


Valentine’s Day 

If asked, Alex would say we’d only been together for four months. If he was in a 

particularly grumpy mood, he’d get technical and say three and a half. And even though it had 

only been that long since we’d admitted our feeling for each other, the truth of it was that our 

relationship began the day I moved into his house. Alex had thought it would only be a platonic 

arrangement. I had known differently from the start. 

I had absolutely no doubt that Alex loved me completely. And I knew he knew I loved 

him back just as much. It was taking some time to shift Alex’s perspective so that he could fully 

trust in what we were building together. He’d spent so long thinking of me as a kid with a case of 

hero worship that it was hard for him to see me as a grown man with a solid job. That despite my 

age, I was ready to settle down. He was my forever and I was going to prove it to him. 

Valentine’s Day was largely a commercial holiday and I was certain that Alex hadn’t 

given it much thought. But I’d been planning for this since almost the beginning. Thanksgiving, 

Christmas, New Year’s—all those holidays didn’t mean as much. Though we’d spent each one 

as a newly appointed couple, we’d also spent plenty of them together in the past. This was our 

first Valentine’s Day together, though, and I wanted to make it special. 

When Alex got home at seven-thirty in the morning, he was doing the zombie shuffle. 

He’d worked back-to-back night shifts for the past two weeks. Normally, he wouldn’t have been 

scheduled for so many in a row, but one of the other paramedics in the company had been 

injured and Alex had picked up most of the slack. He was one of the few who didn’t have kids at 

home; only a partner tired of sleeping alone. But as of today, he’d be free of nights for a while. 

And he actually had today, tomorrow, and Sunday off before he went back to days. 

He didn’t even seem to notice me sitting at my desk in the corner of the living room as he 

shambled by. But that could have been because he had his shirt half off and obscuring his face at 

the time. I smiled softly. He was beyond exhausted and I knew he needed sleep. I quietly turned 

back to my work. I’d arranged it so I was working from home for the day and I had to put in a 

few hours of concentrated work before I could log off. As the website manager for a big medical 

complex, it was my responsibility to make sure everything was running smoothly. Ever since 

they added online appointment booking three weeks ago, though, it seemed like there were 

always bugs that needed working out of the program. 

By three, I was finally finished and I quickly shut down my computer. I walked down the 

hall on silent feet and poked my head into the bedroom. Alex was still sleeping soundly, his big 

body stretched out on cotton sheets, the blanket twisted hopelessly around his middle. If I wasn’t 

in bed with him, he slept restlessly. Only when he had me to cling to was he ever still in sleep. I 

couldn’t help the smile that stretched my lips. He was a beautiful man and, sometimes, just 

looking at him made my heart ache. I contemplated joining him for just a few seconds. My smile 

turned rueful and I shook my head. Quietly, I retreated the way I came. I wanted him to keep 

sleeping. I had plans for him later. 



I had an hour, tops, before he rose from his slumber. He’d be ravenous when he woke. I 

wanted dinner on the table by the time he ambled into the kitchen looking for nourishment. I 

learned the art of moving silently in our eight months—seven and a half—of living together. It 

had been a necessity for Alex’s peace of mind. Shift work was hard on a person, and I had 

wanted to do everything I could to make it easier for him. 

Moving with exaggerated, careful movements, I set the table. Dark red table cloth, silver 

candlesticks that had been my grandmother's, the vase of roses I’d hidden in the back hall—

everything placed just so until I was pleased. I stood back to admire it for a long moment, 

smiling. Then I glanced at the clock and swallowed down a hint of panic. It had taken me longer 

than I’d anticipated to get everything on the table exactly how I wanted it and now I’d have to 

rush to cook dinner. Fortunately, I was making Alex’s favorite dinner—linguine in clam sauce—

and it was easy enough to prepare. I minced the garlic and chopped the onions while water for 

the pasta boiled. The pasta was just about done and the garlic, onions and clams were just about 

ready to go over the top of the linguine when I heard Alex’s cell phone ring from the bedroom. 

Crap. I wouldn’t have time to change. 

“Fuck, Carrie,” I heard Alex say from down the hall. “I got him a card. Isn’t that 

enough?” 

I snorted back a laugh. Yeah, it was enough. It was exactly the kind of thing the love of 

my life would do. 

“Are you in my house cooking?” Alex said, presumably to Carrie—his best friend and 

my sister-in-law. There was a beat of silence. “I gotta go. Don’t call back.” 

I was just plating the meal when I felt, more than heard, Alex enter the kitchen. I didn’t 

turn around right away, fussing with the way everything looked one last time. 

“Matt?” Alex asked tentatively from the doorway. I took a deep breath, crossed to the 

sink to place the now empty pan inside, smiled widely, and turned. 

“Happy Valentine’s Day, love,” I said softly. 

He just squinted at me. “What are you doing home so early?” 

I couldn’t stop the chuckle and I didn’t even try. Shaking my head, my grin grew. “I 

worked from home today. You didn’t even notice when you got in.” 

Alex hung his head. “I’m sorry.” 

I moved fast, crossing the floor quickly so I could get my hands on him. Cupping his face 

in my hands, I lifted his head until I could see directly into those brown eyes I loved so much. 

“No, no need to be sorry. You were exhausted and you needed your sleep. It’s all good. Hungry? 

I made your favorite.” 



“I can smell that,” he said, the beginnings of a smile working its way across his 

delectable mouth. He leaned forward and dipped his head enough so he could press his lips to 

mine. “Thank you for this. It looks awesome. The table, the food… Everything looks great.” 

I pecked his lips again as an acknowledgement of his praise, then led him to the table, 

pulling out his chair for him. He gave me a skeptical smile as he sat. Normally, we sat facing 

each other across our small table, but today I’d placed us side-by-side. I had purposefully seated 

him in the left most seat so that he could still use his dominant hand to eat and his right could 

wander into my lap. If he was so inclined, that is. 

We were quiet as we ate—Alex wasn’t big on conversation when he was shoveling food 

into his hungry stomach—but we exchanged soft touches and lingering smiles. When Alex 

finished his last bite and sat back with a satisfied sigh, I stood quickly, clearing the plates from 

the table. 

“I have dessert too,” I said. Alex grinned. I went to the back hall to retrieve the chocolate 

raspberry cheesecake I’d made the night before. It wasn’t heated back there and it served well as 

cool storage. I hadn’t wanted to put it in the refrigerator in case he’d gone looking for a snack 

before falling into bed for the day. While I was in there, I pulled his present from where I had 

hidden it behind some canned goods and shoved it in my pocket. 

A few minutes later, we were seated again, each with our own slice of cheesecake. The 

way Alex was eating had made me lose interest in my own dessert. He licked his fork after every 

bite, his pink tongue snaking out and wrapping around the tines to make sure he didn’t miss a 

single speck. And the noises he was making? They would not have been out of place in a porno. 

Blood rushed to my cock and my gaze was determinedly fixed on his face as it contorted into 

pleasure. I swallowed hard. If I didn’t give him his present now, I’d be dragging him off to bed. 

The instant the last bite disappeared, I shoved away from the table and dropped to my knees at 

his side, pulling the black velvet box from my pocket as I did so. 

“The fuck?” he asked quietly. 

“I love you,” I said in response. 

His face turned a little wary but there was no hesitation when he said, “I love you too.” 

“I want you to be mine forever.” 

Alex’s expression softened and he reached out with one big hand to cup my cheek. “I 

already am.” 

I had to swallow hard and my hands were shaking, but I opened the box showing him 

what was inside as I rushed out the words. “Marry me?” 

“Fuck,” he said with a groan, his lids slamming shut. I just laughed. I hadn’t expected 

anything less from him. 



“It doesn’t have to be some big ceremony. It doesn’t even have to be a ceremony at all. 

Just wear my ring and we’ll file for domestic partnership papers. I don’t care. I just want to be 

tied to you in every way possible. 

Alex was silent for a long moment before his eyes opened and he looked at me. “You 

think Carrie would ever forgive me if I didn’t give her a chance to be best woman at my 

wedding?” He shook his head and gave a little laugh. Then he reached out with his other hand so 

he was holding my face. Quietly, he said, “I was going to ask you, you know. When I was sure 

you were ready.” 

“I’m ready,” I assured him quickly. I knew he was worried about my age and thought I 

wasn’t ready to settle down. But I was. I so was. I thought he was, too, but he hadn’t yet 

answered me, not really, and the nerves I hadn’t felt at all up to this moment started creeping in. 

The longer he remained silent, the worse they got. Until I finally held the box up a little higher, 

bringing it back into his field of vision. “Alex?” 

“Yeah, I’ll marry you. Absolutely I’ll marry you. I’m going to marry the hell out of you.” 

My grin took over my entire face. My hands were still shaking as I lifted the wide 

platinum band from the box and slipped it over his ring finger. He waited patiently until I was 

done before he grabbed me and used his superior strength to haul me into his lap. The box fell to 

the floor, but I didn’t care. When he stood with me in his arms, we bumped against the table and 

I thought I heard a plate clatter to the floor. But he was kissing me, carrying me to the bedroom 

and it didn’t matter. He was mine, and I was his. And we were going to be that way forever. 

Nothing could make me happier. 

I’d known from the moment I’d first laid eyes on him four and half years ago that he was 

going to be mine. And now he was. 

Happy Valentine’s Day indeed. 

 

 

  



Wedding Preparations 

 

"No. Fuck no!" 

"What do you mean no?" Carrie asked, a little incredulously. 

Matt just smirked. "Yeah, he said the same thing to me when we were talking about me 

moving in here. We all know how well that turned out. Isn't that right, Alex?" 

I stared at my best friend and my fiancé like they were on drugs. I was pretty sure they 

had both snorted coke when I'd been out of the room. Because they couldn't be serious. 

Apparently, from the looks on their faces, they were. 

"I'm not releasing fucking doves. You're both out of your goddamn mind if you think--" 

I stopped short when I saw the twinkle in Matt's eye. His face was a mask of seriousness, 

but the little sparkle in his green eyes was enough to give him away. I squinted and all but 

growled, "You little shit." 

He burst out laughing, and Carrie quickly joined him. They'd been playing me. I really 

should have known. They thought they were fucking hysterical when the ganged up on me—

which was happening with a lot more frequency the more time they spent together. Lately, that 

had been a lot, since Carrie was actively helping to plan the wedding. 

I couldn't give a rat's ass about all the trappings of the ceremony. I wanted to marry the 

man I loved and it didn't matter how it happened. Matt had said he didn't care either, but deep 

down, I knew he did. So I let him have the reins to plan the kind of day that he wanted. 

Normally, Matt's taste was impeccable so I had no doubt that I'd appreciate any choices he made. 

Of course, I hadn't really thought through throwing Carrie into the mix. 

"Come on, Lex," Carrie said, her voice cajoling, when she so the look on my face. "We 

were just playing around." 

Matt instantly looked contrite and slid from his chair to land in my lap. He wound his 

arms around my neck and kissed me, not caring that I was frowning. "I'm sorry, baby," he 

whispered, his lips against mine. "I didn't mean to upset you." 

I sighed and melted, pulling him close and squeezing him tight. He tucked his head down 

into the crook of my neck with a content sigh of his own. And then after a beat, he very 

purposely wiggled his ass so that he ground against my cock. I gave him a glare because Carrie 

was sitting right there and had an unholy gleam of interest in her eye, but Matt didn't seem to 

care. He was deliberately trying to seduce me. But I didn't want him doing that just to make up 

for the fact that they'd played a joke on me. 



I pulled back far enough to say so but the look in his green eyes was enough to make me 

catch my breath. He wanted to ravage me and I was suddenly all for letting him. Matt licked his 

lips and my gaze dropped to watch his tongue. His lips quirked up in a small, smug smile. 

"Sorry, Carrie," Matt said. "You need to go." 

"But why?" she whined petulantly. "We haven't made any real decisions! We've just been 

goofing off for the last hour. Your wedding is only three months away and--" 

"You need to go," Matt interrupted, not taking his eyes off of me, "Because I'm going to 

drag your best friend into our bedroom and fuck him into the mattress." 

I hissed in a breath. I loved it when he got commanding. If he was in a real possessive 

mood, I wouldn't escape the bedroom without several deep, bruising bites. Just the thought of it 

made me shiver. I was hard already, just from his words and his weight in my lap. He wiggled 

expertly, making sure I knew he felt me. I barely stifled a moan. 

"Wait a minute," Carrie said, her tone thoughtful. "You do the fucking? Cause, seriously, 

if I had to guess, I would have said the other way around." 

"Dammit, Carrie," I ground out, my ears turning red. I didn't know which bothered me 

more; the fact that she'd said that out loud or that she's been thinking about it at all. 

"Oh, Alex fucks me plenty," Matt said conversationally, still keeping his eyes on me. He 

readjusted his position until he was straddling my thighs, then pushed his hard length into my 

stomach. "But tonight? I'm totally doing him." 

I wouldn't call the sound that escaped my throat a whimper exactly. But it really revved 

my engine when Matt talked like that. My hands moved of their own volition, grabbing his ass 

and pulling his body tight to mine. God I loved his ass. Matt's grin turned cocky as he tipped my 

head back and kissed me hard. 

"At least wait till I'm gone!" Carrie squeaked. A minute later, the front door slammed. 

I pulled out of the kiss, trying to catch my breath. Matt knew exactly how to get me 

worked up. I was ready to let him devour me, but first there was something I needed to know. I 

caught his wandering hands in mine. He pouted but looked me square in the eye. 

"Why is it you always pounce when you're making wedding plans?" 

His pupils were blown with lust and he growled. "You're gonna be mine. Forever." 

"Yeah," I agreed with a shiver. "I am." 

"Wanna make you mine right now." 



I had to grin, because, really, I loved it when he got like this. I'd always wanted to belong 

to someone. And even though I'd had moments of worries and doubt since Matt and I had gotten 

together, the one thing I knew with absolute certainty was that I loved this man with everything I 

had. When I nudged him, he stood quickly and practically yanked me out of the chair, and then 

dragged me across the house to our bedroom. 

He wanted to show me I was his? That was fine with me. 

  



Home Improvement 

A bang. A clatter. A string of curses that made me smile. I pulled the t-shirt over my 

head, tossed my uniform at the basket, and then padded barefoot down the short hallway and into 

the living room. I crossed my arms and leaned against the far wall, taking in the chaos around 

me. The window was open. A box lay mutilated and discarded underneath Matt's desk, and the 

man himself was leaning over to retrieve the screwdriver he dropped. Matt sat on the floor 

surrounded by pieces of wood. I smirked. I couldn't help it and didn't even try. 

"Need a hand?" 

Matt's head jerked up, and he scowled at me. "No." 

I grinned and sauntered closer. He had the directions spread out on his lap. As I watched, 

he reached into the small plastic bag that contained the screws and fastenings, picked one out, 

and tried to match it up to the picture before him. He shook his head, set it aside, and tried again. 

"Matt," I said softly. He shook his head again, refusing to look at me. 

"I can do this. It's not that hard. I don't need help." 

I nodded even though he wasn't looking at me. When he'd come home with the shelving 

unit, he'd been so proud of himself. He told me how he saw it in the store and knew it would look 

just perfect tucked into the corner of the living room. He'd been amassing quite a collection of 

books—he had to have something to occupy him when I worked the night shift—and he needed 

a place to put them. 

"I know you don't need help. But it would go faster if we did it together, don't you 

think?" I asked. He looked up to fix me with a glare, before returning his attention to the paper 

on his lap. The thing was, Matt wasn't that mechanically inclined and I was worried that that the 

shelf would collapse in the middle of the night and scare the crap out of us. But I knew that look. 

He was determined to do this himself. 

I crossed the room and knelt down behind him, wrapping my arms around his shoulders 

and tugging him back against my chest. He gave a soft sigh, the way he always did in my arms. 

He'd wanted to be there for so long, and I had missed it for years. But I wasn't going to dwell on 

that. We were together now and had been for a while. 

He still needed help, though, so I kissed his ear and played the trump card. "We're 

married now. Partners. That means we do things together." 

Matt leaned sideways so he could see my face. "You know, ever since we said our vows, 

you've become a total sap. Where's the grumpy man I fell in love with?" His tone was teasing, 

and I just smiled.  He sighed heavily. "You're just worried I'm not going to do it right and the 

whole thing will fall down." 



"Maybe," I admitted with a smile. 

He shook his head. "You just got off shift. You need to go to bed." 

"How am I going to sleep with you banging around in here?" I asked practically. When a 

guilty look crossed his face, I was quick to add, "Let's do it together, get it done, and then you 

can come nap with me." 

He studied me for a long moment, then he gave a huff. "Fine! You can be my assistant 

then." He handed me the directions, and then motioned toward the pile of boards and bag of 

screws. "You tell me what to do, and I'll do all the work." 

I waggled my eyebrows. "That's just how I like it." 

Matt snorted out a laugh. "No it's not. You like it when I tell you what to do. When I hold 

you down. When I'm in charge." The more he spoke, the more heated his gaze got. He licked his 

lips, and swallowed hard. "You know what? Let's forget this for now. You really need to sleep. I 

better take you to bed and make sure you rest well." 

I could tell by his slow, salacious smile that once we got to bed, it would be a while 

before I did any sleeping, That was fine with me. With a flourish, I tossed the directions to the 

floor, and hauled him to his feet as I stood. He was quick to plaster himself to my back, nudging 

me with his groin at my ass down the hall. I went willingly because I got what I wanted; him in 

our bed and not putting the shelves together on his own. If I did my job right, he'd be zonked out 

for hours afterwards. And then I could sneak into the living room, and put the shelves together 

myself. Matt would be mad, but I'd blow him after he made dinner and he would forgive me. 

I was really loving married life. 

  



The Surprise 

I walked into the house and stopped dead at the sight before me. I'd just finished a long, 

particularly grueling swing shift. This had to be a hallucination because I was beyond tired. I 

blinked, then rubbed my eyes hard. Nope. It was real. 

"Matthew Edward Carter-Sullivan!" 

Matt's entire body jerked, and then he cringed, before he turned wide, mockingly 

innocent eyes to me. "Oh, hey, baby. You're home." 

"Hi." I squinted at him. "Seriously, Matt, what the fuck?" 

He held up his hands in surrender. "It's Carrie's fault!" 

I blew out a breath, and then pinched the bridge of my nose. I should have guessed that 

my wonderful but meddlesome best friend was somehow involved. They'd always been friendly, 

and Carrie was married to Matt's brother. But ever since she and my husband had planned our 

wedding together they'd been thick as thieves. I thought that it was great that they go along so 

well--they were the two most important people in my life--but they somehow always managed to 

get into trouble. 

Matt took my silence as an invitation to explain. "See, she decided that she was going to 

get Luke a fish tank for his birthday. And she recruited me along to do the heavy lifting." Matt 

curled an arm to show off his bicep. I continued to glare, not amused. He shook his head and 

continued. "And then she wanted to look, just look, at the kittens. But then we saw this one and I 

couldn't leave her there, Alex. I just couldn't!" 

The overly dramatic tone did nothing to sway me. Matt knew better than to think it 

would. Which is why he picked up the tiny kitten in his lap, cradled it in his hands, and turned so 

that the little face was looking straight at me. "Look, though. Isn't she just so sweet?" 

The kitten ever so slowly blinked at me. And then she started to purr. Despite the eight or 

so feet that separated us, I could still hear it. Okay, yeah, if I was being honest, she was 

absolutely adorable. She was all black except for the small patch of white on one paw, and her 

eyes were a startling and sort of eerie shade of green. She gave a somewhat pitiful meow. My 

heart nearly melted right on the spot. But no. I couldn't let the kitty get to me. I was pissed. Matt 

had brought home a pet without even talking to me first. 

"Matt," I said, my voice low and full of warning. I had to tear my gaze from the kitten 

and force myself to focus on my beloved husband's face. And I did love him. Which was why I 

wasn't throwing a tantrum of epic proportions and insisting he get the cat the fuck out of our 

house. "You can't just--" 

"But I need something to cuddle with when you're on nights," he interrupted quickly. "I 

get so lonely, and I miss you so badly. Having the cat in the house will make me feel better." 



Shit. He jumped straight to the trump card. He knew I hated leaving him alone at night. I 

deflated, my anger disappearing. "Matty, I told you I'd get another job. There are other things I 

can do. If it's really that bad, I can--" 

"No," he cut me off again. He set the kitten inside a towel lined basket and practically 

leapt to his feet, crossing the distance between us quickly. He took my face in his hands and 

tilted it down until I had no choice but to look at him. "You love being a paramedic, and I know 

you'd be unhappy doing anything else. I don't want you to do that. I knew what I was getting into 

when I fell in love with you. We've been making it work for almost two years. We'll keep 

making it work. Don't even think about quitting your job." 

I nodded. "But you just said--." His kiss shut me up this time, but I was perfectly fine 

with that. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him in close, fitting our bodies together 

perfectly. He always felt so good in my arms. 

"I hate being away from you on nights that you work, but I can deal," he said softly, his 

lips brushing against mine. "But Alex, I want the kitten." 

Like I would deny him anything. "Fine," I grumbled, just for form. "Keep the damn 

kitten. But don't expect me to clean the litter box or brush her. Or feed or pet her or anything. 

This one is all on you, buddy." 

His grin was brilliantly bright, and I was rewarded with another kiss. "Thank you, baby." 

He squeezed me tightly, then pulled out of the embrace to sit by the basket again. I walked closer 

so that I could see too. The kitten had curled up and fallen asleep, her tiny body contorted in 

what had to be an uncomfortable position. Apparently, she didn't think so. 

"I think I'm going to call her Uhura," Matt announced in a whisper. 

"Like hell you are!" I exploded. 

"But--" 

My glare was real. "I will not have that name spoken in my house." 

Matt's smile was indulgent, and I thought I heard him mutter "ridiculous" before he shook 

his head. He reached out and stroked a hand down that tiny spine, his fingers ruffling the fur 

along the kitten's back. "All right, then. What shall we call her?" 

I was ridiculously pleased that he'd said "we" though there was no way I was going to let 

him know that. I thought hard for a moment before suggesting, "Cersei?" 

Matt shook his head vehemently. "No. She's an evil bitch. I'm not going to let my sweet, 

beautiful kitten be called that!" 



Now he was the one being ridiculous. I had to laugh. Lowering myself to the floor beside 

him, I wracked my brain.  If Star Trek and Game of Thrones were out, we needed something 

else. Matt settled back into my chest, and I slid my arms around his stomach. What else did we 

both watch and love? 

"Oh!" I said, the idea hitting like a lightning bolt. "I got it. We'll call her..." I paused for 

dramatic effect. I felt Matt suck in a breath and hold it. When I let the silence stretch long 

enough, I announced with relish, "Buffy!" 

Matt released a happy sigh. "Perfect." 

*** 

I was lying on the couch, watching TV when Matt got home from work a few days later. I 

was off, and I'd spent the day doing laundry and tidying up some. I gave him a grin when he 

walked into the living room. His smile turned wicked. I licked my lips. 

"Caught you," he murmured, his voice low. 

"Huh?" 

He gestured with a hand toward my chest. I looked down at the little black ball of fur that 

had taken up residence on my left pectoral. "Um, well, you see. She just kind of climbed up 

there, and I didn't have the heart to dump her off." 

"Uh huh." Matt's face was full of amusement. "Suuuuure." 

I scowled. "Shut up. I'm not going to be mean to a cat." 

"Admit it," he said as he dropped his messenger bag on the floor. I pulled up my knees so 

that he could sit on the other end of the couch, then plopped my feet in his lap. "You love Buffy 

as much as I do." 

I would do no such thing. It was true that the cat was a sweetheart. And there was 

something comforting about having that warm ball of purring fur cuddled up against me. But 

there was no way I was going to tell Matt that I adored the cat. He would be insufferable. I shook 

my head, then slowly sat up, placing Buffy in her basket that was conveniently by the couch. 

"The cat's nice," I allowed, then let my voice drop. "But it's day light, we're both home, 

and I'd rather be cuddled up with you." 

Matt's pupils dilated with lust, and his mouth popped open to pant out little breaths. 

"Want me to take you to bed and fuck you hard?" 

I groaned, then lunged, sealing my lips to his in a hungry kiss. This never got old. I didn't 

think it ever would. "God, yes." 



"Admit that you love our cat," Matt said, the lust in his voice making it deeper than usual, 

"and I will fuck you so good, you won't walk right for days." 

I growled, and Matt just laughed. He pulled away from me, and started backing down the 

hallway. He tugged off his shirt, taunting me. "Admit it, Alex." 

I stalked after him, knowing I could have him whether I said it or not. But underneath the 

playful banter, I could see this was important to him. I wasn't sure why, but if it mattered to him, 

I'd say anything. Besides, it was a little bit true. "I love the cat." 

He grabbed me and yanked me hard behind him into the bedroom. The passion on his 

face was enough to set fire to my body. I started yanking off my clothes, loving the lust radiating 

from him. 

"There's my man," Matt all but purred, shoving me down on the bed beneath him. "Gruff 

on the outside, soft gooey center. Christ, I fucking love you." 

I grinned, submitting easily. I knew I was in for the ride of my life. I'd have to remember 

this trick. If it got him that fired up to see my softer side, I'd use that to my advantage. Who 

knew that cat would turn out to be a blessing? 

  



Happily Ever After 

I didn't normally sleep on my back, but sometimes in the act of turning over, the position 

felt so good I stayed there for a while. Of course, that invariably was the time Buffy hopped up 

on the bed and decided to get comfortable on my chest. I hated to move her, avoided it at all 

costs in fact, so if she jumped up I ended up staying in that spot until I couldn't stand it anymore. 

I'd already been lying on my back for several minutes when I felt the mattress dip as she climbed 

up. Quickly, I turned onto my side, and Buffy waited patiently for me to be done before she 

stepped up onto me, turned around several times, kneaded my hip with her sharp little claws, and 

they finally settled down. 

I gave a tiny smile, and breathed out, relaxing under her warm weight. 

I felt Alex's hand creep up my back, over my side, and then gently but firmly, nudged 

Buffy off of me. She moved only when she had to, then jumped off the bed with a loud thump 

and padded away. Alex curled is arm around me and pulled me back into him. 

"Don't know why you let the cat in here," he muttered against the back of my neck. 

"She's used to sleeping with me. You work nights more often than not." It wasn't an 

accusation, just a statement of fact. Even still Alex stiffened for a moment before relaxing. I 

didn't love sleeping without him, but he loved his job, and was a damn good paramedic. I would 

never deprive him of that. Even if I'd rather have him home with me at night. 

Alex pulled me in even tighter. "You have me tonight. You don't need her." He growled a 

little, playing at being possessive, and nipped the back of my neck. 

I grinned in the darkness, arching back, making sure my ass pushed against his groin. 

"She's less bitey." 

His chuckle was wicked. "You like the biting." 

"I like to do the biting," I corrected, breaking his hold so I could turn over and face him. 

He hadn't been prepared, so even though he was slightly bigger and heavier, I was able to gain 

the upper hand. I had him pinned to the mattress below me in seconds, and his body went lax in 

my hold. I could barely make out his face in the very dim light shine through the crack in the 

curtains, but what I could see was full of love and lust. Just like I liked him. 

I bent my head so I could get my lips on his throat. Kisses first, then biting. 

Alex breathed out, tilting his chin back so I could have all the access I wanted. "Love 

you, Matthew Edward Carter-Sullivan." 

I moaned as I ground my hips against his . He knew how much I loved hearing my full 

name, hearing our last names linked together. "Someone's looking to get fucked." 



He grabbed my face, pulling it down to his. "Always," he said, and then kissed me hard. 

When he pulled back for breath, we were both panting. He kept his lips close as he added, 

"Doesn't make it any less true. I love you." 

I grinned, reached for the lube, and said, "I love you too." 

 

 


