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May these shorts and this day for lovers be good to 

you. –Nikki 

 



Sweet Valentine   



One 

 

 

He couldn’t sit still. No matter how hard he tried he really couldn’t sit still. He was 

too excited; had bugged his Papa to help him pick out the perfect gift and card. Now he 

had it and he was terrified that today would be the day she didn’t come to school.  

Ten-year-old, Evan blew a stray curl from his forehead and bit his lip as he stared 

at the classroom door.  

“You gotta stop bouncing so much. Papa says you’re not s’posed to look so excited,” 

Evan’s little brother Dane pointed out.  

Evan rolled his eyes. “Papa says a lotta stuff.”  

“Yeah, but most of its true.”  

“You’ll believe anything you hear.”  

“Do not.”  

“Do too.”  

“Do not.”  

“Do too.”  

Dane punched his shoulder. “Shut up.”  

Evan punched him back. “You shut up! And leave me alone!”  

“Are you guys fighting again?” an annoyed but soft voice asked from behind the 

brothers.  

Freezing, Evan slowly turned, his little heart beating a mile a minute in 

anticipation. When his eyes finally met those liquid gold orbs, warmth spread from the 

middle of his chest and out to his finger tips and the bottoms of his boot clad feet. Bianca 

Grayson stood there, as pretty as ever in a new snow white sweater dress with 

multicolored hearts decorating it, tights and a new pair of cowboy boots. Her shoulder 

length curly locks were pulled back from her adorably dimpled face by a pink head band, 

small brows raised as she looked at them both, a heart shaped tin in her hand and two 

cards.  

“Because if you are then I’m not sharing the goodies I helped my Mama make,” she 

declared.  



Evan was too busy staring at her in her dress. “You look right nice today, Sugar.” It 

was a nickname he’d given her way in the second grade when she’d been so sweet to him 

and shared her lunch time snack; a chocolate chip cookie.  

She beamed at him as she glanced down at herself, her golden eyes sparkling, 

dimples in full bloom. “Oh hush Evan; you’re just saying that because you know I have 

cookies.”  

He shook his head so hard that his hair bounced. “No, I really mean it, you look 

really pretty.”  

“Sure do,” Dane drawled beside him.  

Evan glared at the little booger. “Look someplace else before you lose your eyes, 

hoss.”  

“But—”  

Evan shot him a look and said one word, “Wedgie.”  

Dane’s lip curled as he turned around and folded his arms, muttering under his 

breath.  

Licking suddenly dry lips, Evan stood and wiped his palms on his jeans before 

grabbing his gift bag and card from under his desk. He had just enough time before class 

started to give Bianca her present. “Hey, Bianca, can you come to the cubby holes with me 

for a minute?”  

“Why?”  

He gave her impatient look. “Just c’mon.”  

“I’m hearing tone, Evan.” One small booted foot tapped.  

Giving her a sheepish smile, he added, “Please.”  

“That’s better.” She followed him. “Now what?”  

Evan shifted from one foot to another. “Well today’s Valentine’s day and stuff so…”  

“So?”  

“So I got you something and I hope you like it.” He thrust out the bag and waited 

until she took it.  

“Aw, Evan you didn’t have to—”  

“Just open it, please.”  

“Alright, alright.” She handed him the tin of cookies and the card. “That’s for you 

but you gotta share with Dane.”  



He pouted a little but shrugged. “Fine.” Evan hated sharing the cookies Bianca 

baked for him with the little booger but he would. He opened his card and it simply said, 

“You’re my best friend and I love you.”  

That made him make one of those girly little sighs that he had to cover with a cough 

when she looked at him funny. He smiled. “Thank you, Sugar. This is great.”  

She smiled back and opened her gift bag. Her eyes went wide before she squealed 

and pulled out the teddy bear dressed in an apron and chef’s hat. “Oh Evan it’s so cute!” 

When she hugged it to her chest and squeezed it tight Evan suddenly found himself 

jealous of the dumb ole bear.  

“I thought you’d like it,” he said shyly.  

Her grin was bright enough to knock him on his butt. “I love it!” Before he knew it 

she leaned up to him and planted a kiss right on his cheek. “Thank you so much!” She 

kissed him again before skipping out of the cubby-hole room and Evan just stood there in 

shock, rubbing the spot her lips had touched.  

A smile lifted his mouth as he whispered, “Happy Valentine’s Day, Sugar.”  

  



Two 

Twenty odd years later...  

 

Evan’s breath left him in a soft exhalation as he stared at the way early morning 

rays filtered through the curtains and danced on his wife’s flawless mahogany skin. Long 

curly lashes rested on the tops of her cheeks, her pouty mouth parted as she took in slow 

even breaths. One of his hands reached up to move a stray curl from her forehead. Over 

the years she’d let her locks grow back to their original shoulder length. Evan smiled as 

he remembered how she’d demanded a silk pillowcase for her side of the bed because she 

was determined not to ruin her hair every night.  

She stirred but those big beautiful golden eyes never opened, her grip on her 

favorite teddy bear never faltering. He scowled down at the small stuffed animal. Twenty 

odd years down the road and she was still gripping the damn thing tighter than she did 

him. Reaching out he tugged at one of the legs to see what she’d do. Her brows slashed 

downwards as she scooted away from him and gripped it tighter.  

Evan chuckled when without opening her eyes she said, “Keep your damn hands 

off my bear, Halima.” And then just like that she settled down and went right back to 

sleep.  

Grinning he kissed her nose and lips before sitting up and studying her some more. 

Bianca hated when he did it while she was awake, told him that after all the time they’d 

spent together he shouldn’t have to look at her so closely but the fact of the matter was 

that the woman was so damn beautiful he couldn’t help himself.  

Everything from her dimples down to the dip in her spine, Bianca’s smile, the way 

she moved, made him breathe easier. When she turned over onto her stomach, half of the 

sheets and comforter sliding off her nude body to reveal more of her smooth dark form, 

he had to force himself to let her sleep. He hadn’t given her a minute to rest the night 

before, missing her like he did during the day. He even had to go so far as to cover her 

mouth so they wouldn’t wake Bailey or Elijah.  

Evan let out another breath and softly trailed his lips from her shoulder, down her 

spine, reaching the rise of her ass and planted an open mouth kiss right there. Once again 

she stirred but didn’t wake. Sighing regretfully, Evan finally rolled out of bed, finding a 



pair of pajama bottoms and a t-shirt to put on. Bianca had done some overtime the day 

before, on Valentine’s orders, and she needed her rest—which meant it was his turn to get 

up and deal with their spawn.  

Evan paused in the doorway of their bedroom and gave one last look at his woman. 

The content and peaceful smile that stole over her features while she slept caused him to 

stumble a little as he left the room and closed the door behind him. Damned if he didn’t 

love that woman.  

Whistling he made his way to his baby girl’s room first, figuring that she was well 

on her way to waking up anyway and cracked open the door to peek inside. “Baby girl?”  

No answer.  

He stuck his head all the way in, searching the princess-themed room but didn’t 

see Bailey. “Must be downstairs already.”  

He headed for Elijah’s room next, fully expecting to catch his boy hanging over the 

side of the bed and calling hogs like he’d been raised on a pig farm but his mini-me menace 

was nowhere to be found either. Evan grunted and headed for the stairs that led to the 

kitchen wondering if his ten and eight-year-olds were already busy digging into a box of 

cereal.  

When he hit the bottom step the sight that greeted him gave him pause. “Whoa...”  

Fully dressed, Bailey and Elijah were standing on footstools over the kitchen 

island, their little heads bent and pressed together as Elijah showed his sister how to pour 

pancake batter into a heart shape on the griddle.  

“See? Yah gotta do it like this because that’s how Mama makes ’em and they always 

come out perfect.” Elijah was saying.  

“Okay, I want mine to be perfect too.”  

“Even if they’re not, she’ll still love ’em.”  

“I know but I still want them to be perfect.” Bailey frowned, her little forehead 

crinkled in concentration as she got the shape she wanted. Then she smiled, looking more 

like Bianca than anything when two small dimples appeared. “I did it!”  

Evan giggled. “Yes, you did. Now we gotta make bacon and get the flower.”  

“I can get the flower! Nana showed me the right way to cut ’em from the 

greenhouse.”  

“Okay, I’ll finish this up. You get the flower.”  



Bailey hopped down from the stool and turned around. Evan was still standing on 

the steps, a smile in place.  

“Daddy!” She ran and launched herself at him. He caught her as he came all the 

way down the stairs and spun around, the sound of her giggles making his grin wider.  

“What’re you two up to?” Evan asked, kissing her on the forehead and ruffling 

Elijah’s hair.  

“Hi, Pop.” Elijah hopped down and grabbed a tray along with a plate and a small 

vase.  

“We’re making Mommy a Valentine’s day surprise!” Bailey announced.  

Evan’s brows rose. “Really? And Daddy doesn’t get anything?”  

She giggled, kissed his cheek. “You get Mommy and us; that’s a great present.”  

“I feel no love right now,” Evan deadpanned.  

Elijah had been busy getting the flower himself and plating everything while they 

talked.“Pop, can you help us carry the tray upstairs?”  

Evan put Bailey down and grabbed the tray. “Lead the way, kiddo.”  

 

*** 

 

Bianca groaned as she found one of Evan’s t-shirts to put on after coming out of 

the bathroom, then jumped back on the bed and burrowed underneath the covers again. 

She gripped his pillow and buried her face in it, inhaling the smell of sandalwood that 

clung to it. Another groan left her mouth when she realized it’d be a long time before she’d 

be able to feel him wrapped around her today. With two amateur versions of themselves 

running around, they were less likely to have any alone time.  

The thought made her pout, considering there was nothing in the world better than 

having her man’s hands on her. There was nothing better than his skin rubbing against 

her, his legs tangling with hers, his lips pressing the sweetest kisses she’d ever known to 

any place they could reach. Bianca shuddered, then grinned. They wouldn’t have the time 

they wanted now, but later… 

When their bedroom door swung open, she looked over her shoulder and sat up 

with a smile. Her baby girl bounced in with her arms spread wide. “Happy Valentine’s 

Day Mama!” Bailey charged the bed like she usually did, and Bianca caught her, laughing 



when she ran her fingers down Bailey’s sides and her daughter squealed and kicked her 

legs.  

“Happy Valentine’s Day, baby girl.” She hugged her tight.  

Bailey kissed her on the cheek and sat back, her golden eyes dancing with 

excitement. “We gots a surprise for you.”  

Bianca’s eyes widened. “You do?”  

“Yup.” Bailey nodded then called out, “Bring it in, boys!”  

Evan strolled in with Elijah, holding a tray stacked with pancakes, bacon, juice and 

an adorable rose. “Aw, you guys did this for me?”  

“Well it was my idea,” Evan said.  

“Liar,” Bianca, Bailey and Elijah replied.  

He frowned. “No love, just none.”  

Bianca ignored him and kissed Elijah as he handed her a card. It was a heart cut 

out in construction paper with glitter sprinkled all over it. When she opened it simply 

said, “You’re the best Mom ever, and we love you!”  

How was it that something that would seem so small to others had her eyes 

misting?  

“This is absolutely perfect and I’m gonna frame it,” Bianca whispered.  

“Oh Lord, here it comes,” Evan murmured.  

Bianca threw a pillow at his head. Elijah and Bailey giggled then stop when they 

heard a car horn honk.  

“What’s that?” Evan asked, going to the window to peek out.  

“Granpa’s come to take us for riding lessons,” Elijah explained, and then Bianca 

noticed he and his sister were both fully dressed. He climbed off the bed. “He says that we 

need to be outta your hair today so you can have some alone time.” Her son waggled his 

brows and Bianca rubbed a hand down her face to hide her grin.  

Evan just chuckled. “Well I’d advise you two to get going before he changes his 

mind.”  

Bailey and Evan kissed her then practically tore up the carpet running from the 

room. She laughed and grabbed a piece of bacon. “Your children are going to be 

interesting members of society some day.”  

“You calling my babies crazy?” Evan laughed, ambling over to the bed.  



Bianca shrugged. “If the straitjacket fits…”  

“You know I’ve seen you give a lotta love to everybody but me today.” He gave her 

a pathetic expression and she chuckled.  

“Aw, c’mere you big baby.”  

Evan dove onto the bed and crowded her space. She broke off a piece of pancake, 

dipped it in syrup and fed it to him. Leaning in she licked the sticky sweet confection from 

his lips. “Good morning.”  

He touched his mouth to hers once, then twice. “Good morning.” 

“Wanna share my breakfast?”  

He shook his head. “Nope. I have something else I’d rather eat entirely.” Evan 

moved the breakfast tray to the floor and pulled back the blanket. “You, Sugar.”  

 

 

  



Three 
 

 

Evan watched the way her eyes widened just a little as she scooted away from him. 

“I’m supposed to eat my special breakfast before it gets cold.”  

He gently gripped one of her ankles and pulled her back over to him. “We have a 

microwave, Sugar.”  

“Yeah, but I’m hungry.” She was pouting and damn was it cute. A light bulb clicked 

on in Evan’s mind. “Okay, baby. You wanna eat and I do too.” He reached back down to 

grab the syrup bottle and plate of pancakes. “So I’ll make a deal. You eat the pancakes 

while I satisfy myself on what I’m hungry for.” He tugged the t-shirt up and over her head, 

nipping at her thighs and lower belly, swirling his tongue around her navel. Bianca 

whimpered, arching into the caress of his mouth.  

 He drizzled just a little of the syrup on her torso, then upward to her breasts, the 

dark chocolate nipples standing fully at attention as she panted and squirmed.  

“Evan we’re gonna mess up the bed.”  

He knew for a fact she was trying to sound admonishing but all that came out was 

a breathy whisper as she leaned on her elbows to watch him.  

He broke off a piece of pancake, dipped it in the syrup on her skin, and finger fed 

it to her. “I’ll do laundry later, Sugar.” When she bit her lip then started chewing he knew 

he’d won the battle, and sucked one sticky nipple into his mouth, smiling around it when 

she gasped.  

He flicked his tongue against the tight bud until she cried out and gripped his head. 

Moving from one he gave the other the same attention, taking notice of the way her thighs 

widened. Evan sat up and hushed her when she whimpered. He had to get his clothes off, 

the fabric was irritating him, the fact that he wasn’t skin to skin with her was driving him 

crazy.  

He tossed his t-shirt and managed to get the pajama bottoms down and then off. 

Moving back between her thighs, he sighed in appreciation when his body made contact 

with hers, even with the syrup sticking them together.  



Evan found her mouth and swept his tongue inside, tasting the pancake batter. 

“Still hungry?” he murmured.  

Bianca mutely shook her head and he gave her a crooked grin, then nipped her 

bottom lip and her chin, trailing tiny nibbles all the way down her body until he reached 

the apex between her smooth legs.  

“Open,” he commanded hoarsely, and felt his cock harden even more when she 

complied.  

“Oh baby, I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything sweeter.” She was good and wet for 

him, her dewy pink lips slightly puffy, her clit stiff and begging for his attention.  

Hesitation wasn’t an option. It was either taste her or go crazy. He grabbed her legs 

and swung them into the crook of his elbows, bringing her up to his mouth. Softly, he blew 

on her clit, felt her thighs clench.  

“Evan…”  

“I know, Sugar. I know.” Ever so slowly he flicked the bud with the tip of his tongue 

and they both let out a groan.  

That was all it took before he covered her whole core with his lips, and sucked until 

her hips bucked and she cried out again. He tunneled his tongue into her wet passage, 

drinking in every bit of cream she emitted, her moans spurring him on as he took her clit 

between his lips and assaulted it with lick after lick.  

“Oh…God…”  

It wasn’t enough, no matter how many times she moaned or screamed it was never 

enough. He needed more. Letting her go, Evan said, “Turn over.” He needed her now. His 

dick was so hard it hurt, the head leaking pre-cum like a faucet.  

When her ass brushed against his groin he lost it. Putting one knee between her 

legs he spread them apart and entered her in one smooth thrust that almost made him 

swallow his tongue and had Bianca slapping a hand against the bed.  

He moved against her with abandon, pressing his chest into her back, his fingers 

tangling with hers as she thrust back, her ass cushioning every meeting of their hips.  

“So sweet….so good…oh, Sugar…” He breathed into the back of her neck, found a 

tendon there and nipped it before licking the sting away.  

“Oh…God…Baby…just please don’t stop moving…” She was sobbing, begging him 

and there was no way the plea in her voice could be ignored.  



He gripped her tighter. “Never, Sugar. Never.” With every thrust her canal 

squeezed him tighter. He could feel his balls beginning to draw upward and he knew he 

wasn’t going to last much longer. She felt too damn good. Reaching one hand between 

them, he curved it to where they were joined and rubbed her clit between two fingers.  

That was all it took. Her pants grew jerky as she pushed back against him twice 

more before coming, squeezing his dick hard enough that he couldn’t do anything but 

grunt and let out a stream of cum inside her.  

They both dropped but Evan caught himself and rolled to the side, bringing her 

with him. Bianca let out a contented purr and snuggled into his chest, one hand stroking 

his stomach—which was still turning summersaults.  

“That was a damn good breakfast, cowboy.”  

Evan barked a laugh and reached into the nightstand, taking out the velvet box 

inside. “Oh it gets better, baby.” Handing it to her he grinned when she let out a girly little 

sigh and opened it.  

“Oh, Evan…” When she pulled out the custom made charm bracelet with five 

different charms, a teddy bear, a heart, a cookie, a capital B and E and her eyes misted the 

same way they had earlier, he knew he’d made the right choice in a gift. “It’s so cute!”  

A sense of déjà vu flowed through him when she kissed him and bounced from the 

bed and into the bathroom, throwing over her shoulder, “I got you new boots and a new 

Stetson. And I’ll give you a really great present in the shower.”  

He watched her perfect ass disappear into the bathroom and smiled. Touching his 

fingertips to his lips, he whispered, “Happy Valentine’s Day, Sugar.”  

 

 

Sweet Valentine 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sweet Surprise 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



One  
 

 

“What do you mean y’all missed your flight?  How could you miss your flight?” 

Paige questioned from the other end of the phone.  

Lena was busy watching Archer dry off from his shower and saunter around the 

bathroom as she sat on the edge of the tub.  The tight globes of his behind moved like 

polished bronze beneath his skin. She finally answered. “We were taking care of Liam.  He 

was so sick and...” 

“So you mean to tell me you couldn’t call before I got my black ass on a plane and 

flew to Whitefish, Montana to tell me that my godson was deathly ill and y’all weren’t 

going to make it?”  

Lena sighed.  Her eyes still focused on her husband as he tossed the towel and shot 

her a quick grin. “Girl, calm down. He isn’t ‘deathly ill,’ just ill, and don’t worry, you won’t 

be alone.” She stopped talking, realizing she’d let it slip too soon.  

When Paige didn’t say anything, Lena knew for a fact she really had let it slip too 

soon. Then her best friend finally spoke. “What do you mean he isn’t deathly ill? You just 

said...wait...hold up, what the hell do you mean I won’t be alone...?”  

 “Dude, it was this or listen to both of you whining about each other for the rest of 

my life...and remember when I told you payback was a bitch?” Lena retorted.  

Archer snorted, and she stuck her tongue out at him. Chuckling, he made his way 

from the bathroom and into their bedroom.  

Paige’s bellow came through loud and clear. “YOU NO GOOD DIRTY ROTTEN—”  

“Best sister-in-law you’ve ever had in your entire life,” Lea finished for her.  

“I am not letting him in here. There is no way I’m letting that man share this cabin 

with me!” 

When Paige suddenly stopped yelling, Lena had a good idea why. Then she heard 

a muffled, “Good God have mercy...” 

Grinning wide, Lena said, “Okay, that’s my cue to hang up now. We sent you some 

cookies from Sweet Temptations, but it sounds like you’ll be eating something else for 

lover’s day.” 



“Shut. Up.” Paige demanded.  

Lena’s laugh rang out through the room before she gave her friend the dial tone.  

“You do know that when she gets back to Texas that’s your ass, right?” Archer 

called out from the bedroom. 

Grinning, she placed her phone on the edge of the sink and grabbed her body 

butter. “Yes, but she’ll be getting it real good for the next two weeks and completely unable 

to call and bitch to me, so I am content,” she called back.  

 When she didn’t get a response, she peeked out the door. “Babe?”  

Archer was laid out, head back, mouth hanging halfway open as he snored good 

and loud.  

“Ain’t this about a bitch…?” Lena muttered, turning out the bathroom light and 

walking over to the bed.  

“Hey.” She poked him in his side, but he didn’t budge. “Hey, you.” She poked him 

again but still got nothing. If anything, he snored louder. “Oh, this is some bullshit…”  

Spending the next five minutes muttering curses under her breath and calling him 

all kinds of names, Lena yanked the covers back and climbed in bed, tossing and turning, 

trying to disturb his peace as much as possible. This was the third time this week the man 

had fallen asleep on her! The. Third. Time. Lena hadn’t gotten so much as a good kiss in 

that time, and dammit, she was counting on tonight being that type of night. The first 

night he’d come in bone tired from working with the horses all day so she understood, 

helped him scrub his back in the shower, had even given him a nice shoulder massage and 

then…nothing. The second night she’d spent over two hours trying to get Liam to sleep 

and Archer said he’d wait up for her, but when she’d finally made it back to the 

room…nothing. And now this. Now the man had just climbed his giant fine ass into bed 

and conked out on her.  

She tossed one more time for good measure, trying to shake the bed as she pounded 

one fist into her pillow. All she got for her efforts was one of Archer’s arms thrown over 

her waist as he snuggled into her.  

Grumbling, she moved said arm, but he did nothing but put his arm right back on 

her and pull her closer in his sleep. She tried to wiggle away, but he held fast. Lena sighed. 

She’d think it was sweet if she wasn’t so damn horny and irritated.  

 



*** 

 

Lena was going to hate him for the next fourteen days, but it was for their own 

good. This year Valentine’s Day would be done right, dammit! No sex until February 

fourteenth, and he was determined to hold fast to that. Why? Because it seemed like every 

time he gave it to her in the most awesome of ways every day before Valentine’s Day, then 

on the actual day something went wrong.  

One year both Abby and Liam had ended up with the flu. The next year Archer had 

broken a leg and sprained a wrist getting bucked off a horse. And he would never forget 

how cruel Mother Nature was to drop off a late gift for his wife one day before Valentine’s 

Day. So yeah, call him superstitious, but he wasn’t touching her until he was positive 

everything would go as planned. It was going to make Lena meaner than a diamondback, 

but he’d take it. When their day came, he’d make sure she hobbled for at least a week after 

and that her voice sounded like ten miles of bad road under new tires.  

He smiled a little as he heard her mutter “Bastard” but snuggle in closer. Finally, 

she let out a breath and settled down, pushing her ass back into him like she always did.  

Damned if Archer didn’t want to give in right then.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Two 
 

 

“Are you gonna ignore me all morning?”  

Lena shrugged away from Archer and nudged him when his lips brushed against 

the shell of her ear. He’d been doing that bull for the past week—touches and kisses but 

when it came to going any further he’d stop. Her patience was sincerely beginning to wear 

thin.  

A. Week. And. A. Half. That was how long it had been since the last time her 

husband made her scream, moan, leave scratch marks on his back or shed tears from a 

pleasure overload. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to strangle him or jump him, but if he 

left her up one more night, just one more night on edge like this, she might just smother 

him.  

Yes, she was going to ignore him all morning because clearly he didn’t understand 

how close to death he was. Lena sidestepped the hand brushing up and down her back 

and got as far across the kitchen as possible.  She had one goal in mind—caffeine, and lots 

of it.  

Normally, she’d be occupied making breakfast for Liam or Abby by now, but 

neither of her pint-sized terrors was up yet. Being that Lena hadn’t gotten much sleep the 

night before, she’d climbed out of bed at the ass crack of dawn. Archer had gotten up not 

too long after that, and now he was invading her personal space and making her ache. She 

hated when he did that!  

“Lena, baby…” He pressed his chest to her back and blocked her in from both sides 

with his arms. His warm breath tickled the back of her neck, and she repressed a shiver. 

“I can’t fix it if you don’t tell me what’s wrong.”  

Very slowly she turned to face him. “You don’t know what’s wrong?” Her voice was 

dangerously soft.  

His brows lifted over those intensely light eyes as he shook his head. “Not even a 

little.”  

Drawing in a deep breath and blowing it out, she said two words: “Archer, move.” 

She was going to hurt this man if he didn’t get away from her. Hurt him bad.  



He shook his head again. “Not gonna happen. I can’t have you walking around the 

ranch, unleashing your torrent of rage and terror on unsuspecting bystanders. The last 

time that happened I almost lost a whole crew.”  

“Archer. Move.” She wasn’t asking—she was demanding. Lena was tired, horny and 

pissed off. That was a cocktail that had “disaster” written all over it.  

“Sweetheart—”  

That did it. Lena pulled back and punched him in his solar plexus, hard. Sadly, for 

a minute she let her anger make her forget that she was hitting a six-foot-nine, two-

hundred-sixty-pound brick wall, so as her fist connected with an abdomen that clearly 

wasn’t human, it felt like she’d broken every finger in her hand.  

“Shit!” She snatched her hand back, shaking it. “Ouch, ouch, shit, ouch, ouch, shit!”  

 

*** 

 

Archer’s mouth twitched, but he dared not smile, no matter how tempting it was. 

Obviously his little spitfire was more than a bit frustrated with him at the moment. He 

didn’t know whether to beat his chest with male pride or feel like an asshole again. Since 

choosing the first would cost him all his important bits, he’d stick with the second.  

He grabbed Lena’s hand and walked her over to the freezer. Taking out a bag of 

peas, he placed it on her fingers. “Flex ’em.”  

She did, grumbling.  

“Now that you’re done with your random act of violence, would you like to tell me 

what’s wrong like an adult?” Archer asked slowly.  

Glaring up at him, she mumbled something.  

“Can’t hear you, baby.”  

She grumbled again.  

“Lena…”  

The crazy woman hit him with the bag of peas. “You’re my problem!”  

And here it comes, Archer thought before putting on his most innocent expression. 

“Me? What’d I do?”  

“It’s what you’re not doing! And it’s driving me crazy, you ass!”  



Leaning against the counter, he folded his arms across his chest. “Still in the dark 

here, sweetheart.”  

She let out a frustrated little shriek. “The fucking, Archer! What happened to the 

fucking? The kind I was getting every night before bed and every morning after waking 

up! Where’d. That. Go?” Lena questioned, jamming one of the fingers of her uninjured 

hand into his chest.  

Archer couldn’t help it; this time, when his mouth twitched, a full-blown laugh 

followed it. His wife let out a growl that sounded like she was about to take his head off 

before she started to stomp away from him.  

He grabbed her up, stopping her from getting too far. “Sorry, sorry, sorry. I’m 

sorry. I swear.”  

“No,” she replied, slapping at his chest. “You’re an asshole.”  

Archer tossed her over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry. “You were aware of that 

fact when you married me, baby… Ouch, dammit! No biting, Lena!” He swatted her on 

the ass.  

“Then put me down!”  

“Nope, not until you get some relief because really, you angry is like living with a 

cannibal—you just never know when they’re gonna bite your head off.” He made his way 

into the living room and sat on the couch, and then he brought Lena down to straddle his 

thighs.  

She tried to get up. “What the hell do you—”  

“Quiet, woman.” Archer hushed her, opening the belt to her robe and lifting her t-

shirt.   

“Archer…”  

Unhooking the front clasp of her bra and tearing her panties, he glowered at her. 

“What did I just say?”  

Her mouth clamped shut. He grunted in satisfaction and placed his palm at the dip 

of her back, moving her hips closer to his, causing her core to brush up against the bulge 

in his sweatpants. They both hissed out a breath.  

Leaning up, Archer took her bottom lip between his lips and nibbled lightly, 

immediately getting her to respond and open her mouth for him. When he kissed her, a 



moan dredged up from her throat that caused his cock to harden further and his hips to 

rock into hers.  

Lena followed his pace, moving herself over him in a slow, steady rhythm, taking 

his mouth as furiously as he was taking hers. When Archer reached a hand between them 

and found her wetness coating the outer lips of her sex he pulled back from the kiss, softly 

shushing her when she whimpered.  

“Lena,” he said softly, rolling his middle finger across her clit, rubbing the pleasure 

point in small circles.  

She gasped, her eyes closed, and he stopped. They reopened.  

 “Watch me. If your eyes close, I stop. Got it?” He would go no further than this, 

but he’d find plenty of pleasure in making her come and watching as her body responded 

to his touch.  

She didn’t respond quickly enough, so he pinched her clit this time and she hissed 

out, “Yes.”  

“Good.” Turning his hand, he thrust two fingers inside her. Curling them upward, 

he knew the moment he found her spot because the cry that left her mouth was enough to 

alert the whole ranch to what he was doing to her.  

“Gotta keep quiet, baby,” he whispered as she began to ride his hand. Her fingers 

dug into his shoulders and she gripped them tight, her hips rolling.  

Lena nodded vigorously but didn’t stop moving. Her breath started to stilt in harsh 

staccato pants as she stared him directly in the eyes. “Archer…” She bit her bottom lip, 

her lower body picking up the pace.  

“Yes, baby?”  

“I think…I…I’m about to…”  

Leaning forward, he hooked one arm around her waist and bought a nipple close 

to his mouth. Before sucking it in, he simply said, “Come.” When he completed the action, 

Lena’s whole body snapped tight as she released a groan and flooded his hand with her 

sweet juices. Once her body finally stopped contracting around his fingers, he slowly 

pulled them out and licked every drop of cream from his hand as he laid her back on the 

couch.  

“Feel better?” he asked, brushing a stray curl from her forehead.  

She gave him a dreamy smile and nodded.  



Archer kissed her nose. “Good.” Standing, he walked out of the living room, tossing 

over his shoulder, “Have a great day, baby.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Three 

 

 

Archer Davis was a dead man. Lena had already settled it up in her mind. Killing 

him would be hard. Then there was the fact that she’d have to explain it to their babies 

and all, but she could do it. Why? Because she was a woman on the edge, that’s why. 

Insanity had slowly eaten away any rational thinking she might’ve had over the past week 

or so, and now…now she was going to kill her husband. To top it all off, she hadn’t heard 

from Paige in the past two weeks, and she wasn’t sure if her best friend had killed her 

brother and was hiding out or if they were busy making Lena nieces and nephews. 

Dammit, things were going awry, and she didn’t like it!  

Lena made her way up the driveway to the ranch house. She’d been working in her 

shop when one of the hands had come to tell her that Archer was demanding she come 

home. And that was what sparked the fire.  

She got to the front door, and it swung open without her touching it.  

“Ma? What’re you doing here?” Lena looked at Mona Ramos, and then looked at 

what she was holding. “And what’re you doing with my babies?”  

“Nana’s taking us with her for the weekend, Mama,” Abby answered brightly, 

holding on to her grandma’s hand.  

Liam did what he always did when women held him—buried his face into Mona’s 

chest and stayed there, two fingers firmly in his mouth as he blinked at Lena.  

“Who says?”  

“I say,” Mona answered, going around her and heading for her car.  

“You didn’t even ask me,” Lena replied, following.  

“I’m your mother—I don’t have to.”  

“Exactly why are you taking them anyway? You never want them for the whole 

weekend because you’re too busy molesting Daddy.”  

“I’m getting them away from the storm that’s about to hit the house,” Mona 

finished, strapping both kids in.  

“What storm?”  



She raised a brow at her daughter. “Are you telling me you have that wrench in 

your hand because you plan on fixing something?”  

Lena looked down at the tool. “Uh…yeah?”  

Mona kissed her forehead. “Call me when you’re done beating him beyond 

recognition.”  

“But—”  

“Oh, and Happy Valentine’s Day!” Lena’s mother added as she climbed into her 

Sedan and started back down the driveway and then onto the main road.  

“What. The. Hell?” Lena spun on the heels of her sneakers and started for the house 

again, bellowing, “Archer!” 

He appeared instantly. “You rang?”  

“What the hell is wrong with you? Who gave you the right to demand I do 

anything? And also who the hell told you that you could just leave our unsuspecting, 

innocent kids in the hands of a madwoman for two and a half days?”  

“She’s your mother.”  

Waving a hand at herself, she said, “Yes, and look how I turned out.”  

He smiled then. “Maybe you’re right.”  

“And another thing!” she started, stomping over to him. “Do you have any idea 

what today is?!”  

“Lena—”  

“It’s Valentine’s Day, you asshole, and guess what I’ve gotten? Not a damn thing 

from you, that’s what!”  

“Lena—” 

“Then you have the nerve to embarrass me in front of my crew by sending some 

minion to come and demand my presence!”  

“Lena—” 

“Not only that, but—”  

“Lena!” Archer shouted. She stopped, and he pointed behind her. “Shut up and get 

upstairs,” he finished softly.  

Jerking back, she looked to the left and the right. “I know there’s gotta be some 

other chick in here named Lena, because there is no way on God’s green Earth you’re 

talking to me right now.”  



“Oh.” He snatched off her baseball cap and tossed it across the room. “I most 

certainly am. I told you to do something, so get moving. Or do I have to help you?”  

“Archer, you can kiss my whole, entire… Dammit, put me down!” She pounded a 

fist into his back as he scooped her up and tossed her over his shoulder. The inconsiderate 

jackass kept going anyway. Oh, this was real nice! Other women would be getting flowers 

and jewelry and good loving today, while she’d be committing homicide. All the planning 

and awesome thought that had gone into getting his gift, and he had actually forgotten 

Valentine’s Day!  

Granted, she had too, but only because she was completely and totally furious! “I’m 

gonna kill you! Do you hear me, Archer?! Kill you dead, I say!”  

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” He mocked walking up the stairs, undeterred by her hits and 

kicks.  

“Just wait until you put me down!”  

“Unh-hunh.” He entered the bedroom.  

“First I’m gonna…” Lena’s words trailed off as she got a good look around their 

bedroom. Candles were lit on every available surface, the soft scent of cinnamon filling 

the room. She could hear music coming from the stereo system, and Archer had even 

changed the sheets to a smooth red silk. “What…?”  

“Can you at least wait until after your soak to kill me?” he questioned, walking into 

the bathroom and placing her by the Jacuzzi tub, which was in fact full of hot water and 

her favorite bubble bath. Candles also lined the double sink countertop, and there were 

glasses and a bottle of wine.  

When she swung her head back to Archer, he was standing there with a very smug 

smirk. “Methinks someone owes someone else an apology…” he sang softly.  

 

*** 

 

Archer’s eyes rolled to the back of his head for the third or fourth time, and he 

almost feared that they’d get stuck when the tip of his wife’s tongue teased the head of his 

cock before snaking down his shaft as she fully engulfed him in her mouth.  

God, this was the best apology ever! And if this was how Lena planned on saying 

sorry, then he had to figure out more ways to make her fly off the handle, because… 



He lost his train of thought as his hips arched, pushing his length deeper between 

her lips. “Oh, God, baby…”  

One small soft hand cupped his balls while the other found the vein at the base of 

his shaft and rubbed. “Shit!”  

Enough was enough already! He gently pulled out of Lena’s mouth and grabbed 

her, flipping her over onto her back and ignoring her protests that were coming in 

between her giggles. Taking her legs, he held them straight in the air and spread them 

wide, forming a V before thrusting into her hard enough to move her a few inches on the 

sheets.  

Her laughter stopped as she stared up at him through lust-hazed eyes, her mouth 

forming a perfect O when he went deep and then pulled out just to thrust back in. She 

cried out when he angled his hips and pounded into her body. Their combined harsh 

breathing, her moans, his growls, and the sounds of their flesh meeting over and over 

again were the only noises in the room.  

Once Lena had seen how much planning he’d gone through and how he’d wanted 

everything to be perfectly normal and quiet for once, she refused to say “sorry,” but she 

did show him. After the best bath he’d had in all his existence, the real fun had started, 

and he could say things couldn’t get any better right now.  

“Arch…Archer…” Lena’s hands were balling up the sheets, gripping for some kind 

of leverage, but he wasn’t giving any. He needed to hear her scream louder. Letting her 

legs down, Archer lifted her up as he sat on the edge of the bed, planting his feet firmly on 

the floor, and getting her to straddle him. When he entered her this time he controlled 

her movements, bouncing her on his dick as he thrust upwards.  

Nibbling her neck and ear, he whispered, “I’m not gonna stop until I hear that 

break in your voice, baby.”  

Her answer was to bury her face in his neck, her breathing getting harder and 

harder by the second.  

“I love how you feel wrapped around me, Lena.”  

When her breath hitched he knew he’d found the key to getting what he wanted—

talking.  

“So tight, so wet, I can feel every muscle inside of you squeezing my cock, and no 

matter how many times we do this, no matter how many times I make you come, it’ll never 



be enough. Do you know how hard it was to keep my hands off of you this week?” He 

bounced her harder. “Do you know how many mornings I woke up hard enough to nail 

something and I had to let you sleep while I found pleasure by myself? Do you know how 

hard it was trying to make sure that when I fucked you again you’d know who was making 

you cream?”  

“I…I do know…”  

“Do you? Because I don’t hear you screaming, baby. I need to hear you scream.”  

“I…I…”  

A light bulb clicked in his mind. “I know what you need. You need me to tell you 

that you can. Don’t you? Is that what you want, Lena? For me to completely control your 

pleasure?” He leaned back and she nodded, tears swimming in her eyes. He could tell she 

was so very close.  

“God…yes…”  

Archer pressed her closer to him again and placed his lips directly against her ear 

before whispering, “Come.” And on demand she did, her cries filling their bedroom as she 

rode wave after wave of her orgasm.  

 

*** 

 

“You tried,” Lena gasped as she rolled over. “To kill me.”  

Her husband’s chuckle rumbled through his chest, causing her back to vibrate as 

they lay in a spooned position. “Yes, and that’d be an amazing way to go, wouldn’t it?” He 

kissed the back of her neck.  

She moved her head. “Don’t even. I need a good long recovery time after that, a 

hearty meal and possibly a hug.” He squeezed her, and she shook her head. “And the hug 

can’t be from you because I’m scared of where it might lead.”  

He snorted. “You’re so dramatic.”  

Deciding that she wouldn’t ruin the moment by kicking him, she stared down at 

the gorgeous new wedding band he’d given her as a gift. To think she’d wanted to maim 

him. The past two weeks had all been an elaborate plan to give her the best Valentine’s 

Day possible. It was a great thing she didn’t strip his truck of all the wonderful new things 

she’d added as her gift when she’d been pissed.   



Letting out a dreamy sigh, she snuggled closer. “If I didn’t love you, I’d kill you for 

the torture you put me through.”  

He rubbed her tummy. “If you didn’t love me, I’d be a very miserable man.”  

She smacked his arm. “I’m not riding you, so quit.”  

Snapping his fingers, he muttered, “Damn.”  

She wasn’t going to laugh, wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.  

Archer pressed a kiss to her temple. “Happy Valentine’s Day, baby.”  

Linking their fingers together, she brought his hand to her mouth and kissed his 

ring finger. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”  

 

Sweet Surprise

 

 

 

Thanks for reading!  


