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Being a billionaire is fantastic until…

It’s not. I command my world but I can’t buy the two things I want: The woman I desire and a miracle. Neither are for sale. And both are out of my reach.

I’m one-hundred percent in love with my best friend’s sister. I have been for years, and she just told me she’s moving away. Like heck, she is. Not without me. I’ve been her rock for the past six years. She needs me.

Okay, I need her just as much.

The other thing? The miracle? My girl thinks she’s broken because she can’t hear. To me, she’s perfect. But because I would give everything to heal her, she thinks only I want to fix her.

She couldn’t be more wrong. She’s my world, exactly as she is. Now, I just need to convince her of that before it’s too late.
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Dedication

For NaShara,

Warrior woman and awesome stalker!


Chapter One

~ Rossman ~

“So, I’ve decided to move.”

“Yeah?” I took a sip of my coffee. Rowena and I met at this coffeeshop a lot during the week. I was her safe sounding board, even though her two brothers were my closest friends. Or so everyone, including them, thought. For the past four years, it was their sister I was closest to.

 God forbid, anyone find that out, though. It would ruin my image of the devil-could-care, bachelor bad boy. Not that I gave much of a fuck about that. It was the label everyone else put on me, and I’d just rolled with it, because if anyone learned my real feelings for this girl before me, I was fucked. And maybe in a world of pain once her brothers got hold of me.

When my friends found out I was totally in love with Rowena, I was a dead man. Their little sister was off limits, but my thoughts and body had their own filthy ideas. Ideas I constantly had to tamp down.

She nodded. “I want to go somewhere that no one can be all ‘poor Rowena’, someplace where I can start living a full life without my family treating me like I’m an eight-year-old invalid.”

Immediate panic tightened my chest. Whoa! This was way more than I’d thought. She wanted to leave town. I took a deep breath and attempted to hide the apprehension taking hold of me. No way in hell was I letting my woman leave.

Not that she knew she was my woman.

“Okay,” I said, keeping my gaze fastened on her. “Where are we moving?”

Her eyes widened, then she giggled, the sound only slightly off. 

“We’re not moving anywhere. But I was thinking somewhere warmer. I hate Michigan in the winter.” She didn’t say it, but I knew it wasn’t because of the cold. I thought I knew just about everything about her. 

It had been winter when she’d lost her hearing because of a virus. Something that should have been temporary but wasn’t.

Right now, we probably seemed like a regular couple sitting in the coffeeshop, but the fact of the matter was, if anyone paid attention, they’d hear the slight flatness of Rowena’s tone and realize when I spoke, no sound came from my mouth. No sound was needed, since my girl was reading my lips.

Since the middle of her high school years, almost six years ago, she’d been deaf, literally waking up with no hearing one day due to a rogue infection. While everyone else had been in a dead panic, running around trying to figure out how to fix it and yes, treating her like she was completely broken, I’d been her rock, her friend outside her family. If she thought she was leaving me behind, she was wrong.

And I said so. “You’re not going anywhere without me,” I growled, making it show on my face since I knew she couldn’t hear the rumble. I accompanied it with emphatic signing, just to be clear. Yeah, the signing I’d learned for her, with her.

“Ross…” she sighed. Her eyes closed, and I reached out to tap her cheek, right below her left lashes.

“Don’t,” I said when she opened them, taking her sweet time, too. Little Miss Headstrong thought I wasn’t on to her. Rowena closed her eyes to shut out what she didn’t want to “hear.” It was a control thing she’d developed when her life had spun out of control.

It didn’t work with me.

And she was dead wrong if she thought she’d could push me, too.

“Don’t boss me,” she complained.

I leaned forward, staring into those dark brown eyes of hers. “Do you really think I’ve been by your side every day for the past six years just to let you walk away? Think again, Row. Fucking think again.”

She stared at me and thankfully didn’t close her eyes for more than quick blinks. 

“Excuse me. Don’t you dare go all bossy pants on me,” she finally said, repeating her complaint.

“Oh, and exactly how would you like me to be?” I challenged. “I’ve spent half my life being your biggest cheerleader. I don’t think that’ll change now.”

She sighed. “I need to get to work,” she said, standing. “Are we doing breakfast tomorrow?”

As if I wouldn’t meet her for our regular Saturday breakfast? Most people didn’t know it, but we’d been meeting nearly every morning since her junior year of high school. Her brothers certainly didn’t know I’d been driving their sister to school all those years. She’d needed a rock, someone to hold her hand, and I’d been that. I’d arranged my work schedule so I took a break to pick her up in the afternoons, too, before I went back and finished out my day.

“Of course. Do you want me to pick you up?”

I knew she‘d say no. She didn’t think her parents would take it well if they knew how close we were. One, I didn’t like it. But I didn’t push since I still needed to convince her she was mine. It was the most wuss-ass thing I’d ever done, pussyfooting around revealing my feelings. Two, if her parents didn’t know we were spending so much time together, they were completely blind. But they weren’t. I knew they suspected. I’d gotten more than one speculative look from them. And third, her brothers would have my ass once they figured things out. We both knew that.

Just as I’d thought, she shook her head. “I’ll drive over.”

I caught her hand, and as usual, my body reacted to the feel of her soft skin against my palm. “I want to discuss this moving shit tomorrow.”

She rolled her eyes, and I wanted to spank her cute little ass. “Fine.”

Pivoting, she stalked away. I saw a guy in khakis and a dress shirt say something to her as she passed, but Row kept walking, obviously not seeing him speak.

“Bitch!” the man swore.

I was on my feet and in his face in a moment. My fist clenched in his cheap cotton shirt. “Watch your language,” I growled. “She couldn’t hear you.”

Obviously unconcerned for his welfare, he made a disbelieving sound. “Right. I was right beside to her.”

“She’s fucking deaf, asshole!”

His chocolate-brown eyes widened, and I shoved him away from me. Though I really wanted to kick his ass, brawling was something I’d left behind in high school. Ironically, the last fight there, the one that had gotten me expelled had been about Row, too. She’d been in eighth grade, and for the record, my feelings had been nothing but protective back then. But when some ass had started making inappropriate comments about my friends’ little sister, I’d broken his nose.

And gotten expelled. My dad’s money had smoothed things out, and I’d been back in school by the following Monday. My father had kept a tight leash on me the rest of the school year. He’d brought me into his investments firm and given me random jobs to keep me busy.

I’d learned everything I could, absorbing everything my father taught me. A good thing. A year later, he’d died from a massive heart attack. My uncle had tried to step in and take over, but I’d fought him tooth and nail. And won. I’d diversified, and in turn, tripled the company’s worth—and mine—in the meanwhile.

Heading back to the table, I gathered my things then headed out to my car, a Mercedes-AMG. What could I say? I liked fast, expensive cars without being over the top—I saved the Bugatti for very rare occasions.

The drive to my office took minutes, and I went directly into a board meeting. Both my brothers were already there, slouched into their chairs at either side of mine at the head. Neither really wanted to be there. I’d bought them out but made them retain positions on the board. I’d scheduled this quarterly update for when they were both in town.

I knew we made quite the picture there at the head of the table. Me in my bespoke suit, Ryder in his old band tee and tight, ripped jeans, tattoos and piercings showing and Regan in khakis and a polo with his race team logo on it. The three of us looked so different, yet shared the same face since we were identical triplets.

“How was your coffee date?” Regan asked. I heard the scoffing in his tone. He couldn’t believe I hadn’t moved forward with Row yet.

“Yeah, did you kiss her? Isn’t it standard to kiss on the fourteen-hundredth date?” Ryder enjoined.

Assholes. “Shut up.”

I looked around at the other board members, then to the CFO who waited for me to prompt him. “Mr. Wadsworth, if you’re ready, you can go ahead with your report.”

I zoned out while my top staff spoke. I’d already read all their reports, wanting to be apprised of everything well before anyone else heard it. Rather than listen to how we’d grown over the past two quarters, our newest acquisitions working well for us, my mind was fully on my woman.

My top staff at McKenzie and sons was strong and more than competent enough to keep things running here if I worked remotely. I could move wherever Row wanted to go and manage from there.

Since I was taking notes on my tablet, I easily opened my messaging app without anyone knowing what I was doing. 

Ross: Meet me at my place at 1 for lunch?

I clicked away from the application, not actually thinking she’d answer right now. At the moment, she was probably thigh-deep in preschoolers at the school where she taught, but Fridays were half days. From past experience, I knew she’d check her messages before she left work.

A note popped up, and my brother raised an eyebrow at me, his smirk irritating. I shrugged him off.

Row: Aren’t you in a meeting?

Ross: Aren’t you teaching?

Row: They’re with the art teacher.

Ross: So lunch?

She didn’t answer right away, scraping my raw nerves. Anything could account for the delay, but it still annoyed me.

Row: I’ll be there at 1. I’ll bring food with me.

I grinned. I didn’t cook, and she knew it. Mostly, I liked how domestic it felt, planning a meal together.


Chapter Two

~ Rowena ~

My Ross was the center of my thoughts as I led my students through the morning. Most of them had been deaf since birth. I almost envied them. They didn’t know what it was like to hear. They’d adapted since day one. They knew they were different, but their world had never had sound. Usually, they had my complete focus. But today, I couldn’t wrest my focus from the man I’d had coffee with earlier.

Where are we moving?

Was he for real? I knew he was. Ross was nothing but one-hundred percent real with me.

And if he was serious about this… Well, that wouldn’t do. I’d told him I wanted to move because of this town and my family. It was a half-truth. The real truth was, I was in love with my best friend. Being around him and being with him, without really being with him, was more than I could bear for much longer. I needed to get over him and move on.

Ross: Meet me at my place at 1 for lunch?

I sighed, glad the kiddos were over in the art room right now. I grinned as I typed back to him. I might be in a no-win situation, but he made me happy—until I was alone in bed at night.

Row: Aren’t you in a meeting?

Ross: Aren’t you teaching?

Row: They’re with the art teacher.

Ross: So lunch?

I didn’t answer right away, weighing my choices. There wasn’t actually a choice of going or not. I would go to see Ross. The weight of my decision was what I would do when I got there. I closed my eyes. This was the part where I used my proverbial lady-balls.

Today, I’d tell Ross exactly how I felt. He’d run for the hills as fast as possible, and I’d start making plans for relocating.

Row: I’ll be there at 1. I’ll bring food with me. 

Clicking off my phone, I shoved it into my purse and worked on the tracking I needed to do before I left for the day. There wasn’t a lot to do when it came to the preschoolers, but I liked to make notes on their progress every day, as well as layout exactly what we’d be doing on Monday. Even though I had my lessons lain out by the month, I still needed to tweak things from what I’d planned at the beginning of the year. 

Plus, I wanted everything completely up-to-date since I intended to start looking for a position in another city for after the winter break. I’d seen posts for several openings, and that’s what had spurred this idea. The more I considered it, the more it seemed right.

The rest of the day flew by, and fifteen minutes after my last student left, I was on my way to the deli to pick up lunch for me and Ross. The people there knew me, so I was in and out quickly. 

Butterflies roiled in my belly as I made my way across town to Ross’ house. He’d sold the huge estate left behind by his father, splitting the proceeds with his two brothers. His mother had passed away when he was small, before I’d met him. Now, he lived in a much smaller condo—not that I’d call the four bedroom small by any means. It was still too big for a single man, even if that man was a billionaire.

It seemed surreal to me that the guy I’d known since childhood had become so wealthy. I mean, both our families were affluent, but Ross had blown that away with his explosion of wealth the past few years.

I didn’t care. He was the same person I’d always known. Devil-may-care and an asshole to many, but so good to me. He treated me like fine china. Babied me. But he’d always had that manner with me. It hadn’t changed when I’d gone deaf.

My hand shook as I reached out to punch in the access code for the parking garage beneath Ross’ building. Minutes later, my fingers still shook as I punched in the code again for his personal parking area. There were four cars inside, but two empty spaces remains. He claimed one had been specifically designated for me. It still made me roll my eyes. Whatever, Ross.

He answered the door almost as soon as I knocked. I took him in, devouring the muscles that made my mouth water. He worked at a desk every day, yet he had wide, powerful shoulders and a slim waist with a flat belly. He’d changed since this morning, and right now, a thermal stretched over his torso and was tucked into low-slung, faded jeans. And darn it, if he didn’t look just as good in the casual clothes as he did in his bespoke suits.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi,” I replied, my mouth dry.

He cocked his head to indicate I should come in and held the door open while I carried our lunch into the condo. I headed for the breakfast bar that divided the kitchen from the informal dining room. Ross was there beside me before I started unpacking.

“Talk to me,” he said, taking the bag and going to the fridge to shove it inside, already knowing it was all cold food. We always got the same thing from that deli.

“About what?” I asked even though I knew. He wasn’t postponing our discussion until tomorrow’s breakfast.

He pinned me with a look, telling me clearly not to bullshit him.

“I’ve seen quite a few postings for teachers in other cities. I want to move somewhere that people don’t remember what happened to me.”

I hated how everyone in this town, at least the ones I was in constant contact with, knew that I’d gone to bed fully hearing one night and woken with sudden deafness the next morning. While many people had that occur in one ear then had it eventually reverse, that wasn’t the case with me. Mine was in both and never cleared up.

He shook his head. “Let’s fast forward. You told me this. I want to talk about us.”

“We’ll still be friends. I mean, we won’t see each other every day, but—”

He cut me off with a shake of his head again, and my throat rumbled with what I was sure was a growl.

Ross grinned. His thumb stroked my cheek. “You’re adorable.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Do you know I love you?” I asked him suddenly.

His lips parted, then he smirked.

What? I mean, really, what?

Time for those lady balls…

“I do,” I said. “And that’s why. I can’t be friends with you anymore, not when I feel this way. And if I stay here, you’ll keep being my friend—just my friend. I won’t be able to stay away from you. And eventually, I’ll watch you meet someone and fall in love with them and I’ll be the third wheel and if I’m not here to watch that happen, it might not hurt as much.”

“You’re not going anywhere,” he signed to me. And I realized I’d lapsed into sign language during my speech. That happened sometimes when I was stressed. In return, Ross was using ASL back at me.

“I can’t—”

He made a swiping motion with his hand, and I stopped motioning. 

“Rowena,” he finger-spelled. “I feel the same way about you. I love you so much I’d do anything to keep you safe. I’d burn the world to destroy anything that hurt you. You’re everything to me, don’t you know that. You’re the best part of my day every day. I can’t stand the hours we’re apart. If you’re moving anywhere, it’s in here with me.”

My eyes were wide. “What?”

“I love you.”

“You…love me?” I had to be dreaming. I closed my eyes and shook my head slowly.

Ross tapped beneath my lashes, silently telling me to look at him. When I did, I found him staring at me. “I love you,” he repeated, his lips and hands moving. “You’re my heart.”

Then without another word, he pulled me to him. My chest flattened against his. His hand went to the back of my neck and his long fingers tilted my head, angling it for the mouth that covered mine. I grasped his shirt, hanging on tight as a storm swirled around me. My legs shook, and I leaned into him. I couldn’t do anything but hold on as he ravaged my mouth.


Chapter Three

~ Ross ~

Row’s mouth was…every dream I’d ever had. If I never got to do more than kiss this sweet mouth…well, it would kill me. But the memory would somehow sustain me in the afterlife. She moaned, moving closer to me. My arm tightened behind her back. 

Somewhere, at sometime, I must have done something good. God knew, there was little in my life that warranted the love of this woman. 

But she loved me. She fucking loved me! 

If she’d thought that would drive me away, she was damn wrong. If anything, I’d hold her even tighter to me. I needed her like the flower needed rain—not to be too cliché. Without her, I wouldn’t exist. I had no idea how she didn’t know that. Before the night was over, she’d know. I planned to make love to her clear through to tomorrow morning. If she let me.

Pulling back, I cupped her face with both hands and stared down at her. I drew my thumb lightly over the faint circle beneath her right eye and waited until she slowly opened her lids. Her glassy stares took a moment to focus on me then a flush colored her face. She bit her swollen bottom lip, and her gaze skittered away. I tapped her cheek, demanding attention. I wouldn’t let her close me out now.

“I love you,” I repeated. “I want to love you. All of you.”

She made a face. “Why?”

Why? Was she for real? “Why wouldn’t I?”

Row huffed. “I’m plain. I’m chunky. I can’t hear. I’ve never had sex, so I wouldn’t even know what to do or how to make you happy.” She shrugged, crossing her arms, and glanced away as if she hadn’t gutted me. How could she think that?

I turned her head, making her look at me. It took everything inside me to keep my fury out of my touch. I would never, ever, hurt her, but damn it, how could she think that?

“First of all, you are far from plain and you’re not chunky. Jesus, Row, you’re absolutely fucking gorgeous, and I want to sink into your curves and never leave. You’re just…” I shook my head, momentarily pressing my fist to my lips. I moved it before I spoke again, because I wanted her to absorb every single word. “Fuck, baby, when I’m with you, I spend more time hard than not. When I’m alone in my cold bed, I jack off to thoughts of you.”

“Me?” she mouthed, maybe not even realizing she’d half-spoken.

“Yes, you. No one but you. And as for not knowing how to please me, I guess we’ll learn together because there’s damn well only been you for me. I’ve been in love with you longer than is probably right. I would never be with someone else.”

Her brow furrowed. “You never said anything.”

“I wanted you to be ready. Finish school, feel settled. When I take you, I’m not letting you go. But don’t you even think I wasn’t right there beside you like any boyfriend would be. Fuck, we’ve had hundreds of dates. I’ve never missed an important event. Baby, you’ve got to know you’ve been the center of my universe. Even my brothers tease me about you—because we haven’t done more than hold hands.”

She smiled, ducking her head. She didn’t meet my eyes as she signed, “I sometimes pretended you were my boyfriend. I’ve wished it was true for so long.”

With my fingers under her chin, I brought her gaze back to me. “No more pretending.”

“Okay. I’m so—”

I pressed my fingers over her lips to stop the apology. “I’m your man. You’re mine. My girl. So neither of us need to pretend or fantasize over that anymore.”

My mouth took hers again, and she met my lips just as hungrily. One hand curled into my shirt while the other came up and fisted in the back of my hair. I held her tight, steadying her as she stood on tiptoe to get as close as possible to me. Lifting her, I placed her on the counter and wedged myself between her lush thighs.

I groaned, peppering kisses on her lips, across her cheek to her ear. I nipped as she dropped back her head, with a small cry. It was the sweetest balm to my needy soul, and to the deepest part of me, I wished she could hear the sounds we made together. Nothing made me more helpless than knowing I had billions and there was nothing I could do to help her, to make life easier.

Pulling back, I looked into her dazed eyes and passion-flushed face. “I want you.”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure?”

Her eyebrows drew together, like she wasn’t sure why I was asking. “Yes, I’m sure. I’ve always been sure. I’ve had chances to go out with other guys, Ross.”

Over my dead body!

“I always said no. I’ve always belonged to you.” She grinned ruefully. “Even when I didn’t think you’d ever know it.”

“Good.” Lifting her, I pulled her against my chest. As naturally as if we’d done this a million times, her arms and legs went around me. My own arm went beneath her, and my hand cupped the ass I’d wanted to touch for so long. I’d wrestled with my fucked up principles since the day she’d turned eighteen. She was old enough then. But besides knowing I’d have to deal with her overprotective brothers, I’d wanted to give her a chance to spread her wings—but not too much. Not enough that she’d leave me. 

See? Fucked up.

And I knew as soon as I made her mine, I wanted to plant my kid in her. Bind her to me forever. That’s why I needed to know she was all in. I needed her fully committed to me. When she’d come of age, I hadn’t believed she was old enough to fully know her mind. To fully comprehend what I wanted from her and that it wasn’t a momentary thing, that I never intended to let her go.

Laying her on the bed, I knelt over her, straddling her hips. My dick pressed against my zipper, desperately trying to escape and get to her. She had to be able to see how much I wanted her.

She stared up at me with wide eyes, but she appeared utterly happy and not at all apprehensive.

“If we do this, it’s forever, Row. You have to know that. I’m never letting you go. You move; I move. Do you understand?”

“You’re so bossy,” she teased.

I fought a grin. “Do you understand?”

“Do I have a choice?”

I leaned forward on my hands, caging her body with mine, and stared down at her. “If I gave you a choice, what would you pick?”

Her breathing grew ragged with us in this position, and her chest arched toward me, though I wasn’t sure it was conscious. We’d been drawn together by instinct for longer than I wanted to contemplate.

“What are my choices, again?” she gasped.

I trailed the back of my finger along her jaw then down her delicate throat to the base where her pulse throbbed.

“To be mine.” I traced that same finger down the little bit of cleavage showing through her white blouse. Then I pulled away my hand and started to move away. “Or to not be mine.”

Row grabbed at me. “To be yours! You’re mine, too. But we can’t tell anyone yet.”

“Why the fuck not?”

Jesus, I’d waited for her for years. I wanted to shout to the world that she was mine.


Chapter Four

~ Rowena ~

After his exclamation, which I knew had to be loud from the expression on his face, Ross started kissing me again. Over and over, barely giving me time to breathe, let alone reply. And how could I tell him I was worried how my brothers would take it. They were his friends. I mean, Bryce was his best friend. I didn’t want to ruin that.

“Ross…Ross…” I murmured when his lips lifted for the briefest moment. I had to answer him, even if it ruined this. My chest squeezed at the thought of him getting up and walking away.

His lips were swollen, his dark brown eyes swirling with his desire for me. For me! All this time, I’d tortured myself, and he’d wanted me?

“You’re mine, and I want everyone to know it,” he said. Goosebumps erupted across my skin, and I wished more than I had ever wished for anything that I could hear him and not just read his lips.

I wanted to be his. I’d wanted it for so long, even if I was afraid. Me being deaf was a big deal. And over the years, he’d gone from just being my brothers’ friend to being my confidante to being a big-time billionaire. I wasn’t so sure how I’d fit in with his life in the limelight.

“No more talking,” I said, pulling his head back to me. His neck vibrated beneath my palm, but I wasn’t sure if he’d spoken or if he’d made another sound. Then his mouth was on me, his hands caressing my body intimately for the first time. I groaned when he cupped my breast, the feeling so exquisite, so perfect. Pleasure flowered in my womb. My core clenched, and as he flicked his thumb over my nipple, I writhed beneath him. I needed our clothes off. I needed to feel him skin-to-skin. 

My hands went to the buttons of my blouse, frantically pulling at them, not even caring if I popped one or all of them off. As if reading me, Ross knelt up and yanked off his shirt. He tossed it to the floor, and I stared. I’d seen him in a swimsuit before, but I’d never been this close. Those eight square cuts in his abdomen mesmerized me. I wasn’t in nearly as fantastic shape as he was. Then I saw it.

Rowena written in beautiful script right over his heart. My…name…right there on his pec.

My hands froze, and I bit my lip meeting his gaze. I reached out to touch it.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” I read across his lips. “We’re getting you undressed.”

Where my hands had stopped, his began pushing the buttons free. 

“My name is on you.”

He nodded as if it was nothing. “Yes.”

“But…”

“Why wouldn’t I? I’m yours.”

“How long have you had that?”

“Five years.”

“Five years?”

“Yes.” He finished opening my blouse, spreading it wide to reveal my white bra with delicate lace trim. It was simple and almost plain. And I wasn’t so sure my panties even matched. It’s not like I’d expected to have sex today.

His fingers stroked along my exposed skin, and I forgot all about tattoos and underwear, sexy or not. Ross’ chocolate-brown stare consumed me. His breathing seemed ragged as his chest rose and fell erratically. He shifted to look at my face. “You’re gorgeous.”

Remembering his eight-pack and my slightly rounded belly, I started to shake my head, but he grasped my chin. “Listen to me.”

I snorted. 

His eyes narrowed. “You know what I mean.” His chin tilted down. “You are gorgeous,” he repeated. “You take my breath away. Even when we’re not together, you’re always in my thoughts. I want to beat away any man who looks at you. I want to hide you away, safe for only me. I know I can’t. But I want to.” 

His bent fingers dragged up my belly from the waistband of my panties to the bottom edge of my bra. I sucked in a breath. I shivered, my stomach sucking in. He watched the trail of his knuckles before looking up into my eyes again. “So soft. So beautiful.”

“Ross, please.”

His hands left me and I wanted to yank them back, but then I saw them on his belt. My teeth sank into my bottom lip as he opened it. Then yanked open his jeans to free himself. No underwear. I gasped, seeing his cock for the first time. Wide-eyed, I followed his movements as he shoved off his pants and socks.

He moved to stand beside the bed and reached a hand toward me. I put my fingers in his. When I stood before him, still a little dazed that this was happening and Ross was naked before me, he started pushing off my opened shirt. I shrugged to help him. It fluttered to the carpet, and he reached for my jeans.

My hands covered his. 

I watched him until his gaze met mine. 

“Let me,” I said. His hands fell away. Mine shook as I popped open the metal button then shoved down the zipper. “I want to be equal. All in for you.”

“I know you are, baby.” He cupped my face then brushed his lips across mine before kissing my shoulder. He pushed the strap there to the side. His lips pressed to the curve, sucked at my collarbone then started down the slope toward my nipple.

Shimmying, I worked my jeans down my hips then toed them the rest of the way off. My fingers threaded into his silky hair.

“I’ve never done this,” I whispered—I thought I did anyway. There was no telling how loud or quiet it was.

“Oh, baby,” Ross mouthed, those dark, hungry eyes on me. He swung me into his arms and placed me on the bed again. “How could there be anyone for me but you? You’ve been my everything for so long. By the time I was even interested in sex, I was in completely love with you. I’ve waited.” He shook his head. “So long.”

My eyes burned, tears blurring my vision. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

He caressed my cheek. “I wanted to give you time.”

I breathed hard, so torn between desire and anger. “You can’t make decisions for me.” My hands flew as I spoke. “I might not hear, but I think. I’m completely able to make choices for myself.”

I couldn’t believe he was naked and he was near naked, and we were about to have an argument.

He grabbed my hands and kissed them. Then he rested his chin on them. “I know. I know you’re a woman who has her own mind. I never wanted to imply otherwise.”

I could be mad, or I could finally be with the man I loved. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

I nodded. “Okay.” I smiled weakly, too overwhelmed by the many emotions surrounding us to fully express any of them. “Let’s do this.”

“Let’s do this?”

“Do you have trouble hearing?” I teased, moving my hands from his grasp. “Maybe some signing? It’s time to lose our virginities, don’t you think?”

“It’s more than that,” he motioned back. “It’s us coming together. Committing. Do you understand that?”

“Yes.”

“Forever.” He started kissing my body again. My bra was off a moment later, his hands and mouth on my breasts. I trembled at the tremors of electric sensation that sizzled through me now that he finally touched me intimately. My belly clenched and my cleft was a freaking river of need. His rigid cock pressed into my hip while his hard fingers molded the mounds. At least, I knew he needed me just as much as I did him.

He tugged and gently squeezed while his mouth sucked and licked, first one nipple then the other. Sounds vibrated in my throat as I clutched at him, holding him to my chest.

My knees lifted around his hips as I struggled to get closer to him. Everything felt so good. So perfect. The energy surging through me burned in my pussy like a arousing fire to ignite all my nerve endings. My clit pulsed. I needed him to touch me there. To fill me. Each draw on the tips of my breasts, each flick of his fingers over them pushed me closer to the bliss right beyond my reach.

I wiggled out of my panties then groaned when I cradled his hips between my thighs again, this time feeling him against my swollen, damp folds.

“Ross, please, I need you. We can be slow next time. I need you,” I repeated.

He lifted his head, letting my nipple free of his mouth with a hard pop. “I want you to be ready.”

“I am ready. Touch me; you’ll see. Touch me,” I begged.

Ross slid a long finger along my folds. The rough tip grazed my clit, and I went off, my hips jerking upward as I went into orbit. My vision blurred. My nails dug into his shoulders, and my throat burned with the sensation of screaming out. The heady waves took me by surprise. Ross took me by surprise.

But I wanted more.

Taking me at my word, he covered me, aligning his cock to my center. Supporting himself on his arms, he stared into my eyes and pushed forward.

“I love you,” he said. “When I take you, you’re mine. Mine, Row, Forever.”

“Do it. I love you, too. Ross, yes!” I cried as he surged forward. There was a sharp bite of pain, but elation overrode it. I didn’t feel anything but happy.

His thumb tapped along my cheek, right beneath my eye, signaling me to open. I hadn’t even realized I closed them. He stared down at me when my lids lifted.

“Are you okay?”

I smiled. “Perfect.”

“Definitely perfect. God, Row, you feel so good. You’re so tight. Fuck…”

His thick, long cock impaling me felt pretty damn good, too. “Yes, it’s so good.” I shifted. “Move. Please. Please, Ross.”

He nodded, then slowly, never breaking eye contact, he pulled back before slowly pushing inside again. We were in our own bubble, wrapped in this moment, the only two things in the universe as he loved me. His thrusts were steady, ever increasing in speed. My mouth dropped open as the intense pleasure built again, tighter and tighter in my womb.

I saw all his naked emotions as we connected, and I knew he saw mine. His forehead dropped to mine, and I release my death grip on one of his shoulders to drive my fingers into his hair. He was too close for me to read his lips, but I could talk to him.


Chapter Five

~ Ross ~

“You feel so good. I love you. Thank you…”

I wasn’t even sure if she knew she was speaking to me.

“You’re amazing. You feel so fucking amazing.” I had to say it even if she was too far gone to read my lips. We didn’t need words. Our communication was soul-deep.

The sensation of her warm, wet walls squeezing me was almost too much. I was doing everything I could not to come too soon. Adjusting one of her legs higher, I drove in deeper, pulling cries from her that about dragged me over the edge into oblivion.

Then her walls fluttered around my dick, the pulses growing stronger until she was a vise around me and I was lost. She screamed, arching into me, her heels digging into my calves and her fingers clenched into my back. Sensation exploded down my spine before I emptied into her…my love, my hopes, my dreams…our future.

When I lifted my head to her happy, dazed eyes, I stared into my destiny.

“Row,” I gasped, my chest jerking unevenly as I tried to breathe.

She threaded her fingers into the hair at my temple, and I nuzzled into her palm. 

“That was… I can’t believe we finally…” She bit her lip, even as a smile formed.

“About fucking time.”

Her other hand lifted, and she traced her thumb along my lip. “Such a dirty mouth.”

“You have no idea.” I growled and nipped at her wrist.

Instead of the giggle I’d expected, she frowned and looked away.

“Hey.” I turned her face back to me. “Hey…what’s wrong?”

“I hate that there are things I don’t…hear—see. Whatever. That I miss things.”

“Baby.”

“And babies…” She sniffled. “I can’t. How can I have children? I won’t hear them to take care of them or teach them or…” She shrugged, the gesture filled-in a thousand unspoken words of inadequacy. “I know you want a family someday. I shouldn’t have…we shouldn’t have done this. Oh my God, I could have gotten pregnant. What if I did?”

I shook my head. “It will be one of the best damn things in my life if you did. Babe, listen to me.”

She snorted at the phrase, and I narrowed my eyes, waiting. I shifted to kneel over her, straddling her thighs and keeping her mostly pinned.

“Deaf people have children all the time,” I signed as I spoke. “And they’re just fine. I’m sure there are adjustments, but those kids are fortunate, too. Besides being bilingual since they know ASL as well as spoken language, they grow up with empathy.”

“Or resentment.”

Maybe, I needed to take a different tack. “We can see doctors.”

She shook her head hard. “I’ve seen lots of doctors. Specialists. There’s nothing but a miracle for me. They said at first it might clear up by itself, but now, it’s been so long.”

“We can see other ones. Fuck, what’s the point of being a billionaire if I can’t use the money to get you the best care in the world. I don’t care how much it costs. We’ll see the top of the field—”

“Let me up!” she screamed. She shoved at me, taking me by surprise enough that I tipped sideways a bit. It gave her room to squirm away and off the bed. “No. No!” she yelled. “No, you don’t get to fix me. I don’t want you to fix me. I want to be your partner, accepted for who I am.”

“I do!” I protested.

“No, you don’t. I’m not good enough because I’m deaf. You want to change me. Tape me together because I’m broken.”

“Rowena, no…”

“Ross, I love you, but I can’t be…a charity case. Someone you want to take care of like a…like a stray dog.”

“I don’t…” 

She gathered her clothes and wouldn’t look at me, giving me no chance to speak. “I want to be loved. Not fixed. I’m not broken. I’m—” Her voice broke, breaking my heart in the process. “Me.”

She stormed from the room, pulling her shirt up her arms and not bothering with her bra. I raced after her, confident she’d leave without even putting on shoes, once she shimmied into her jeans.

Not happening.

I caught her at the door, flattening her against it. With my chest to her back, there were no words between us, though she sputtered with indignation. I ignored it and kissed her neck. I took her jeans and tossed them away then grabbed the edge of her shirt and tore it open. She’d have to get a shirt from me if she wanted to leave. 

Wasn’t happening.

“Ross!” she protested as I threw the shredded fabric to the side.

I grabbed her chin to make her look at me. “Don’t push me away.”

This woman could reduce me to begging. I didn’t beg from anyone. I said how it would b,e and it was. I didn’t give a shit what anyone thought. But Row… She could bring me to my knees, and she didn’t even know it.

I rubbed the place over my heart where her name was etched, claiming me in her delicate handwriting. If I lost her—

I wasn’t fucking losing her!

Swiftly lifting her into my arms, I marched back to the bedroom. “We’re not done,” I said, now that she could see my face.

“You ripped my blouse.”

“I’ll buy you a hundred more once you agree to move in and marry me.”

Row didn’t say a word. When I glanced down at her, she was staring up at me in shock, her mouth open. “What?”

I set her on the edge of the bed. My hands rested on the mattress on either side of her hips as I leaned over her. “You’re marrying me.”

“But we just… We haven’t even dated!”

I lowered my chin, an eyebrow raising. “We’ve dated for years. I think we covered that earlier. And we love each other.”

“I…”

“Are you going to deny you love me? That we’re perfect together?”

“I do love you.” She licked her bottom lip and sighed, glancing away. “But I’m not perfect for you.”

I tapped her cheek beneath her left eye, silently telling her to give me her focus again.

“You are fucking perfect for me. Why would you even say that?”

“You have all those things you have to go to for business. Galas and openings and movie premieres and awards functions—just to name a few things. You need the right woman on your arm.”

“I’m trying to get her there, but she’s fucking stubborn, and I’m ready to spank her ass for all the negative talk about herself.”

Row rolled her eyes. “I’m not being negative, Bossy Pants. I’m realistic, though. I know I’m a good person and smart and talented. I haven’t let things stand in my way.”

“Then why are you standing in your own way now?” She had to know me well enough to realize I didn’t let anything get in the path of what I wanted. Nothing. No excuses held me back from what I wanted. I’d thought it best to wait for her, but that was done. I’d had enough waiting.

“I’m—”

“You are,” I interrupted, forestalling the denial I knew was coming.

She glared at me. “You need someone who can function seamlessly in your circles.”

“I need someone who loves me, and that’s all. If you think it’s such a big deal, I don’t need to ever attend one of those stupid things again.”

“You have to. For your business.”

“No, I don’t. I have enough money that even our great grandkids won’t need to work if they don’t want to. I don’t need to schmooze. I don’t need the spotlight, though let me tell you, you’d look stunning in it. And damn it, I have to say it, you function so well, interacting with people, reading lips, that most of the time, people have no idea you’re deaf. Yes, you can’t hear, but it’s only an issue if you make it an issue. And you know what? I am fucking pissed that you would imply I want to fix you. When have I ever tried to. When have I ever made you think you’re not enough.”

She stared at me. “Never,” she sighed.

“No, never. I only want to make you happy. I would do anything to move any obstacles in your way, to take away anything that makes you sad. What I said wasn’t about fixing you. I just want you to have what you want. Your hearing.”

She closed her eyes and sighed again before meeting my gaze once more. “Okay.”

“And you’re marrying me,” I pressed.

“Are you going to ask me?”

“Nope.”

“God, you really are bossy. How am I going to handle you?”

“Often,” I suggested. Reaching for my pants, I grabbed my cellphone.

“What are you doing?” she asked as I typed out a couple messages.

I looked up at her. “Telling the guys I won’t be meeting them at the bar.”

A group of friends and I had been meeting together almost once a week since high school. Back then, people had jokingly called us the bad boy club, since we’d tended to get into trouble, and we’d run with the name. But tonight, I definitely had something better to do than hang out with my brothers and the rest of the guys.

“And?” Row prompted, knowing me well enough to realize I was doing something else.

“Having my jet prepped. We’re going to Vegas.”

She blinked at me, and her mouth dropped open again, but she didn’t protest. I went back to typing.

“I’ll need a shirt,” she finally said. I grinned, hearing her yes loud and clear.

“Baby, I’ll give you anything you want for the rest of our lives.”


Chapter Six

~ Ross ~

My wife was cuddled in my arms when the pounding started. We were back home, after a flight to Vegas and back, and we were both exhausted from the travel then making love all night. Now that I had her, I couldn’t get enough of my woman. Lifting her hand, I brought her fingers to my mouth and kissed where I’d placed my ring.

She grinned at me. “Again? You’re insatiable.”

“True, but I think your family is here.”

Her eyes went wide. “What?”

“Someone’s pounding on our front door.”

She made an eek-face then started giggling. I loved that she wasn’t afraid to face them from my side. Good thing since I never planned to let her go.

The banging grew louder.

“Stay here,” I told her.

She squinted at me, wrinkling her nose, then grabbed the dress shirt I’d worn with my suit for our wedding. “No.”

My cock went hard as she slipped into the button-down. It hung to her knees. “You’re too damn sexy.”

“I’m glad you think so, since you’re stuck with me. Are you going to put on some clothes or let my brothers kick your ass like that?” She waved her hand at my nakedness.

“I don’t know. My dick might distract them.”

“What?” she asked, and I realized she had only seen part of what I’d said as I’d bent to grab my pants. I repeated myself.

“My mom might be with them,” she said. “I’d rather she not see your penis. Especially when it’s so nice and hard like that.” She smirked. I gave her a glare.

“You won’t be laughing later.”

“I hope not.”

Shaking my head, I slipped on a tight pair of boxer-briefs then a pair of jeans rather than my suit trousers, hoping to control my erection a little. The little brat dragged her fingers over the bulge as she passed me on her way to the hallway. I hurried after her, not bothering with a shirt.

“Open this door, you asshole!” I heard bellowed. Bryce.

I grasped Row’s arm and gently pulled her to face me. “This might get ugly. Stay behind me, so you don’t get hurt.”

“I don’t want you to get hurt, either!”

I pressed my fingers to her lips. “All good, babe. Won’t be the first time one of your brothers has thrown a punch at me.”

After pressing a kiss to her forehead, I headed for the door.

“Stop yelling,” I growled as I yanked open the door. Cody, the older of her brothers almost fell through the doorway. Bryce raced past him, his fist raised.

“Hey!” Row yelled at them as I lifted my hand to deflect him and Cody, who now headed for me, too. Seeing her state of dress enraged them. Both furious faces turned back toward me, and I glared death in the face.

I held my hands in front of me, though I was in no way afraid to fight them, even two to one. Hell, I’m the one who’d gotten expelled for fighting. “It’s not what you think.”

“What we think is our sister didn’t come home last night,” Cody gritted out. “What we think is you’ve been fu—messing around with our sister and taking advantage of her.”

“Does the bro code mean nothing to you?” Bryce demanded. “Our sister is off limits. And now, we need to kick your ass.” He sounded almost weary and put out. Of the two, he had the most level head and less of a temper.

“I wasn’t taking advantage of your sister. I was marrying my wife.” 

“Sure you weren— What?” They both yelled the latter together.

“You were what?” Bryce demanded.

I turned and held out my hand to Rowena then quickly signed to her, since I knew she couldn’t follow the conversation. Grinning wide, she came into my arms and held up her hand, showing off her three carat diamond. It was the largest she’d allow me. I just wanted everyone to know she was mine.

“We got married,” I repeated.

“You got married? You’ve never even dated!” Bryce scoffed.

This again? “Fuck, man. I’ve been taking your sister out almost every day since her junior year.”

“For coffee. You’re telling me there was more?” he replied.

“It’s none of your business,” Row said in her almost flat tone, having caught what he said this time. “We might have gone slow, but we love each other. Stop being jerks and be happy for me.”

Cody shook his head. “You got married without Mom and Dad? They’re going to be more pissed than we are.”

That worried me more than her brothers. I respected Row’s parents. I’d have to smooth over things. Maybe a grandbaby would make them happy. I suppressed the grin that tried to emerge at the thought. Yeah, baby-making was top on my list for the day.

“We’re planning a big wedding for later,” Rowena told him.

We were? Well, hell. Whatever she wanted. My brothers probably would want to be there, too. “Right,” I agreed.

Bryce snorted, knowing me well enough to surmise her statement had taken me by surprise. He looked at his sister. “We’ll tell the parents you’re fine. You’d better be there for dinner tonight.” He glanced over at Cody. “We sure will be.”

“Wouldn’t miss this show for anything,” Cody agreed.

“Good. Now, get out,” I growled. “We have things to do.”

“Oh, fuck off with that,” Cody growled. “I don’t want to hear that shit about my sister. But just so you know…I always knew you had a thing for her. I just never thought it would take you this fucking long.”

The door slammed behind them, and I shook my head. That had gone a thousand times better than I’d ever thought it would.

“What did he say?” Row asked.

“He loves you.”

She shook her head. “He said something annoying, didn’t he?”

“Maybe.” I looped my arms around her. 

“What did he say?”

“He wondered what took me so long.”

“He’s not the only one. So what took you so long?”

“I wanted you to be ready.”

She raised her eyebrows and tilted her head.

“Fine,” I admitted, ready to say something I’d barely admitted to myself. Just revoke my man card now. “I was afraid of fucking everything up.”

She shook her head, obviously not understanding, though I was sure she’d read the words. I cupped her face. “I love you so much. I didn’t want to scare you or mess things up or do anything that would end with me losing you. Being your friend, being able to be with you every day, that was better than having nothing at all.”

“And then you almost lost me anyway.”

“No, I didn’t. I’d follow you to the ends of the earth, Row. I swear to you, I would.”

She swallowed hard, her eyes glassy. “I love you,” she signed. “With all my heart.”

I motioned it right back at her.

For a moment, we stared at each other until the emotion was too mush for me. “So, since we were so rudely dragged out of sleep early this morning, you want breakfast?”

She shook her head.

“Coffee and muffins from the coffee shop?”

Her hand cupped my cock, stroking me through my jeans, and she shook her head again. Blood rushed from my brain to my little head. I liked her ideas…  

Threading two fingers through my beltloop, she tugged me toward the bedroom. We only made it a couple steps before I scooped her up into my arms and started kissing her. 

Married life might just be pretty great.


Epilogue

~ Rowena ~

Two Years Later

“God, you’re so fucking gorgeous. I’m the luckiest fucker in the world.”

I startled, jumping almost a mile, even though the sound was so faint. I swung around, one hand grabbing the edge of the dresser where I’d been putting away clothes. My knees buckled, and the inside of my head screamed with a million things I couldn’t sort through.

I’d…heard…Ross. He stood in the doorway, holding our four-month-old son, Noah. Now, he rushed toward me.

“Row!” He grabbed me with his free arm and awkwardly guided me toward the bed. “Are you all right?”

My mouth moved as I sat. I stared at him, wide-eyed, almost afraid to believe. The doctors had said my hearing could come back, unexpectedly, but this long after I’d lost it, the chances were a less than a single digit percentage.

“Baby?” he prompted, his words louder this time, as if the volume was being adjusted up inside my ears. As if on cue, Noah started whimpering, and I swung my gaze to him, the sound almost the sweetest thing I’d ever heard.

“I’m…I’m okay,” I whispered, my voice seeming foreign and disjointed to me. My hand went to my throat.

“What’s going on? Do you feel sick? We’ll get you to a doctor. Just let me—”

I grabbed his arm, stopping him from getting up. I shook my head. My eyes burned while my thoughts rolled with disbelief. My body trembled so hard that if Ross hadn’t held me tight, I would have slid off the edge of the bed.

“Babe, you’re scaring me. If something’s wrong, we need to take care of it now.”

“Tell me you love me.”

“You know I love you,” he said, almost impatiently. I knew it was from his worry. Smiling softly, I stroked his cheek, and he seemed to calm a little at my lack of distress. “I love you so much,” he continued. “You’re in my soul. Between you and Noah, I am so blessed. Please, tell me what’s wrong.”

Now, that, that was the sweetest sound I’d ever heard. My husband telling me he loved me.

“Not wrong,” I whispered, the words barely more than a breath. “I…I can hear you. I hear you!” Tears flowed freely down my cheeks now. “I can…I can hear!”

Color leeched from his face. Moisture filled his eyes, as well. “Oh my God. For real?”

“For real.” I closed my eyes tight. “Say something.”

“You’re my life, the most amazing woman I know. I love you so much, I don’t think I could go a day without you. I’ve loved you since we were kids, and I’m so glad you’re mine.”

“I love you, too,” I replied, not opening my eyes while I smiled. “You’re mine, too.”

“Damn straight, I am.” His lips brushed over mine. “I can’t wait until Noah’s asleep. I can’t wait to make love to you and have you hear us together.”

I glanced at my son, who’d dropped off, milky drool at the corner of his mouth from his bottle. “Looks like you have your wish.”

Ross shot to his feet, cradling Noah carefully so he didn’t wake. He lifted a hand. “Don’t go anywhere.”

“Where would I go?” I laughed.

“I’ll be right back.” Full of joy, I watched him go. Closing my eyes, I strained to hear his footsteps and his movements in the nursery. They were faint, but they were there. I didn’t open my eyes as Ross returned, enjoying the rustling of his clothes, the thud of his rushing footsteps, his harsh breathing. The man was in fantastic shape. Those ragged breaths were all about me.

“Rowena…”

I leaned back on my hands and beamed up at him. “Yes, husband?” I slipped off the bed and reached for his fly.

He sighed, covering my fingers. “We need to get you to a doctor to have you checked.”

I glared up at him and pulled hard, yanking his jeans open. Maybe sex wouldn’t be someone else’s first choice, but it was mine. All the other things that went with this miracle could wait until morning.

“No, Bossy Pants. It’s late and I want to suck my husband’s cock and hear what it does to him.”

“Fuck, yes. Okay.”

Sometimes, he was so easy to convince to my way of thinking. “I have an idea,” he said.

“Yes?”

He pulled off his tie. A moment later, he’d covered my eyes, depriving me of my sight and seeming to amplify my hearing.

His fingers buried in my hair, guiding me to his erection. I grinned as I licked him, savoring the salty-sweet taste of the wide, mushroomed head. 

“God damn,” he swore. His muttered oaths and animalistic groans of approval wrapped around me and directed my enthusiasm. I wasn’t missing a thing by not seeing his face. Ever so slowly, I sucked his tip into my mouth. My cheeks pulled in as I exerted pressure on those first couple inches. My hand circled his base, squeezing up and down.

“Motherfuck— I’m going to come down your hot, little throat. You want that, dirty girl? You want it coating your tongue, filling your mouth?”

I hummed. His fingers twisted in my hair, pulling with the sweetest sting. Pushing farther down his length, I traced my tongue over the vein that ran its length. 

“Fuck. Oh my—fuck!” he groaned, right in time with my lips sinking down him. 

“Your mouth is sin, babe. Oh, damn, take me deeper.” 

I moaned around him, taking him as far as I could. Above me, Ross jerked, another round of curses spewing from him, and down below, my panties were wet from it all. 

Geez, I’d been missing so much. Hearing everything was like aural sex. The sound of my mouth on him, his harsh breathing, dirty words and guttural responses aroused me more than I ever could have dreamed. My hand slipped beneath my waistband and into my throbbing cleft, stroking while I sucked. My folds were so slick. 

I moaned around him as I rubbed my clit. Rossman moved so fast, I barely registered it before I was on my back and he was over me. He shoved down my pants. 

“Naughty girl,” he growled, “touching what’s mine.”

“Sorry,” I whimpered. Not sorry. So, so, so not sorry.

“You’re not sorry.” He flipped me over, his powerful forearm under my belly. “On your knees, ass in the air.” His hand smacked said ass.

“Oh my God,” I cried at the lick of pain. Sometimes, we played rough, so it wasn’t new or unexpected. He knew I enjoyed the pleasure from unexpected spanks.

“You’re so pretty like that. All open and ready for me. Should I redden that rear or fuck you?” His thumb ran along the crease of my ass and down to my wet center. “Are you my bad girl?”

“So bad. Fuck me,” I begged. “Hard.”

Two of his fingers roughly pushed inside me, and I mewled, pushing back into him as he pumped. They pressed over my g-spot. 

“Ross, please. I want you.” I bucked into him, needing more. I craved him. Excitement vibrated through me as strong as if this were our first time. I needed to hear him as he sank into me. 

“Not yet.”

I screamed as his mouth covered my pussy, licking…sucking on my clit. His fingers continued fucking me hard. The sounds… Fuck…the sounds. I pushed my face to the plush carpet, overwhelmed by the newly returned sense as it meshed with the sensation of Ross, pleasuring me.

I cried out my orgasm. Before I realized it, he’d aligned to my center and surged inside me, forcing open my clenching walls. “Yes, oh yes. Yes!”

“So tight. Always so…” He thrust hard then withdrew to his tip. “Fucking…” Slam. “Tight!” He drove so deep, I swore I felt him in my belly. It was so full, so overpowering, so possessive. The dominance of this position was everything. Maybe my favorite. But we’d rarely mde love like this because Ross wanted me to see his lips. But we didn’t need words. Sounds or not, our bodies spoke.

You’re mine.

I’m yours.

I love you. I love you. I love you.

Now, my cries echoed around us, mixing with Ross’ deep, animal groans and the slapping of flesh. Heaven. Bliss. I almost came again.

“Yes, baby, fuck!” Ross called. “You’re so damn hot, squeezing my dick. You want all my cum, baby?”

“Yes…oh, please, yes.” We’d been official for over two years, and I never got tired of his big cock filling me, of him touching me everywhere. Of belonging to him fully, just like he was all mine.

He leaned over me. “I love you,” he whispered in my ear. His hand snaked up under my shirt, and if I hadn’t been so turned on, I would have giggled at the fact we were still mostly dressed. Somehow, though, it made it even hotter.

He squeezed my breast then plucked at the nipple, knowing what it did to me. Every tweak and tug yanked at the cord connecting my chest to my core and my already snug channel clenched on his erection. 

Reaching beneath us with the other hand, he rubbed my clit while he pistoned into me. Unexpectedly, he pinched that little nub and I went off like a rocket, screaming into the carpet.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Ross chanted as he powered through my orgasm, his thrusts growing choppy. “Yes, milk it all from me!”

With one long grunt, he surged deep, his hot release pouring into me.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Yes…”

I must have melted into the carpet, because the next thing I knew, Ross was carrying me. Then I felt our soft mattress beneath me. He settled next to me, spooned to my back. His hand cupped and molded my breast. “You can really hear?”

I hummed, so full of the residual pleasure, so visceral it seemed as if a golden light surrounded us.

“Yes.” I smiled, completely overwhelmed and overjoyed by the miracle we’d been given. Tears of happiness seeped from my eyes, absorbed by the cockeyed tie that still partially obscured my vision. “I can hardly believe it,” I whispered.

He kissed my neck. “I have no words.”

“I’m afraid,” I confessed.

“Of what?”

“Waking up tomorrow and it being a dream. Or being gone again.”

He pressed his forehead to the back of my neck, and I felt him shaking with emotion. “Not a dream. And the other… It won’t happen.”

“I know. I mean, I hope.”

He pulled off the blindfold. Turning me onto my back, he leaned over me, his forehead to mine. “It will be fine. I know it,” he repeated like a prayer. “And no matter what happens, I will be right beside you, loving you until the end of time.”

“I love you, too. Hearing you say that… I feel it here.” My hand flattened on my belly. “It fills me with kamikaze butterflies.”

“And hearing you say you love me fills something else a little lower. And it’s not with butterflies.”

“You’re such a perv. We’re having a moment.”

“Mm-hmm.” He smirked. “A moment before I have you again. Maybe again and again and again until we’re too exhausted to keep our eyes open for another second. And when you wake up to Noah crying for us at four AM, you’ll know. The silence will be over.”

“That’s what’s going to happen, huh?”

“Yes, because I say so.”

“Bossy,” I teased.

“You wouldn’t want me any other way.”

He leaned over me and proceeded to do exactly that—loving me until we couldn’t move. And when Noah cried the next morning as Ross had predicted, I knew our miracle was real.

My husband, the man I’d loved forever, stood beside me as I cuddled our son. Noah settled with sweet little coos. They melted my heart and brought tears to my eyes. When I looked up, I saw moisture glistening in my bad boy’s eyes, too.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“I didn’t do—”

“You did,” I interrupted. “You were always there for me. You’ve given me all the most important things in life. I’m thankful for my miracle, but I already had everything. I already had you.”

And when Ross covered my lips with his, I knew that whatever happened in the future, I was right—I had everything because we had each other, and together, we could face anything that might come our way.
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