we have to become hitched to one another.

“Let’s go boys. Let the wedding begin.” 

As we walk down the aisle, I hear gasps and exclamations of how pretty my dress is and how gorgeous I look today. How proud our parents would be if they were here with us but I barely register any of it. All I see is the man I've loved since we were fifteen years old, standing at the makeshift altar that he built with my brothers, under the arbour that my parents erected, covered in flowers my parents planted. It makes me feel like they're here with us, even if it is just in spirit.

When we reach the arbour, the music stops and the celebrant asks who gives me away to be married and my brothers say together, “We do.” Then I'm facing Brady and now that I'm up close to him, I can see the tears in his eyes. My brothers move to stand beside Brady and then I hear the murmurs go through the guests again but I don’t care what any of them have to say, because Brady takes the opportunity to mouth, “I love you” and just when I think my smile and my heart can't get any bigger, he mouths, ‘You look beautiful’. 

The celebrant, Julie, coughs to clear her throat and the ceremony begins. Honestly, it’s a blur of words and I don’t think I’ll remember what I said later. Then there are the vows where we promise to love, cherish, and not sleep around with others, no obeying for either of us, in sickness and in health and then suddenly Julie is pronouncing us husband and wife, then the groom is kissing his bride. I can't believe I'm married to Brady Harris. I'm now Mrs Makenna Harris. 

I'm in a daze as we get photos taken around the vineyard and the old family buildings. I don’t let go of Brady’s hand the whole time we move around the property. I can hear our guests having a few drinks in the restaurant we have on the property that today is closed for a private function. In fact the whole property has been closed to public access for the past few days so that we could get things set up. 

“Are you ok sweetheart?” Brady leans down and murmurs in my ear. To anyone else, it must look like he's whispering something sweet in my ear and I guess he is, checking on me is what he does, and I love him for it.

“Of course I am. I'm Mrs Harris now, life can't get any better.” I hope my smile tells him just how happy he's made me today, it feels like it might split my face in half it’s so damned big. My heart is so full today, even with my parents absence weighing on me.

“When we start making babies, that’s when life can get better sweetheart, but that can wait. I want to enjoy having you as my wife before we add any little people to the mix.” He leans down and kisses the tip of my nose. “But I'm going to enjoy practising making babies with you for as long as I can.”

“Dude really? That’s my sister you're talking about making babies with!” Caleb says, the horror obvious on his face, and in his voice. 

“I know.” My new husband smirks back at my little brother. “Don’t you want nieces and nephews?”

“Yeah of course, but I don’t need to know how the fuck they got here!” Caleb groans.

Logan claps a hand on Caleb’s shoulder, “Dude, if you needed Brady to explain it to you, it explains a lot of things.”

“What do you mean by that?” Caleb asks. 

“Well, brother, it explains why you're still single if you can't work out the where’s and how’s of pleasing a woman!” Logan says with a straight face. How he keeps from laughing I have no idea, because I can't help the loud laugh that escapes my mouth.

With a hard shove, Caleb pushes Logan who trips over his own feet but mainly because he's suddenly laughing so hard he can't stand. Logan is built and Caleb, well, he has muscles but he's nowhere near as built as Logan is. “Shut up arsehole.” Our little brother mutters.

“Awwww it’s OK we still love you little bro.” Logan says, engulfing him in a hug.

“Fuck off.” Is his muffled response from Logan’s armpit.

“Language please boys. You promised me your best behaviour today.” Brady’s mum says as she walks up to give both her son and myself another hug, sending both of my brother’s the ‘mum look’. 

“Yes Mrs Harris.” My brother’s say together, both of them looking down at the ground watching the shoe that they're scuffing through the dirt. They look and sound like little boys again. Mrs Harris has been a godsend since our parents accident. I'm not sure what we would do without her and her husband, luckily, we haven’t had to find out. “Hi Pauline, where’s Jeremy disappeared off to? We need to get a few photos with the two of you, then you can get back over to the party.” I ask her.

“Oh, he’ll be back in a minute sweet girl. Don’t you worry about us, we’ve got everything sorted, you two don’t need to worry about a thing.” She answers me, with a sneaky look on her face.

Before I can ask Brady what his folks are up to, Jeremy is back, smiling like a Cheshire cat and corralling everyone for another set of photos. When they're all done, he asks everyone to head over to the reception so that they can have a few minutes with us alone. They lead us over to a couple of bench seats near the garden and ask us to take a seat.

“I know you're probably wondering what the hell is going on, but we just wanted a few minutes alone with the pair of you before everyone wants their few minutes with the new couple.” Jeremy says. I look at Brady and he looks about as worried as I feel.

“Is everything OK Pops?” Brady asks his Dad. “You haven’t had another scare have you?” I can hear the barely controlled panic in my new husband’s voice. His Dad had a heart attack a year ago and although things have been really good since, I know he worries a lot about his Dad, and how his Mum would cope if anything happened to her husband.

“No son. I'm fit as a fiddle, I promise.” Jeremy says, laughing, and I feel Brady relax beside me. 

“Then what's going on? You two look like a pair of cats that got the cream.” 

“We kind of feel like we did.” Pauline says, linking her arm through her husband’s and smiling up at him. “Go on, tell them I can't wait any longer.”

“Well, stop talking and I will honey.” 

“Can you both just tell us what's going on, please?” Brady begs them. I must admit, I'm feeling a little tense now myself.

“Well, you know how we were waiting for that pay out?” We both nod yes, because we know what they're talking about, and just want them to explain. “We got it last week.”

“Why didn’t you tell us last week?” Brady demands quietly.

“If you stop asking me questions, I’ll explain.” Brady holds up the hand that isn’t holding mine and his Dad continues. “We didn’t tell you because we wanted to surprise you today and give you a gift.”

“But you don’t need to give us anything else Jeremy. You're help with everything for today, financially, physically, and emotionally is more than enough.” I say, reaching my free hand out to take his.

“Oh, we know you pair don’t want anything from us honey, but that’s what makes this so much fun.” Pauline says, excitedly.

“Now we know you can't take too much time away from the vineyard Makenna, but we also know that you two organised a week away up the coast.” Brady and I look at each other, then back at his parents and once again just nod yes. “But we think you deserve more of a break than that.”

“Makenna, honey, you’ve been through so much over the last couple of years and you are like a daughter to us. Brady, you know you’ll always be our baby and we wanted to do something special for you both.” Pauline says, her left leg jiggling up and down. 

“Go on, you tell them, I know you want to.” Jeremy tells his wife.

“We’ve booked you a four night, five day stay in one of those over the water bungalows in Bora Bora. Now before you say no you don’t want us to spend the money on you pair, and that it isn’t necessary, you can just stop before you speak. We didn’t do it because we knew you were expecting it, we did it because you could both do with the break and because we wanted to.” Pauline says.

We both try to speak but Jeremy speaks before we can. “We couldn’t get the money back from the holiday on the coast that you booked, so Beth and Rochelle have decided to divide the week there between them. Rochelle decided they both deserved some time away after the wedding.”

“Of course she did.” I mutter and Brady laughs. “Hang on, so those two knew about this and didn’t say anything? Normally Roch can't keep her mouth shut. The whole family knows never to tell her anything unless you want the entire family to know shortly after.” I say, shocked.

Pauline laughs. “In fairness, Rochelle only found out about an hour ago. She's been slightly busy since and had quite a few other things on her mind, and those things didn’t give her the chance to spill the beans to anyone.”

“You know we can't take this, right? It’s too much.” Brady says, and I understand what he means. As much as I would love to spend a week lazing in one of those beautiful bungalows, I don’t feel comfortable taking the money to do so from Brady’s parents.

“It isn’t too much, and you are going.” Jeremy says the tone of his voice is stern and not to be argued with. “You two kids are so damned independent and need to do everything yourselves, it’s frustrating. You barely let us help out with the wedding. We can't help setting you up in a new home, because you’re already living in it and have been paying it off for a couple of years now. So please, let us do this for you?” 

“Please let us do this for you both.” Pauline adds. It’s almost like she's begging us to take this damned holiday. The pleading in her eyes is hard to take, and I feel myself crumbling, but this is Brady’s parents, and if he feels like he can't accept their exceptionally generous offer, then I have to stand by his decision.

I watch as Brady closes his eyes, making the decision on whether to accept his parents very generous gift or not. I'm happy either way, but hey, a trip to Bora Bora would be amazing!

“We know that neither of you can take too much time off work right now, but you’ll only be gone one extra day. Please say you’ll go.” Pauline asks, breaking the silence.

Brady opens his eyes, looks at me and then smiles. Turning to his folks he says, “Thank you Mum. Dad it’s a very generous gift, and we didn’t expect it at all but yes, we’d love to go spend five days in a bungalow over the ocean in Bora Bora.” 

Pauline jumps off the seat and engulfs us both in her warm embrace, crying happy tears all over us both. “Mum, you're going to get Kenna’s dress all wet if you keep on with the waterworks.” Brady jokes with his Mum.

“Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry Makenna, I haven’t done any damage, have I?” She asks me in a panic.

“No, of course you haven’t, your son is just being a jerk.” I answer, while slapping Brady on the shoulder.

Brady and his Dad stand up and shake hands sealing the deal man style. “I'm so glad you said yes son. Your new wife deserves this trip, and so do you.” Then he pulls his son in for a manly hug, including the traditional hard slap or two on the back.

“Thank you Dad.” I hear Brady whisper to Jeremy and it almost breaks me. It almost brings me to tears and I've survived most of the day without any.

Pauline reaches over and loops our arms together, directing me towards the reception and party. “Thank you for accepting our gift Makenna.”

“That wasn’t my decision to make Pauline, but I am very appreciative of your gift. It’s very generous.”

“You're welcome darling.” She pauses as we step onto the path before we walk into the room and pulls me close. “Thank you for making our son blissfully happy, and thank you for making Jeremy and I very happy. We’re very proud to be able to officially call you our daughter. We love you, and your brothers, as if you were our own children.” Her eyes well with tears and I don’t know if I can hold mine back after that, but before I can tell her I love her too, Caleb yells out wanting to know how long they have to wait for us to grace the guests with our presence. 

I guess he didn’t realise we were right outside the door, because he kind of squeals a little when Brady opens the door and says in his loud booming voice, “You don’t have to wait brother, you can leave any time you like.” Making the rest of the crowd laugh.

From somewhere further back in the room, Logan’s voice comes out the speakers, “Ladies and gentlemen, and the rest of you riff raff, please join me in welcoming the new Mr and Mrs Harris to the party.”

We enter the room, holding hands to loud cheers and whistles. I'm not a huge fan of being the centre of attention, but for today, I'm going to pull on my big girl undies and just let it happen. With Brady by my side, I know I can do anything.
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Chapter Two

BRADY
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Today is my wedding day. The day I marry the love of my life and make her mine forever. 

Makenna Drake was always going to be mine forever. Since the day I laid eyes on her when we were fifteen years old, I knew I wanted to marry her. You can call me crazy, and many have, but I've never felt differently, even when her brothers tried to scare me off, I kept my eye on my girl. Always.

Today, I watched as her brothers walked her down the aisle towards me, knowing that while it’s a day of so much happiness for Kenna, there is also some sadness behind her beautiful smile. The Drake siblings lost both of their parents a few years ago in a car accident, and I know that Kenna didn’t want to choose between her brothers walking her down the aisle. 

When Logan and Caleb kissed their sister to hand her over to me, they stepped up to stand by me. They’re there for their sister, but they’re also standing up with me. I have to be honest, the rest of the ceremony went by in a blur. All I truly cared about were the promises we made each other and the fact that Makenna became my wife. When the celebrant told to me kiss the bride, I have never felt happier. 

We make our way out to the gardens of the vineyard to take some photos while our guests have a few drinks. Caleb yells out wanting to know how long they have to wait before we grace them with our presence. I can't help laughing when he kind of squeals a little when I open the door and say, “You don’t have to wait brother, you can leave any time you like.” The guests laugh at our banter.

My parents giving us a trip to Bora Bora for our honeymoon, telling us it’s from both sets of parents, I know I can't refuse their generosity. I know that I can't deny my wife that gift. My Mum and Kenna are both happy, even as the tears flow.

Before Caleb can respond, Logan’s voice comes booming out the speakers, “Ladies and gentlemen, and the rest of you riff raff, please join me in welcoming the new Mr and Mrs Harris to the party.”

We enter the room, holding hands to loud cheers and whistles. I know Kenna isn’t a huge fan of having a room full of people looking at her, so I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her in close to me, leaning over to whisper in her ear, “I can't wait to get you alone tonight. I need to taste my wife all over and make her come on my tongue.” Her quick intake of breath, and biting her lower lip are the only reactions I get and no-one else in the room would ever know why. Kenna has a smile a mile wide, spread across her face and she doesn’t even look my way until we reach the table at the front of the room that is set up for the bridal party. Before we turn to face our guests, she leans over and whispers in my ear, “And I can't wait get my new husband alone so that I can taste his cock in my mouth and ride him until he's screaming my name.” Then she turns to face the crowd, the smile never leaving her face. I know I have to give myself a few seconds before I turn around because otherwise Aunt Myrtle on my mothers’ side is going to get a photo of the bride and groom with the groom sporting a very obvious tent in his pants. I knew I should have gone with the looser pants but no, I wanted to show off the butt I’d worked so hard for so that my wife could appreciate it.

I'm an idiot.

“Brady. Dude, are you going to turn around soon, because everyone is waiting to take a few photos of their own.” Caleb asks me, and I give him a quick smirk, think of Grandma, and turn myself around. Kenna is struggling to keep her laughter in check, and everyone thinks she’s adorable and just so happy to be married, when in fact she's just pleased with herself because she can torture her husband.

I lean over to kiss her on the cheek, in a show of affection for all the cameras pointed our way, and whisper against her cheek, “I'm going to pay you back for that one, wifey.” I feel shivers work their way over her body and I know, without a doubt, she can't wait for me to get my revenge. 

The excitement finally dies down and we sit down to our meal. As we’re finishing our meals, music softly playing in the background and the murmuring of voices chatting away, Logan stands up and clears his throat. He taps the side of his glass and the room quietens down and I start to feel nervous. 

“Family and friends, I would like to make a toast to the bride and groom, Mr and Mrs Harris.” There is some more glass tapping and cheers, until Logan clears his throat again and silence descends. “I just want to say a few words before we get on with the rest of the night. I promise, I won't take up too much of your time.” There's some light laughter around the room, but we all understand why he's doing this speech and the room is filled with emotion. “As you all know, our parents can't be here tonight, but I know, without a doubt in my mind that they would be very proud of everything that Kenna has achieved and how beautiful she looks today. My sister is one amazing woman, and I know that our parents have watched over her today and made her day a special one.” He smiles and looks at Kenna, his emotions clear on his face. “ I know that they loved Brady like a son and were proud to welcome him into the family. Now, Caleb and I weren’t always so welcoming.” Light laughter fills the room again. “As her big brother, I felt the need to give Brady here a very hard time when they first started dating, and being the dutiful little brother that he is, Caleb joined my cause.” Logan takes a deep breath and looks over at me, his face full of affection. “But the truth is, we couldn’t have chosen a better partner for our sister. He’s helped her through some pretty tough times, in fact he helped all three of us through losing our parents and I couldn’t be happier to call him my brother. So, let’s toast the happy couple.” He holds up his glass, and the rest of the room join him and then as one the room says, “Cheers!” 

I don’t know how he does it, but my father follows Logan’s speech and his is just as heartfelt, loving, and emotional as Logan’s. Welcoming not just Makenna but Logan and Caleb into the family officially he said, even though they've been a part of the Harris clan for years now. There is barely a dry eye in the house once he finished, between his speech and Logan’s, everyone is kind of wiped out. He offers my mother the chance to speak but she declines, and I can tell she's just too emotional to speak. 

Instead, my sister Beth stands up and welcomes Makenna into the family. “Even though I've long considered Makenna my sister, today she is officially my little sister and I couldn’t be happier for my brother. I've watched their love grow and bloom over the years, and I can't think of a happier couple than my brother and new sister.” Beth takes a deep breath and continues. “And yes, before you want to make the distinction that she's my sister-in-law, she's not. She's my sister, in every sense of the word and I can't wait to see their love blossom even more now that they're married.” Leaning over, Beth lands a kiss on Kenna’s now damp cheek and raises her glass, “To the bride and groom.” And everyone follows suit.

Rochelle, Kenna’s other bridesmaid and cousin declines to make a speech and I'm surprised, because that girl could talk under water, but when I look over to see if she's OK, I can see her tears rolling down her cheeks, and I know the emotions of the day have gotten to her. Just like they have Kenna. 

Just when we thought the speeches were over, someone gave Caleb a microphone and his voice booms through the room. “Take care of my sister bro, or I’ll have to kill you, and I don’t want to do that because I actually like you. Be warned though, you hurt her, and I will have to hurt you.” Then with a clang and the squeal of feedback from the microphone getting too close the speaker, the entire crowd erupts in laughter. That is Caleb wrapped up in one speech for you. Always the class clown he gets a laugh and lightens the mood in a room. I know he's feeling the loss of his parents today as well, but he's trying to make Kenna happy today and not dwell on it.

Kenna and I move around the room, thanking our guests for coming out today and catching up with people we haven’t seen for a while. By the time we make it back to our table, I can see that the day is starting to take its toll on her, but we barely get to sit down for a few minutes before we’re back up again and cutting the cake. I know this event is signalling the end of the time we’re expected to be here, and I can't wait to get out of here. 

“How are you doing baby?” I lean over and whisper loudly in her ear. She looks up at me and I see the tears sitting the edge of her lashes. I can't stand that she's sad on our wedding day. On her wedding day. “I love you Makenna Harris. Forever and always.” Then I kiss her, leaving no room for thinking. 

When we come up for air, she's smiling at me and the tears in her eyes have faded away. “I love you too Brady Harris. Always.” Then she kisses me lightly on the lips. “And forever.” She whispers as she nuzzles into my neck, and we sway to the music the DJ is playing. I don’t think either one of us could tell you what he was playing, but we don’t care either.

“Let’s give the new Mr and Mrs Harris one last toast and send them off to their honeymoon.” Logan is at the microphone again and I can't thank him enough for taking the reins today. Normally I'd be giving him shit about not being able to relax, and being too controlling over everything that’s happening, but I can't help appreciating him today. He's taken the load off his sister and myself. 

“Where are you headed?” Someone in the crowd yells, but before either of us can answer Caleb does it for us.

“If you think they're telling you lot, you're kidding yourselves. They're not giving you the chance to crash their god damn honeymoon. You’ll find out where they went when they get back.” Caleb yells.

I can't help laughing. I doubt anyone can take an impulsive trip to Bora Bora, but I guess you never know, and why they’d want to join us on our honeymoon, well that just baffles me honestly. Logan moves up beside me and says, “Get out of here while you can guys, I’ll block them at the path.”

“Thanks man, you're a legend.” I say to Logan, giving him a quick hug and slap on the back.

“Thanks boss. I love you.” Kenna says, as she holds her brother in a tight hug and gives him a smacking kiss on his cheek. 

“Go on, get out of here.” He says, pushing us out the door.

“Your chariot awaits to whisk you off to Bora Bora.” Caleb says, as he swings open the car door and ushers us inside. I swear I hear him mutter, ‘you lucky bastards,’ as he closes the car door and hits the roof of the taxi, signalling the driver to take off. 

“I packed for a week up on the coast here Brady, not a week in Bora Bora!” Kenna says panic in her voice and all over her beautiful face. 

“It’s OK baby, we’ll work out something. We’re not heading straight to the airport now.” I say, trying to calm her down. Then her phone chimes with a message from somewhere amongst her dress folds, and she pulls it from a pocket I didn’t even know was there. 

“Oh my god!” She sighs, then starts laughing.

“What’s going on?” 

“It’s a message from Rochelle.” 

**don’t panic I repacked your clothes and Beth did your husbands. Everything you need is in you suitcases AND you both have a carry-on bag that has everything you need to board the plane AND be comfortable.** She says.

Kenna starts to type out a message to send back, but before she can, another message comes through.

**and before you start worrying some more, everything is taken care of. Go! Enjoy your time away with your husband. There's a change of clothes in your bag and the driver will bring your dress back home**

“I guess they had it all organised then, hey?” Kenna looks at me and asks, I can see the confusion and worry still written all over her face. “They thought of everything.”

“I guess they did baby. Let’s just go with it and relax. You’ve worked so hard the past few months. You’ve organised our wedding and worked hard at the Vineyard as well. It’s time for just us.” Kenna looks like she might fight me and then all of a sudden I see all the fight escape her. 

“You're right.” She leans over and kisses me. “That’s why I love you.”

“I love you too baby. Now relax. If they missed anything, we can buy a replacement.” I smile at my wife and pull her into my side. I make sure her head is resting in the crook of my arm and rest my cheek on the top of her head. 

The ride to the airport goes smoothly and quickly. Once we get there, Kenna heads into the ladies to get changed. When she comes out, all I see is my beautiful wife. She hands her wedding dress which is now packed away in a garment bag back to the driver, who nods and leaves us to our own devices.

“Why are you smiling like a lunatic for Brady?” Kenna asks me.

Pulling her body close to mine, I kiss her. I kiss her like it might be the last time I get the chance, hard and passionately. I vaguely hear someone yell, ‘get a room’  and a wolf whistle. That’s when I realise I got a little carried away and my hands are squeezing her butt cheeks. When I break the kiss, Kenna’s cheeks have a beautiful blush to them. “Sorry baby, I think I got a little carried away.” I say with a smirk.

“Well, you didn’t go there alone. It takes two to tango babe.” She says, laughing. We link our hands together and walk over to the check in desk. That’s where we discover my parents booked us business class flights the whole way.

“My parents really went all the way with this trip, didn’t they?” I ask, shaking my head.

“Well, not all the way.” Kenna says and when I look at her curiously she laughs and says, “Well, it’s business class, not first class.”

“I wish I'd known what a princess you were before I made you my wife.” I say, and she laughs, linking her hand back in mine and pulling me along to the gate for our flight.

We pass through security without a hassle, then grab a coffee each, before we sit down to wait for our flight to be called. Thankfully, we don’t wait for long before our flight is called and we board the plane, find our seats, and settle in. Our pods, while right next to each other, have privacy screens between them, so I can't see my new wife and I'm kind of annoyed that I won't get to see her for the entire flight. As much as I appreciate what my parents have done for us, I think I'd rather be back in economy so that I could at least sit next to my wife. 

“The screens in between your seats can be removed if you want, you just have to push this button here.” The flight attendant says, pointing at a button to my right, just to the side of the privacy screen, almost as if she read my mind.

“Thank you.” I reply, smiling at her. She smiles back at me and walks away to tend to another passenger. I push the button and my wife’s beautiful smiling face appears in front of me. “Hey there beautiful, any chance you want to join the mile high club with me today?” I ask, winking. 

“You never know your luck handsome, but we’ll have to be careful, I wouldn’t want my husband to catch us.” Kenna replies, winking right back at me. This is one of the many reasons I absolutely adore my wife. She loves joking around and teasing me. 

I lean in closer, and say in a loudish whisper, “I guess we’ll have to be really sneaky then. I wouldn’t want to anger your husband, there's nowhere to run to on an aeroplane.” 

“I guess you can always jump out, but you better make sure you know where the parachutes are first.” I can't control the burst of laughter that escapes me. This woman of mine kills me with her sense of humour and undeniable wit. 

The flight attendant comes back around asking us if we want a drink. Kenna asks for a Chardonnay, while I ask for a water. I had a few drinks with the boys back at the reception and I'd rather keep a clear head for the flight. By the time our drinks arrive, the plane has taken off smoothly and Kenna has her reading app open on her phone and she's sitting back in her chair, relaxing. I let my  head fall back on the soft cushioning of the head rest and close my eyes, letting the day play out in my mind. I feel a smile spread across my face as I replay seeing my now wife for the first as she started to walk down the aisle towards me on both of her brothers arms. It’s then that I realise that I never told her how beautiful she looked or how amazing her dress was. I open my eyes and turn my head to tell her just how amazing she is, and I can't help but chuckle. My wife is sitting snuggled up in her reclined chair, a blanket wrapped around her, a small pillow behind her head and her phone resting on her chest, her mouth slightly open and her eyes closed. It took her just a few minutes to fall asleep and while most of the time I envy how quickly she can fall asleep, today I understand exactly why she's so exhausted. It’s been a long and emotional day, and while I'm going to let her sleep, I can't resist pulling out my own phone and taking a photo so that we can remember just how my adorable wife spent the first few minutes, quite possibly hours, of our honeymoon. Guess we won't be joining the mile high club on this trip. Guess I'm out of luck!

I relax back into my chair, turn on the TV in my amazing pod, and look through the movies on offer. I choose one, put on my headphones and pull my blanket up over me, and promptly fall asleep. It’s been a busy few days and apparently I'm tired. 

“Do you want to join the mile high club?” I feel Kenna’s hot breath in my ear as she climbs into lap.

“Well, that’s one way to wake up, but you better hope my wife doesn’t see us.” I haven’t opened my eyes, yet I still brace myself for the inevitable punch in the arm and I am not left disappointed. “Ouch!” 

“You deserved that Brady!” Kenna grumbles. 

I reach up, my eyes still closed and pull her down to me. “I love you Mrs Harris.”

She lets out a small huff, but says, “I love you too, Mr Harris.” Then we’re kissing. I pull the blanket over Kenna, covering both of us from our waists down and I've got the hem of her dress up around her waist in seconds. “What are you doing Brady?” Kenna asks, her lips resting lightly on mine, not wanting to be apart for too long. 

“What do you think I'm doing baby?” I ask her, as my hand travels down her stomach to rest on the silk between her legs. She hisses a breath in between her teeth. “Shhhh baby. You have to be quiet. If you promise to be quiet, I’ll make you come.” We’re in the back corner of the business class section, and I'm hoping it will lend us a little bit of privacy. “Can you come quietly Kenna?” 

“Yes.” She takes a deep breath as I run my finger along her pussy lips. I can feel the heat building between her legs, and how damp the silk is getting. I know my wife is turned the fuck on right now. “Yes, I promise I can be quiet Brady, just please make me come.”

“Your wish is my command my beautiful wife.” I murmur as I graze the shell of her ear with my tongue, sending shivers through her body.

Without giving her the chance to take a breath, my finger dips in underneath the silk of her underwear and I push a finger into her pussy. Kenna gasps as I slowly start to pump my finger in and out of her body.

“Remember your promise baby, you have be quiet. No sounds.” I remind her, quietly. 

“Yes.” She says on a gasping breath. “Please Brady.”

I can feel her pussy squeezing around my fingers, looking for release. I add a second finger and start to pump in and out of her body a little faster and a little harder. Her breathing becomes harsher, faster and when I push my thumb onto her clit and put just the right amount of pressure on it, I can feel her orgasm building fast. A few seconds later, Kenna bites down hard on the base of my neck, right where it meets my shoulder and I hiss in a breath. I don’t stop moving my fingers though, the sharp bite of her teeth driving me on. “That’s it baby, come all over my hand.” And that’s exactly what my gorgeous wife does as her orgasm hits her hard. We sit like that for a minute, forgetting  where we are, before I bring my fingers to my mouth to clean her orgasm off them. Kenna groans as she watches me, then I do her pants back up and we relax, just lying there quietly together until there's a quiet cough right beside us.

“I don’t mean to interrupt your ... cuddling, but you need to go back to your own seat Mrs Harris. The seatbelt sign is about to go on and we’ll be descending not long after that into Tahiti.”

Kenna buries her beautifully blushing face into the crook of my neck. “Thank you. She’ll be in her own seat in a second.” I say with a smile. The flight attendant could have busted us, but she didn’t. She spoke quietly, so no-one else heard her. “Welcome to the Mile High Club Mrs Harris.” I feel her body shake, as she laughs quietly into my neck. 

“Do you think she heard me Brady?” she asks, pulling back to look me in the eyes.

“No, I don’t, but even if she did, who cares? She doesn’t know us, and we’ll likely never see her again.” I push Kenna’s hair behind her shoulders and off her face. “I'm pretty sure she's seen worse displays than what we just did, so let’s wear our sexual prime like a badge baby.” I say with a smile.

“You're right. We don’t know her, so who cares.” Kenna nods in agreement, but I think it’s more about her convincing herself that’s the truth than actually agreeing with me.

“Move your cute butt back over into your chair so we can get onto the last leg of our travels.” I says, gently smacking her on the arse, making her squeal quietly, which of course, makes me laugh.

As Kenna settles into her own seat, the seatbelt light turns on and we do as we’re told and buckle up, ready for the descent and next leg of travel before we finally hit Bora Bora. 

Reaching over, Kenna squeezes my hand, “I love you Brady Harris.” 

“I love you more, Makenna Harris.” I say, lifting our hands so that I can kiss the back of hers with a sloppy kiss. We don’t let go until the plane lands and we need to carry our bags to get off the plane. 
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Chapter Three

MAKENNA
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I haven’t forgotten what my husband did to me on the plane earlier. He will be repaid handsomely as soon as we land and have some privacy in our secluded bungalow. I'm not sure if the flight attendant knows what we did, but I can't find it in me to care too much. Brady’s right, we don’t know her, and we’ll probably never see her again anyway.

After the plane lands, we’re driven in golf buggy’s to the main office. When we get out of the buggy and Brady tries to grab our luggage, but our buggy driver isn’t having it and says , “No!”, as he smacks Brady’s hand away. “It’s time for you to relax.” He says with a smile and leads us towards the front desk. 

Checking us in is the simplest thing I've ever done. “Brady and Makenna Harris.” 

“Good afternoon Mr and Mrs Harris, I'm Samantha and this here is Tomas. We will be available to help you with anything you need during your stay here with us.” Samantha smiles and nods at Tomas, the golf buggy driver and luggage carrier. I smile at him, because he just has that smiling aura about him and I'm sleepy happy. “Your parent’s booked you into the Honeymoon suite, with a full butler service. Which means, you don’t have to leave your bungalow again, unless you want to, until you leave us to go back home again in five days.” 

“Wow!” Brady says quietly to me. “I didn’t know they’d booked all that Kenna, did you?”

“No, I found out about it all when you did Brady.” How on god’s green earth could I have possibly known what his parent’s had booked for us when I found out at the exact same time as he did that we were coming? “But they've surprised us at every turn so far, so I guess we should have known, honey.” He looks at me suspiciously but doesn’t say anything as we’re lead to our bungalow over the beautiful ocean that will be our home for the next week. A home I intend on not leaving for the entire time we’re here, I'm going to make the most of the time I have alone with my husband. 

Talking of being alone with my husband. While I've been dreaming of our alone time, Tomas has dropped our bags in the bedroom, given us a quick tour of the bungalow, and  explained how the butler service works. I barely notice when the door clicks shut behind, I'm too busy thinking about how much Brady is going to enjoy his pay back sex. I did think of doing something a little more, shall we say public, to get his pulse racing, but decided against it. I'm not an exhibitionist and I sure as hell am not a sharer. I'm not sharing my husband with anyone. 

“Come here wifey.” Brady growls, reaching for my hand and pulling my body tightly into his. This man does the most amazing things to me, I guess that’s why I married him. I don’t get the chance to say anything to him before his lips have taken mine in a kiss that would shame any porn star. His hands roam up and down my body, then make their way under my loose cotton dress, and squeeze my butt cheeks. My hands have automatically reached up and planted themselves in his hair, pulling his lips closer to mine. My hips move with a mind of their own too, and I grind my pelvis into his. Our bodies know each other so well, they're just drawn to fit together so neatly. For a second I've forgotten what I had planned for my new husband. 

I struggle, but I pull back from his lips, cradling his face in my hands. “Hold on to that thought honey.” I take two steps backing away from his body and his hands grip tighter onto my butt.

“Where do you think you're going?” He asks, holding on a little tighter. “I've finally got my wife to myself and you're not getting away from me easily baby.”

I place a finger on his lips, and he sticks out his tongue to lick it. I suck in a breath, then he sucks my finger into his mouth and rolls his tongue around it, sucking on it like it’s a lollipop. I groan, he knows my pussy is now wet and making a mess in my underwear, so he sucks even harder. My eyes roll into the back of my head and I close them, drinking in all the sensations of him touching my body. My pussy clenches, and I know I'm starting to lose sight of my plans, again!

I step back, out of his embrace too far and so quickly, that he has no choice but to let go of my body, otherwise we’re both going down onto the ground and causing who knows what damage. 

“Where are you going, baby?” He asks, rubbing his hand over the bulge in his pants, making sure I see his hard and ready cock waiting for me. I almost give in. Almost, instead I take a few more steps away from him before speaking. 

“Keep those thoughts, right there,” I say in a squeak and gesturing with my hands up and down his body, then stopping to point at the bulge. I clear my throat and continue, “Keep those dirty thoughts going and I will be back in a minute. I promise, you're going to love what I have in store for you Mr Harris.” Without waiting for a response, I turn and book it out of the room into what I hope is our bedroom. I know if I stay anywhere close to him, I’ll give in and just fuck his brains out, but I can wait. He can wait for a minute so I can make it even better. 

“I’ll be waiting Mrs Harris, because I can't wait to fuck my wife.” He says, his voice thick with need and desire. I pick up my pace, grab the hand luggage that I've been carrying with me everywhere, and duck into the bathroom. My excitement ratchets up as I open the zipper to find exactly what I'm looking for. 

Quickly I strip out of my dress and underwear, swapping it all for the outfit I just pulled out of my bag. Conveniently, there's an almost full length mirror in the bathroom and I give myself a quick once over, my smile gets even bigger when I see the white lingerie that I picked out for our wedding night finally on my body. 

“What’s taking so long baby?”

“I'm coming, Brady.” A low growl comes from the other side of the closed door.

“You better not be, that’s my job and I'm going to make you come more than once today, wifey.” 

“Oh god I hope so.” I mumble to myself. Out loud I say, “Didn’t I tell you not to move?”

“No, you just said wait. So, I'm waiting, and I decided to wait for you in comfort.”

I open the bathroom door and lean against its frame, hoping like hell I look sexy. By the look on Brady’s face, I'm doing the job right. His eyes have gone dark chocolate in colour, filled with desire and making my knees weak, but he doesn’t move a muscle, he's sitting completely still on the edge of the bed. 

I slowly walk towards him, swinging my hips in an exaggerated swagger bringing a little bit of humour to the tension filled moment, but he still doesn’t move a muscle, and his eyes follow the movement of my hips. My mouth goes dry just watching him, watch me and seeing the absolute desire on his face. I stop in front of him, and drop my mouth down to meet his, while my hands dive into his hair and I scrape my nails on his scalp. 

I let my mind go blank, allowing my body to take over. I know what I want to do , now I just have to do it. I straddle his legs, and he moves back a little on the bed to give us more stability, his hands holding onto to my hips making sure that I don't fall. Moaning as I start grinding my hips into his hips and pushing my hot pussy on his hard cock that is pressing against the zip of his pants, begging to be released. When he reaches down to play with my pussy, expecting to find a barrier of lace and satin in his way, I smile against his lips not breaking our kiss. He just discovered that I'm wearing crotchless underwear, giving him easy access to my pussy that he wasn’t expecting.

Before I know what he's doing, he stands up turning us around and putting me down on the bed, easily changing our positions. Now instead of straddling him, I'm underneath his body looking up at him, and I watch as he drops down to his knees, placing his hands on my thighs ready to spread them wide so that he can access my pussy with his tongue. My brain jolts back into action and I lean up on one elbow so that I can reach out the other one to push on his chest. He stops, but he's not too happy about it. 

“No!” I say in a breathy but stern voice that doesn’t sound like me. “This was supposed to be about you, not me.”

“What do you mean?” He asks me confused. “This is for me.” He tells me without reservation and starts moving his face back between my legs.

“No! Brady, I already came today, and I want you to come for me, I need to make you come.” I almost feel like I'm begging my husband to let himself come, how ridiculous is that?

“Oh, I will baby. Right after I get a taste of your pussy and make you come all over my tongue.” A shudder runs down my spine, and he knows he's got me. “Once I'm done licking your pussy, you can continue on with whatever you had planned for me. Deal?” He asks, with a knowing smirk. I nod, not knowing if I have enough breath to voice my agreement and fall back onto the bed. I know what he can do with that tongue, especially when he combines it with his fingers.

His low laugh vibrates through my thighs, working its way through the rest of my body until I can feel it everywhere, but I don’t get any time to process those feelings, because his lips latch onto my clit and gently suck on it. “Oh my god!” 

I feel him smile against my pussy, “Yes, can I help you?” I don’t get the chance to answer because his mouth is back on me, and it’s dancing between licking at my clit and sucking it, to fucking my pussy. My mind blanks and all I can do is feel. When two of his fingers join in and his mouth concentrates on my clit, my hands scrape along his scalp and twist in his hair, pulling on the dark caramel strands making him groan. His groan rumbles through my pussy and when he crooks his fingers into a ‘come hither’ motion touching that spot, as well as sucking on my clit and then licking it, I see stars. I swear I forget how to breathe as my orgasm hits me, making me black out for a few seconds. He slowly drags his fingers in and out of me while I come back down to earth. When I open my eyes, he’s lying beside me on the bed, his head resting on one hand, his other hand resting just under my breasts. 

“Holy shit Brady!” I say, my voice still hoarse from the heavy breathing and chanting of ‘more’ and ‘yes, yes, yes!’ I just did. “If I’d known married sex was going to be that hot, I would have married you years ago honey.”

“Sex with me has always been that hot baby and you know it.” I crack one eye open to look at his gorgeous face, he's got a cocky smirk on his face because he knows he's right. We might have been each other’s firsts and only sexual partners, but we didn’t lack anything in that department. We’ve always been adventurous and happy to learn new things about the other person’s body. Never stop learning. He nuzzles my neck, leaving light kisses on my skin and I can feel the dampness on his stubble, my orgasm still on his face. Then I feel like I'm floating, until I realise Brady’s picked me up and moved me under the covers of the most comfortable bed on earth. 

“You’re right, sex with me is always amazing!” I reply without opening my eyes and smiling. “We really need one of these beds at home Brady, it’s so damned comfy.” He doesn’t answer me, just gets in beside me and pulls me into his arms. I curl my body over and around his and feel myself sliding into sleep, until I jolt and try to sit up. Try because he's got his arm so tightly around me, that it’s hard to move.

“Stay there and get some sleep baby.” He murmurs, sleepily into my hair. 

“But I had plans for you Mr Harris.” I mumble into the hair on his chest as I do what he asked and relax into the warmth of his body.

“That can wait, we’ve got the rest of our lives baby. Sleep now, more sex later. I promise.”  He sighs and holds me even closer. “I love you Mrs Harris.” He declares quietly as he drifts off to sleep.

“I love you, Mr Harris.” I say, allowing his quiet breathing to lull me into sleep as well. I can have my way with him, just as soon as I recover from my blinding orgasm and we both get some sleep.
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Chapter Four

BRADY

[image: ]


I know Kenna had some wild plans for me when we got here earlier but seeing her standing in the open doorway to the bathroom with nothing but a few scraps of lace and satin on her delectable body was honestly, too much to resist. When I discovered that I didn’t need to take those scraps of material off her body to gain access to it, she had no chance of getting to me before I could make her come on my tongue and my hand. 

Despite my new wife’s plans, I knew I could make her come hard enough that we would both be able to sleep afterwards without her needing to go through with any of plans her for me. Kenna gets sleepy after she orgasms and knowing that I didn’t get much sleep on the flight over here, I knew I would be asleep not long after as well. We have almost a week here, but we have the rest of lives for anything else.

When I wake up, I don’t know how much later, the sky is dark, and I can smell food. My stomach rumbles and I start to laugh, reaching over to find Kenna, but she's not next to me.

“Hi there handsome.” Kenna says as I feel the bed dip at my feet, but when I try to move them I realise she's actually crawling up my legs, her hands and knees straddling my body. It almost feels like
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