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      SAVAGE

      The bathroom door opens, and Dani flips off the light before she steps out into the bedroom, still towel-drying her hair after her shower. Her eyes find me on the bed, and she freezes, stumbling a half-step.

      A slow smile spreads across her pink lips. “Is that a Santa hat on your ass?”

      I can’t fight my grin, and I peer behind me at it before turning my attention back to my stunningly beautiful wife wrapped in a fluffy white robe. “Yep.”

      She giggles lightly as she approaches the bed. “Is there a reason for it?”

      Raising a brow at her, I shrug slightly, propping my face in my hand. “Because it’s Christmas Eve…” I glance at the clock on the nightstand. “Actually, it’s very early Christmas morning, and I thought it would be fun to do something festive. Had I set it over my hard cock instead, that would have been a bit vulgar, no?”

      Dani laughs, the bright, airy sound filling the room and my heart with so much light and happiness that it makes my cock ache where it’s pinned against the bed. She climbs up, letting her towel slip to the floor. “You? Vulgar? Never.” Another soft giggle slips from her mouth. “The man who told me on our first date that he couldn’t stop thinking about how much he wanted to bury his face between my legs and his tongue in my pussy…”

      “It was true. Still is.” Grinning, I drag her toward me to press my lips to hers. Even after over seventeen years with this woman, I can never get enough of her—her smile, her laugh, her taste, her touch, her love.

      I’d be fucking lost without her.

      She melts into me, urging me onto my back with the Santa hat now stuck between the mattress and me, sprawled naked the wrong way across the bed. Dani doesn’t seem to care. She throws one long bare leg over me, straddling my waist and pressing my hard cock against her hot core.

      One shoulder of her robe slips down her arm, exposing her elegant collarbone, and I reach for the belt at her waist and tug the tie free, letting the soft terrycloth fall open completely.

      Still slightly pink from her hot shower, her skin practically glows in the light from the lamp on the nightstand. I reach out and glide my fingers down her neck, over her collarbone, and down to her breast, twisting her nipple sharply.

      “Fuck!” She jerks against me, her warm blue eyes heating with the same lust I always see there when I touch her. Shifting slightly, she grinds down on me, slipping up and down so the head of my cock slides against her clit. “What got into you tonight? I figured after midnight Mass, you’d want to go to sleep since we’ll have to deal with the entire family tomorrow…errr, today.”

      I grin at her and tweak her other nipple, earning another sharp gasp. “With Kennedy at Storm and Landon’s with the rest of the kids, it means we have the place to ourselves. That so rarely happens. I don’t want to waste it. And while I was sitting out here, waiting for you to finish your shower, I couldn’t stop picturing you naked in there, the hot water sluicing all over your beautiful curves. You know, once that sort of fantasizing starts, there’s only one way to stop it—your cunt or mouth on my cock.”

      Her lips twitch, and she leans down and brushes them gently over mine, rolling her hips to glide her slick arousal all down my length. I groan into her mouth, wrapping my arms around her to tug her down fully against me. The press of her body against mine makes my cock twitch where it’s pinned against her slick cunt.

      I take her face in my palms and devour her mouth, angling her head to give me better access. She moans and adjusts her position to allow just the head of my dick to slip inside her.

      “Fuck…” I mutter against her lips, tightening my grip on her face. “You have no idea what you do to me, woman.”

      She grins, humor flashing in her heated gaze. “Oh, I think I do, Mr. Hawke…”

      With a slight adjustment of her hips, she sinks down fully onto me, taking me all the way to the hilt.

      Sweet mother of God…

      It feels sacrilegious to be thinking that and doing this on the day Mary gave birth—and only an hour after we got home from attending Mass with almost the whole Hawke clan—but when I think of religious experiences, being fucked by Danika is at the top of the list. So, I let go of any lingering guilt and concentrate on what I can feel, like her scalding heat encasing my cock.

      She squeezes around me, lowering her mouth to mine again. “Were you thinking about this while we were sitting in church?”

      Fuck.

      This woman knows me too well…

      “Maybe.”

      Dani grins and lifts her hips to slowly sink back down onto me, then grinds against my pelvis, rubbing her clit against it the way she likes. “I bet you were.” She feathers her lips over mine, then shifts over to my ear as she rides me. “I bet you were thinking about the fact that we were going to have an empty house for the night, and I bet your cock was hard before I ever stepped into that shower…”

      She’s got me there.

      Sitting in church, surrounded by the family, singing the hymns on one of the holiest days of the year, my mind kept drifting back to my stunningly beautiful and talented wife. Close to two decades later, she still occupies my thoughts and dreams the same way she did when she first stormed into my office, filled with rage and judgment, and called me a pussy peddler all those years ago.

      Dani owns me—body, mind, and soul. She always will.

      And she knows it.

      The smug grin pulls at her lips as she slowly breaks down my control, rolling her hips and gliding up and down my cock agonizingly slowly. Each retreat feels like losing part of myself, but then she’s right back, sinking down, taking me deep inside her and clenching around my flesh like she can’t get close enough to me or take me far enough.

      She presses her palms flat against my chest and leans back, allowing me to watch my glistening cock slip in and out of her. I grip her hips, helping guide her up and down, digging my fingers into the flesh I know will show the bruises tomorrow.

      Seeing those marks on her only makes me crazier for her, and she is more than aware of it. Dani relishes her power over me, the way I melt for her and will do anything, give her anything she could ever want or need.

      Even after all this time, I worry I won’t be enough for her, that one day, she’s going to come to her senses and leave my ass for someone who can be more for her, but in moments like this, I’m drawn back to that night she told me she loved me, when I was too broken to respond in kind.

      She loved me then, when I was shattered and lost in my head, battling my demons, and she loves me now. I still see it in her eyes every time she looks at me.

      Like now.

      The warm blue I love swimming in locks on me, and she digs her nails into my pecs, the sharp bite of pain making my cock twitch inside her. She clamps around me tightly, then increases her pace, done with the languid ride and ready to race toward her release.

      I’m right there with her.

      My whole body heats, my skin hypersensitive to her touch, to the feel of the comforter under me, her pelvis pressed to mine…

      Each grind down on me makes my balls tighten more. “Fuck, Dani…” I let my eyes drift closed, but when that tiny whimper slips from her lips, I open them, knowing she’s about to come. “Come for me, baby.”

      She pulls her bottom lip between her teeth, her eyes squeezed closed. Hips grinding. Breasts swaying. Chest heaving. She’s right there. So close.

      This woman has always taken what she wants and needs, and watching her find her release has become the thing I crave more than anything in this world.

      Her orgasm hits her, her mouth falling open on a gasp, and her hips falter for a moment before she finds her rhythm again to draw out mine. Seeing Danika come, the pure ecstasy overtaking her face, finally makes me unleash what I’ve been holding back.

      I come deep inside her as she twitches and comes down from her own release. She collapses on top of me, burying her face against my neck, her damp blond locks falling all around us. I brush them away and drag my fingers down her spine. Dani shivers, snuggling herself even closer.

      Wrapping my arms around her, I nuzzle my face against her hair. “You cold?”

      “No.” She shakes her head but shivers again. “Okay, maybe.”

      I chuckle and pull her face back. “It’s cold in here; let’s get under the covers.”

      She nods her agreement and rolls off me, my wet cock slipping free from inside her. “I need another shower.”

      Laughing, I roll over toward the head of the bed as she pulls the comforter and sheet back. “Probably…” I hold out a hand to her, and she slips hers into mine, allowing me to tug her down against me and drag the covers over us. “But I love knowing you’re sleeping next to me with my cum still inside you.”

      Her lips twist into a scowl. “You have a filthy mind, Savage Hawke.”

      I grin at her. “I do, but that’s what you love about me.”
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      DANIKA

      I love so many things about him.

      His patience. How gentle and caring he is with me and Kennedy. What an incredible husband and father he’s been. How determined he is to fight for the family, for all of his siblings and nieces and nephews, to ensure that we’ll all have the type of future he never thought he could give us. His undaunting strength in the face of all the adversity he has confronted and all the losses he has suffered.

      And I love the way he loves me unconditionally—even when I fuck up, even when I piss him off, even when he glowers at me, I can feel that heat radiating from his Caribbean-blue eyes that lets me know he’s one second away from erupting.

      In the end, I always know there’s love there. Strong, welcoming arms and a safe place to land. Unconditional support from the man who stole my heart the moment he called me out for thinking he was a total scumbag.

      It’s what keeps me going every day and allows me to rest peacefully at night—Savage always beside me.

      I nuzzle closer against him, pressing my cheek over his heart, listening to the steady beat, the same sound that has lulled me to sleep for so many years. “I think this is going to be a great Christmas.”

      He chuckles softly. His body shakes under me, and he wraps his arm around me to squeeze me tightly. “What makes you say that?”

      I shrug. “I don’t know. Something just feels different, like things are changing. Maybe because Kennedy isn’t here tonight, and she’s doing the sleepover with the kids at Storm’s.” I push up on my elbow and look at him, the slight graying at his temples and in his beard, the only real changes in him since the day I stormed into his office and told him off. “It’s our first Christmas Eve without her here. The first morning we’ll go to the fireplace and not have gifts from Santa there and in the stockings since we’re opening everything at your mom’s.”

      Savage’s brow furrows. “Isn’t that kind of sad, though? I don’t know why it would make you feel like this is a ‘great’ thing.”

      Well, when he puts it like that…

      “Sort of.” I picture Kennedy as she was on her first Christmas, her blond curls and the excitement of tearing open presents. “I guess she isn’t a baby anymore.”

      He barks out a laugh, his face lighting up. “She’s sixteen, Dani. She hasn’t been a baby for a long time. And sixteen-year-olds don’t believe in Santa or need the fanfare of his arrival. She hasn’t since she was what, seven or eight?”

      I trail my finger across his chest. “I know. Thanks for reminding me how much I hate that she’s growing up and throwing ice water on my good mood.”

      Savage tilts my chin up with a finger under it. “You don’t hate that she’s growing up. Neither of us particularly enjoyed diaper duty or midnight feedings. What you hate is that she’s almost an adult and
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