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      Uncle Eli would not be happy right now.

      And more and more, all I want to do is make him happy. In ways I know I shouldn’t.

      He’s a quarter mile away in the east dairy barn, the sky a warm pink and orange above the spinning metal cupola as the sun brushes lower in the fluffy clouds above. From my place on the window bench Eli built for me just after I arrived here, to my new life a decade ago, I focus on the burlap-covered bulletin board that’s stuck with photos, ribbons and other tokens of the last ten years.

      At the bottom, yellowed newspaper clippings about the disappearance of Reginald Morton, millionaire playboy and businessman, who was lost in the Amazon Rainforest when a treasure hunt turned into tragedy, seem a sad footnote to my life now.

      Reginald was my father. What happened to his presumed millions, no one knows for sure, but the newspapers stories and other investigators so much as told us my father’s so called ‘empire’ was really just a house of cards. A shell game. And in the end, there was no money, only debt for which he paid with his life.

      Over the years, I stopped caring about finding out the truth. My life here on the farm isn’t limousines and Louboutins, but you can’t plow the field with a limo and you certainly can’t work the farm in Louboutins, but I love my clogs and the 1967 rusty Chevy truck Eli rebuilt for me for my sixteenth birthday.

      It’s not Park Avenue but I’d rather have a poor, rural farmer for a dad than a rich, dead playboy.

      I press a finger to my lips, urging Marcy to shush as her voice rises.

      “I’m eighteen. I can have sex six ways ‘til Sunday and twice on Tuesday with whoever I want!”

      She sits crossed-legged on the antique quilt that covers my bed, applying tiny white polka-dots to the tips of her jet-black nails with the head of a pin.

      “My parents can’t forbid me from seeing David any more than they can forbid me from having the baby.”

      I can feel the heat on my face, part embarrassment and part annoyance on my uncle’s behalf.

      It’s not that Eli thinks sex is bad. Or shameful. At least, he’s never said so much. But, I remember he and my dad talking when I was little, before I came here to live. We always spent holidays together and I remember my dad prodding Eli for information on his female conquests. My dad seemed to love to share that sort of thing, but Eli?

      Not so much.

      I’d usually be hiding around the corner or in a closet, always hanging on every minute and word with my handsome Uncle Eli, who seemed so mysterious and strong with his patched up blue jeans and snap up plaid shirts. When my dad was into the whiskey the conversations would turn less…family friendly and there would be talk of things a little girl shouldn’t hear. Back then my grandfather and grandmother were still around as well, but as farmers do, they were early to bed and early to rise, so they missed out on a lot of the less savory conversations.

      Eli was sort of adopted by my grandfather, but they weren’t related. Not by blood, anyway.

      Eli’s mom married my grandfather after his first wife, my dad’s mom, passed away. Then Eli’s mother ran off with a traveling salesman and was never heard from again, but my grandfather still cared about his stepson.

      I think he would have happily kept Eli around, but when he remarried again his mom’s father Dennis asked to have him to help out on the farm here in Mumford.

      Uncle Eli stayed with his own grandfather after that, but my grandpa was his only sort of father figure and he was always just Uncle Eli to me. Grandpa Norman, my father’s father, always made it a point to make Eli feel just like family, step or not. Grandpa was a good man. Worked hard. Had his own farm and went to church holding hands with Grandma Ginny every Sunday until she passed away when I was six.

      He gave away extra food from his crops when he could. Never uttered a bad word about anyone as far as I can remember, and as I got older, I sort of wondered how my father fell so far from the tree.

      But, those nights when dad was into the drink and pushing Eli to spill about women or sex or whatever, all he would ever say was they were all cheaters and liars and he wanted nothing to do with them. It made me sad, even as a little girl, that he felt that way. But deep inside, shameful as it was, I was happy he didn’t have someone in his life.

      A little girl crushing on her tall, dark and handsome uncle was perfectly normal, right?

      I mean, as far as his views on sex, honestly, I don’t know that he would be angry that Marcy is pregnant. But with me, he’s the most protective father of any of the other girls I’ve known here in Mumford, Indiana.

      Population 6,722.

      Soon to be 6,723.

      For all purposes, he is my father. He’s been my guardian for ten years and as awkward as it’s been at times, he’s raised me well and I know the way my thoughts have turned in the last year or so is shameful. Sinful. But, we don’t go to church, so I try to just forgive myself.

      Marcy blows on the dots like she’s trying to blow them back off but I’m relieved she’s stopped talking for a few seconds.

      “Your parents will come around,” I say, my eyes pinned on the sixteen-foot-wide opening in the front of the red barn where Uncle Eli disappeared twenty-minutes ago to feed the cows and goats. He keeps a tight schedule and never wavers. He’s like that with most things and I’ve grown to love that stern, regimented part of him. “They aren’t evil.”

      I turn back as she shakes her head, her blonde waves dancing around her cheeks and her dark lashes fluttering, outlining the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen.

      “Doubtful. They’re cretins.” She scowls at the ceiling, then starts the whole dotting process over again on her other hand. The usual carefree, cheerful smile hidden behind her veiled worry about her situation. Rightfully so. “Well, with child or not, we’re still going to have fun tonight.” She presses her splayed fingers to her tummy. “No beer for me though.”

      “Me either.”

      She shows no surprise at that. I’m not enamored with alcohol or pot or many of the other things teenagers seem to find fascinating. Marcy is no saint, clearly, but she pushes me out of my comfort zone and from what all the self-love influencers say, that’s good.

      I’m not so sure.

      “You ready?” Marcy admires her finished polka dots with a satisfied smile but when I open my mouth to answer, a single hard knock on the door stalls my reply.

      My heart ping-pongs around in my chest as my palms turn instantly sweaty.

      “Come in.” The words catch in the tightness of my throat.

      I know it’s Eli. Who else would it be? But it’s a long way back here from the east barn and I thought I would have seen him walking this way through the window. I figure I missed him while I was listening to Marcy or got lost looking at the bulletin board.

      Marcy crinkles up her freckled nose, smirking as the door eases open, every inch of the entry now filled with Eli.

      My uncle.

      Sort of my father.

      Definitely my guardian.

      Twenty-seven years my senior.

      All of this translates into him being super, majorly, clearly, off limits.

      Tell that to my peaking nipples and the ignition of warmth in my lady bits because they are not listening.

      His nearly black eyes connect with mine as they’ve done millions of times over the years, but lately, that connection sends fire rushing through my veins and shame billowing into my core.

      Most of the boys in high school were lanky and obnoxiously loud and just…well, ick. Most of the grown men in Mumford are greasy and smell of sweat and chewing tobacco. More ick.

      Not Eli.

      He’s carved from hard wood and cool granite. His scent is freshly cut fields and leather. He’s rough and smooth at the same time, towering over most other men by nearly a foot. His eyes have a darkness that tells of past pain and people in town love to look but I can count on the fingers of one hand the number of people that say hello or speak to him at all.

      His body is thick with hard muscle that strains against his clothing no matter what he wears. He’s been here on this six hundred acre working farm since his grandfather took him in. And before that my own grandfather had him helping milk the cows as soon as he could toddle on behind. His close-cropped dark hair and beard are uniform and controlled like him.

      In town, they call him a monster because of his size. They call him a freak because he’s different. They call him a mouse because he can’t read or write, kind of like “Of Mice and Men”. He doesn’t think I know about that, but in a small town like this everyone knows everything.

      Uncle Eli doesn’t fit in but I’ve never seen a human being more confident and indifferent to the opinions or judgments of others.

      But, oh Lord, he’s stunning. His jaw is set at right angles and his brow overhangs those ever-watchful eyes.  He’s an icon in Mumford. A legend because, like most legends, no one wants to take the time to get to know the human behind the out-of-the-ordinary exterior.

      That’s fine with me. I like having Uncle Eli all to myself.

      “Hi, Mr. Heartson.” Marcy nips her bottom lip and I shoot her with tiny envious daggers from my eyes. “Thanks for letting Ruby drive me to the party. I’m grounded from my car.”

      Marcy’s parents bought her a Mustang GT Shelby for her sixteenth birthday but when they found out she was pregnant by her long standing high-school boyfriend, they pretty much pulled the plug on all her luxuries. They yanked her Amex and Visa Debit card which they funded with five grand a month for ‘necessities’. As well, they canceled all her hair and mani-pedi appointments at La Sol, the closest thing to an upscale spa/salon within ten miles.

      Her family owns the local John Deere and Ford dealerships.  Those two things make her family practically royalty around Mumford. She’s also highly dyslexic and her parents found it oh-so-embarrassing to have a daughter with a learning disability.

      Marcy refused tutors but when I came to school in fourth grade and aced every test and assignment with little effort, she latched onto me and I was just happy to have a friend.

      She needed me to help her with her schoolwork and I needed her to try to fit in in this new rural Alice in Wonderland I’d been dropped into.  But, soon enough, we were chasing boys on the playground and talking on the phone for hours at night.

      Eli grunts toward Marcy, shooting her a two-second glance as he carries in the wooden tray with two steaming cups of tea and two plates of cookies.

      It must be five-thirty. We’ve been here longer than I thought.

      I don’t need a clock or my phone to know the time. Eli never falters in his schedule, and every day for as long as I can remember at this time, he brings me tea and cookies.

      “Time for your tea,” he says, ignoring Marcy as she twists her hair and leans sideways to get a better look at Eli’s backside.  “And cookies.”

      Marcy screws up her face on a shrug, confused by this monster of a father figure delivering a tray of tea and cookies.

      Eli lumbers toward me, crossing the bedroom in three lengthy strides and placing the tray on the dresser next to the window seat. I swing my legs around, lowering my toes to the cool wooden floor, and feel that familiar tingle in my breasts as he hands me the luscious cookie still warm from the oven.

      “Thanks.” I raise it like I’m making a toast as his enormous hand balances the porcelain tea cup on his palm like a platter.  This is a twice daily ritual, whether I’m here in my room studying, or with Eli in the kitchen playing Spades or whatever.

      If it’s seven am or five thirty pm, it’s tea and cookies, without fail.

      Marcy pops up off the bed, skipping over to the tray, hitching her hip out and giving Eli a pout.

      “Where’s mine?”  She reaches for the second cookie on the plate, but instead of letting her take it, he blocks her hand and lets out a low growl, making Marcy lean back onto the dresser.

      “Not that one,”  he says, a quick snarl following as Marcy swallows, eyes as round as the cookies on the other plate which he shoves her way without ceremony. “These. You can eat these.”

      “But, can’t I have one of each?”

      “No.” He sets her chipped mug of tea on the crocheted doily next to the bottles of homemade perfume he brews each spring, then tugs the tray from her reach, his black eyes centered on me, nostrils flaring as that tingle in my breasts turns into a prickling warm pressure.

      With Marcy here, I fear my secret is about to be revealed in two wet spots on the front of my red and white gingham blouse.

      Thankfully I put one of the mini pads I cut in half just for this problem inside my bra when I changed earlier. I work myself to my feet, smoothing down the front of the denim skirt Eli made me out of an old pair of his Levi’s.

      He cooks. He sews. He milks cows and plows fields. He chops the wood for our furnace and cans vegetables and fruit from the garden. He keeps the house spotless and never seems to sleep. He’s bigger than life and there seems to be nothing my superman of a stand-in father can’t do.

      Marcy slurps down her mug of tea and devours her two cookies while Eli stands like a sentry, watching me.

      “Eat your second one.” He hands me the oatmeal and molasses cookie, reaching down to pick up my discarded tea cup with a scowl. “And finish the last sip.”

      He holds the smooth porcelain to my bottom lip, while simultaneously gripping my wrist and raising my hand with the cookie to my mouth.

      “Which is it?” I say with a frolic in my voice. “Tea or cookie? I can’t do both.”

      He holds his scowl, his brow full of furrowed lines like the crop lines in the bean field. The years of farm work in the sun and elements have weathered his face into something so beautiful, it’s hard to look at.

      Marcy moves back to the bed, grabbing her backpack. “We’re going to be late if we don’t skedaddle.”

      She gives me a wink behind Eli’s back and the warmth in my bra grows as I absent-mindedly hiss at my swollen boobs.

      Eli gives me a knowing look, making it worse. My milk production has a direct correlation to Eli being close. I had no choice but to tell him my secret a month ago.  Shame had me curled in a ball in the corner of my room when he came to fetch me for breakfast about a month before graduation.

      I didn’t know what was going on. My breasts were swollen. Warm. Leaking little white dots of milk. It was just a few drops and I thought it was just some side effect from my period because lord knows I wasn’t pregnant. No boys in school would even look at me and that’s fine because I never looked at them. My cycle has been wonky and painful since it started when I was twelve, so I figured this was just another oddity for me to endure.

      I’ve had years of horrible cramps, vomiting and horrendous nausea and Eli took me to the doctor demanding they fix what ailed me every month.  It wasn’t me having my period that he minded. When I started, he was bigger than life in the local drug store asking a bazillion question about which pads were the best, did they have organic cotton ones and on and on. Nothing embarrasses him and when it comes to getting me what I need?  He’s a Titan. That day, he bought out the entire supply of feminine products as I stood by in stone silence.  The problem for him was and is seeing me in distress.  It makes him crazy if I’m sick or hurt or simply having a bad day.

      I swear, if he had the money, which he doesn’t, he would have flown me to the Mayo Clinic if they could have stopped the unfortunate side effects of my periods. But, old doc Rogers who is about a hundred and fifty years if he’s a day, was befuddled, so the new doctor in town, MaryBeth Lassiter, suggested I start taking birth control.

      I thought Eli was going to tear the clinic down, so that idea was squashed. Instead, she prescribed an SSRI to relieve the PMS symptoms and a medication called Motillium to help with the nausea.

      It did help. But, it had the side effect of making me lactate. I was scared at first, but I trust Eli with everything and since he does the laundry, it wasn’t long before he knew something was up. That was the day he came into my room to find me in the corner in tears. After a conversation with the doctor, she assured us it was a side effect of the medicine and would go away if I stopped taking it.

      But, it helped me with the vomiting and nausea so much, Eli convinced me that the side effects were less of an issue than the distress of being sick. Soon after, the pressure started to build and he convinced me that pumping would make it better, so the next day on the doorstep there was the mac-daddy of breast pumps delivered by special courier.

      I hate when he spends money on me like that. I know we’re not rich. Not by a long shot. But when it comes to me, Eli sometimes goes overboard, so I make sure to be careful what I ask for because I know, he will turn the world inside out to get it for me.

      Today after afternoon chores and going to pick up Marcy, I didn’t have time to pump, so here I am now. Leaking milk as my nipples tingle and Eli growls, fists tight.

      “Be back by eleven o’clock,” Eli says as he grinds his teeth together in a terrifying grimace that has Marcy ballin’ it toward the bedroom door.

      He’s one of the reasons I don’t have any other friends. Everyone within ten miles of Mumford is terrified of him.

      “And take your phone,” he adds in a slow drawl, snapping his tongue across his front teeth as my eyes skitter down to the front of his jeans.

      I bite back my gasp as the fullness there sends sweat dripping down my spine and I wonder for a quick, sad second if he has the hots for Marcy.

      “Got it.” I reach in my back pocket and hold up the ancient flip phone he relented and let me have in my sophomore year.  It’s a wonder it still works, but here in the sticks, even the cell towers are a decade behind in technology.

      “She can’t even text on that. Or take pictures.”  Marcy chimes in from her safe zone in the hallway.

      “She doesn’t need to text or take pictures. She needs to call me if she needs me, and she needs to answer when I call. That’s all she needs to do with that thing.”

      “Okay, okay.” Marcy holds up her hands in surrender. “Can we go?”

      She wrinkles her forehead and sticks her tongue out at the back of Eli’s head while keeping her eyes pinned on his ass.

      I smile at the grumpy man that towers above my barely five-foot one-inch frame. “Everything will be fine.”

      I push onto my tip toes and tug at his shoulders. He relents, bending that steel-straight spine of his low enough so I can brush my lips on his cheek, feeling the course texture of his beard.

      His body goes rigid as my lips connect to his cheek. He steps back as though he’s been shocked by the cattle fence, then grumbles as I pass by.

      “Eleven o’clock. Cell phone on. No bullshit.”

      “Bye, Mr. Heartson!” Marcy quips as I toss a smile then blow a kiss over my shoulder, watching Eli reach for the wall on a shudder, his chin falling as he grabs the top of his head and squeezes.
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      The twenty-foot tall flames flickering into the sky are a mere spark compared to what’s burning inside of me.

      Take her.

      Take her.

      Take her.

      The voices inside my head are relentless.

      Growing by the day, as I fall to my knees and pray for my obsession to run its course. But I know that’s impossible. She’s always with me. Whether she’s in my presence or not, the voice and the thoughts won’t leave me alone. They beat inside of me like an ancient drum and my dark impulses are becoming harder and harder to resist.

      She’s yours. Do what you want.

      Get in there. That pussy is ripe for breeding.

      She’s eighteen now, claim what is rightfully yours.

      I lurk in the treeline like a stalker. I give her a curfew so she will think she has some freedom but that’s an illusion. I’m with her always. If she is not under my roof, I’m not far. Ever watchful.

      There is danger around every corner and she will never be harmed.

      Not on my watch.

      The thoughts I have of plowing into her, bent over the milking stall, are shameful. She’s innocent, I’ve made sure of that, but the sound of her gentle voice coming through the wall at night haunts me.

      It turned from the soft sing-songs of a little girl into the chirping pop songs of a young teenager.

      To now, the muffled moans of a young woman calling out to someone named…Daddy.

      If her fantasy man is anyone other than me, I will find my way into her dreams and castrate the motherfucker.

      I’d never loved a woman before her. I’ve felt the low buzz of lust long ago, but being the freak of Mumford my romantic life did not have a course set for a happy ending. They teased and toyed with me as I grew into an adolescent. Then exposed their cruel games in the most public of places for the entertainment of the whole class.

      Luring me out on a Friday night under the lights of football field, dressed in a fifty-year old suit with cuffs that brushed above my ankles and a suit jacket that strained over my shoulders and needed another six inches in order to button.

      How I believed I had been voted homecoming king I’m not sure. Youthful delusion, when the most popular girl in school holds your hand and tells you she’s wanted you for years.  Eighteen years of being an outcast turns a young man hopeful. When the carrot was dangled, I lost myself in the glimmer of being accepted.

      Only, as I stood on the sidelines that night, the Mumford High School stadium filled, the cruelty of women exposed itself to me in a blinding white light.

      She held my hand as we walked onto the field, our crowns held up as the crowd roared.  The homecoming court surrounded us.

      Her crown was placed on top of her head.

      Then mine was handed to me.

      Confusion dulled my senses as the stadium went silent. I looked over to see her smile, then nod at the others.

      As my hands held the crown, six girls surrounded me wearing their pink and purple gowns, fingers slipping under my suit jacket as I tried to piece together this ceremonial ritual.

      I was not king. I was the joker. Standing on the field, my pants and underwear at my ankles as the crowd once again roared.

      Before Ruby was born, I farmed and believed the lie that there were good women out there as my grandfather always said, I just needed to make the effort.

      Every effort was met with lies and deception. I did not fit into this part of the human experience and after my own mother ran off with a salesman, there was no convincing me of the benefits of female companionship.

      Until Ruby.

      She’s shifting her weight back and forth, holding a red Solo cup. I watched as one of the other teenagers handed it to her, sloshing beer onto the front of her skirt, making me want to explode from the woods and throw the dark-haired beer delivery boy to the ground.

      Ruby has not raised the cup.

      Instead, as I watch, she eases it behind her back, dumping the foul yellow liquid on the ground.  As her friend Marcy leans in to her boyfriend, Ruby lifts the now empty cup, pretends to guzzle it down, swipes the back of her hand across her lips then tosses it into the fire.

      Good girl.

      My good girl.

      I saw her for the first time when I was twenty-nine and she was two. My stepbrother Reginald had a fling with her mother in the back of a limo somewhere in LA, and although he knew she’d given birth, he kept his fatherhood hidden from the family. Living in jets and between the east and west coast, Reginald was summoned to court after Ruby’s mother was killed in a car accident after a night of drinking.

      Reginald was thrust into full-time fatherhood and I became an uncle.

      My entire world changed when I looked into those trusting blue eyes staring up at me, arms raised like she’d been waiting for me to come for her.

      “How did you do that?” Reginald had asked. “She hides from everyone. Doesn’t even let me pick her up.”

      Now, from my place in the cool woods surrounding the open field filled with the youth of Mumford, my gut twists as Marcy and her boyfriend David huddle near Ruby, leaning in as Marcy presses her hands together in a begging prayer and David looks around, bored.

      Ruby shrugs on a reluctant nod, scanning the edge of the woods as I tuck behind a thick oak. Hiding is not easy when you are six feet seven inches and pushing up on three hundred pounds. But in the darkness, I’m undetectable. I’ve become an expert at hiding over the years as my obsession with Ruby turned from protector and guardian to something else.

      A dark hunger gripped me as she grew into an adult. I resisted for as long as I could.  In the last year, the urges swelled as her body did the same. Her tiny five feet of blossoming womanhood pushed me over the edge and on her eighteenth birthday, I gave in.

      I watched her through the keyhole in the bathroom door as she unzipped the red full-length gown I’d made for her just for that day. I prayed for forgiveness as I pleasured myself to the sight of the young woman I was sworn to raise, standing naked, staring into the mirror, her fingers squeezing the spray of milk from her dark, gathered nipples.

      The uncle she’d known had become her father. That day, through the keyhole of the bathroom we’d shared for ten years, my obsession spun into madness. I was the only family she had left in the world and I had given in to the evil I’d fought off for too long.

      I want to hold her ankles wide as I press every monstrous inch of what God gave me into that tiny body of hers, but I’m sure I’d damage her beyond repair if I tried.

      Mentally and physically.

      I want to suck on her dripping tits, taking her sweet milk directly from the source instead of hiding as I drink from the bottles on the machine after she pumps. Taking the machine from her after every session, assuring her I’m only focused on making sure everything is clean and in working order when she’s done.

      I’m sick. I know it. But that doesn’t change the urges. The compulsions.

      The evil inside me is only tempered by one thing.

      Love. I’ve loved her since that first day, but love takes many forms and the privilege of raising her should have been enough for me.

      It was not.

      I want all of her. From now until the end of time. Every inch. Every sweet taste and vicious scream as I mount her soaking cunt on my face and demand everything from her.

      As I lurk in the shadows, Marcy wraps her in a quick hug, then she and David scurry off holding hands, leaving her standing there alone as she scans the raucous crowd. The thump of the music getting louder. There are no stars tonight, the sky a blank chalkboard waiting for the story of my love for Ruby to be written upon it.

      The only problem is, I can’t write and I can barely read. That’s a secret Ruby does not know. A shame I carried with me as I watched her graduate Valedictorian of her class, unable to read the program or the printed version of her graduation speech.

      I made it through school because I was quiet, and in rural towns, working the farm is more important than earning a diploma.  Keeping an able-bodied young man in school any longer than necessary is met with scorn from the farmers and most of the teachers knew the unwritten code.

      Books don’t harvest crops or milk cows.

      I fight the urge to run to her. To scoop her up and carry her away. But my angel never disappoints.

      Seconds after her so-called best friend left her standing alone, she’s heading for the front of the field where I already know the old truck I re-built for her is parked. It may look rusty and run down, but it’s more reliable than any new car on the market, I made sure of it.

      I tug my phone out of the front pocket of my overalls, flip it open and stare at the dark gray screen. I hate cell phones and computers. I don’t understand them or humanity’s need for constant input. The world has enough experiences to last a lifetime, just watch an Indiana sunset across a corn field after the rain.

      Beauty is everywhere. But instead of enjoying it, everyone is turning into zombies looking at their phones, watching everyone else live instead of going out and doing it themselves.

      Stupid.

      I relented on cell phones when I gave Ruby the truck. No way was I risking her possibly being out of my sight and not having a way to call on me. So, outside of electricity at the house, an old console TV with rabbit ears that picks up the few local stations left broadcasting, these phones are the closest I come to technology.

      My phone is silent in my hand. Ruby is the only number I have. The only number I need.

      I pray for her calls. I need to be the one she comes to with everything. But after a minute of waiting, the lights of the truck pull out and down the dirt road toward town. All my senses are on high alert. She’s almost out of my sight.

      I don’t bother trying to hide anymore. I barrel out of the woods toward my truck parked at the edge of the others. My boots hit the soft ground at a fevered pace as girls scream and the crowd shrinks back from the monster emerging from the dark trees.

      I bear them no mind. No one on this earth exists for me except Ruby.

      Thanks to the light drizzle, the hood of my truck is slick as I slide across, reaching for the handle on the driver’s door and swinging it open, heaving myself behind the wheel and roaring the engine to life, Following the dots of her red taillights down the pitch-black dirt road.

      With my dick as hard as stone.
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      “Why am I so passive?” I hold the steering wheel at 10 and 2, just like Eli taught me as I lean into the curve in the road that goes passed old man Betre’s place.

      I hold my breath for the next quarter mile because he’s just spread manure on his fields and for as many years as I’ve lived here, I can’t make myself inhale all those cow poop molecules floating in the air.

      Do people know that’s what creates smells?  It’s the molecules of whatever it is wafting around you to breathe in.

      Rose petal scent molecules?  No problem!

      Eli’s famous apple pie baking in the oven molecules? Yum!

      Cow turd molecules embedded in my lungs and passing over my tongue?  I’m holding my breath.

      At least as long as I can.

      I nearly lose it around the hairpin turn but drag the truck back into the center of the dirt road, windows down, my hair flying around in front of my eyes as I see the first stop light that leads into town.

      There’s only two on Main Street. One as you come into town, and one as you go out. Two blocks of the hustle and bustle of Mumford for me to explore while I wait for Marcy and David to do whatever they are going to do.

      Why I agreed to let them run off and leave me there alone I’m not sure. I’m a sucker for love I guess.

      Although…what marcy and David have I’m not so sure is love. More like riding the dopamine waves between break ups and make up sex. Whatever. I don’t judge.

      The clock in the town square reads nine-thirty so I have to kill an hour before heading back to pick her up. I only hope her parents don’t wander through town and see me sitting alone in Mario’s Diner, and start wondering why she and I are not at the big ten-screen theater in Brashford, the next town over where my father and his family owned their farm.

      That’s also where David is from.  He got expelled from his high school for threatening his algebra teacher with bodily harm for giving him an F on his mid-term freshman year, and his parents had no choice but to enroll him at Mumford High.

      That’s not the man of my dreams, at least. Mine is sitting at home watching Blue Bloods on a staticky 1980’s television while drinking horrible Folgers coffee and baking bread.

      He’s different alright. But he’s just right if you ask me.
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        * * *

      

      “Thank you, so much. I know you want to close.” I inhale the wondrous scent of the beef and cheese enchiladas as Rebecca, Mario’s wife, slides the white plate full of luscious goodness onto the counter.

      She waves her hand.

      “He’ll be back there cleaning until midnight. Might as well have some company. He’s a grump when he cleans.” She winks and I admire how she has her eyeliner in a perfect cat eye, matched with the ultimate shade of cherry red on her cheerful lips.

      As I savor the first cheesy bite, there’s the sound of a loud engine and hoops and hollers of what can only be high school boys, from the street.  My stomach knots as the engine cuts off and I catch the sight of a souped-up Ford Mustang carrying a herd of boys that were at the bonfire.

      I recognize them as part of David’s crowd and wonder why they’ve left the party without one of their own, but considering the issue of the baby and all, I’m sure their usual boy band antics have had a bit of a monkey wrench thrown in.

      They barrel into the restaurant, ignoring the closed sign as Rebecca points them toward a corner booth.

      “You guys have trouble in mind, you better rethink it. Mario is here tonight and he will knock your heads together If you so much as spill the salt.”

      They make mock scary sounds as they laugh and slide into the booth, shooting me glances as I hold a bit of my enchilada on my fork.

      “Don’t worry about them. Mario will snatch them bald-headed if they start up. You eat, sugar,” she says, winking. “How’s your father?”  I stuff the bite into my mouth as she quickly corrects herself. “I’m sorry, sweetie. I mean, how is Eli? To me, he’s your father, but that’s in poor taste, I know.”

      My skin crawls as I listen to the low chuckles and teasing comments coming from the boys that revolve around my goody-two-shoes-smarty-four-eyes reputation, along with a few digs at ‘crazy Eli’ thrown in for good measure.

      I swallow the delicious bite before answering. “He’s fine. You know Uncle Eli, he never wavers.”

      She pats my hand as I set down my fork. “That’s good. You want a man like that in your life.”

      I wish he could be that man in my life, but I know I can’t live with him forever.

      He’s never so much as mentioned another woman, but I’m sure that’s just because I’m around. He’s got a fiercely protective streak and bringing someone else into his life with me at home, just isn’t his way.

      For him to move on, I need to move out. But that thought makes me want to curl into a ball and sob. Life without Eli seems…impossible. He’s been everything to me. Even through my moody years, when I’m sure I tried his patience. He didn’t know what to do with a preteen girl besides cook and clean and sew and put up with her tantrums with stoic calm, but he was my rock.

      What he doesn’t know, is I received three full-ride scholarships. I only applied because Mrs. Nutbeyer said she’d give me an F in Home Economics if I didn’t. I’ve kept a perfect 4.15 grade point and no wrinkly old anti-feminist was going to change that, so I filled out three applications for the same schools Marcy chose. I used her address too, and when she brought me the envelopes one at a time over the course of a month, to my shock, as long as I remained in good standing at the school, all four years were paid, including dorm and meal plan.

      The other thing Eli doesn’t know is, in bed at night, in the quiet of my room, I hug my pillow, press my fingers to that achy, needy spot between my legs, and call him Daddy.

      That word sends lust racing through my veins as my heart ricochets in my chest and I think of all the fantasies of my uncle I’ve had over the years.  Fantasies that should send me to confession at least and probably to some bad-girl reform school.

      “Where’s the mouse?” One of the boys shouts as Rebecca disappears into the kitchen after taking their order.

      Anger flames up my back and I grip my fork like a dagger.

      “Don’t call him that,” I shout back.

      I’m not really a fighter, but one thing Uncle Eli has taught me is you protect your family. At all costs.

      “Why?” The one with the red hair and bad skin stands. “You gonna do something about it? Maybe you can knock me out with your report card.”

      The other three laugh like ridiculous hyenas as I grit my teeth.

      I’m ready to do something, I’m just not sure what, when fate intervenes. Another car pulls up and two other boys that were in my class come barreling through the door.

      They are bigger. I remember they were on the football team and basically they fit the stereotypical jerk jock mold you’d expect from some low-budget teen movie.

      There’s name calling and chest puffing but I’m just happy I can finish my enchiladas in peace.

      The vision of last night’s fantasy comes back in an inappropriate wave. It was of me and Eli in his bed. He was on top of me, my back arched as he entered me, making me scream as he held me down and growled for me to be quiet.

      When I couldn’t help myself any longer, I bit down on my pillow, begging for Daddy to tell me I’m a good girl and that he loves me as he stuffed me full of his cock.

      I’m not so goody-two-shoes after all.

      Rebecca emerges from the kitchen with another plate of enchiladas for me, giving the boys in the corner a hard look.

      “I didn’t order more,” I say.

      “They’ll just go to waste this time of night. Eat. Eat.” She flutters her hand over the plate and who am I to say no to free food?  When you’re poor, a free plate of enchiladas is like winning the raffle at the church fair.

      When the voices from the corner rise again, I spin around to see arms and fists flying.  A glass shatters on the linoleum floor as Rebecca screams at them to stop or get out.

      In the circumstances, I should hit the door and head back to pick up Marcy, but…enchiladas y’all.

      So, instead of making a rational decision, I’m scooping bite after bite into my mouth as the melee reaches a fever pitch. Logic prevails and I grab my plate, eyeing an empty booth at the other end of the diner, when all that adolescent testosterone ignites.

      The plate flies through the air, crashing against the glass door as mondo number one stumbles back, knocking me almost to the floor.  I manage some traction, the air expelled from my lungs, when the second body comes flying, sending me ass over teakettle into the glass window.

      There’s shouting and the sound of breaking glass as time slows and I do my best to tuck my body, lacing my fingers behind my head and bracing myself for the stinging pain of glass ripping through my flesh.

      The last thing I see before I squeeze my eyes shut is Mario and Rebecca, hands covering their mouths, and two football players spinning to watch me crash through the plate glass window.

      I hear my voice as I join the screaming, but the riotous pain never comes. Instead, I’m scooped from the air by muscled arms, thudding against a hard chest as the familiar scent of Eli breaks through my terror.

      The broken glass crunches under his boots as he swings me around, tugging me against him with a roar that shakes the dark sky.

      “Are you hurt?”  Eli rushes me into the diner through the glass, the bright lights buzzing along with my head as he sets me on the counter and starts to inspect me from head to toe. “Answer me. I cannot go another second without knowing if you are hurting.”

      “I’m okay. Just…” I swallow, looking over at the five guys now frozen in place, staring at Eli. “Out of breath.”

      He runs his fingers through my hair, down my back, lighting fires wherever he touches. My breasts start to ache with need and milk, even though I know he’s only making sure I’m not hurt.  The rough pads of his thumbs run down the thick scar on my left thigh, left there the year I arrived at the farm after I climbed on top of a combine and slipped, the sharp metal of the hay rake tearing through my ten year old flesh, leaving me bleeding and alone in the huge barn.

      Eli has a sixth sense about when I’m hurting because he was there within minutes.  Sure, I was screaming, but on a farm that doesn’t mean much. Eli could have been acres away and I would have surely bled out if he hadn’t found me when he did. It was the moment I knew he would protect me forever. This enormous, dark farmer who felt like an alien to a Park Avenue princess, would be the best father I could ever ask for.

      I shiver as he inhales, holding onto that breath, his white t-shirt impossibly tight across his chest.

      “I’m okay,” I whisper, releasing his grip on my leg with a touch of my fingertips on his wrist. “Really.”

      His dark eyes are on fire as he nods toward Mario and Rebecca, then everything goes nuts.

      It’s ten kinds of crazy as Eli loses it on the boys in the corner.  One by one, he throws them out the already shattered window, faster and farther than humanly possible as they land one by one in a pile near the curb.

      Adrenaline surges through my body as Rebecca holds my hand and Mario races around the counter to back up Eli.

      Unnecessary, but a nice gesture.

      I hop down off the counter, flicking away a speck of glass still clinging to the frayed edge of my blue jean skirt as Eli does a second round of human shot-put, encouraging each of the boys into their vehicles, bloody and tails tucked, before he throws a few roundhouse punches at the football players who are too stupid to realize how close they are to death.

      “They won’t be back.” Eli stomps into the diner through the broken window, muttering in that voice that makes the ground shake and my full breasts throb. “If they do, you call me. I’ll finish the job.”

      “Come, come.” Rebecca waves him over. “Thank you. Insurance will pay for the window but you deserve a reward.  Bunuelos with extra ice cream. Sit, sit.” She points to the stools at the counter as Mario shakes his head and disappears into a closet, emerging with a broom and dust pan.

      I stand, shrugging toward Eli who follows my lead. “Let us help.”

      “You can help by sitting down and telling me what you think of my new bunuelos recipe.”

      He nods to the swinging kitchen door where Rebecca is emerging with a platter full of the mouth-watering little donuts.

      “That’s enough for a family of twelve,”  Mario says on a chuckle.

      I offer a smile. “You’ve seen Uncle Eli eat, right?”

      “Go get more, Rebecca,” he says on a snort and the tension breaks as Eli sits me on the stool, taking a spot next to me and offering me a spoon.

      “You get first bite.” He scoops up a huge bite and holds it in the air between us.  Our eyes connect and I see relief smooth out the lines in his forehead.

      The spoon slides through my lips as I savor the sugary, sweet wonder of the bunuelos together with the creamy vanilla ice cream, as Eli tilts his head, his lips falling open as he watches me eat.

      His warm hand slips around my wrist, taking my pulse as the sound of the glass being swept up behind us mixes with the deafening thump thump thump of my heartbeat.

      The pads in my bra are soaked through and the wetness from my milk is beginning to seep down my breasts into the elastic of my bra. I chastise myself again for not taking the time to pump before I left.

      From what the doctor told me, most women who take the Motillium don’t have more than a moderate milk production, but she says I overachieve in everything so my milk production is no surprise. Even though I only take the medication when I’m feeling super sick, the milk just keeps coming. More and more every week. And it’s becoming a bit inconvenient to say the least.

      “I’m full.” I push away the dessert as Eli takes another bite, rubbing my tummy. “I’m about to give birth.”

      The metallic clatter of the spoon on the counter makes me jump as Eli drops his chin like he did in my bedroom earlier when I was leaving.

      “Are you okay?” I ask in a low whisper, but before he can answer, my phone starts to ring in my purse and if it’s not Eli calling, it has to be Marcy.

      I fumble around until I find the phone, flip it open and Eli reaches over and hits the speaker button.

      “Ruby! Hello! Hello! Are you there?”  Her voice cracks and squeals, filled with panic.

      “Yes, I’m here,” I answer, my eyes on Eli as he holds the phone, his gaze drifting to the open button on my blouse. It must have popped during the chaos and the pink lace of my bra is peeking through as well as a growing wet spot on the padding.

      “David and I had a fight.” She’s sobbing now. “Come get me, please. I’ll have this baby with or without him.”

      Rebecca and Mario freeze mid-clean up and I follow their eyes to the door. There’s a commotion out there as the boys start shouting to someone just out of view.

      Then Sheriff Connors walks right past them, ignoring all their pleas.

      “Trouble?” he asks as he steps inside, nodding to me as he focuses on Rebecca and Mario.

      Rebecca shakes her head. “Nothing we couldn’t handle. Just kids being kids, you know.”

      “Want to press charges?” He draws his notebook out of his shirt pocket and a pen, raising one eyebrow.

      There’s a noise from outside, one of the boys shouting that they want to press charges against that monster asshole but the sheriff ignores them.

      “Ruby? What’s going on?” Marcy sounds worried and alone.

      “Nothing,” I say. Eli releases a long exhale, eyes closing for a moment before taking the phone from my hand.

      I press my fingers over my lips but it’s too late. You don’t snatch a phone away from a man like Eli.

      “We’re coming back.” He says and Marcy answers with silence on the other end of the phone. “Make sure your boyfriend is there with you when we come. I want to talk to him.”

      Eli ends the call, squeezes the phone in his fist and turns my way. “Ready?”

      “Now hold on one second, Eli Heartson.” The sheriff turns our way. “I never said you could go.”

      “You know full well they wouldn’t cause this mess and we don’t want to press charges anyway,” Rebecca says, putting her hands on her hips. “Let them go, Andrew. Then sit down and let us get you a coffee. Black, no sugar?”

      He clicks his teeth, then nods to Eli, but I don’t think the sheriff’s words were going to stop him anyway. By the time he’s decided to let us go, Uncle Eli has already taken me by the arm, leading me to the exit.
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      “You’re not mad?” I ask as Eli swings open the door to my truck and lifts me into the seat, buckling the seat belt and clenching his teeth.

      As we walked to where I parked, he gave me the glare and I spilled all the details about Marcy and David. The baby. The fights, the breaks ups, the make ups, everything. He listened in silence but I know he committed every word to memory.

      My skin gets all tingly as his chest touches mine, his cheek next to my lips, and I want to grab him and tell him how he makes me feel. How I call to him at night and touch myself, wishing Daddy would sneak into my room and make the achy feeling go away.

      “No. Not mad,” he says, pressing his lips together, the lines in his forehead returning. “Never mad at you. I’m sad.”

      “Sad? Why?”

      “Because you didn’t tell me. Sad you didn’t feel safe telling me all the things in your life. I’ve done something wrong if you felt you couldn’t do that. I will do better, I promise.”  He cracks his neck, then pins me with his eyes. “And you will do better as well. You tell me all the things, not just what you think I should know. All of your life you will tell me. That is a rule.”

      “I’m eighteen and you are adding rules to the list?”

      I think of the worn piece of notebook paper with my eight year old writing on it that still hangs taped to the refrigerator.  Soon after I arrived on the farm, Eli sat me down, told me the rules and had me write them out.

      “I’ll add rules until you are old and gray, little girl.” He only calls me that when he’s being stern and it always ignites a fury down in my core. “If they help me understand you, protect you and care for you, yes, I’ll fucking add rules.” That low rumble coming from his chest lets me know I need to tread lightly.  “But I am sorry I cursed at you.” He glances at the front of my blouse then back to my face. “You follow me.”

      My stomach flutters as he jogs toward his Ford F250, and I force myself to turn the ignition and put the stick-shift in gear. The boys and their cars from earlier are gone, but I shiver, feeling there’s some other challenge on the horizon.

      As we drive, and the silence stretches inside my cab, I think of what he said.

      …until you are old and gray, little girl.

      Does he see us together until we are old?

      Sure, we work together and live together and there’s rarely any conflict between us. We’re quietly happy together outside of being poor and my occasional meltdowns.  But, what about college? I haven’t told him about my scholarships and we never really talk about the future which never seemed odd until now that I think about it.

      Maybe I’m just free labor.

      No, that can’t be it. Eli does ninety-percent of the work on the farm and around the house. He’s a force of nature with his cooking, plowing, sewing and tending to everything.

      But, I mean, we need to discuss what’s next for us.

      By which I mean, me. Right?

      As the dark road comes back upon the bonfire, that unsettled feeling that the future is sort of a blank slate that needs some sort of outline niggles in the back of my mind.

      But, for now, we need to deal with Marcy.

      The fire is still ten feet tall when we get out of our trucks, the music is louder, the crowd is drunker and there’s Marcy. Chatting with a few of the other girls from our class, looking none too frazzled.

      Total change from how she sounded on the phone.

      She waves at me, then stalls when she catches on that Eli is a few steps behind.

      Then, there’s David. Standing off to the side with a few of his crew from the diner. But Eli is completely nonplussed as they all stare his way.

      Eli stomps through the wet grass ahead of me and half the heads in the crowd turn, wondering what’s about to happen.

      “Oh, shoot,” I mumble as Marcy drops her hand.

      “Everything is okay now,” she says as we approach, concern tightening her smile as Eli lets me approach her first, stuffing his hands down in his pockets as I shrug at my friend.

      “What the heck, Marcy? We rushed to get you…”

      “I’m sorry. You know how David is. He’s a hot head sometimes, but we’re okay now.” Her words don’t match her demeanor and the knot in my stomach tightens.

      “Well, we should go anyway,” I say as Eli steps forward, standing just to my left, scanning the crowd.

      The sound of Muse starts to pump from the speakers in the back of a pick up and Marcy’s eyes light up.

      “One dance? Then we will go. One dance, Mr. Heartson? Pleeeeease?”

      Eli growls, his eyes turning to slits as I shrug with a little smile. “I do like this song.”

      “Fine. Dance. Then we go.” Eli nods toward where a group is bouncing and dancing by the fire and Marcy grabs my hand and we head that way, leaving Eli standing there like a fish out of water.

      He doesn’t care. He stands like a statue as I raise my hands above my head and start to move to the beat. I love to dance, I just don’t usually get the opportunity, but with Eli standing by, somehow my confidence is bolstered and my hips and body take on a new life as he watches with those dark eyes.

      With the popping of the fire, the scent of the burning wood, the heat between my legs and in my dripping tits, I become someone new.  I gyrate and shimmy. I close my eyes then open them again to see Eli watching every move.

      He looks the same but different. There’s a new angle to his jaw. The fire flickers in the mirrors of his dark eyes and even from this distance, his intensity has my heart galloping like a herd of horses across the field.

      By mid-song, I’m practically dry humping the air, dancing only for Eli as his eyes rove over me, making the wetness between my legs saturate my panties and that tense ache is nearly unbearable.

      The popped button on my shirt shows off the swell of my tits and I bend and shake and wiggle, daring Eli to do something.

      Instead, Jimmy Redford stumbles our way, swigging from a bottle of Jim Beam and joining in with Marcy and me, uninvited.

      “You got some moves there, four point O.”  He chuckles as he nods his head in time with the beat.

      That’s been my nickname for years, and honestly I don’t hate it. But I think most of the kids use it because they can’t remember my first name, which is kind of irritating.

      “Get lost,” Marcy says as I glance back at Eli who now has his arms at his sides, fists balled. That tingle dances in my nipples again, the pressure in my tits getting painful as Jimmy makes his move.

      He throws an arm around my shoulders, pulling me against him as he thrusts his hips forward and back in some foul, drunken version of dirty dancing.

      I shove him away but it’s too late. Eli is right there, thumping him on the top of his head with a sledgehammer of a fist, pounding him right into the ground.

      “Come on. Dance is over.”  Eli grabs my wrist and jerks his head toward Marcy. “You come too.”

      Marcy steps in behind me as Eli heads toward David. The rest of his crew scatter but Eli raises a finger toward him, pinning him in place.

      “You,” he grunts as he motions to Marcy to catch up.  “Stand here. And you.” He jabs his finger into David’s chest as the crowd looks on.  “You man up.”

      Eli releases my wrist, then slides his enormous hand up my arm and holds the back of my neck, fingers gripping as he lectures David.

      “You are not allowed to be a boy anymore. You can make a baby, you can take care of a baby. And your woman. You grow up, right now. Marry her. Make a life. A good life. You choose to do that for her and your baby. Right now. Today. No more bullshit. Work when you must. Take care of what’s yours. Have fun when you can. But, most important, you take her home. You tell her parents you are going to make this right and then you follow through. No more hiding and childish games. Find your balls. You had them when you made a baby with her. Find them again. We’re leaving. Do what I say.”

      David’s eyes are as round as the moon but he doesn’t move.

      “Now,” Eli barks and David jumps. He grabs Marcy’s hand, she mouths a silent thank you my way and they head off toward the parked cars as Eli leads me by my neck back to our trucks.
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      My cock is as hard as the steel bars on the milking stalls in the dairy barn.

      Watching her dance in that field had me cataloging every movement and translating it to how she would feel under my massive body, dancing a different sort of dance.

      The muscles in my cheeks grind to life as I smile. Something I rarely do but when it’s happened, it’s always with Ruby. But, tonight, I’m smiling for a different reason.

      A devious one. The devil in me has risen and I no longer care about praying him away.

      Ruby is inside the front door before I’m out of my truck and I know why. Her tits must be painful by now. She skipped her second pumping earlier and even if she’d taken the time, she would have found out my secret.

      I follow through the front door of the crooked farmhouse that we call home.  She makes it a home, I should say. It’s not the wood or the fireplace or the quilts or the canned tomatoes on the shelves.

      It’s Ruby. Her light and life have saved me and created a life I never imagined possible. She never looks at me like I’m a freak. She looks up to me and asks me for help and advice like I’m a scholar or some guru.

      Being a father was never in my plan. Or having a woman. But with her, I want both and the shame and sin of it all has kept me bound in its chains for too long.

      She doesn’t think I’m strange for sewing and cooking and refusing to capitulate to the norms of society. She believes in me and the idea of anyone else ever touching her sends jagged blades into my heart.

      I have lived according to my own set of rules, why should that stop when it comes to Ruby? My most precious possession.

      And that is what she is. My possession.

      I pull the tea kettle to the sink, filling it and clicking on the gas burner, watching the blue flame burst to life.

      I’ve made tea and cookies for Ruby for years. What she doesn’t know is since I found out about her making milk, my obsession has turned into near psychosis.

      I think about it day and night. I wonder if her breasts are warm. If her nipples tingle and if she ever drinks from herself.

      I battle back the groan that feels like rusty nails scraping up my throat.

      Milk.

      Milk.

      Milk.

      Her full, creamy breasts beckon to me and tonight, I take what’s mine.

      “Uncle Eli!” she calls, right on cue.

      “Yes?” I answer, lowering the kettle onto the burner, taking a scoop of the special tea I’ve blended into the infuser and lowering it into an empty porcelain cup.

      “There is a little problem.” She emerges from the hallway that leads to our bedrooms with the little pink and white machine in one hand and the tubes and bottles in the other, her blouse open down to her navel as the creamy flesh of her tits billows out.

      “What’s the problem?” I ask, trying to hide the lie in my voice.

      I know exactly what’s wrong. The pump’s motor burned out due to me zapping it with a blowtorch earlier today.

      “It won’t turn on.” Her little voice cracks and I know she’s uncomfortable and I should be sorry, but sometimes there is pain before pleasure.

      “Let me see.” I take the machine from her and set it on the counter, opening the back, pretending to inspect the insides as I shake my head. “Motor is fried.”

      “So…” Her fingers twiddle over the top flesh of her chest. “You can’t fix it?”  Her voice trembles as I shake my head and she looks to me for help.  “But, I’m hurting, what do I do? Use my hands? That will take forever and they hurt, Uncle Eli.”

      There’s pleading in her voice and a stab of guilt stings in my gut, but I quickly override it as my cock leaks against the front of my jeans.

      “No, squeezing will only take a small amount of milk out.” I clear my throat. “Come here. I know you are hurting, I can see it in your eyes. I will help, but there’s only one way.”

      I should stop this now. Reason clashes with lust inside my chest as the little girl I raised into a young woman stands in front of me, looking for help.

      Am I such a bastard that not only have I been feeding her my homemade lactation cookies and tea brewed with my special blend of fenugreek, fennel, anise, coriander, and blessed thistle, but I’ve broken her breast pump so that she will have no choice but to let me suckle her and then, oh then, I know her sweet, dripping pussy will be mine.

      A father shouldn’t want these things. She may not be my niece by blood, but I’ve been the only father in her life and now, all I want to do is hold her down on the kitchen table with a mouth full of milky tit while I rail into her raw, with every inch of my greedy dick.

      She is an angel. My angel. And it’s time me for me to claim her in ways I shouldn’t but I know I will.

      “What are you thinking?”

      I’m thinking of shoving your ankles behind your ears, getting that tit in my mouth and taking your cherry straight to hell.

      She is purity and innocence and I want to defile her in a thousand ways.

      “Just trust Daddy,” I say, the last word slipping from my lips like a dark signal of the storm on the horizon.

      I step forward and draw her hand forward, pulling her to the edge of the kitchen table as her blue eyes widen.

      “Did you just say…Daddy?”

      She swallows as I focus on the blue veins snaking just under the ivory flesh of her cleavage and slip my hands around her tiny waist, positioning her plump ass on the end of the kitchen table then taking a seat in the chair in front of her.

      “Isn’t that what you call me at night when you are alone in your room?”  I want all the cards on the table, I want no more secrets between us. She may fight, she may not understand but one thing she is not going to do, is get away from me.

      Ever.

      Her bee sting plump lips fall open in a silent answer.

      “How did you know?”

      I scoot the wooden chair I made myself closer, spreading her knees with my torso, my head at the perfect height for her to feed me from those engorged milkers.  She’s a tiny girl but her tits are giving Dolly Parton a run for her money right now and she’s never been more beautiful than she is sitting there with confusion crinkling her nose.

      “We’ve had our bedrooms next to each other for ten years. I have good ears.”

      “But…” She starts, then stalls as I reach up and unbutton two more of the white pearl buttons on her blouse as her hands start to tremble.  Her heartbeat is audible, fast, racing, racing toward the finish line with me there waiting to give her the prize I’ve been saving just for her.

      “But what? Do you not call me Daddy when you’re alone? Or is it not me you are thinking about when you use that word?”  Lightning crashes through my core waiting for her answer which comes immediately and with enthusiasm.

      She shakes her head and I spread open her shirt, nearly losing consciousness as I see her soaking wet bra, the hint of her deep pink areola peeking out from the top of the lace.

      “No! I don’t think of anyone else.”

      “So you do think of me. I’m Daddy.”

      She nods and a wash of relief warms me as my balls tighten into knots and my cock bends like a forged iron bar in my pants.

      “Daddy.” She purrs as I settle my palm on the outside of her wet bra. “Are you going to suck my milk out?”

      “Yes, baby.”  Another shift. Another word uttered that secures her in my life in a position other than what the world would accept between a man that’s raised his niece as his own.

      The fear in her eyes turns to fire as I squeeze the heavy flesh of her breast and her lips curve into a smile, her lashes flutter as her head falls back.

      “They ache.” She hisses at the ceiling, lowering her gaze to mine. “Help me, Daddy. Make it stop hurting.”

      “Of course. That’s what a daddy is for. To help. That’s all I’m doing, baby, I’m just trying to help. You understand that right? I’d never hurt you. Maybe a spanking if you’ve earned it…”

      The fantasy of her over my knee with the goat milker on those full tits feels like a gut punch as I reach inside her bra and withdraw the swollen flesh.

      “Jesus.”  A spray of milk hits me right between the eyes and all the longing and waiting feels like a penance being released.

      “I have so much milk. I could be one of the cows in the barn. I don’t know why every week there's more and more. If it’s going to be such a bother, maybe I should just stop taking the medication.”

      “I don’t think it will matter from now on. You can take the medication if it helps with your periods but you should know, I intend to stop your periods from bothering you.”

      Her leaking nipples have me hypnotized as I squeeze and kneed the warm flesh the tiny jets of milk wetting my face as I stick out my tongue, catching a jet and savoring the sweet warmth.

      “You can’t stop my periods.” She chuckles as I shoot her a glance, eyebrows raised, and she catches on.

      Before she can mount any protest, I give her something to do.

      “Feed me, baby. Uncle Eli will take the ache away, push that nipple deep and I’ll suckle away all the pain.” I open my lips, guide her hands around the swollen orb and nod wanting her to be the one to do the honors.

      She hesitates for only a second before the brush of her leaking nipple grazes my tongue and I latch on like a starving man, pulling her deep, deep, sucking and feeling that first fresh spray spread through my mouth as I moan and nearly double over in pleasure.

      I want her in a way I’ve never known was out there in the world. I want to be who I’ve been. Her father figure. The man that fights off the world for her then tucks her into bed and kisses her forehead.

      But I also want to split her open with my dick, shove it down that pretty little throat and paint her face with my hot spend then spank her ass and put her on her knees in the barn, mounting her from behind like a bull while the goat milker sucks those juicy nipples dry.

      So many fantasies I’ve had about her. The years of lust I tried to hide make me a sick man. I know it but I can’t stop.

      “That feels so good,” Ruby says, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders. “Thank you.”

      Guilt cuts into me as her sweet gratitude only makes my depraved desires flame higher.

      I draw deep, rasping my teeth on the pebbled nipple as he coats my throat and I swallow, swallow, swallow down all the milk she’s made just for me.

      My gut twists as everything feels right with the world. The only thing missing is my baby growing inside her and that is my second obsession.

      She will have her first time with her uncle. The man that’s raised her but what she doesn’t know yet, is she will be my first time as well.  We will make love as virgins and if God blesses our deviant union, I’ll spend into her womb at the right time and we will be bound together forever with my child growing inside her.

      “You are delicious.” I come up for air as Ruby’s blushed cheeks darken and I slip a hand under the hem of her skirt. “You know, they say when you orgasm, your milk expresses on its own.”

      There’s a hint of deviousness in her smile as she runs her hands from my shoulders to the sides of my neck and nods.

      “Oh? How do you know?” She tucks her chin making her look younger, more innocent and it takes my breath away. “Because, you know, at night, alone…” She shrugs, raising a brow, “I touch myself and since I’ve had this…”

      She slips a hand from my neck to her other breast and squeezes, shooting me directly in my eye this time and the giggle she releases is almost an intoxicating as the scent of her arousal as I push her skirt higher.

      “So, you make your self feel good thinking of Daddy and your tits have their own milky orgasm.”

      Her breath is uneven, and her eyes take on a dreamy look as both her hands come to cup my jaw.

      “You have milk on your chin,” she says, that sweet teasing in her voice I’ve grown to love over the years.

      She’s the only one that accepts me exactly as I am. She’s beautiful, smart and pure. She has a kind soul and all I want to do is bang her rotten up against every wall in our home while she calls me Daddy and I pray for forgiveness.

      “Feed me the other one. I am an equal opportunity man.”

      Her blue eyes sparkle as she leads the other dripping pink nipple to my mouth and I take a bite this time watching her wince then suck hard watching her eyes roll back as I tickle the outside of her panties and feel the wet warmth.

      She’s going to know every inch of my greedy cock soon enough but for now, I want to give her the time she needs for her body and her mind to understand the intoxicating forces that have pulled at my center for too long.

      My cock burns with need as she fills my mouth and the tips of my fingers draw back the damp panties from her slick center.

      “Spread your legs,” I say around a mouthful of milky tit. “Hike up your skirt and put your heels on the table. I’m going to finish milking you. Then I’m going in for round two.”

      I think of how she will look when I get my dick inside her. How her blue eyes will go round as her tiny body wrestles with every thick inch I’ve saved for her.

      I groan as I draw the sweetness from her body and it takes all my willpower not to throw her back on the table and rage fuck her for keeping her sweet milk and supple body from me for so long.

      “That’s such a relief.”

      I tease my fingers against the brush of her bare lips and wonder how long she’s been bare. When I’ve watched her through the keyhole, her pussy was covered in light brown curls but what I feel now is smooth, slick skin.

      She’s been my soul mate from the first time I picked her up. I think I knew it then but admitting it was another thing. Knowing your brother’s daughter is going to be your wife and the mother of your children is not something you admit readily. Even to yourself.

      I crowd my massive torso between her legs, gulping down the warm cream from her breast as I look up and see the lust in her eyes.

      Fuck. That sweet face. It’s been those eyes that have taunted me and also made me want to live for so long, now all they do it make me want to breed her like a dog. I want to fuck that purity right out of her, bareback her with her tits hanging down and her ass red from my hand.

      “This is wrong,” she says, the words a slurred hiss as I meet the wetness at her opening, dragging the backs of my fingers up and down as the scent of her sweet, cherry pussy makes me dizzy.

      Her milk tastes like heaven, I can hardly imagine what her juicy cunt is going to do to me.

      All the waiting disappears into the abyss as I slip one finger inside her opening and rub the tip of my thumb on that hard eager nub listening to her sign and moan as a jet of milk coats the back of my throat.

      “That’s good, I take it. Your tit just came in my mouth.”

      “God, Eli.”

      “Yes, baby.”

      “This is so wrong.”

      “No.” I say, on a growl, releasing her nipple and rising up, pressing her flat on the table and driving my finger inside her tightness another inch. “Tell me this doesn’t feel right. Your Uncle that’s taken care of you and given you everything now wants what’s coming to him. That’s fair, isn’t it?”

      I assault her clit with my thumb as her head thrashes back and forth on the table as I reach up with my other hand and circle it around her throat watching her tits bounce and leak.

      “I—I’m not sure.”

      “Not sure?” My voice hardens as my cock throbs. The pain almost more than I can bear. “Have I not been a good father? Have you not called for Daddy in the night and he came to you when you were scared?”

      She nods, her wide blue eyes confused by the harshness of my words.

      “Yes. And now you’re a big girl. And I’ve waited.” I drop my head, shaking it for a moment before I squeeze her windpipe and wiggle my finger inside her until I find what the books and magazines call a g-spot and press.

      She arches and screams. She’s tighter than I ever imagined her opening would be and fear mounts itself on my back knowing if I fucked her tiny body right now, I would surely destroy her.

      “This pussy is telling me a story. Just like the stories I told you when you were little. The ones I made up in my head just for you. Do you remember?”

      Her lashes flutter and her eyes dilate. “Yes. I loved your stories.”

      “Well, this is a new story. This is the story where the uncle trains his little girl how to please him. You want me to be pleased, don’t you?”

      She nods as her pulse bangs against my palm and I work my finger against the rough little pad inside her.  Her hips start to rise and fall in the rhythm of my strokes.

      “Good, now you’re going to follow the rules. Do as you are told like a good girl, right?”

      I withdraw my fingers as her head thrashes back and forth. “Please—Please…”

      “Needy, aren’t you? Say you’ll be a good girl and do as you’re told or I’ll tie you here to the table and leave you aching. I’ll come back and suck your milk whenever it pleases me, maybe I’ll fuck those swollen tits of yours until you do what I say.”

      I turn as if I could really walk away but I don’t have to take a step before she gives me what I want.

      “I’ll be a good girl, Daddy. Please, I promise, I’ll be good. I’ll do whatever you say.”

      I turn, nodding on a smile, the muscles in my cheeks aching, reminding me of how rarely I use them.

      “Very good. Let’s start with a kiss. Not a cheek kiss like you use to tease me. But a good, grown up kiss.”

      I lean over, grabbing the hem of her skirt that is already mid-thigh and shove it around her waist, lowering my face to hers and kiss her like an animal.

      I fuck her mouth with my tongue while reaching down to release my erection and center myself between her legs, feeling the wet heat as I trap her moans with my mouth.

      She returns my kiss, her hands tugging and clinging to my shoulders now giving me what I need. Her hips lift from the table, seeking friction and I fall back into the chair, spreading her wide, her arms flying upward onto the table as I bury my face between her legs.

      I don’t know what I’m doing but I’ve watched an old movie reel I found in the back of the closet. It’s in black and white and there’s no sound but I didn’t want it for my own pleasure. I wanted to learn.

      For Ruby.

      “You are my perfect angel.” I say as her flavor spreads through me like wildfire. Her pussy will forever be my weakness, I know this already. I want to do everything with her right now but I know her body needs time. I would hurt her if I stuffed her full of my cock right now and I want to savor the moment.

      I ease back, pulling open her outer lips and studying what I see. There are lovely slick pink petals that lead down to her little tight fuck hole where she had my finger trapped a moment ago. I pull upward and expose the clit, knowing that from talk in locker rooms and other places where boys pretend they are men.

      I lean in, holding that little bit of flesh back that allows the nub to be fully exposed and attack it with the flat of my tongue as Ruby’s body twists and I lick some more.

      She moans and makes the most wonderful noises. Noises like I have heard her made in her bedroom at night.

      “Call me Daddy.”

      “Daddy.” She responds immediately and I am surprised how much her obedience turns me on.

      “Tell Daddy you want him to lick you down here more.”

      “I want you to lick me more, Daddy. Down there.”

      I focus on that spot, my brows tugging together, her pleasure driving me as her fingers dig into my scalp, drawing me closer, closer as her wetness spread over my mouth.

      Her moans take on a desperate tone and I feel like a king knowing I’m the one giving her this pleasure.

      Mine, you’re mine, mine, forever mine.

      Her juices coat my beard as I swell with pride at the sounds of joy and desire coming from my little angel.

      I look up to see her eyes closed, her stomach pulled in tight, but those tits, the obscenely large tits on her small body make my cock drip and strain begging for its own relief.

      She goes stiff as a board, her sounds stop and I’m fearful I’ve hurt her but I lick her again, harder, faster, reaching up to grab her tits and squeeze.

      That flips a switch in my Ruby and her body gives me the peak, gushing her pleasure from her sweet cunt, drenching me with her juices while I feel the warm rain of her milk as her orgasm takes over.

      Something comes over me as her body twists and her voice calls to her daddy.

      In one monstrous motion, I flip her little body over, grabbing her pulsing cunt in one hand and slapping the other over her mouth, holding her in place as I seek revenge on her ass with my cock.

      I don’t press inside, but instead I use her body for my relief, dry humping against her, sliding between her ass cheeks as I drive my middle finger into her throbbing hole.

      She’s a doll in my arms, weightless as I thrust furiously against her and grunt into her ear.

      “You belong to me. I’m your daddy from now on. Your Uncle Eli is only for out in public everywhere else. I’m your father and I own you like I do every cow in that barn. You are part of my herd now, angel. My milky little cow. Daddy’s going to use you for his own relief. You just be quiet and don’t tell.”

      I lift her toes from the ground, holding her by her cunt and drive her tiny body up and down against my raging dick. She twists and bucks but it’s no use. She’s a butterfly in the grasp of a lion and all her thrashing and fighting only urges me on.

      Her screams don’t move beyond my palm as I rub and rub and fuck and hump against her until my balls are ready to heave.

      My peak hits with one last bucking thrust as I use my niece, the little girl I raised as my fuck toy. I bend her over the table, bearing my weight against her as my cock slides up and down through her ripe ass, grinding down until blackness takes over and I hump her with all my fury. All the years of waiting and shame come out of me in a bellow that shakes the windows.

      She’s calling for me under the clamp of my hand and I release, grabbing the edges of the table and lifting it with ruby pinned between, ramming myself against her in a climax that blinds me. Taking every moment of pleasure from her as my hot, sticky release coats our skin and she gasps out my name.

      Daddy.

      Daddy.

      Daddy.

      The love I feel for her in this moment weakens my knees. My heart is pounding out a storm inside me as she goes limp and I know she will be with me forever.

      I cradle her against me as we both pant and there’s a flash of light through the front window making me tuck Ruby behind me, pulling up my pants as the sound of a voice calls through the door.

      “Ruby! It’s me, please, we did what your uncle said but my parents kicked me out. David punched my father and they called the sheriff. I have nowhere else to go…”

      Fuck. Playtime is over.
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      I haven’t stopped shaking since that orgasm.

      The one my uncle gave me.

      With his mouth. Then his fingers. Then, with his cock slipping through my ass cheeks.

      Three times I came and God knows what was going to happen next.

      I’ll never know because Marcy’s drama ended things before they could go any farther.

      That’s good, right?

      I mean, sure, Eli was trying to help me with my milk situation, which, by the way, is now a problem again as usual in the morning.

      But, things just got way, way out of control. It was a one time thing I’m sure. Eli surely needs a woman, but me?

      I think he was just milk drunk. I’ve heard of it, but why do I feel so…different?

      Like we’ve crossed an invisible line and things will never go back to the way they were. Is this the life I want forever? Living on a farm, up to my knees in cow muck and scraping by to pay the electric bill?

      Is that what I was born for? Is that what I worked so hard in school for?

      I shake my head as I smell the bacon drifting down the hall as Marcy snores softly on the other side of my bed.

      She was up a lot in the night, crying and whispering on phone calls with David. I pretended to be asleep. I clearly now have problems of my own but now that the sun is coming up, my tummy is rolling knowing it’s Friday and Eli and I always do our dairy barn chores together on Fridays.

      And, as I said, Eli never wavers so he’s in the kitchen cooking us breakfast as he always does and I need to man up and get down there. There’s no days off on a farm as Eli always says so I pull up my big girl shorts, tie up my t-shirt, then make an executive decision that is probably a mistake.

      Reaching up the back of my t-shirt, I unclasp my bra, then reach inside each sleeve, tug the straps down over each arm, release them, and tug the bra out from one sleeve and set the girls free.

      Who am I?

      I’m Daddy’s little milky wonder is what I am.  Let’s do this thing. What’s the worst that could happen?

      Don’t answer that.  I’m just throwing caution into the August wind. For once, I want to live dangerously.

      Or, at least without a bra.

      I take a deep breath and say a prayer, then tiptoe out of the bedroom and down the hall, finding myself wanting more of what Eli offered me last night.

      I step into the kitchen. The cool wood floor slippery under my bare feet, my work boots cleaned and sitting on the stand by the door as they are every morning.

      When I get to the kitchen, the bacon is still sizzling in the pan set on the counter but Eli is nowhere in sight.

      A thought shakes me.  If I push down this path, it’s possible I could lose all the good things that Eli and I have had together. Will changing our relationship change what we had?  Don’t get me wrong, last night was…wow, but is it worth the risk?

      I slip a piece of bacon into my mouth and shiver. My nipples already tingling again as I think about his hands and mouth and words. I’m not sure what that little spot was he found inside of me but it sure was a happy button and I would love another round of whatever magic that was.

      It’s strange for Eli to not wait for me at breakfast even with the events of the night before looming over us.  I swing open the back door, the warm breeze rustling through the corn as the sun peaks round above the top of the back forty.

      I think of all the times Eli held my hand before.  He always made me feel safe and loved but we’ve never said those words to each other.  Eli’s not the kind of man that talks about his emotions and that’s probably going to be a problem, especially considering our complicated circumstances.

      “Uncle Eli!” I yell through my cupped hands and that knot in my belly tightens and I admit to myself how much I want him. Not just as the uncle he’s been or the father. But as everything.

      Daddy.

      I walk through the dewy grass to the dairy barn thinking he’s avoiding me and starting on the chores early.

      But, when I get to the doors, they are closed and there’s no sight or sound of him.

      “Eli?” I try again, rolling the huge doors open just enough for me to get inside.

      “Here.” His low voice comes from the end of the aisle. It’s quiet. Quieter than usual except for the sound of a few cows in the stalls at the end of the barn.

      “Everything okay? I’m ready for chores.”

      Eli steps out, the sun in tiny stripes coming through the barn walls silhouetting him against the darkness.

      “Chores are done.”

      My heart drops. “But, we always do Friday morning chores together.”

      “Things are changing, it would seem.”  He steps my way and there’s no air. My lungs burn as his dark eyes come into view. He’s wearing his black and red plaid shirt and jeans. Friday morning clothes but they don’t look like he’s worked a minute in them.  “I couldn’t sleep, angel. I took care of our chores so we would have time to do other things.”

      Tingles scurry up my back.  “What kind of things?”

      “Whatever I say. Remember. You agreed to do what I tell you.”

      I’ve never been a rebel but following blind orders has also never been my thing but somehow, the way Eli says it, I’d crawl across a barn full of manure if that’s what he wanted.

      He’s confident but never arrogant and somewhere in my core, I know whatever he asks me to do, it’s either good for me or at least not harmful and there’s probably a lesson involved.

      I step forward, letting the sun catch on the front of my t-shirt which already is showing two dark circles around my nipples.

      “I did say that, didn’t I? But, I was under duress.”

      Eli nods, scratching his chin, and I see the huge outline of his hardness behind the denim.

      “If memory serves, you liked that duress. A lot. Three times if I counted correctly.”

      I snort on a giggle. He looks like my Uncle Eli but there’s a new look in his eyes and it only fuels this new wanton part of me.

      “Your laugh is like sunshine. Whenever I hear it, I wish I could write it down as a memory and read it over and over. I want to remember everything that makes you laugh so I can do it again and again.”

      “Is there anything else you want to do again?” I sweep my hands down the sides of my breasts, with a squeeze spreading milk circles on the thin white t-shirt.

      “You are being a very, very good girl. Now, come. We have other chores to do.”

      He reaches for my hand leading us through another door to an old milking stall we don’t use anymore.

      Inside, I stop in my tracks.  The walls are painted a pure white. There’s a new light hanging down and the floor is spread with fresh straw covered in layers of soft quilts.  In the corner is one of the newest stainless steel goat milking machines I convinced Eli to buy thinking it would speed up our production time but he never took it out of the box, choosing instead for us to milk the goats by hand while the dairy cows used the old milking stalls in the east barn.

      “What’s this?”

      “If you’re a good girl, I’m going to show you. But first, of all that happened last night, there is one thing I left out.”

      I chuckle again looking down at the front of his pants.  “Well, you took it out, but yeah, it didn’t get in.”

      “Not that.”  He strips off his shirt and his body shows the years of hard labor with right angles and thick muscle.  “I need to give you something. And say something.”

      His face shows the strain of whatever this is and that ominous feeling cloaks me in doubt again.

      “Okay, I’m here. What do you want to give me?”

      He reaches into his back pocket and pulls out a folded piece of paper and presses it into my palm.

      There’s a sorrow in his eyes that breaks my heart and I’m sure what’s in my hand is going to break mine.

      “Open it.”

      My fingers tremble as I hate each second. I can’t imagine what’s inside but it doesn’t feel like it’s something good.

      Four little folds take an eternity to flatten out and there on the white page is the sweetest, most romantic gesture ever written in any book ever.

      In thick pencil, there are twenty-nine words.  Rough and childlike but more meaningful than volumes of poetry.

      My Ruby

      I loved you when I met you. I love you more every day.

      I am sorry I did not say it before now. I love you.

      Eli Daddy

      I clap my hand over my mouth as he sweeps his arm behind my back, harsh groans rumbling from his chest as his lips crush to mine and lust warms the room.

      Before I know it, his weight is on top of me, his rough hands stripping my clothes as he does the same with his.  We are naked together and I take the first long look at what God gave him and gasp.

      “That’s huge.” I mouth, staring down every thick inch of him thinking he would give one of the stallions a run for their money.

      “I will make sure this tight little girl pussy is wet and ready. I’m going to eat my fill again.” He says as his mouth takes mine and all my thoughts evaporate in the kiss.

      Our bodies are slick with sweat within seconds. The August morning already warming the barn as Eli’s movements turn determined and I steady myself for a wild ride.

      He works down my body, stopping to feed on each milky nipple before tracing his tongue over my belly then spreads my legs and takes a mouthful of my pussy.

      The wet sounds of his mouth and my yelps and moans fill the room within seconds.  The talent of his mouth is legendary and it’s all mine.

      “When you are wet enough, Daddy is going to show you how to make him happy again. Soon enough it will be with that sweet mouth of yours, but today, it’s your little girl pussy that’s going to please me.”

      I want him so much. The filthy talk that comes from my stoic Uncle Eli turns me on in a way I never imagined.

      I twist and whine as he licks and prods with is tongue. Priming my opening with jabs and fingers until I’m a babbling mess on the blankets, practically begging him to get me off.

      “Please,” I say, pleading shaking my voice after a minute.

      His tongue is inside me, a giant rough hand squeezes my breast spraying milk into the air as fingers work my clit and I’m spun into bliss.

      Sensations overtake me as he pinching my clit with his teeth and the rough scratch of his beard rakes on my inner thighs.

      As I’m lost in the abyss of bliss, his face drags up my belly, taking a long draw from each breast as my orgasm wanes and his cock jabs between my legs making me gasp.

      “I need you.” I say, the whispered truth shaking me to my core. “I don’t ever want to not be with you. But what will people say?”

      “Have you known me for one second to ever care what people say?”

      I shake my head as his bare teeth nip at the nape of my neck.

      “I need you too, baby. So fucking bad.”  He answers with a curse as his hands reach down and grip my knees holding them wide.  “You will bleed on these quilts. They will be on our bed from now on. I love you. I’ve always loved you. God help me, Ruby, I love you.”

      His thickness prods at my opening and a yearning knots in my belly.  He’s going to fuck me and there’s not a condom in sight.

      “Wait,” I stutter. “Should we, you know…have a condom? Isn’t that smart?”

      “I’ll destroy every fucking condom in the state of Indiana if you ever say that again. Now, be Daddy’s good girl and let me in that tight little baby maker of yours. The sooner I knock you up, the better.”

      I whimper and writhe as he presses upward, his thick body enough to cover me three times and I spread my legs as far as I can to accommodate him but it’s not enough and I choke on a sob.

      “Don’t cry, please, fuck, don’t cry.”

      “I’m sorry, I just don’t think you’ll fit.”  Lust fogs my vision as Eli answers by driving himself inside me in one horrible and wonderful thrust.

      I think I scream and there is pain but it’s sort of an out of body experience. I feel part of him, like we really just turned into one person somehow and even though it hurts, it’s more a sense that we’ve been waiting for this for so long and now that it’s here, no amount of pain matters.

      “You are mine.” He grunts with his next thrust as my body stretches around him.

      His rough thumbs graze over my cheeks in slow tender touches as down below, he slams himself home over and over until the breath leaves my lungs and I’m a sex doll again being used for this monster of a man’s pleasure.

      He drags himself in and out. In and out while kissing my neck and telling me he loves me more times than I can count.

      “You are such a good girl. My good girl. Forever. You know that, Angel? You’ll never get away from me. Never.”

      “I don’t want to go anywhere. Ever.”

      “I’ll be inside you everyday. You will feed me with your milk, you will learn to suck my cock and swallow my cum like a sweet little good girl.”

      The bit of pain is gone and all that’s left is this driving need for pleasure and I lock my ankles around the hard muscle of his ass and the thought comes to me that I’m fucking my uncle.

      The man that has been my father for a decade.

      Pleasure jolts inside of me at the depravity and I lift my hips to ride out his every stroke. I score his shoulders with my fingernails as the sound of our wet bodies slapping together fills the small room and I want this to go on forever.

      I want to be filled by him. I want to feed him and watch him as he nurses from my breasts. I want to taste every part of him and—and—

      “Oh my God.” I choke as Eli humps and pumps harder and faster until I’m a speck of dust under his forceful frame.

      His mouth finds mine as I scream out.  The bliss blinding me and flooding me with a calm and floating feeling that seems to go on forever.

      “You please me,” Eli grunts as he grows inside me. “I’m going to fill you, baby. Good girls take all the cream and say thank you after.”

      Three more thrusts and I’m spinning again as Eli roars to the rafters.  Waves of pleasure evoke curse words I’ve never said as he pounds out his final blows deep and hot as his cum coats my narrow walls.

      I’m boneless when I start to come around, feeling my body being manipulated onto all fours.

      “Stay still,” he says as he moves around on the straw, then I hear it.

      Pump, shhh, pump, shhh, pump…

      “Ow!” The first contact of the milking machine on my breast sends a jolt of erotic pain down my back and into my my toes.

      “Shhh. Be good. You’re a good little cow and you’re going to get your milk pumped while I mount you from behind. Just stay still.”

      The machine draws deep on my nipples as Eli tugs my ass up and pins my knees wide.

      “Good girl. It’s breeding time.”
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      The drive here was awkward.

      Marcy was eyeing up Uncle Eli like he was a prime steak—I could practically see drool trailing down her chin—and he growled and muttered words I couldn’t make out as his knuckles turned white on the steering wheel.

      And I did what I do best. I sat and said nothing.

      “She’s pregnant. Fucking deal with it, Barry.” Eli huffs and shakes his head as he backs Marcy’s father into his own kitchen with a finger jabbing into his chest. Anyone would think this was Eli’s kitchen. “You know who the fucking father is. Everyone does. And perhaps if you gave these kids some support instead of running your mouth off at David every chance you get he’d step up and—”

      “I’ll raise my daughter how I fucking choose, mouse, so get the fuck—”

      “Barry! I expect that sort of language from a Neanderthal like Eli, but not—”

      Both men turn in unison to Marcy’s mom. “Stay out of this!”

      “This is between men,” Barry says, his nostrils flaring.

      “Nice, Dad!” Marcy puts her hands on her hips, glaring at him. “Very mature!”

      Eli sets his jaw, looking around at all of them, and draws a deep breath through his nose. “You know what, Barry? You’re right. This is your fucking family, you fucking deal with them.” He strides past them all, takes my arm and starts us moving for the door. “Come on, we’re going.”

      “Talk to you later!” I shout at Marcy as I disappear through the doorway, Eli slamming the massive oak door closed behind us. “You can let go of me now.”

      He pauses, turning, then glances down at his hand gripping my arm. He yanks it away like I’m on fire. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to… Are you hurt?”

      “No.” I shake my head. “I’m fine.”

      “Are you sure? I never want to hurt you, Ruby.”

      I pull up my sleeve and show him my arm. “Look. It’s fine. Let’s just go, can we?”

      He heaves a few deep breaths, looking around at Marcy’s front yard with its decorative fruit trees and manicured patches of lawn. Her family once had a farm, too, but not anymore. Their dealership brings in more money than any working farm ever could.

      “I’m sorry you don’t have nice things,” he says, and I laugh.

      “I have nice things. I have…” I almost say you, but stop before I can make a total fool of myself.

      Instead I just mumble something about a safe home and a happy life.

      Which is true, but…

      The nice thing I want is standing right in front of me. The gifts he could give me don’t have anything to do with Ford Mustangs or decorative fruit trees. Or even shiny new John Deere harvesters.

      I slip my hand into his, and give him the best smile I can muster, then I turn and pull him towards his truck.

      He makes sure I’m strapped in, then starts up and pulls away, heading for home.

      We make our way out of Marcy’s street, and the old truck starts to pick up speed. Out past the Banks’ farm with its massive barn standing like a sentry over the fields. To the crossroads.

      Where Eli turns right instead of left.

      “Wait, where are we going?” I ask, craning my neck to look back the way we should be going.

      “I thought the farm life was enough,” he says, turning to look at me. His massive hand comes down to rest on my knee, and he gives it a squeeze as he looks back at the road. “But I never asked you what you wanted.”

      “What I wanted? What I want is… Exactly what I have,” I finish, lamely, biting into my bottom lip in annoyance.

      “And maybe I want you to have a little more. Trust me, angel. I know what I’m doing.”
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        * * *

      

      It’s Eli’s turn to look uncomfortable.

      He’s a total fish out of water among the boutiques and department stores, crowds and traffic. I’m not much more at home here, to tell the truth, but I’ve been to Carmel with Marcy before, so I know which way we’re going.

      And we are definitely in the wrong part of town.

      “These are all really pricey,” I protest as Uncle Eli drags me along like he can’t breathe among all these bodies. “We should head back the way we came. There are some great thrift stores and—”

      “This will be fine,” he grunts. “Let me worry about the price.”

      Does he know about some massive sale I don’t?

      A second later, I find myself almost falling in through the double doors to La Belle Femme, probably the most exclusive boutique clothing store in the whole town. Even Marcy thinks twice about shopping here.

      And it doesn’t take long for the sales assistants to notice we don’t belong.

      “Can I help you, sir?” The one with the dark hair and glasses asks as she steps out from behind the counter before we can even get there. She looks about ready to call security. “The bathrooms are for customers only, I’m afraid. There are public bathrooms in the mall, if you…”

      She trails off, and at first I’m confused.

      She looks dumbfounded.

      So I follow her eyes. And suddenly, I feel the same way.

      Uncle Eli is counting out hundred dollar bills like they’re tickets for Mumford’s harvest festival. Used tickets. And they look like it too, all crumpled up and dog-eared, with what I hope is only mud from the farm smeared in the corners. At least nobody could ever suspect them of being forgeries.

      “Five thousand,” he says, slamming it down onto the counter. “That ought to get us some more helpful service. And if I decide to buy my niece something more expensive, you’ve seen I have the cash.”

      “Y—yes, of course, sir. I apologize. You’re looking for an outfit for the young lady? Perhaps if you tell me what you’re—”

      “No.” Uncle Eli dismisses her with a wave of his hand. “You,” he says to the remaining assistant. “I assume you can be professional instead of a haughty bitch?”

      I’m already tugging on his hand, and I finally find my voice. “That’s too much. I know we don’t have that kind of money…”

      “I told you to let me worry about that. Now, tell the lady what you like.”
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        * * *

      

      “No, I couldn’t!” I say in shock as I hold the dress up against me.

      “It goes beautifully with your eyes,” the assistant tells me with a smile, turning to get Eli’s approval.

      “But it’s…” It didn’t even have a tag. “I have no idea how much it is.”

      “Four thousand dollars,” the assistant tells me helpfully, and I nearly crumple to the ground.

      “Four thousand dollars!” I shriek, but Eli just shrugs.

      “I put down five thousand. We’re good. Get what you want.”

      “No. I couldn’t.” I press the enormous blue satin gown back into the assistant’s hands, and she gives me a thin smile as she accepts it.

      “We’ll find something, sweetie. Perhaps you’d be more comfortable with something closer to one thousand?”

      I’m shaking my head. “No, that’s still—”

      “She’ll try that one on,” Eli says, stepping past me and taking the dress from the assistant’s hands. “We’ll be in the changing room.”

      “Uncle Eli, no… It’s…” I’m trying to protest that it’s too much, but my mind has just figured out what he said.

      We’ll be in the changing room.

      We.

      We.

      My mouth is so dry that when I try to ask what he meant all that comes out is a squeak.

      “Do you like the dress?” he asks, staring down at me in that way that makes my breasts feel suddenly very heavy.

      I nod. It’s all I can do.

      Of course I like it. Who wouldn’t like it?

      But who has four thousand dollars to spend on a dress? It’s not like I’ve just been elected the first woman president. Then I might accept the expense. But today isn’t even anything special.

      “If you like it, you’re trying it on. And if you still like it when you’ve tried it on, you’re having it.”

      A moment later, I find myself walking in through the changing room door with the dress crumpled in my arms, holding it close so nothing bad can possibly happen to it. The whole of one curved wall is a giant mirror so that if you stand in the center you can see all around yourself. Eli pulls the door closed behind us, then glances around and grabs a chair, setting it down back to front and dropping onto it with his legs spread.

      I gulp at the bulge I see there.

      “Are you going to…?” I clear my throat as I feel my nipples harden, the space between my legs growing unbelievably warm. “Are you going to turn around while I undress?”

      He shakes his head. “Ruby, I raised you. You can change in front of me.”

      I hesitate, my body feeling light and heavy at the same time. My breasts are aching, filling with milk. God. I hardly even remember how to move as I lay the dress aside and start stripping out of my own clothes.

      Stripping for him.

      As I unzip my skirt and let it fall, I can’t decide whether I prefer him seeing me from the front or from behind. I’ve honestly never thought of either as my best feature.

      “Beautiful,” he murmurs as his eyes dart down to the front of my panties. “Wet.”

      “Oh, god,” I hiss, feeling a burst of warmth spread from my body. I want to reach down and cover myself but he shakes his head.

      “Don’t hide from me, Ruby. Do as I say. Finish taking your clothes off.”

      I nod, his voice connecting with me in a way that can’t be denied.

      My breasts ache as I drag the tank top up over my head, the pads already soaked with my release, but the way his eyes hover over each nipple only makes them leak more. I fumble with the new dress as I put it on, Eli not saying a word as he watches me.

      And then I turn to look at myself in the mirror.

      “Oh my god…” I gasp at the sight.

      The dress is beautiful. And the assistant wasn’t wrong when she said it would go with my eyes. It’s probably the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever seen myself in.

      I twist one way, then the other, taking a look at myself from all angles.

      Then I feel his hands on my bare shoulders.

      “It’s beautiful,” I whisper.

      “You’re beautiful,” he growls. “You’d look good in a fucking potato sack. But I have to agree, it would be a shame for this dress to have anyone but you in it.”

      I draw a deep, unbelieving breath as I take another look at myself.

      Then notice the dark patches spreading from my bust.

      “Oh no!” I hiss. “I’ve ruined it… I’ve… This dress is four thousand dollars!”

      I try to bring my hands up to cover the milk stains spreading over the exclusive fabric.

      But Eli takes hold of my wrists and pushes them back down, leaning in to brush his lips against my throat. “It’s perfect.”

      “What do you mean? I’ve ruined a four thousand dollar—”

      “Worth every penny,” he murmurs, sweeping his hands up my back. I hear the rasp of the zipper and feel cool air on my back.

      “Let’s just go,” I say, wriggling as his hands gently unclasp my bra. “Everything here is so fake. I love the farm.”

      “And I love your milk.”

      The front of the dress falls away, taking my bra and pads with it, and he growls as he licks his lips. Is this wrong? I don’t care. I need it.

      “They’re so heavy,” I tell him, feeling the truth of those words. “Will you…?”

      “Fuck yes.”

      His lips go to my right breast and relief washes over me as he begins to suckle. He moves from one to the other, then back, sucking out the milk and gulping it down as he holds me around the waist. I moan as I feel them lighten, the ache easing even as the wetness between my legs grows.

      God, I could take him inside me right here, right now. Even with the assistants no doubt listening to us from outside.

      I don’t care. I don’t care about any of it.

      This is everything. This is my world.

      When he finally pulls away and wipes the back of his hand over his lips, I laugh at the stupid grin he flashes my way.

      “Right. We’re taking the dress,” he says. “But you’re also going to need to pick out shoes and a purse. And if there’s anything else you need, you just let me know.”
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      I hear raised voices before I even get back to the house, and I see a car I don’t recognize pulled up on the grass beside the lane leading to our farm.

      A low growl releases from my chest. There’s always some shit.

      When we got back from Carmel I left Ruby in the house to change and shower and whatever else girls her age want to do when they get back from a shopping trip, while I shoved my feet in my boots and headed out to the cow shed. A working farm is a working farm, and as much as I want to spend time with her there are chores that have to be done first.

      Now I’m wishing I stayed just a few minutes longer. Because whatever is happening in there, it’s clear it’s been happening for a while.

      “I told you to get the hell out of our house!” Ruby’s voice carries through the open downstairs window. She doesn’t sound scared, which is a relief. She sounds fucking pissed. “This has nothing to do with me or Eli!”

      “The fuck it doesn’t, four point O! All of this is his fucking fault! I’m going to—”

      “You’re going to what?” I ask as I step through the doorway, kicking off my boots.

      It’s that fucking David kid, the one who knocked up Ruby’s friend Marcy. And by the look in his eyes he’s already three sheets to the wind.

      “You’re going to what, boy?” I repeat.

      I step across the room and put myself between him and Ruby, reaching behind me until she slips her hand into mine. Staring him down doesn’t take a lot. From my vantage point, there are few men who look even remotely frightening, but he’s a short, skinny little teen who’s bitten off more than he can chew.

      And he knows it.

      The way his jaw is quivering, I’m surprised he’s not already in tears.

      “All this is your fucking fault!” He stammers, taking a step back, away from me. “You know what? I did what you said, I told my parents and they—”

      “I told you to tell Marcy’s parents. Your parents aren’t part of the equation.”

      “They kicked me out! They kicked me out of my home and… and…”

      I shrug. “And what? It’s like I said before. Step up. Be a man. Get a job and get somewhere to live. You have somewhere to sleep tonight?”

      I’m not totally heartless. If he needs somewhere to sleep off his drunken ass, I’ll let him take the couch. No way I want him around that pregnant girl like this anyway, he’d probably cause the baby problems from the fumes.

      He does a good job of glaring at me for a boy less than half my size.

      “My uncle Andrew said I could sleep at his place until I get myself sorted.”

      “Good.” I nod. “Sheriff Connors is a decent man, he’ll get you squared away. I’ll call him.”

      I take out my phone.

      “What the fuck are you doing, man? Don’t call my uncle!”

      “He needs to come pick you up. You’re in no state to drive.”

      “The last thing I need is…”

      I’m already dialing. David tries to step forward and grab the phone out of my hand but it’s pathetic. I don’t think he can jump as high as I can hold it out of his reach.

      “Fucking tell him, Ruby! He’s going to get me fucking thrown out of my uncle’s place now. Then where will I go? Tell him! Jesus.”

      I turn to Ruby as the phone rings, checking she looks okay. If I think any of this is bothering her, I’ll take David outside and wait with him until his uncle shows up. But she looks like she’s coping. Not letting go of my hand, but coping.

      “You little bitch!” David screams. I grind my teeth but let it go. Once. He gets one free pass, only because he’s shitfaced. “You won’t stop him ruining my life? No wonder your dad faked his own death to get away from you!”

      That’s it.

      I end the call and toss the phone onto the counter, rounding on David. “What did you just say, boy?”

      “Yeah! Faked his own death!”

      I step forward and he shrinks back, but alcohol can make a man suicidal it seems. Even as he stumbles over a chair and struggles to right himself, he’s still talking.

      “I overheard Uncle Andrew talking about some new evidence that’s come to light. Seems he never died at all, just didn’t want to come back to his little bit—”

      I grab him by the hair and pull hard, bringing him up sharp as his words turn to a high-pitched shriek. Then I shove him toward the door and follow up, pushing him out into the yard.

      “You stay right there,” I tell Ruby as I step outside in my socks, pointing David to his car. “Get into your car and call your fucking uncle to come pick you up. Otherwise, I’ll call the police myself and it won’t be family.”

      “It’s the truth!” he shouts, but he’s backing away, heading for his prissy little rich boy sports car.

      “And sell your car. Use the money to get yourself set up. You have responsibilities now.”

      With that, I grunt, turn, and head back inside.
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      Everything is perfect.

      I have it all. I have Eli, I get to live here on the farm and be happy for the rest of my life. What more could I wish for?

      As he comes in through the door, kicking off his muddy work boots, I just stare and take him in, wondering what I did right in a past life to be given all this.

      “What?” he grunts, smoothing back his unruly hair and frowning. “Do I have a pimple?”

      I shake my head on a grin, my teeth digging just a little into the corner of my lower lip. “No. You’re just so… You.”

      “Who else would I be?”

      I shrug. “I made sandwiches. I thought we could maybe go eat them by the duck pond?”

      “You made sandwiches?”

      “Ham and mustard. Your favorite.” I point to the little hamper I’ve put together. Sandwiches, freshly baked biscuits, a flask with hot tea. “Just because you always do everything, doesn’t mean I don’t know how.”

      For at least right now, I don’t mention the biscuits that ended up in the trash because I left them in the oven too long.

      He grunts, which is about as close to a compliment as I’m going to get. “I’ll go wash up, then we’ll have lunch.”

      “Okay. Need some company?”

      “Yes, but then we’ll never get lunch. Maybe later.”

      I giggle and settle into my seat at the kitchen table, looking through the classified ads in the local newspaper. We need a tow hitch for the tractor, to replace the one Eli has to jimmy into place every time he wants to use it, and there’s no way we can afford to buy new.

      I’m running my finger down the page when there’s a knock at the door.

      For a second I don’t move.

      Nobody ever comes here unexpectedly, and Eli has always told me not to answer the door. That he’ll get it.

      But that was a rule for the little girl I was when I arrived here, right? Not the young woman I am now.

      I can hardly go the rest of my life never answering the door.

      “Just a second!” I call out, putting the newspaper aside and starting for the front of the house. But before I get there, someone is already making their way inside. I stop instantly and back away. He looks… vaguely familiar somehow. But I’m sure I don’t know him. “What are you doing? Who are you?”

      “Ruby? God, it is, isn’t it?” He pushes the door closed behind him and stands there staring at me.

      And I hear the bathroom door.

      I glare at the intruder, standing a little straighter now that I know backup is on the way. “I said, who are you and what are you doing barging into our house?”

      “Don’t you recognize me?”

      “No.” I huff. “Who. Are. You?”

      I hear Eli’s deadpan voice from behind me, at the top of the stairs. “Ruby, he’s your father.”
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      The story is so unbelievable it has to be true.

      I can see it in Eli’s face that he believes it. I’m just not sure what it means for us.

      “Honestly, I nearly did die,” Reginald says, taking a sip of his tea. I refuse to call him my father, because as far as I’m concerned that role is already filled.

      And it’s not like he cared enough about me not to fake his own death.

      “Why?” Eli says, shaking his head on a sniff. “Why fake your death? Were things that bad?”

      Reginald nods. “If anything they were worse. The only way to fix things and,” he glances my way and gives the fakest fake smile I’ve ever seen, “protect my little girl, was for Reginald Morton to die. Of course, I was only planning to be gone for a few years, until the heat died down, but then I was arrested on totally trumped up charges and—”

      “You were arrested?” I move closer to Eli. “For what?”

      “As I said, totally trumped up charges. Smuggling. Can you believe it?”

      “Smuggling what, Reginald?” Eli glares.

      “What does it matter? It was completely untrue, I never—”

      “Smuggling what?”

      Reginald huffs and takes a gulp of his drink. “Cocaine.”

      “You were smuggling coke? Are you insane? You’re lucky you’re still alive.”

      “I wasn’t though.” Reginald frowns. “I told you—”

      “Why are you here?” I ask, cutting him off.

      I don’t care whether he was or wasn’t smuggling cocaine. I don’t care that he faked his death and I haven’t seen him for ten years. I don’t care that my life changed because it changed for the better.

      But what I want to know—what I need to know—is why he’s back.

      “I served my totally unfair sentence, and as soon as I was released I came back here. I missed you every day, baby girl. I just hoped you were safe. Every day in that prison, that was the one thing I prayed for, was that my little girl was safe and happy, and had all the things our money could buy.”

      He glances around the room and then frowns. And it takes me a moment to put the pieces together.

      “What money?” I ask innocently, without even thinking.

      “The money I left to Eli in my will, to keep you fed and clothed in the manner to which you’d become accustomed.” He laughs. “You didn’t think your uncle could afford caviar and Chanel on the income from his farm, did you?”

      I glance across at Eli, now totally confused. He takes my hand in both of his and kisses my knuckles as he stares at Reginald. It’s a very intimate action, but if his brother even noticed he shows no sign. He just stares back.

      “What do you want, Reginald?” Eli asks, but Reginald narrows his eyes.

      “You did use the money I gave you to make sure my little girl had every possible comfort, didn’t you? Like I said in my will?”

      Eli shakes his head. “I gave her everything she needed. Food, love, a roof over her head. There was no need to touch her money.”

      “And what about luxuries? What about things to make sure she wasn’t bullied at school for living on this god-damned farm? I didn’t…” Reginald glances from Eli to me and me to him. “You two seem awfully cozy.”

      “Get out,” Eli says, his tone flat.

      “Eli, what is going on here? Are you and… She’s your niece. This is…”

      “I said get out of my house—”

      “Why didn’t I know about the money?” I ask, staring at Eli. My head is swimming. It feels like my whole world has been turned upside down. “How much was there?”

      “Does it matter? Were you ever unhappy?”

      “No…” I think back. Well, there were times when things could have been easier. Unhappy? No. But… “Didn’t I have a right to know?”

      “You mean to choose? Between the life we had together and the life you could have had on your own?”

      Eli’s voice is calm, but his eyes are searching my face. I feel myself going red at the scrutiny. I hate it. I don’t know what’s going on right now, all I’m asking for is answers and I feel like I’m under attack from both sides.

      “Two million,” Eli says. “There’s just over two million dollars, including the interest from the past ten years.”

      Reginald laughs. “That’s a lie.” He turns to me. “He’s lying to you, Ruby. Two million might be what’s left after whatever he’s siphoned off. Is that it, brother? You’ve got a nice little nest egg growing somewhere where she can’t touch it?”

      “Fuck you,” Eli growls. “I never touched a penny of her money. It’s all there, waiting for her.”

      “Come with me,” Reginald says, reaching across the table and taking my hand in his. “Come with me, baby, and I’ll prove it to you. We don’t even have to go far. Just out to my car. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

      “No.” I shake my head, pulling away, reaching out for Eli’s hand. But where he’d normally take mine and squeeze it, he stays perfectly still.

      “Go,” he says. “Go see what he wants to show you.”

      “No. I don’t care. I don’t care about any of it. Money doesn’t matter to me. Eli, please…” I try to catch his eyes, but he isn’t looking at me. He’s staring across the table at Reginald.

      “If you don’t,” he says, “you’ll always have questions. I’ll be right here when you need me. Go.”
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        * * *

      

      My legs are like lead weights. I don’t want any of this.

      Why couldn’t Reginald just stay dead?

      I hate thinking that about my own father, but things were so much simpler without him around. I was happy with Eli. We were going to be together for the rest of our lives and now…

      And now I’m not even sure we’re going to still be together at the end of the day.

      What can Reginald possibly have to show me that is so important? He’s been gone for ten years. Out of my life. And I’ve been raised by his stepbrother. Raised and loved and given everything.

      “I want to go back,” I say, starting to turn. “I want you to go. Please go!”

      He grabs my arm, pulling me back. “No. Ruby, you have to see this.”

      I shake my head. “I want to go back to Eli. I want to go back to the farm. Just—”

      “Miss Morton?”

      I turn at the sound of a woman’s voice. Cultured. Smooth. And so false. Like everything about the man who calls himself my father.

      It’s not even my name. “I’m Ruby Heartson,” I say as I turn back around. “And I want you to leave.”

      “Ruby Heartson doesn’t exist,” the woman says. She has dark hair that’s being blown around in the warm breeze that always funnels along the lane that leads to the house. She pulls it out of her face and opens a folder. “I have here a copy of your father’s will. When he was presumed dead, it naturally came into effect. You were the sole beneficiary, with the money held in trust until your eighteenth birthday. There are two signatories to that trust. One was your father’s solicitor, the other your uncle. Elijah Heartson. I believe the two men conspired together to—”

      I laugh. “Conspired? You’re mad! Absolutely mad!”

      “Conspired together,” she continues, unperturbed, “to steal that money and keep it for themselves.”

      I shake my head. “Do you know how insane that sounds? Uncle Eli just told me that I have over two million dollars waiting for me. If he wanted to steal it, he hasn’t been very successful!”

      “Actually he has. I can provide you with bank statements showing that the value of your father’s estate on his supposed death was upwards of three hundred million dollars. Two million is a mere fraction—”

      “I think he’s been trying to seduce her,” Reginald says, and I feel sick.

      “That’s not—!”

      “That would make sense,” the woman says, nodding. “Did it seem like he was ever going to tell her about the two million that’s left?”

      “No.”

      “They’re not blood related so marriage isn’t out of the question. Once they’re married, the money trail is as good as dead. They stay together a few years, then he divorces her, and walks away with the cash. It’s a clever plan.”

      “Stop!” I protest, gripping the sides of my head. “None of this makes any sense. Where are these bank statements? Three hundred million dollars? That’s…”

      I draw a deep breath. My breasts are aching and I need to pump them. I’ve been thinking about Eli way too much and it’s making me moody.

      I have to find out what’s going on. And there’s no way I trust either of these two to tell me the truth.

      Turning before Reginald can stop me, I flee back inside the house, slamming the door behind me as I go. I know he can open it, but I need that physical barrier between me and my long lost, presumed-dead father.

      “What are they talking about?” I ask as I grip the door frame in the kitchen doorway. “They’re talking about hundreds of millions, and trusts and lawyers stealing from me. I don’t understand any of it. Please, Eli. Please…” My head is swimming. “Please…”

      I try to breathe but it’s impossible. My knees give way and I slide down.

      And the last thing I know is strong hands gripping around my waist.
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      “They’re gone,” I tell her as her breathing changes.

      She’s been unconscious for fifty-two minutes and thirteen seconds. Long enough for me to start to panic and call the doc. Long enough for me to confront my not-so-dead little brother over what he said to her.

      Long enough to make it clear if he ever tries to pull a stunt like that again, I’ll find out who he owed money to and let them know he’s alive after all.

      He’s a fucking asshole.

      Not evil, but Jesus fucking Christ he needs to grow him some ethics. And while he’s planting morals he ought to also sprinkle a few apologies in there because if he ever wants to speak to his daughter again he’ll need them.

      “What happened?” Ruby asks. “What… Was it true? About the money?”

      “Which part?” I ask, putting the back of my hand to her forehead, checking her temperature. The doc said so long as she stays hydrated and comfortable, she’ll be fine, but to call him back if anything changes.

      I intend to be by her side to watch for changes twenty-four seven until she’s recovered.

      “Did my father leave me three hundred million dollars?”

      I snort a laugh. “No. The chances of Reginald Morton making three hundred million dollars and actually keeping it are zero to none. Sorry, baby.”

      She shakes her head. “I’m glad.”

      “Are you?”

      “I don’t know what I’d do with that money.”

      I nod, drawing a deep breath. “But it is true that I kept the money he did leave from you. If I hadn’t, he wouldn’t have been able to use that against us. That’s the truth. I did it because I wanted this life. With you.”

      “You had it,” she says, gripping my hand in hers. “I wasn’t going anywhere.”

      “But if you’d had all the designer clothes and the fancy cars, you would have. Or I thought you might. I couldn’t take that chance. So I made a choice for you, and maybe I shouldn’t have, but I did.”

      Her eyes drift open and she spears me with those blue orbs. “Not much of an apology.”

      I shrug. “It wasn’t supposed to be.”

      “What did Reginald want though? Why try to convince me that I had so much?”

      “Because he wanted what was left. His plan was to get you to sign over control to him, so he could investigate. And then he was going to use your money to set himself back up. Your father isn’t a bad man, Ruby, not really. He just doesn’t think about anyone but himself.”

      “And the woman?”

      I shrug. “No idea. She was pretending to be a lawyer. Perhaps she even is a lawyer. It doesn’t matter, they’re both gone. And I made it clear to Reginald that he isn’t welcome back here until he can learn to behave himself.”

      She smiles and squeezes my hand. “For what it’s worth, this is a better life than I ever could have had with that money.”

      “That’s what I thought, baby. But now you know that you have it…”

      “What?”

      I grin, lifting her hand and kissing her knuckles. “The tractor really needs a new tow hitch.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 11

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ruby

      

      

      

      Six years later

      

      It’s six years and four babies later and I can still make my husband hard with barely a wink.

      He’s hornier than ever. He says all those years of waiting made him more ravenous.

      I love him and our simple life more than ever although, with four kiddos running around, it’s far from quiet.

      He still treats me like his little girl and his filthy slut and his sweet little cow and I love being all of them for my big Uncle.

      Daddy.

      The lines are blurry but that’s sort of how we roll.

      There was a huge ruckus in down when we applied for our marriage license.  Seems not everyone is as open-minded as you would think in small town rural Indiana.

      Shocker.

      It’s ten o’clock and Eli just came in down stairs after helping one of our heifers have a calf. We never sell our livestock, they are family.  We sell our dairy but our herd has grown since we never take any of them to market. I just can’t.

      I mean, Eli wouldn’t send me to market if I quit producing milk, so I said we should afford the same civility to our cows.

      Eli rarely refuses me anything unless it’s dangerous or not in my best interest.

      He’s still sort of bossy, but secretly, I know who’s in charge, I just don’t tell him because what we have works and when something works, you don’t fix it.

      I did get my degree in modern dance of all things.  It was sort of a goal to get my diploma but there was nothing I really wanted to do but run the farm with my husband and raise a family and there’s nothing wrong with that.

      Eli loves to see me dance and I’m not good, but I love how it makes me feel. We kept the original farm and added on and remodeled the house but kept the flavor and spirit of it intact.  Marcy and David didn’t make it. Another shocker. But she’s a nurse and shares custody of little Benjamin with David and he’s doing okay as a father.

      Eli has taken him out behind the barn a few times for some man to man talks and that always seems to straight him up. At least for a while.

      My dad has settled back in to doing business in New York. That’s where he wants to be and our relationship is solid but not overly close.  He visits a few times a year and dotes on the grandbabies in his own way. Mostly with gifts and money because his time is still devoted mostly to chasing his dreams.

      To each their own.

      “You asleep?”  Eli slips through the bedroom door and leans down to give me a kiss.

      “No. Just fed Poppy. She’s in her crib and everyone else is sawing logs.”

      “That little milk thief leave anything for me?”

      I lower the sheet and spread open the top of my nightgown showing Eli my breasts.

      “There’s always enough for you.”

      “Good girl. I’m going to shower, then I’m going to put my head in your lap and your going to feed me and give me a hand job.”

      “Wow. Bossy.”

      He shakes his head, stripping off his filthy clothes and tossing them into the hamper.

      “That’s how you like it, baby. Don’t lie.”

      I think back on that night at the diner and the days that followed.  We might not be what everyone else thinks we should be, but we are happy and not hurting anyone.

      I still think my Uncle Eli is bigger than life and having him as my husband, my daddy and my best friend is like hitting that church fair raffle again.

      Only this time, I won first prize.
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        But, wait! Before you go…

        Amazon

        BANNED

        EARNING HER KEEP!  So, I’ll give it to you free!

        Get it here FREE!
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        FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

        FACEBOOK FRIENDS

        GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

        PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

        Dani Wyatt on Amazon

        dani@daniwyatt.com

        www.daniwyatt.com
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        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you.

        I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

        naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

        put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

        …you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

        xoxoxo
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