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        Daphne

      

      

      

      Dear Daphne,

      One year and 75 letters from you later, I don’t know if there is such a thing as a pen pal anniversary, but I’m making one because your letters are something to celebrate. Fate brought you to me and I hope soon fate will allow us to meet so I can thank you in person for giving me something to look forward to every day.  From your first letter thanking me for helping your brother, I knew you were the one sent to help me.

      Say hi to James for me.  I miss the hell out of him but I’m happy he’s not in this shithole any longer. Unlike me, he didn’t deserve to be here. I hope he can erase the pain of this place and find the life he deserves. I hope he knows that friends aren’t always what they seem. There are few that won’t throw you under the bus to save their own ass.

      I read your last letter about saving Bear, the starving pit bull tied up in the crumbling garage. I wanted to break through the concrete and metal bars and kill the motherfuckers that treated him that way. I wanted to crush their skulls with my bare hands for scaring and threatening you.  Assholes that don’t take care of their pets, then have someone coming around in the freezing fucking cold at their own expense and risk to do what they won’t, then they aim a gun at you? There are so few humans left I don’t want to kill.

      The only thing that settles me is that you have Mac and Tiny now. They’ve been with you almost eight months I think from what you said.  It’s good they’re there to protect you and set any fuckers straight on what’s what.

      I’m on countdown for my parole hearing in two days. Pretty sure I’ll be denied…again.  But, who knows, miracles can happen.  You happened. A miracle I never expected.

      Gotta wrap up.  Need to get this to the box before the bulls lock us back in our cages and I gotta turn in my damn pen. You’re the one thing in the world that makes me feel human, not like the animals they tell us we are.

      Dutch
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        * * *

      

      A bittersweet smile tugs at my lips as tears burn my lower lids. I hold the paper to my nose and inhale, then tuck it back into the official Cleary State Prison envelope and check my rear-view mirror.

      A beat-up Ford pickup pulls up behind me—the faded blue bed, mismatched with the even more faded red cab. Another car follows close behind. They flash their lights and I wave through the back window of my high school graduation gift from my parents: a classic if not somewhat battered El Camino.

      I shift into drive thinking how quickly two years has gone by, how much I’ve changed doing this work.

      I signal left and head toward our first destination down the block.

      Buckled in next to me is a five-gallon bucket of cooked rice, veggie, and boiled chicken I made last night. The smell is so comforting. But it only partially masks the stench of smoke as we pass the still-smoldering bones of a burned-out house.

      I make up my special doggie stew a couple times a week, then distribute it to the poor chained-up dogs of this city, whose shit-fucks of owners think throwing an animal outside on a fifty-pound five-foot chain constitutes proper care.

      I know I will never be able to change the way some people view animals as property. But someday, I’m going to change the laws. I don’t know how, but I’ll never stop fighting for them until there are no more chains. I won’t quit until the laws hold people responsible for all this misery and cruelty.

      My entire life, anything that’s felt authentic to me revolved around doing everything in my power to help the helpless, especially animals and more specifically, dogs. If I do nothing else in the time I’m given but ease some of their suffering in a significant and perpetual way, I will die with a sense of accomplishment and satisfaction I can’t imagine getting from anything else.

      The El Camino rumbles as we pull to a stop in front of a half boarded-up bungalow, but it does nothing to cover up the vibrations of the Rammstein music blaring from Mac’s pickup following close behind.

      When I open the driver’s door with a squeak, the wind whips against my face, burning my cheeks as I set my feet on the ice-crusted street, wiggling my fingers into my thick sub-zero work gloves. The music stops, and Mac and Tiny step out of the truck looking like two Norwegian World’s Strongest Man competitors dressed for the Antarctic.

      “Hey guys.”  I nod and wave as the other four volunteers of my non-profit Break-the-Chains Outreach organization pile out of the other vehicle, pulling at their hoods and tugging hats down over their ears as we all approach and huddle together, steam rising into the frigid air with every exhale.

      I glance at the houses across the street, a knot tightening in my gut as I grit my teeth, hoping the day goes smoothly because in this area, things can be silent one second and go south the next.

      “Fucking freezing.”  Georgia, one of my tried-and-true friends and steadfast volunteers, jumps up and down to warm herself up. “I couldn’t fucking sleep thinking about them out here last night. I won’t sleep again tonight.  Why can’t fucking humans be humane? They should be the ones sleeping outside when it’s five below. See how they like it.”

      I nod. I didn’t sleep either. We haven’t lost a dog to the freezing temps on our outreach yet, but I hold my breath when we go into every back yard, waiting for the worst.

      I pull the zipper of my father’s old military parka all the way up and clap my hands, the tips of my fingers already cold. Everyone is bundled in layers, knowing it’s going to be a long, tough day, just like yesterday and the day before.

      Everyone wears their reflective neon vests, with BtC OUTREACH VOLUNTEER printed on the back.

      No matter how often I do this, it makes me nervous. Walking into back yards in these neighborhoods is dangerous, even when we do everything in our power to identify ourselves as friend not foe.

      Mac and Tiny’s heads swivel around, scoping out the area. We met them last spring as we tried to feed a skinny pit bull in a back yard in one of the worst neighborhoods on our route.

      It didn’t go as planned.

      We ended up with a nine-millimeter pointed in our faces. Then like a miracle, two of the biggest guys I’ve ever seen seemingly dropped from the sky. A pair of three-hundred-pound angels that had enough street smarts to help me de-escalate the situation. And now they’re part of my team, too.

      It’s bad enough these so-called pet owners treat their animals worse than the broken-down lawnmowers they leave out in the yard. But when we come to help the dogs, help that they’ve agreed we can give, some of them still give us shit. And sometimes shoot at us.

      It makes me sick. If humanity will be judged by how we treat those creatures who wish nothing more than to love us, bring us joy and be loyal, we are fucked.

      Hard.

      In the most painful places.

      I get messages and comments regularly on my social media posts about the outreach, saying we should just call the cops. Call animal control. Let the law handle things. Don’t enable neglectful owners.

      I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve had to explain the cops aren’t coming. Animal control isn’t coming. That’s the reality out here. If these dogs don’t have us, they have no one.

      Before I can open my mouth to give the crew instructions, a loud POP-POP-POP resounds from somewhere across the street. I barely have time to register it as a gunshots before Tiny and Mac cover me with their bodies.

      The asphalt presses against my knees through my jeans. I peer out from my crouched position between them to see the rest of our group diving for cover in the bed of the pickup as my pulse races into the red.

      “What the fuck?” I mutter. My hope that the day would go smoothly is dashed. But the show must go on, so I gather myself and use my best pack leader sort of voice. Fake it until you make it. “Everyone good?”

      I count off the affirmatives before giving my six hundred pounds of human shield an upward shove.

      “I’m okay, guys. Seriously. Just another day in Van Dyke for the adrenaline junkies of Break-the-Chains.”  They pull back a few inches and I hear a few uncomfortable chuckles and mumbles from the rest of the group.

      The gunshots rattled me; they always do. But I don’t let on.

      “We have work to do. These dogs are cold, hungry and count on us. Let’s get this done and get out of here.”

      I poke my hands between the guys’ massive bodies and press outward, spreading them like the jaws of life, then push to my feet, trying to keep my composure.

      This works sucks but I won’t stop.

      “One more shot and we’re leaving.”  Mac looks around, scanning the houses in the direction of the gunfire.

      That’s his MO—safety first.

      Not me.

      “Not until we do what we came to do.”  I look toward the back of the pickup piled with bales of straw, then also nod toward my car. “Georgia, you and Nate grab two bowls, fill one with the dry food, the chew treats and a big heap of the warm stew. The other with just dry food. Tiny, get a bail of straw. Mac, grab the bucket of water.  We all go in together.”

      They all nod and start on their tasks.  Even in this situation, with its inherent danger, even with the passion I have for the work, there is one thing…one person…who is never far from my thoughts.

      Dutch.

      God, for a guy I’ve never seen, he’s managed to make his way under my skin like no one has before.  Even now I’m thinking about his last letter, about his parole hearing, and wondering how it went.

      His letter was postmarked January 11 and it arrived yesterday, the 15th, so by now, he was either approved or denied and God how I wish I knew.

      I know I’m just a pen pal. Someone that gives him hope in a hopeless world. Helps pass the time. And for all his compliments and kind words, I’m pretty sure out here in the real world, in real life, things would be quite different.

      In one way, I feel like I don’t know much about him, but in another way, I feel like I know him as well or better than anyone else in my life. What I do know is this:  he’s 27, was convicted of assault, had a few other juvenile and adult convictions for other minor violent and non-violent offenses. As for looks, I have no idea. James said he has dark hair and a beard. That’s all I know.

      Dutch has mentioned a sister, but said the only contact he’s had with her in almost six years was a letter letting him know his father passed away year before last just before Thanksgiving. The lack of contact wasn’t even her choice. It was his, something to do with not wanting to ruin her life or put her in danger because of his choices. I guess that could be noble. But to me it’s just heartbreaking.

      Even so, with that minimal amount of information, in my mind’s eye, thoughts of him send little butterfly flutters between my legs.

      I shake my head. I need to stay focused. I can’t be daydreaming about a man I’ll never meet.

      We’re all running on adrenaline as we move together though the yard toward the chain-link kennel we put up two months ago.  Behind it, one of our baddest bitches on our route snarls as we approach, yanking her thick, aircraft-grade braided metal cable to its limit.

      “Look at the fire in her eyes.” Audrey, one of our volunteers and a complete cherry when it comes to street smarts, backs away. “I think she’s going to come right through that fence.”

      Danita is what I named the gray and white Stafford Terrier mix, but we call her Dani. A sort of female version of Daniel, which in Hebrew means, God is my Judge.

      Her golden eyes speak to my heart.

      So many years of being alone, hungry, and unloved have yet to be undone—if they ever will.  If I could take her away from here, I would, but that’s not in our power. We do get owner surrenders as often as we can, but we can’t just take them. Word gets around. If we get a reputation for stealing dogs?

      Might as well shoot ourselves.

      Even though Dani is pissed, we don’t retreat.  Once we have permission to do what we can for these dogs, we commit. We leave none behind, even when they tell us it might be what is safest for us.

      “Maybe,” I answer Audrey, unswayed. “I fitted her with a new cable two weeks ago. She pulled a seven-inch eye bolt right out of the four-by-four we cemented in this spring. She thinks we need a challenge, I guess.”

      Tiny clicks his tongue to get my attention, then tips his head toward the kennel as I glance at the back door to the house. “Daphne.”

      My focus is on the resident and owner of Dani. She glares at me from the window, fierce and annoyed.

      “Daphne,” Tiny says again, trying to draw my attention, “you need to whisper her before we all get up there. I see the red around her eyes. Not having a good day.”

      I nod to the face in the window and give her a friendly wave. As much as I want to flip her off, making her angry will only make things worse for Dani when she bans us from her property.

      Then I turn back to the task in hand.

      “You’d be pissed too if you had to sleep outside in this fucking weather.”  Even with the doghouse we provide and the straw we layer inside and outside the shelter, the suffering they endure out here damn near brings me to my knees.

      Suddenly I have a memory of Dutch’s words from a letter last spring. I’d told him about my outreach program. His careful and deliberate, almost strained handwriting, every word clear in my memory, comes back to me as I take slow, even steps toward the snarling hundred-pound angry beauty.

      I’m proud of you. I don’t know how you do what you do, but I wish I could help. I wish I could be there with you.

      I wish you were, too, Dutch. I wish you were, too.

      A few minutes later, once I’ve wrangled the beast, my crew removes the frozen water bucket and replaces it with a fresh one.  Then they give her a heaping bowl of warm food, another one with dry, hoping it will last her until we come back in a few days, then top it off with some chew treats, give her some soothing words, and we all make our way back to the cars.

      We pull down the street, ready to start all over again at our next stop. Then our next. And our next.

      By noon we’re freezing and exhausted, but with each nudge of a head that needs a scratch, every jump up for hugs they only get from us, tails wagging, we are fortified. Resolute.

      And heartbroken.

      What we do would shatter most people with even the dimmest of light in their hearts.

      Back in my car, we take a turn toward the east end of town and my phone buzzes on the console.

      I look at the screen and see it’s my brother, James.

      “Hey,” I answer, my entire body shivering, trying to crank up the knob on the heater, but it’s already on max.  “You coming to help out today?”

      James joins us on runs when Dad doesn’t have him working.

      “Yeah, I was going to, but I got a call yesterday.”

      “A call?” I exhale, blowing my warm breath upward toward my frozen nose, desperately trying to warm the prickles of frostbite out of my hands.

      “Yeah, hey you remember that guy that helped me out?  When I was up at Cleary?” Something in his voice sounds warm and excited.

      My pulse races. I haven’t told James or anyone about writing to Dutch. I knew James had been to visit him a couple times, but I wasn’t sure the extent of their contact. I never mentioned Dutch. He was my secret to keep.

      “I guess. Maybe?”  I lie hard. I hate doing that to James. But I’d hate to let go of my secret even more.

      “Well, listen, don’t be scared, okay? But I talked to Dad and Mom. They agreed.”

      Uh-oh. “Agreed to what?”

      “To give him a job. And…”

      And.

      And.

      I say a silent prayer for whatever is about to happen.

      “He’s going to stay in the little house. Until he can get on his feet.”

      My skin prickles. Warmth fills every muscle in my body. My eardrums feel like they are vibrating. My pulse making a loud woosh-woosh-woosh sound.

      The little house is what we call the guesthouse on the rear of my parents’ property. My mom always wanted to turn it into a getaway for her and her friends who are quilters, but she and Dad are always so busy trying to work, pay wages, chase down new business and hold on to the bit of security they’ve managed to create for themselves and our family with our small auto repair business. As a result, it’s never been a priority. Which means it sits empty… Which means…

      I desperately try to focus on the road, but it feels like an electric current is crackling over my skin. Everything suddenly feels like a dream.

      “He’s going to fix it up, come work with us. You know how Dad is with you. I can’t believe he lets you do your outreach stuff but he knew you were not backing down on that. But, I gave him my word to keep you safe. Dutch had a bad stretch, but he’s not a bad guy. You have to believe that.”

      “I know,” I answer without thinking.

      “Wait, you know? How do you know?”

      Damn it. I’m the worst liar in the world. “Sorry, just…figure of speech,” I stammer. “I gotta go. At our next stop.”

      “Okay. I’m leaving to go get him. See you later. Mom’s cooking her famous fried chicken dinner. Says he’ll need a good meal.”

      I hang up the phone and stare at the icy road, feeling my core turn molten.

      Holy shit balls.

      Guess who’s coming to dinner?
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        Dutch

      

      

      

      Dear Dutch,

      I’m finding it more and more difficult not to pick up my pen and jot down things I want you to know about during the day.  Like this morning, I went to pick up coffee on my way to the garage and when I went inside, there was this elderly couple sitting there, all dressed up like they were at Sunday church, not sitting at Giley’s Restaurant where even the salads are served with a side of lard.

      Anyway, there they were, sipping on their coffee, holding hands across the table like they were the only two people in the world.  As I walked by, I saw the woman was in a wheelchair but that’s not what caught my eye. Sitting up on the table was an old oval picture frame with a faded sepia tone photo of a young couple. I figured it must be them when they were younger and I paused for a second to look, feeling this clutch in my heart taking in the silent, frozen moment.

      The woman turned my way, smiling with a wink. His eyes followed, then he said, “It’s our anniversary. Ain’t she a looker? I’m a lucky man.” She swatted the air on a giggle. I asked how long they’d been married.

      71 YEARS.  Can you even imagine?  71 years with someone! Well, long story shorter, I asked if I could buy them a slice of pie to celebrate and after some refusal, they agreed—on one condition, that I would have a slice with them and a cup of coffee, and they would tell me their story.

      God, I would have bought them a hundred pieces of pie. They told me they met right there where Giley’s is now, 72 years ago when it was just a farmer’s vegetable stand.  The husband worked on the farm as a laborer. He was there unloading a truck when her family stopped to buy a watermelon for Sunday supper.

      He described the lace and sky-blue silk dress she was wearing that day with such detail tears came to my eyes. Her family was rich. He was a dirt-poor orphan. But that didn’t stop them. From their first look, they said they were in love.

      Her parents did everything they could to keep them apart, including having him arrested on some false charges, but a year after they met, they ran away and got married.  Everyone said it wouldn’t last.

      Never bet against true love, I guess.

      

      I hope you are doing well. Sorry about the sappy letter, I just wanted to share it with you for whatever reason. Hope to hear from you soon.  I look forward to your letters more than I ever thought I would.

      Your pen pal,

      Daphne
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        * * *

      

      I spent the morning in my cell re-reading her letters, knowing today would be a turning point for me. The one about the old couple is my favorite and I could recite it from memory.

      You’d think the relief of finally being out would have me wanting to cut loose in some strip club or find the closest bar and try to drink away the last four years. Instead, I take a deep breath, enjoying the scent of the free air.  It’s different. Even when I was outside in the yard at the prison, the air was sour.

      Heavy.

      This? This is just the opposite. Fresh and new like anything is possible.

      I hear the metal on metal clank of the prison gates latching shut behind me as I step into the parking lot in the winter sunshine and a shiver races through me.

      James waves me over to his truck. I cherish every breath. I make a silent vow that things will be different.

      I’m not going to fuck up this opportunity. Her letters made me want to be better. This is my chance.
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        * * *

      

      James hasn’t stopped talking since I got in the truck, but I don’t care. I’m so fucking preoccupied.  I keep bouncing my leg up and down. Clenching and unclenching my fists and letting out these old-man sort of grunting sighs, trying to pretending I’m listening.

      Today, I’m going to meet the woman that’s been dominating my every waking and sleeping thought for a year. There’s not a fucking thing that could ruin my mojo right now.

      James keeps talking. He and I are unlikely friends.  He got a shit deal from a shit friend who after a night out for beers, the so-called friend stuffed a bag full of rock and street fentanyl under the James’s driver’s seat when they got pulled over for expired plates. James had no fucking idea what was going on, but his exasperation was taken as resistance and the situation turned rotten from there.

      The so-called friend threw James under every bus he could.  Got himself a suspended sentence, while James, who enjoys his beer no doubt but has never so much as taken a hit from a blunt, got hard time.

      Times have changed since I went in. We pass a billboard with a pot leaf and I’m reminded that now, weed is full on legal.  Times change and keep changing, whether or not you’re there to see it.

      Two hours later, I’m ready to jump out of my skin when we finally pull into a driveway in an ordinary—if not a little rundown--blue collar sort of residential area. James finally takes a breath, silent for the first time since we started driving as he shuts off the 1990-something Chevy pickup.

      I look at the wood-framed old Craftsman-style house.  It’s painted a cheerful yellow, a few unfinished boards waiting for matching paint from what looks like a repair to some rotting wood over the front porch. A blue plastic snow shovel leans against a broken handrail along the stairs next to a half-empty bag of rock salt.

      “Dad’s a great mechanic, not as much a carpenter.”  James nods toward the house.

      “I’ll help.” Two words is all I can manage as I straighten up in the passenger seat. The fear of what could happen in the next few minutes is damned near strangling me.

      This is it. Make or break. If she hates me, so be it. It will just take longer to convince her she’s mine.

      I know that in my soul already. Mine. All fucking mine.

      But there’s other shit to deal with, too. There’s the small matter that I never mentioned to her brother: that she and I have been writing to each other. A lot. When he offered me a place to stay and a job, when and if I ever got parole, I knew I should own up, but I didn’t.

      I could have told him if I really wanted to. But fuck no.

      The truth is, I have other options. I could look up my sister, get my hands on my inheritance and start over anywhere I wanted.

      But, there is only one place I want to start over. Only one place I want to be. And he offered it up to me on a silver platter. Here. With her.

      “I know you’ll help, man. Relax.” James grips my shoulder with a reassuring shake. “My dad’s a hard ass but under that crusty exterior he’s a marshmallow. My mom will dote on you like you’re her own. And my sister, Daphne…” He laughs, shaking his head.

      Daphne.

      “She’s a piece of work,” James says. “I’m sure it won’t be long before she’s recruiting you to volunteer on her dog outreach.”

      I nod, gritting my teeth, adrenaline surging through me at the sound of her name. Pretending I don’t know her. Pretending I haven’t memorized her smooth, looping handwriting. Pretending I haven’t imagined her every night when I fall asleep.

      I managed to sneak in one question while we drove about Daphne.  Back at Cleary, he talked about her a bit. Said she’d never even been on a date as far as he knew but driving, getting close, I had to know. I threw it out there like it was just some off hand, trying-to-make-conversation sort of question, Your sister still not had a date? No boyfriend?

      James gave me the answer I wanted, adding on that anyone she might decide to take a second look at, would have to come through him first, then their father. He said she didn’t even go to prom because all the guys were too scared of her brother and father. He added, she didn’t seem to really care. I appreciate their protectiveness, but soon they’ll need to know, that job is mine.

      It’s go time.

      There’s a lump in my throat and my mind is fucking racing. I’ve had the displeasure of being a guest at several of Michigan’s Corrections facilities, but not one of them had me this fucking nervous walking inside.

      As James hops out of the driver’s seat, I grip the handle and suck a breath through my teeth.

      I feel like a fucking duck on roller skates as we make our way up the uneven concrete walk to the front door.  A sign above reads The Fosters Est. 1975, surrounded by a homemade floral wreath. From somewhere inside, I hear barking from what sounds like a whole pack of dogs.

      Holy fuck. This is it.

      As James opens the front door, I see a man sitting in a faded brown recliner in a living room to my right. He looks over from his open newspaper, then folds it neatly, setting it on a table next to him as he stands.

      He’s as tall as James, but thicker.  Less hair. Lines dig into his face but there’s a warmth in his blue eyes even as he inspects me, shoving his hands down into his worn blue work pants.  His shirt is smeared with grease, the name Walter embroidered over a red patch with Foster’s Garage printed in the center of a tire-shaped logo.

      I’m more thankful than ever for the clothes James brought for me. Leaving in the state-issued stiff khakis and denim shirt felt like a neon sign telling everyone I was a con on his first day out.

      But I didn’t give a fuck what strangers would see. It was about coming here to meet his family.

      To meet Daphne.

      And never has a cheap flannel shirt and an unbroken pair of Levi’s felt better.

      I nod and extend my hand as I approach.  The dark indigo of my full sleeve of ink shows on my wrist. India ink. Prison art. And he knows it.

      He regards me in silence before offering up a handshake which I take, holding it a second longer than necessary, with a hard squeeze on the end that says, Don’t fuck this up.

      I’m going to do everything I can not to.

      James stands between us, nodding as he takes on the introductions. “Dutch McCabe, this is Walter, my dad. Dad, this is Dutch.”

      His chest fills with a deep breath as the sound of a woman singing Neil Diamond’s ‘Sweet Caroline’ chimes out softly from what I guess is the kitchen through an archway behind him. The barking from earlier grows louder as I hear small but heavy footfalls sounding on the hardwood.

      I hold my breath as the singing pauses, then a questioning voice, “James? You back? Is he here?” I don’t think it’s Daphne. Sounds older, more mom-like.

      “James?”  Another female voice, lighter, younger, more excited, and my hips twitch in a little thrust as my dick stands at attention. That’s her. I know it. Holy fuck.

      Here it comes.

      Boom.

      The first sight of the girl that’s filled my fantasies day and night for a year is almost rapturous. I swear I hear fucking angels singing. Goddamn church bells. I may have found religion.

      The light from a window frames her perfection. She’s in torn jeans, cut off at her ankles. Black boots. A low-cut black thermal shirt. You’d think she was wearing some fantasy stripper lingerie from my reaction, but she could wear a flour sack and make me hard. Her fucking body is a vision. Strong, compact, but with a doll-like quality that makes me want to hoist her into my arms and carry her through life. Her fucking evergreen eyes are like heaven itself.

      Two large dogs curl around her legs in figure eights while several others in a variety of shapes and colors walk behind. She snaps her fingers and they all sit in unison as she looks down with a smile.

      “Good boys. And girls.” She turns those magical green eyes to me, the moment frozen in time. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen bar none. I’m fucking lost.

      Two of the biggest dogs stare me down, lips twitching as if to say, who’s this motherfucker in our house?

      “Mother!”  Walter breaks the moment calling out over his shoulder. He keeps his eyes on me, but I barely hear anything over the raging river of blood rushing through my ears. The pounding in my temples like a drumbeat calling to some primal part of me she’s awakened.

      Daphne’s more beautiful than any fantasy I’d conjured of her, impossible as that seems. From that first letter, she did something to me through the loops and swoops of the ink on the page. I felt her somehow.

      Knew her somehow.

      Now, fuck. I want to know everything. Especially how it would feel thrusting inside her, making her mine once and for all.

      Her dark hair catches the light streaming through the living room window. I can’t speak. I can’t even move. Tendrils that remind me of her handwriting fall around her oval face, the comma of a dimple showing on her right cheek as she dries her hands on a green towel before shooing the dogs off behind her.

      And fuck, I want to be that towel.

      “Dutch.”  Walter addresses me, dropping my hand, draping his arm around a woman that looks like an older version of Daphne, with silver streaks in her hair but the same brilliant green eyes and pale, ivory skin.  “This is my wife, Joan. And this…”  He leans over as Daphne comes to stand next to her mother. “…is my daughter. Daphne. My family.”  His voice hardens and I see that don’t fuck this up look again in his eyes.

      I tip my head to them both but my eyes are locked on Daphne.

      Her body was built for fucking.  She’s small, with a tight little frame that makes her look younger than her age, only with womanly curves and teasing cleavage. The best of everything.

      My thoughts turn filthy. Depraved. And fast.

      A vision of her eyes, wide, her feminine lips soft and wet as I stuff every inch of my thick cock into her tight pink cunt while I squeeze her throat, slap her ass and tell her she’s my fuck toy from now until ever more. My heart nearly seizes as every drop of blood pumps into my erection.

      Shit. I look down to make sure the tails of my shirt cover the effect she’s having on me because everyone getting an eyeful of my hard-on as a first impression isn’t what I’d planned.

      The sound of a ringing phone snaps me from my delirium as James pulls out his cell and looks at the screen.

      “Gotta take this. It’s the shop.”  He puts a finger up and nods at Walter before answering and stepping into the hallway, then behind a door.

      Walter sniffs as Joan sighs. It smells nice in here; like someone bakes cookies every fucking day and dusts with that lemony smelling spray. But mixed in there somewhere, I can smell her, too. Perfume or lotion. Soft and sexy, and it makes my mouth water. Because I want her. Here. Now. Forever.

      James got the gift of gab from his mother.  Joan is chattering away to me while Walter stands silently to her side, but I’m only partway listening. Because I can’t take my eyes off of Daphne. And I can’t stop thinking about her pussy.

      Is she bare or does she have one of those little fluffy landing strip shaves? Or, is she full on muff, soft and retro?

      I don’t care, I just want to know.

      And see.

      And taste.

      “You said you would take the afternoon off,” Joan scolds James when he comes back from the call, making his apologies that he’s got to go back to the shop soon. “I knew it was too good to be true. Next thing I know you’re going to have the shop open on Sunday. We always said Sunday was family day. Family dinner…I suppose it’s only a matter of time…”

      “Don’t start, baby.”  Walter leans over and kisses the top of his wife’s head. “We gotta do what we gotta do. Make hay while the sun shines, right?”  He gives her a devious wink as Joan swats his chest.

      “Don’t start with that,” Joan says, chiding him. “You’ll give Dutch the wrong impression.”

      Walter looks at me with a nod. “You getting the wrong impression, son?”

      The only impression I’m getting is an image of Daphne’s knees pressing into the mattress as I fuck her from behind, spreading her ass cheeks and telling her where my dick is going next as I spit on her back entrance and listen to her moan out my name.

      I shake my head as my fingertips twitch, thinking of grabbing Daphne’s tits as she rides me like a barrel racer, the waterfall of dark hair a slick mess, stuck to her face with sweat and the cum facial I’d give her as soon as I can set my dick free and give it a single pump.

      The vile thoughts rage as I force myself to recognize that she is part of this goodness I feel here. This warmth. This home. A family that through the trials of life has managed to stick together.

      I force myself to refocus on what’s around me. The furnishings are simple and neat but not opulent. A step above Archie Bunker but way below The Fresh Prince of Bel-Air.

      I’ve met psychopaths, rapists, murderers, every sort of evil humanity has produced, and something I’ve figured out is the solidness of a good family goes a long way in preventing a person from becoming a mess.

      Like me.

      William “Dutch” McCabe. Disgraced son of a decorated war hero father and a loving mother. She loved me like a hurricane and left my life just as fast; she took a stray bullet from a drive-by when she turned down the wrong street coming home from the grocery store two fucking weeks after we moved to Van Dyke.  I loved her. My dad, too. I loved being a military kid. Loved the travel, the living in exotic places, the thrill of life abroad. And life was good. For a while.

      When my dad decided to retire and bring us back ‘home’ I was fourteen. That was when the nightmare started.

      I fucking hated it here in Van Dyke. It was a city ripe and ready for a rebellious teen. It wasn’t the same place as when my father grew up here with the auto industry thriving. By the time he moved us back, the world he remembered was gone, turned into empty lots and crumbling concrete factories that once provided support to the population.

      But he was too fucking stubborn to admit maybe he made a fucking mistake. Nope. He dug in and here we stayed.

      Then Mom was murdered and nothing seemed to matter to me anymore. Or him. I was soon swallowed up by every lowlife group that needed fresh meat to help their cause.

      I watched as so-called friends held up pharmacies to get the over-the-counter drugs they needed to fuel their back-room meth kitchens. I got arrested for petty theft within three months of Mom’s death.

      It escalated from there. I paid the price. I have blood on my hands and I hold memories of things I’ve seen and done, that a bright star in the world like Daphne never needs to know.

      I snap back to the moment and the room spins around the axis that is the dark-haired stunning beauty as I battle off the groan stuck in my throat.

      “Nice to…” She pauses, giving me a knowing smile.  “…meet you.  James has told us all about you.”

      Our shared secret only binds me more tightly to her. It’s something that is just ours. Even here, in a room filled with her family, we already have a life of our own.

      Something no one else knows. A secret I fucking cherish like no other.

      Her green eyes sparkle as I take in the way her jeans hug her hips. My mouth starts to water, thinking of the slick treasure that waits between her thighs.

      I harden to the point of pain, nearly making me double over. A fire has been lit inside me, and I know I will never be able to put it out.

      She already feels like home. I want to pull her softness against me, to feel her melt all my hard edges as I cling to her for my salvation.

      I rip my eyes from hers, knowing I’ve been staring too long and too hard. I don’t want to end this before it can begin.

      “We’re glad you’re here, Dutch.”  Joan crosses her arms, offering a genuine but guarded smile. “Dinner will be ready about six.”

      “It already smells delicious.”  I swallow hard, wary that it might be obvious I’m not talking about the scent of food that’s drifting from the kitchen.

      It’s already clear Daphne’s about a thousand pay grades above me. Too young. Too pure. Too perfect.

      My world has been darkness and discomfort for so long.  Her letters were the only things that kept me tethered to any sort of hope. Like flares on a battlefield.

      “Mom is a great cook. But I’m not.”  Daphne smiles and it feels like my balls fill with a pint of hot baby-making cream, ready to top off her womb with every drop. “Except if you count doggie stew, I guess.”

      I blink. Tipping my head. For a second, my brain locks up as I swear she said doggie style instead of doggie stew…

      “I’m sure you have other skills,” I say, my voice sounding far away as I glance over and see her father narrow his eyes at me.

      Fucking hell. I want to chew through her jeans and tongue-fuck her pussy until she drowns me in her sweet honey, but from the glare Walter has set on me, I need to rein it in.

      For now.

      For a second, I make myself believe that this heady, over the top lust is from being locked up for four years. But in my heart I know that’s not the reason.

      I don’t just want her. I fucking need her.

      A dinging sound comes from the kitchen, releasing the tense moment as we all stand in silence.

      “Show Dutch where he’ll be staying since James has abandoned him.” Walter nods at Daphne. “Sure he’d like to have some time alone to get his bearings.”

      Joan scurries toward the kitchen, fluttering some words of encouragement over her shoulder as Walter shoots me a final pinning look. This old fucker, man. He means business. “We’ll talk later.” He turns, heading down the hall where James disappeared, leaving me standing with Daphne, my control hanging by a thread.

      “Well,” she starts, stepping past me to grab her coat, “I got the place pretty cleaned up for you this afternoon. But if there’s anything you need, just ask. Come on. I’ll show you the little house as we call it. It’s cozy, but it has a bedroom with a smart TV, so you can watch whatever. Or my I connected my Spotify on there as well, so…music. There’s a little kitchen slash living room, bathroom. Everything you could need.”

      I’ve been in jail so long that I don’t even really know about smart fucking TV’s or Spoti-whatever. But it doesn’t matter.

      “There’s no way it has everything I need,” I say on a sigh, then recover when Daphne gives me an unsure squint. “A nice hot shower alone sounds good,” I mutter, before I think about what I’m saying. I watch her nibble her lower lip as we head out the front door into the cold.

      “Alone, huh?” she asks, amusement in her voice as our feet crunch on the cold path with each step.

      She shouldn’t be fucking amused. She should be guarded at all times around me because the things I want to do to her sweet mouth are probably illegal.

      I clear my throat. “Four years showering with ten other guys takes its toll.”  I breathe in her candy scent as I walk next to her.  “But a hot shower alone isn’t exactly what I meant.”

      Her cheeks burn red as she nods toward the door of the guesthouse.  “I’ll leave you be. If you need anything, just call. James got you a cell. Should be in there on top of a basket with some towels for the bathroom, a couple new pillows we got for you and some spare sheets. I programmed our numbers in already.”

      The words hang between us as my cock pulses. This girl is turning me inside out but I have to find my control.

      “Thank you,” I manage as she spins, walking back down the path. Watching her go, a hollowness fills my chest. But somehow, I know she’ll be back.

      And I’ll be waiting.
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      Back inside the house, I close the front door and lean my forehead into the wall, releasing the breath I’ve been holding.

      Did Dutch have to be just so…Dutch?

      Dark and brooding, with blue tortured eyes that call to that part of me that feels the need to fix broken and suffering things. He’s got a bad boy vibe but I know in my heart beneath it all there’s a good man waiting.

      He reminds me of some of the hard cases on my outreach route. Snarling, warning people stay the heck away all the while their tails are wagging, hoping you won’t listen.

      The slick heat between my legs is another issue altogether. My panties are as wrecked as my filthy thoughts.

      Trixie, my ninety-pound sack of former chained dog sweetness, comes sauntering in and sidles up to me, leaning against my thigh. She’s built like a tank, but a gentle giant, and I reach out to scratch behind her ears as I think of all the dogs we’ve managed to get surrendered over the years.

      Turning hopeless, tortured lives into something bright and new.

      Is that what I want to do for Dutch? Is that even something I have any right to think about? Because he’s not a chained pit bull. He’s a grown man.

      And what a man.

      I wasn’t sure what to expect when I met Dutch, but when I saw him standing there next to my Dad it felt like the floor was quaking under my feet. His flannel shirt was unbuttoned enough to show off thick ink that seems to cover his chest and down his arms.

      His almost-black hair could use a trim, as well as his beard, but what held me in place was the way his riveting blue eyes pinned me where I stood.  Heat flooded my veins as my throat tightened and all the fantasies I’ve had over the last year paled in comparison to the man than stood in front of me.

      I already want to run back and throw my arms around him. To everyone else, we are strangers, but we know better. I think of all the letters. How we shared so much. Yet, do we really know each other at all?

      My body says we do. The dramatic physical response leaves me trembling as I wander to the back entryway and scoop some food into a bowl for Trixie, looking out into the backyard where the rest of the pack is playing in the snow. I strip off my jacket and head down the hallway to my bedroom, trying to re-group.

      Before I get there, I look through the crack in the door to the laundry room.

      “Shit,” I curse as I push it open, feeling my heart beat triple time.  Sitting there in the basket are the towels, sheets, and the cell phone my mom said she would put inside the little house for Dutch.

      I’m just about to pick it up when muffled but tense voices from the home office that James and my Dad share stop me cold. I stand still, listening.

      It’s about work. It’s always about work. I know the shop has been struggling.  It always has, to tell the truth, but Dad always seemed to make it work somehow.  I know lately James has been pushing for changes and it’s put them at odds more than usual.

      Dad raises his voice a little, angry now. Someone broke in a few weeks ago and made off with around twenty-thousand dollars of tools and parts. I take care of the books and pay most of the bills, and I knew we were behind on our insurance premiums when it happened, so the loss wasn’t covered and the tension about keeping things afloat has been pricklier than ever.

      I jump back as they both come storming out of the door, brows knitted, and James shoots me a hard look. “We have to go to the shop. Did you show Dutch to the house?” He doesn’t wait for my answer before finishing, “We should be back by dinner.”

      They grab their coats and storm out the back door, leaving me speechless. It’s not like James to be so gruff, let alone so rude.

      The laundry basket taunts me. I peek around the corner into the kitchen to see my mother elbows-deep in mixing up a bowl of her biscuit dough, singing to her Neil Diamond playlist.

      My thoughts drift back to Dutch. I did say if he needed anything to call, but he can’t call because he doesn’t have the phone.

      I’ll make it quick, I tell myself.

      I lean down, scooping up the basket, my heart hammering against my chest wall and my palms start to sweat.  At the door, I don’t bother with my jacket. All I’m going to do is leave the basket outside the front door for him, knock and high-tail it back to the house.

      Jesus, why am I so dizzy?

      He’s like a testosterone sex drip that’s being fed directly into my vena cava. How am I going to be able to live here with him?  No one has mentioned if there’s a cap on the time that he’s going to stay, only that they are going to have him work at the shop, where I work as well when I’m not doing my outreach runs.

      Which means I’m going to be dizzy here at home, and at work, and probably even worse when he’s far away.

      I stomp down the shoveled path, the fog of my hot breath leading the way, horrified at the thought there could be another drift of steam trailing out from between my legs, because it feels like a churning steam engine down there right now.

      I’m mumbling affirmations of control when I get to the front door and see it’s open a few inches.

      Stick to the plan. Sit the basket down and leave.

      The voice in my head sounds like my mother’s. So sensible. And so, as usual, I ignore it. And peek inside the little house.

      I don’t see him anywhere.

      Maybe he left.

      Maybe he really didn’t want to be here.

      Maybe I wasn’t what he imagined.

      Maybe he just needed a ride then a chance to get away.

      Maybe he has a hundred other pen pals, like you hear about sometimes in the news.

      Wonderful. So now I’ll be one of those women. I saw a special on them on 20/20 once.

      Lifers and the Women Who Love Them.

      Women fall for criminals while they are still behind bars all the time. They even marry them. Murderers, serial killers, rapists, they all get their share of admirers. It’s not a stretch to imagine Dutch with a sackful of love letters from women all over the country.

      Fuck. Did I read him all wrong?

      Is this some kind of long-con and I just got played? Or, not just me, but my whole family?

      I pull the basket against my center, trying to keep my belly from doing cartwheels as I stand frozen to the ground, shivering, an internal battle raging as I decide what to do.

      Heavy footsteps answer my thoughts. From the gap in the door, I see a flash of indigo-covered torso toward the back of the small house where the kitchen leads to the bedroom and bathroom. A warm burst of wetness spills out of me.

      I desperately try to be practical. If he’s going to shower, he needs these towels. Because just imagine—he gets out of jail, gets welcomed into our home. Only to be left standing dripping wet and naked in a house with no towels.

      I’ll do it like an Uber Eats delivery. Drop, knock, and run.

      I start to lower the basket onto the worn welcome mat outside the door and knock when the boom of rock music thrums to life inside.

      It makes me think of a particularly sad part of one of his letters.  Something he missed the most about being out in the world was being able to listen to music.

      He wrote in that letter, something I don’t think people know, when you’re in prison, there’s no music.

      Can you imagine? Going months—years—without music?

      “Dutch?”  I ease the door open another inch with my shoulder.

      Then another and another, until I’m standing inside, still holding the basket, the music muffling my voice.

      “Dutch?”  I call out, but it’s half-hearted. I don’t want him to know I’m here.

      I’m not fooling myself.  I shove the door closed with my rear end and cross the small living room toward the hall on tiptoes.

      I ease the basket to the floor as I come to the corner of the short hallway and take a shaking breath.

      No risk, no reward.

      Stepping forward, I see the bathroom door open, but inside it’s empty. There’s no steam coming from the shower. My legs feel boneless as I urge myself to move forward, the loud music pulsing around me as I approach the bedroom.

      The burning in my lungs reminds me to breathe as I press my body against the wall just to the right of the open bedroom door.  Bands of tension snap around my chest and throat, my mouth dry as I ease one eye over the door frame and choke back the yelp of surprise at the sight before me.

      I press my fingers onto my lips until they burn from the pressure.

      There’s Dutch.

      It’s not just his torso that’s bare now. It’s all of him.

      Every.

      Magnificent.

      Inch.

      Inches, I mean. So many inches…

      I’ve imagined him naked a thousand times.  But this, oh praise baby Jesus, this is so much better.

      He’s laying on the bed, surrounded by envelopes and colorful open pages covered in what I recognize as my writing.  He’s holding one of my letters in front of his face with one hand as the other rasps up and down on the length of hard steel standing up nearly to his belly button.

      I watch in mesmerized silence as he reads, his lips moving silently as he does while he strokes himself, making these pained, tortured sounds. His body is lean but muscular. His legs are bent slightly, knees raised, giving me a view of not only his Guinness World Record dick but balls nearly the size of my fists resting on the bedding below.

      His legs are free from tattoos, but his torso, arms and abs are covered in words and images.

      I want to explore them all with my tongue, ask him the meaning of each and hope I can soothe the pain that put them there.

      I squeeze my legs closed, pressing the flesh of my inner thighs tight, pulsing my core muscles in time with the movement of his hand as my belly flutters and I choke back the moans that bank in my throat.

      I’ve never seen a man. Not like this. Not for real.

      All I’ve seen are Porn Hub clips that my friends have shown me on their phones. I was always too scared to look on my own, like somehow my father would find out and be horrified.

      Besides, I mean, outside of it being sort of educational, I found the porn more comical than titillating. Those women moaning and screaming for an hour?  There were no real orgasms happening, and everything was so forced and staged.  How it turns someone on, I don’t get it, but to each his and her own.

      But, God, the desire coursing through me now is like lust-lava. Just watching Dutch is about to put me over the edge.

      His eyes close as I peek around the door, he pushes his head back into the pillow and fists the base of his erection, making the head bulge, turning purple as it swells, droplets of creamy liquid seeping from the tip.

      He releases a throaty groan, then puts the letter he was holding down carefully, almost reverently. Then he opens his eyes toward the pile of paper next to him, picks up another, and resumes reading as he jacks his dick up and down until I’m squirming against the wall, practically dry humping the flat surface, desperate for relief, barely able to stand.

      There’s a flutter in my chest and a sudden clutch down deep, like my ovaries are popping out eggs like firecrackers on the Fourth of July. I try to hold back, but I can’t, and a little shuddering breath breaks from my throat, and even through the music I know he’s heard me.

      His hand stops and it feels like time does as well.

      He releases the letter, those sea-blue eyes that I want to drown in snap toward the doorway.

      Shit. I move one foot backward in retreat, but I know it’s too late.

      “Daphne.”  He says my name like he’s intoning a sacred chant, and the wetness between my legs soaks through my jeans.  “Don’t hide. Not from me.”

      “Shit, shit, shit,” I whisper, then clear my throat, waving an apologetic hand in the open doorway as I press the back of my skull into the wall. “I’m sorry…”

      I squeeze my eyes shut and count to ten, considering making a break for the front door, when the crushing drumbeat of the Disturbed song that was playing turns to the twanging guitar intro to one of my favorite songs and I realize he’s playing one of my playlists.

      The first few lines, I stay still, eyes shut, then I hear the movement of his bare feet on the floorboards.  A creak, just on the other side of the open door, then Dutch’s low voice joins the chorus as his fingertips brush my cheek, and I feel like my heart will burst from my chest.

      Fuck, he’s singing to me.

      Lord, come on, now. I’m only human. How am I supposed to stay strong?

      You’re as smooth, as Tennessee Whiskey.

      You’re as sweet as strawberry wine…

      

      “You’ve already seen me,” he whispers, his hand running down my arm until his thick, rough fingers entwine with mine. “Did you like watching?”

      

      What the hell do I say to that?

      Well, anatomically you are a perfect male specimen, and my interest is purely scientific…but, damn, yeaaaaah buddy, I liked watching.

      “Yes,” I blurt out. Feeling like that single word is telling him a thousand stories of the fantasies I’ve had for the last year.

      He pulls me around the door frame into the small bedroom, the music making me want to sway as a thick, hot, churning lust builds, making me feel like I’ve downed a few shots of Fireball.

      “You and your letters have made me hard like this for a long time. But today? When I walked in the house and saw you?”  He shakes his head slowly, almost angrily, as I battle to keep my eyes from pinning on his erection. “God damn. I know there’s no relief without you ever again, little girl.”

      He pulls me against him, his hardness driving against my hip. One thick, tattooed arm slips around my back. His other hand meets mine, our bodies moving, swaying, and to anyone else I’m sure it would look ridiculous.

      Me, dressed in my jeans and thermal top, black snow boots, hair in a messy bun and him…oh, God, him dressed in only his ink and the scent of a man tasting freedom for the first time in years.

      “I can feel your heartbeat,” I whisper as he tugs me against him, pressing his thick hardness into my belly.

      “I know that’s not all you feel. Feel what you do to me. I can already taste you, Daphne.  My first meal as a free man…I want it to be you.”

      I rest my face into the muscular cords of his neck, trying to work out if this is real or one of my dreams.

      His entire body is hard, coiled, like he’s a spring wound too tight. I hold my breath as I pull back, looking up into his bluest eyes, seeing a desperation that makes me want to be the balm for whatever he needs.

      “I—I…” I start, not even sure what I want to say, when his hands sweep upward to my cheeks and he kisses me with a moan. I have that feverish sort of feeling you get when reality and dreams blend together, when you’re just waking or just falling asleep. The ache between my legs throbs, my core buckles, and I nearly sink to my knees.

      I’ve never come close to what’s happening right now. Standing with a man I honestly met just minutes before, naked. He doesn’t know it, but I’ve never seen a real, live man naked before Dutch. I’ve never been so close to such power. His hands slide up and down my back, our lips crushing together as his tongue moves, warm against mine.

      My nipples tingle, being zapped with what feels like an electrical current. Suddenly, all I want is to be rid of all my clothes. I slide my hands all over his chest, his shoulders, down his biceps, wanting to touch him everywhere as I listen to the way his moans change pitch as my hands glide over his flesh.

      “You keep doing that, I’m not going to last,” he whispers, hard to hear over the music and the pounding of my heart in my ears.

      Boldness overtakes me, and I slip my hand down between us, his mouth back on mine, feeling his abs tighten as I go lower, then slip my fingers around the tip of his massive cock. The wetness spurts out into my palm as he lets out a painful grunt, breaking our kiss, pressing his forehead to the part in my hair.

      “Daph. Fuck, how many times I’ve dreamed of you. Of this, of you touching me. I want to be inside you. I can’t lie. It’s all I can think about.”

      This is so intense.

      So fucking hot.

      I’ve had flickers of something I guess you’d call lust or desire before, but nothing like this.  This is a grinding need, clawing inside me, desperate for release. I slide my hand down lower, my fingers barely able to encircle his girth as wet heat engulfs me between my legs.

      His fingertips dig into the sides of my face like he’s losing control.  I love the sense of power I have. The warmth coming from his body seems to surge and this whole moment suddenly feels surreal.

      Even, shit…comical.

      Me, fully clothed, my prison pen pal naked as we dance, my hand gripping his dripping cock like we are acting out some over-the-top porn scene.

      A giggle bursts from my lips and he pulls back, and I see the confusion in his eyes.

      “This is funny?”

      “No. I mean…yes,” I sputter. “I have a bad habit of laughing at the wrong times. When I feel nervous. It’s like a defense mechanism, I guess. I’m sorry, it’s just…” Somehow I stop my babbling. I smile on a snort, fighting off another burst of inappropriate laughter when his eyes darken, his tongue tracing along his top teeth as he nods.

      “We better give that mouth something else to do then.” His hands tangle in my hair as he stares at me, licking his lips.

      He presses me downward and I bend my knees, sliding my hands down his hips, then take a detour and let them sweep over his tight ass before settling at the altar of dick in front of me.

      I don’t know what I’m doing, but I pretend. I follow my instincts. I do what seems right. I look up, fluttering my lashes as I stick out my tongue and flick it where the slit on the tip is seeping creamy liquid.

      I moan, trading my tongue for my lips, giving that part of him a little kiss then a gentle suck, the masculine flavor better than I could have imagined. I want more.

      And suddenly, my awkward laughter, my discomfort is just gone. I suck harder, swallowing the pre-cum he’s offering, looking up to see his head fall back, and for a second he looks like he might be losing consciousness.

      “Fuck, baby. I love how your eyes look with my dick in your mouth. That cock tastes like it was made just for you, doesn’t it?”

      I slide the head over my tongue, feeling the smooth skin, the thick vein that throbs, all the while answering him with a little nod as my pussy pulses and clenches, waiting for its turn to swap places with my mouth.  I never imagined sucking a cock could turn me on so much, but I’m ready to spin into my own oblivion after 3.5 seconds.

      I moan as I take another inch, then another, back and forth through my lips until the tip teases at the back of my throat. I flick my gaze up to see him staring down, brow tight, and I wonder if I’m doing it wrong.

      He thrusts his hips, going deeper. “You have some talent there. That little mouth can barely open wide enough, can it?” The words feel hard and my stomach flips over as I slip him in and out faster.  “Please fucking tell me you practiced on a banana or a carrot or some goddamn thing.”

      Understanding floods through me and I withdraw in a gasp for air.

      I look up at him. “Sorry, no fruits or vegetables were used or harmed in the making of this blow job.”

      He looks like he wants to die. I’m sure my awkwardness frustrates him. But he needs to really understand what I’m saying here.

      “I’ve never used or practiced on anything. Animal, vegetable, or mineral. Or human.”

      The relief on his face makes me smile.

      “No practice on anything ever,” he repeats, and I confirm what I was trying to say. “Anything or anyone?”

      I shake my head, letting the tip of his dick brush against my lips. I squeeze the base as it jerks in my hand. “Never seen or been seen.  Never touched or been touched.”

      “Fuck, baby,” he moans as my cheeks burn and my clit throbs. “You never told me that.”

      “I didn’t know how.”

      He groans again. “You’re fucking perfect. Now, suck that dick like there’s a prize inside. Because after that, I’m going to make that pussy mine.”

      I relax my throat this time and plunge my open mouth onto his length, taking the head all the way to my tonsils as I bring my hand up and cup the incredible weight of his balls.

      He grits out a string of curse words, his body tensing, then floods my throat with a burst of savory flavor. I want to feel him lose control. I need it.

      I want to be the one that makes him come undone with my mouth, right here. Right now.

      But he has other ideas.

      He pushes me back with his heavy hand. “You’re going to end this too soon, baby.”  He pulls himself from my mouth with a pop. “Up.”

      He offers his hands, helping me stand as saliva runs down my chin.

      I gasp as he hauls me upward and tosses me on the bed.  I bounce on the mattress and before I come to rest he’s tugging my boots off, tossing them across the room with a new darkness in his eyes.

      I look at him, then me, and then at him again. “I think I’m overdressed.”

      “Way fucking overdressed.”

      My heart is racing as he growls.  His eyes are lusty, demanding. Even if I told him to stop right now, I’m not sure if he could.

      Not that I’d want him to.

      He practically rips my jeans from my hips, barely taking a second to undo the button and zipper as I arch my back. I put my hands up as he grabs the bottom of my shirt and suddenly wish I had worn a better bra today. And my underwear? Oh boy.

      He looks down at the tattered, semi off-white cotton fabric covering my tits, and his lips curl like I’m wearing the sexiest Victoria’s Secret lingerie.

      I’m still distracted by his cock as he climbs onto the mattress, lifting me under my arms onto the pillows, my body bouncing as he manhandles me, his weight shifting the bed as he moves.

      He’s treating me like an object, moving me into a position that pleases him, then he strips me of my bra.

      I steady myself for him to do the same with my panties, but instead he crouches back, shoves my knees wide and just stares, sucking his bottom lip between his teeth.

      My insides clench in anticipation, my body charged with lust, unsure what he’s staring at.

      The silence between us seems to quiet the whole room. My heartbeat and the first chords of the next song on my playlist fade into the background as the muscles of Dutch’s torso and shoulders ripple under the deep, connected artistry of ink, his insanely big cock standing tall like a missile ready to launch.

      “Something wrong?” I finally manage after another endless few seconds of him staring between my legs. The muscles of my inner thighs quiver as embarrassment starts to take over, thinking he’s changed his mind. My horribly lackluster underwear is killing the vibe.

      “Yeah,” he answers, my heart already feeling like it’s cracking open.

      “What?”  I mouth, barely able to choke the word from my dry throat as I tug my knees together.

      “You’re soaking wet.”

      I swallow hard, tensing as my thighs touch, hoping to hide the evidence that somehow feels humiliating. “Sorry. I can’t help—”

      He swats my legs wide.  “Keep those legs open and don’t be sorry. As long as you are wet for me. It’s just…I think I could stare at that wet spot forever. But, then I wouldn’t be doing what I really want to do. Taste you. Devour you.”

      I swallow hard, the embarrassment washing away.

      “Well…how about this…” I reach down, tug the panties down my legs and feet and bring them to my mouth, holding them there for a teasing moment.  “We can both taste me at the same time.”

      I suck the drenched fabric between my lips, surprised at how filthy I feel as Dutch collapses onto locked arms, caging me as his forehead touches mine.

      “Landing strip. Just like I thought.”  He says, breath warm on my lips.

      “What?” I ask, unsure for a second what he means.

      “I like a little fuzz.”  He answers then finishes, “Messy little girl needs some cleaning up, doesn’t she?”

      

      A thrill rips through me as Dutch lowers his face between my tits, his tongue tracing a trail downward.

      I just can’t with what’s happening right now.

      I’ve never thought if I’d like a man with a beard before now, but if it feels this good just tickling down my belly, I’m pretty sure where it’s going next is going to make me #teambeard for the rest of my life.

      I yelp when his hands take control of my knees, shoving them up and back, pushing me so wide I’m sure he’s got a view of my cervix.

      Then, he just stays there.

      Breathing.

      Hard.

      Labored. And I wonder if he’s okay.

      Embarrassment again; hot and unbearable. Is my pussy a horror show? Is he having some sort of panic attack, wondering what to do now that it can’t be unseen?

      Or, is it so magnificent that it’s life changing?

      Fuck. This is brutal. It’s been like, five seconds, but it feels like a hundred years.

      I never thought of what this would be like. How I would feel with a man so close. Let alone this man. Him. My Dutch.

      My core ripples as he drops his head, getting a closer view, and I think I’m going to explode or burst into laughter again, thinking of me laying here with my horrible cotton briefs held in my mouth. The lusty flavor spreading on my tongue.

      Finally, he breaks the silence. “I’ve waited so long for you. Even before I went to prison, I was waiting for you. I just didn’t know it was you I was waiting for.”

      The doubts and niggling embarrassment wash away as I tremble, loving how he’s looking at me as if I’m a mirage that’s appeared before him in the desert, as if he can’t be sure it’s real.

      The room is bright, the cloudless winter sky leaving nothing to the imagination, and I dare look down and see the fire and need in Dutch’s eyes glinting in the light like sapphires.

      I feel his hot breath on the insides of my thighs as he growls. Goosebumps rise over my skin and I bite into my lip.

      When his mouth connects, I nearly buck him off the bed with a scream, my hips driving upward, my body twisting, convulsing, but he’s strong. He holds on like a champion bronco rider as his tongue slides down through my folds, my hands tearing my panties from my mouth then gripping at the sheets as I try to keep myself from breaking apart into a million pieces.

      “I won’t ever wait again. Your taste is mine. You are mine.”

      I look down to see him lick his lips, his face and beard already shiny and wet with me. And, God, the look in his eyes. It’s like he’s just found paradise.

      So fucking hot.

      Without warning, he goes at me again, eating me until I’m a boneless mess, my chest heaving as he greedily tongue-fucks, stars flickering in my vision.

      I have no point of reference. But this is magic.

      His focus and creativity make what’s happening far more than I could have ever imagined.  How can lips and tongue and mouth combine into something that feels this good? It seems impossible. But, thank God, it’s not.

      The sounds coming from down low are sloppy and decadent in the most glorious way.

      “Perfect pussy on a perfect doll.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Fuck yeah. I’ll never be able to live without you now.”

      He reaches up and grabs my breasts in his strong, possessive hands, then dives back between my legs with a vengeance. I see stars and galaxies as his tongue slips inside my body, then through my folds before centering on my clit and sending me into orbit.

      I reach down and hang on tight to his forearms, holding on for dear life as his upper arms spread me wide. I’m completely bare, completely vulnerable, but I have no shyness with this man. His mouth is pure magic and I’m losing control.

      I glance down to see him watching me as I roll my hips onto his mouth, greedy for more, and he seems to feel the same.

      “My fucking dirty girl. Fill my mouth with your cum. Soak this beard. Feed me.”

      His tongue dives deeper, tasting my inner walls, and just when I think it can’t get any better, somehow it does.  He’s so fucking good. So intent on my pleasure.

      It’s like I’m the center of his entire world.

      He slows his speed but increases the intensity. His tongue works my clit as his lips do things I didn’t think were possible. I feel the ball of tension in my center swirl with a new heat.

      “Du-uuu-ut-tch—”  I stutter, a desperation wrapping around my throat. “God, don’t stop, please…”

      He answers by sucking harder, and I feel the pressure of a finger pressing inside me, curling it and toying with a spot that has curse words ripping from my lungs, my body arching until I think my spine will snap.

      I’m in bliss.  Beyond bliss and into whatever comes next. I’m on the other side of something so mind-blowing, body twisting, heart wrenching, I know already I’m addicted to this.

      To him.

      I need more.

      His hands release my breasts and settle on my hips, pulling my convulsing, twitching body onto his still-working mouth as I slap my thighs against the sides of his face, the rough texture of his beard scratching against my sensitive skin.

      The pleasure knots my toes and shoots up the backs of my legs, then turns into a spinning explosion deep in my core that tears through me until I feel the gush of wetness. From way out in orbit, I hear Dutch moaning.

      He licks and kisses me through the orgasm, the movements softening as I come down.  My body is filled with a warmth that covers me inside and out.

      Dutch stays between my legs, kissing me gently as I return to earth.

      I’m panting, my hands fisting the comforter I’ve pulled around me like a cocoon. My ears are ringing as I look down to see Dutch swipe the back of his hand over his soaking beard on a crooked grin.

      Pushing up on my elbows, he shifts back onto his knees, and all I can do is stare at his cock. I want it inside me even more now than I did before he turned me into an orgasmic heap of jiggling Jello with his godlike mouth.

      “I want that,” I mutter staring at his cock, like a child in the candy aisle at the store, ready to unleash an epic tantrum at the first sign of refusal.

      “It wants you too Doll.”  He reaches down and gives the swollen length a slow stroke as the ball of erotic tension starts to curl inside me again. I take in not only the length and girth of his sex but the way his balls hang low between his thighs, swaying slightly like they are trying to hypnotize me.

      I watch in awe as his hand works every thick inch, sticky pre-cum dripping down the engorged head, the veins that snake around looking ready to pop.

      “These balls are full. I’m going to unload inside of you. Raw, baby…something I never thought of doing before, but with you? Fuck, no choice, it’s gonna be hard, hot and bareback.”

      His tone makes me shiver, ready. Ready for more. I want him. Need him. Right now. With nothing between us.

      There’s no rational thought.

      I will not ask about safety. I will not ask about condoms. I don’t care. I want him. As he is. Inside me. Now.

      A flash of light from the living room breaks my thoughts. Sunlight flashing on something shiny. An instant later, both our heads snap around when we hear the knock on the front door.

      “Dutch?”  James’s voice splinters the moment, and Dutch puts his finger to his lips, looking at me.

      “Hey,” he answers, charging off the bed, closing the door so just his head is visible as I shrink back into a ball. “I was just going to hop in the shower.”

      “Okay, cool.  Dad sent me back here to grab you, we have some work to do at the shop, wanted you to come up before dinner, maybe show you around. Felt like we sort of abandoned you here.”

      “Nah, man. I’m fine.” Dutch’s voice is thick with desire, even though I can tell he’s trying to hide it. “Sounds good.  Give me ten, I’ll come up to the house.”

      “Okay, brother. Maybe we can go out later, I’m sure you might like to see if there’s some female companionship you can find.” I hear James chuckle, followed by the sound of his footsteps, then the door closing as my pulse rages.

      I pop up from the bed and tug on my jeans, nearly falling over sideways in my rush, a dark thought clouding the moment as I consider that I was just the first opportunity at female companionship for Dutch after a long four-year drought.

      Of course he was desperate for some sort of release, right? And there I was.

      So available. Stupid.

      “Hey.” He comes over as I push my head through my thermal, not even bothering with my bra, the scent of my orgasm heavy in the air. “There’s only one female that’s going to give me the companionship I need, baby. That’s you.”

      Gah, really? He’s got good lines, I’ll give him that.

      “I should go.” I turn around, trying to avoid eye contact. “They’re going to figure out I’m here. I’ll go out the back and walk around with the dogs. Even if they see me, they will just think I was out feeding them.”

      He grabs my arm, crushing his lips to mine, and I taste the heady scent of my pleasure on his mouth and beard, my knees almost buckling.

      Goddammit. I am powerless when it comes to his mouth.

      He finishes our kiss and I can’t help taking one long last look at his painfully-swollen cock.

      “You’re gonna need to do something about that,” I smirk.

      “You’re going to do something about that.”  He takes my hand and rubs it over the slick tip. “We’re going to finish this. I’m taking what’s mine, my sweet little doll. Midnight. I’ll be waiting.”
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      She’s changing me.

      No, that’s wrong.

      She’s already changed me.  She did that from the very first letter.

      Because of her, I’m turning into someone that thinks about the future. Our future.

      Someone that wants to know everything about her. Her hopes, her dreams, her desires. Make sure she gets enough sleep. Make sure she takes her vitamins and doesn’t forget to eat.

      I want to know when she gets her period. I want to count the days every fucking month and hope like fuck she’s late.

      This pulsing desire inside my soul to breed her has taken on a life of its own.

      Still, this whole new world is a mindfuck. The family, the legit business, the way they all care for each other and have a common goal. As simple as it is, that’s uncharted territory for me. I know that if I fuck up, I’ll lose her. Or worse, I’ll be the man she doesn’t need. And if that’s the case, I’d rather not be here at all.

      I’ve never wanted anything the way I want her. Before this, romance was a fucking shelf in the library. It seemed so goddamned unnecessary to put someone before myself.

      But, with Daphne? Fuck, I want to give her everything she wants. Keep her safe. Be her port in the storm. Be here for whatever will inevitably come. Anticipate her every need from the moment I wake until I put her to sleep, my dick nestled inside her through the night.

      My chest has been tight since I saw her earlier today, and it’s not just that I want to fuck her so bad my johnson feels like it’s tied in a square knot.

      It’s bigger than that. Because the truth is simple: I don’t want to disappoint her.

      What the hell can I offer to a girl like her?  I’m not even a day out, with a record that will keep almost anyone from trusting me, including her if she has any sense. She should run a mile. Fast. And now.

      But, God, I want her to trust me. I need her trust so I can be the man she deserves.
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        * * *

      

      Now, I’m in Walter’s office at the garage. They’re going back and forth about upgrading their security system. More missing parts from their storage behind the shop. That’s what the call was about back at the house. Serious shit but I’m barely listening. Because I can still smell her on me. Honey-sweet. Lusty and all mine.

      Walter’s desk is covered in neat piles of receipts and files.  On the back wall, keychains hang on numbered hooks. The rest of the garage is par for the course: the wall above covered in old calendars with bikini-clad women sitting on the hoods of hot rods and classic roadsters holding up cans of Mobil oil. Curves in all the right places. But not even close to Daphne. Not even fucking close.

      I force myself to focus on what’s going on around me. On the smell of motor oil and the clank of carburetors. I know my way around engines. My dad and I bonded over fixing them. I took on other jobs at garages and some chop shops through the years.

      Walter grilled me hard about my skills, telling me I’d be doing oil changes and brake jobs until he could trust me to do otherwise. I proved my worth. But still I can see he’s fucking wary.

      James shoves back his chair, saying he’s going to go tweak the cameras again.

      Which leaves me alone with Walter.

      He stays quiet, tapping on his keyboard, then settles back in his chair, hands clasping over his gut, eyes on me. For a second, I can see him on the wrong side of an interrogation desk. There’s judgment in his eyes and who can blame him?

      “Just so you know, I asked James a lot of questions before I agreed to this.  He’s vouched for you and I trust my son, but…”

      I swallow hard. I’ve never given two shits about what anybody else thinks of me. Until now.

      In my past life, this fucker would have meant nothing to me. Just another asshole in a line of assholes. But things have changed, and I’m fucking nervous about what’s coming next.

      Because this man holds the keys to Daphne’s approval. If he sends me away and tells her I’m no good for her? Then what? Would she ever contact me again? Would I ever see her loops and swirls again? I don’t know but I fucking doubt it.

      I think about that for a second and realize, even if that happened, I wouldn’t leave.

      At the very least, I’d become her stalker. I’d make damned sure no one else got even an idea in their head she was available.  At the very worst, I’d throw her in the back of my car, when I get one that is, drive us up to some deserted mountain cabin and fuck a baby into her even if I had to tie her to the bed to do it.

      I shake the thought away. Walter’s staring at me, my dick starting to rise again. I grit my teeth and force my erection down. That’s going to have to fucking wait until I have her under me.

      “James told me who you hung out with. In the past. Told me what happened. Said your so-called friends let you take the fall for whatever reason. Something you and my son have in common.” He clears his throat. “If we find out you’re starting up old friendships…you’re out. And, just for the record, I told James the same fucking thing. This is a big, small town. I know who’s who and for all I know, those former friends of yours are the very assholes that are stealing parts and breaking in here. I don’t believe in coincidences. I won’t give you a second chance. I protect my own. We clear?”

      I nod on a sniff. The old Dutch wants to tell him to go fuck himself. Instead I offer my hand to shake his. “I won’t need a second chance.”

      He nods back, taking my offer, our hands clasped together.  “Good. I’m going to have a word with James, then we’ll be ready to go.”

      All this shit makes me uneasy. These big talks, these warnings. But it’s necessary discomfort.

      Walter’s fatherly protectiveness makes me think of my own dad. Thinking about him makes my heart knot up. He did his best. But his best wasn’t great.

      My dad always said that nothing worth having comes easy. For the first time in as far back as I can remember, turning things around may help repair things I’d thought were broken forever.

      My eyes move over the photos behind Walter’s desk. Glossy prints in cheap frames. I see him with what looks like maybe his sister, and that makes me think about my sister, too. The last time we spoke, I was a complete ass. Pushed her away hard. Like a wild dog unwilling to let anyone get close.

      I didn’t want her seeing me that way, didn’t want my shit to be her problem. But goddamn. Sitting here. Thinking about family. Part of me wants to call her up, hear her out, listen to what she wanted to say.

      Apologize for not being there for her after Dad’s death. For being an ass.

      “Hey.” James pops his head into the office, breaking my slow slide down Unhappy Family Memories Lane. “You ready?”

      I nod and stand, brushing my hands down the front of my shirt, the memory of Daphne’s flavor on my tongue sending a twinge through me. I follow James down the hallway toward the main garage.

      “Sorry if my dad is a bit of a hard ass. He doesn’t trust people easily.”

      

      “It’s cool. I get it. Nothing worth having comes easy.”

      But even as I say the words, Walter’s speech in the office makes me wonder if I’ll ever have his approval, ever have his blessing with Daphne. He made it clear that until I prove myself, I’m an outsider. He’s giving me a chance.

      But I know that if I so much as sneeze in the wrong direction, I’m out. That’s some thin fucking ice for a guy like me.

      And if he knew I had my tongue in his virgin daughter’s sweet cunt about an hour ago? My ass would be on the pavement out front with my teeth scattered around me like Tic-Tacs.

      But it would still be worth it. Sooner or later, he’s going to have to come to terms with me and Daphne. My plans with her are already set in stone. She just doesn’t know it yet.
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        * * *

      

      Back at the house, the table is set for dinner, and fuck if Daphne hasn’t changed into this hot fucking yellow dress that hugs her curves, making my mouth water for more of what she gave me earlier.

      Still though, there’s all this family shit to deal with. So many people here, cock blocking me. But it’s fine. It’s fucking fine.

      Daphne sits across from me at the table. She smooths her napkin and rubs her lips together like she’s smoothing out her lip balm, while darting a quick glance at me. I adjust the tablecloth to hide my growing hard-on. Christ.

      “So, Dutch…” Joan sets a platter of fried chicken down and waves for me to sit as Daphne’s eyes hit me from across the table.  “I hope Walter wasn’t too hard on you today. He can be a little less than tactful at times.”  She winks at her husband, who grumbles something as he takes his seat at the head of the table.

      “Not at all,” I answer, taking in the smells of the food, the Norman Rockwell image of the table complete with a lacy sort of tablecloth. Have I ever been at a family dinner like this? I don’t think so. I can’t even remember the last time I sat down at a dining room table for a meal even before my last stay in prison.

      “I remember the first day I met Walter.”  Joan gives him a flirty, wistful grin as he motions for me to take my share of the chicken from the platter.  “I was waiting tables at the diner. He came in for coffee. My heart felt like it was going to beat out of my chest the first second I saw him. So handsome. But, he played it cool. Barely looking at me, until…”

      James snorts a laugh as I look up and see Daphne’s sparkling emerald eyes glowing. Waiting for the punchline.

      Walter picks the story up on cue. “…Until some piece of shit smacked her on the ass.”  Walter grunts, then takes a scoop of mashed potatoes from a bowl. He slings the potatoes onto his plate with a thwack. “Dickhead. I spent the night in jail for busting his jaw and sending him to the emergency room. But no regrets. I protect what’s mine.”

      Jesus.

      He glances my way and I sit up straight on a nod. Apparently, imagining my teeth scattered like Tic-Tacs wasn’t off base at all.

      “That’s the way it should be,” I say. I lock eyes with Daphne, whose cheeks turn bright red. Goddamn it. I get a sudden impulse to jump across the table and kiss her right here in front of her family and make it perfectly fucking clear that she’s mine. The muscles in my legs twitch, but I hold myself back. Barely.

      “You have family, Dutch? A mom, dad?” Joan sounds hesitant, like she might be asking something painful, but I give her a tight smile as I shake my head. This whole thing, the meal, the family, the talk—it’s magical but so fucking bittersweet. I’ve had no family to speak of for so long, I wonder if it’s something I’ll ever have. Or even deserve.

      “I have a sister. My mom died long time ago. Dad more recently.”

      “I’m sorry.” She reaches out and takes my hand, and something about it feels familiar. Like when my own mom would make the same gesture. Daphne offers an encouraging smile which eases some of the ache in my heart. “Your sister lives around here?”

      Joan’s eyes are eager. She’s sweetly hell-bent on making conversation, which is yet another thing I’m not used to. When prisoners eat, they eat. When they talk, they talk. But they don’t chit-chat over chow. Still, though, I know I have to get used to it and fast.

      So I swallow my potatoes and nod. “She does. I have an address for her. Not sure she’d want to see me again, though.”

      “I’m sure she would,” Daphne says. “You should look her up.”

      “Maybe I will. If you’d go with me. Being a sister yourself, you might be able to help.”

      Daphne looks down into her lap, her cheeks flaming hot. I can see her fucking pulse in her throat.

      Joan’s smile catches my eye and I manage to look away.

      “I’m sure Daphne and James would go with you for moral support, if that’s what you want. But I’m equally sure your sister would love to see you again. That’s what family is about.” She butters her biscuit tidily, just to the edge, not a crumb lost. “Doesn’t matter how much you mess up, they’re still there for you.”

      Back down Memory Lane. I think about the last time we spoke, her insisting that I should take my share of the inheritance from dad, his investments, his insurance. How she said it would help turn my life around. I didn’t want any of it. I told her to spend it on herself, that it would be wasted on a guy like me.

      It’s yours. I’ll keep it for you. When you’re ready.

      Her words ring in my head. I wonder if it’s still there, waiting. Or if she spent it on something or someone more deserving. I don’t want it; I don’t want her to think that the only reason I’m getting in touch is for money. I never even asked for details on how much it was all worth. I didn’t want to know. None of that mattered.

      Not until I had someone who mattered to me.

      All my thoughts are overshadowed like a total eclipse by Daphne, as she takes a bite of her chicken. How the fuck is it possible that I am jealous of her fork? The way her lips encircle it. The thought of her tongue on the tines.

      Under the lace tablecloth, my balls won’t stop pulsing.

      And now there’s only one question in my head: Will she show up tonight?

      If she doesn’t, then what? What happens when I lose control? What’ll this lovely little family say when I break into their house and take her in her own bed? How will that fucking conversation go over breakfast tomorrow morning?

      By the end of dinner, I’m ready to jump out of my skin. My cock hurts so fucking bad. I help clear, but Joan refuses to let me do the dishes, which is kind of a fucking problem because I was planning on hiding my nonstop erection against the sink.

      “I was gonna take Dutch into town. Have a beer at Van Dyke Racers. It’s NASCAR tonight…” James gives me a wink.

      “No beer for me, man.” I shake my head. “I’m not screwing up my parole.”

      “Okay, well, I’ll have a beer for us both,” James says with a grin, eyeing the front door and jingling his keys in his palm.

      “Oh no you don’t.” Joan turns from the sink where she and Daphne are loading the dishwasher, wiggling her finger at James.

      I silence an impatient groan. All this needling each other, all this good-natured teasing, it’s fine. I love it. But I’ve had enough. All I want is for midnight to come so I can strip that butter-yellow dress off her tits and suck her nipples into my mouth.

      “Daphne, you go with them. You drive. Keep them from getting into trouble.” Joan plucks the keys out of James’ palm and hands them to Daphne.

      Now James takes the keys away from Joan and hands them to me. “Dutch can drive.”  James gives me a hopeful look. “Having my sister along isn’t exactly what I had in mind. If you catch my drift.”

      “Man,” I say, trying to keep my voice low and discreet. “I don’t have a license. I just got out.”

      James rolls his eyes. “This shitty parole system, am I right?” he says.

      A-fucking-men to that.

      But I stay quiet about all of it while they sort it out for themselves. Daphne gives me a look, but Joan points her finger at us both.

      “You want me to go get your father? Tell him you’re going to go drink beer then drive home?  You’re a slow learner sometimes, James Foster.”

      “I’ll go, Mom.” Daphne bends over, putting the last of the plates in the dishwasher, and her ripe, round ass makes my balls twitch. “I’ll be the chaperone.”

      She nibbles into her bottom lip as James grunts but heads towards the door. Daphne eases past me, giving me a quick wink and I inhale her sweet, peaches and cream scent.

      Waiting for my release date was bad. But waiting for midnight is worse.

      Way fucking worse.
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      “You okay?” James smacks my shoulder in brotherly camaraderie. There’s NASCAR on all the TVs and everyone’s mesmerized. But the only thing that’s mesmerizing me are the way Daphne’s lashes flutter with every blink.

      “Yeah. Just. Crowds. Not used to it yet.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t have come.” Daphne gives me a concerned look. I hate that she’s worried about me.  I can see it in the furrow of her brow, the way she’s darting her eyes from me to anyone that comes close.

      The need she’s ignited inside me is fierce. As much as she seems to be looking out for me, I’m giving hell-fire looks to any guy that’s even glancing her way. If any of these motherfuckers so much as buy her a drink, I’ll be back in jail for manslaughter.

      I’ve never felt this sort of protective force before. It’s like a switch has been flipped inside me. I don’t ever want to be away from her again.

      I can’t be away from her again.

      “It’s fine.” James nods, looking over the crowd. “Hey!”  He holds up a hand to someone standing against the far wall. “I’ll be back.  It’s Jerry Maples.  I’ve been talking to him about expanding the garage into custom hot rod and bike work. He has a shop over in Eastwood doing really well.” He stands and snakes through the sea of people in the small, packed bar, filled with the tinny sounds of roaring engines coming through flat-screened TVs.

      “I don’t give a fuck who Jerry Maples is,” I tell Daphne. “I’m just glad I get you all to myself. Finally.”

      She smiles at me, eyes sparkling. Her dark hair shines in the dim lights, curls loose around her face, and the memory of how it felt in my hand earlier makes me ache deep down.  That same feeling of wanting to kiss her at the dining room table comes back. I need to let the whole world know she belongs to me.

      “So,” I start, scooting my chair closer to her as the waitress sets down the Cokes we ordered, Daphne’s with a maraschino cherry on top, and the waitress gives me a wink and a flirty smile. I glare back and she turns away, not bothering to have us pay as she retreats into the crowd.

      I don’t want anyone winking at me unless it’s Daphne.

      “So…” Daphne repeats, watching the waitress go. “Are we having an uncomfortable silence? Because about earlier, Dutch, I never intended…” She stammers. “If I went too far or too fast…”

      I cut her off. “Nothing is uncomfortable about you baby. Nothing was too far or too fast. I would have fucked your slippery little cunt if I could have.”

      She bites her upper lip. “You would have?”

      I nod, lost in the golden flecks in her beautiful irises. “I will. I want all of you, Daphne. This is it for me. I knew you were beautiful on the inside from your letters, but fuck.” I shake my head on a deep breath. “I’ve never imagined someone would light me up the way you do. I feel like I won the fucking lottery.”

      Her hand slips onto my knee under the table and my dick practically flips it over, turning to a lead pipe in my jeans.

      “It’s just hard to think we really know each other from a bunch of letters.”

      “Then don’t think so hard.”  I put my hand on hers and place it on my dick. “Plenty of other, better things that are hard.”

      I lean in and catch a hit of her soft perfume, making my chest tight as she starts to move her hand up and down over my cock, pulling the denim tight

      “Big and hard,” she says on a coy smile, showing off that dimple. Fuck. Fuck.

      My muscles all feel as hard as my cock as I lean close, her lips right there, so close. So easy.

      Just as I’m about to kiss her, a waterfall of stinking cold beer rains down, ruining the moment. The piss-colored liquid soaks the front of Daphne’s dress, and splashes into her face as she pops up from her chair with a shocked yelp.

      “Jesus!”  She tosses her hands up, turning toward the guy who is to blame. And she’s got to look up to see his face because the motherfucker is huge.

      He’s huge and unsteady. A leather-vested three-hundred-pound ZZ Top impersonator with a beer belly the size of a sheep hanging over the front of his belt.

      “What the fuck, man?”  I’m on my feet, stepping into his space as he stares at Daphne, licking his lips.

      “Nice nips,” he slurs, ogling her chest.

      Here we fucking go.

      I glance her way and see what he’s seeing, the soaking fabric clinging to her skin and turning translucent.

      Nah, man, nah. Nobody drenches my girl without paying for it. Without even thinking, I go for him. In an instant, I’ve got him by the throat, my grip solid around his windpipe as I shove him against the nearest wall. His empty glass falls from his hand, shattering on the floor as people scream and move away, finally more interested in something besides the dizzying cars going around the track.

      “You don’t fucking look at my girl. You got that?”

      Rage clouds my vision as I cock my arm back, fingers clenched into a fist, ready for the blow that will more than likely explode his nose in a spray of blood.

      “Fuck you. I’ll look at any hot piece of ass I want to. Nothing illegal about looking, dipshit.”

      This guy. This fucking guy. I jerk him forward by the esophagus, then slam his head against the wall, tensing my other arm, ready to end his fucking life right here on this shitty sticky floor.

      I get in close to his face. He smells like stale dip and onions. “Don’t give a shit about illegal. She’s mine, so it’s my law you need to worry about.”

      “Dutch! Don’t!” Daphne’s voice comes from next to me, her hands on my bicep, tugging as I growl and battle the urge to tear out the asshole’s trachea. “Please.” Her voice is the only thing I hear besides the thumping of my pulse in my ears. “They won’t listen to your side. They’ll take you back…take you away from me.”

      I inhale a shaking breath, enough of a pause for the guy to throw his arms up and break my grip on his throat.

      Daphne puts herself between ZZ Top and me. She knots her hands into fists at her hips. Then winds up and connects with his bearded cheek with a slap. “You’re an asshole! And you owe me dry cleaning for my dress, too. Twenty bucks.” She holds out her hand, glaring at him as his eyes flick from Daphne then back to me. I’m standing behind her, almost fucking growling like a rabid dog.

      But she’s got this. She’s fucking on it. Dress soaked, dripping with beer, and nothing but fury. “I said twenty bucks!” she shouts. “Or are you deaf and drunk?”

      The gathered crowed oohs its appreciation. Everybody loves an underdog.

      She makes a move to slap him a second time and he winces, bracing for impact. But she doesn’t. Instead, she takes one step back. The big fucker looks genuinely relieved. He grumbles as he digs in his front pocket, produces a wad of bills. She snatches a twenty, then spins on her heel and turns to me with a satisfied grin.

      ZZ Top is still standing there, and now he’s looking at her ass. I snarl at him, daring him to say something, but his IQ must suddenly have jumped a few points because he turns and walks away.

      Daphne takes my hands. Her fingers are warm and tight, clearing my tunnel vision. Suddenly her eyes, her presence, her beauty—it’s my whole world again.

      “Come with me.”

      I turn, dragging her through the gawking crowd.  We move down a hallway as my head pounds, wondering if someone has already called the cops.

      They’ll take you back…take you away from me.

      I slam my shoulder into a metal door, pulling Daphne back with me into the dark space, feeling on the wall inside the door for a switch.

      I flick it upward with my palm, shove the door shut, closing us into the small supply closet, my heart racing as I pray that I haven’t fucked up on my first day of freedom.

      “Shit,” I grit out, running my hand through my hair as Daphne opens her eyes wide, as if finally taking in what just happened.

      “Yeah, shit,” she says, sounding mad. “I can take care of myself, Dutch. I have for a long time.”

      “Sure you can. But you don’t need to anymore. I’m here to do it.”

      “Oh, is that so, mister?” She crosses her arms over her tits, the soaking fabric showing off her pebbled nipples. “And how are you going to do that if you’re back in prison? Huh? Think you can protect me with letters, Dutch? Think you can keep me safe through the US freaking Postal Service?”

      The anger in her eyes turns to fear as her chin quivers. Her eyes sheen over with a layer of tears. And my heart fucking breaks.

      Shit. Shit. Shit. It wasn’t just hard for me; it was hard for her, too. Being apart, it almost fucking killed me. And it hurt her just as much. I reach out and pull her into my chest, the feel of her softness against me clearing my rage.

      “I’m not going anywhere, baby. You’re stuck with me. You hear me? I’m not going anywhere.”

      She pushes me back, shaking her head. She’s not ready to give in to me, not yet. “We need to get out of here, Dutch. I don’t want to take a chance someone will call the cops. Let’s get James and go home.”

      She reaches over and grabs the knob with one hand. Then two. Then tugs harder. The sound of metal rattling against metal fills the closet, but the door doesn’t swing open. “Wait, are you telling me…”

      She struggles, twisting and pulling, finally slapping her hand against the metal door.

      She turns to me, all fire and heat in her eyes. And then she smiles. “Did you just pull me into a locked closet?”

      I give the handle a rattle. Well, shit. If there’s one thing I know about, it’s locked doors. So I snap my tongue in my cheek. “Yep. I did, baby.”

      She gives the door another try, bursting into giggles as she struggles against the metal, making her cleavage jiggle and bounce.

      Life is fucking amazing. Two minutes ago, I was this close to going back to jail. Now I’m locked in a closet with her. And everything is perfect.
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      “Do I stink?” I tug at the damp fabric covering my chest, taking a sniff with a disgusted grunt, all the while trying to cover up my delight that I’m sitting here locked in a closet with Dutch.

      “Doll, you could never stink.”  Dutch eyes me from his seat on a metal folding chair surrounded by cardboard boxes.  “Although, I know there are parts of you that smell pretty fucking good.”

      My cheeks sting with a blush, remembering the perfection of Dutch’s mouth as I wiggle my rear end on the milk crate across from where he sits. Our knees are touching, the single light bulb casting long shadows down his face, the scent of dust and dampness doing nothing to distract me from admiring the gorgeous man sitting across from me.

      The music and sounds from the bar are muffled as I reach over and try the door handle again. “How are we going to get out?”

      Dutch shrugs. His eyes are locked on me. He is just effortlessly sexy. The most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen. “Don’t know. Don’t care.” Even his voice is sexy. His words slow, measured, low and thick with an undercurrent of that calm, I got this attitude.

      I click my tongue. “Really? I mean, sooner or later one of us is going to need the bathroom, or a medical procedure. We can’t stay in here forever. Shouldn’t we bang on the door? Someone will hear us.”

      He shakes his head. “Not yet. I’m enjoying just looking at you. Making memories with you.”

      “Memories?” I look around the small, cramped room. At some point when I was probably still in diapers, someone tried to pep it up with Smurf-blue paint, which now just looks extremely sad.

      “Yeah. Fifty years from now, when our grandchildren ask us what we did on our first date, we’ve got a pretty good story to tell them. Like that old couple in your letter.”

      “Date? This?” I wave my hands around toward the crowded, dark shelves, filled with off-brand cleaning supplies and stacks of plastic-wrapped paper napkins and coasters. “This is our first date?”

      He runs his tongue over his front teeth, pausing for a second on his crooked, left incisor. “Sure is. You, me, out, stuck in a closet. Plenty of time for all that traditional, out to dinner, see a movie sort of stuff. This…” He jabs a finger at the floor. “This is the stuff that makes good memories.”

      “So, fifty years from now, huh? Grandchildren?”  I cock my brow on a squint, wiggling my foot, trying to keep calm and not hurl myself back onto his mouth, my clitoris leading the charge

      “Sorry, baby. Your fate was sealed the moment my mouth tasted that sweet cunt-honey you have. Your flavor ran through me like a tsunami. Later tonight, like I said, I’m going to finish the job. Plant myself in your belly, I hope.”

      Even though I’m sitting, I can feel my knees weaken instantly. I feel all churny and bubbly and hot. “Are you out of your mind, Dutch McCabe?”  I run my hand down the tops of my legs, trying to ease the ache pulsing between them. “You don’t even really know me and I don’t even really know you. You’re on some sort of release-day delusional high.”

      He crosses his arms, looking cocky. And borderline pissed. “Aren’t you fucking sassy?”

      I push my lips together. “Yes, I am. Yet another thing you didn’t know about me.”

      He inhales long and slow, tracing my curves with his eyes. “Well, what does it take to know someone?  What’s the benchmark we’re using here? In a year of letters, I’ve probably told you more about me than anyone else in my life. You told me a helluva lot, too.”

      God. I flash back to him jacking off with my letters around him. And I wonder how many times I’ve done the same. “I mean…we haven’t really talked.”

      “Okay, then, my little detail-oriented doll. Let’s talk. Ask me anything.”

      I give him a hard stare, but deep down I want to ask him so many things. I want to know him like I’ve never wanted to know anyone else before. But I know this isn’t the right time for Some Big Conversation. So I search my mind for somewhere to break the ice.

      “Okay.” I sit up straight, shifting my rear end up on one side, slipping my hand under my butt, then do the same on the other side while I think of my first question. “What is your secret talent?”

      He snorts on a chuckle. “Secret talent?” Dutch runs a hand down his face, gripping his beard as he thinks, then smiles. “Not sure I have one.”

      “Oh, come on. You smiled. You’re thinking of something.”

      “Okay, no laughing.”

      I bring my hand up and swipe it in an X over my chest. “Cross my heart.”

      He grunts and clears his throat. “I can recite any tongue twister without making a mistake.”

      “Oh, come on,” I sneer. “That’s not possible.”

      “Sure, it is. Give me one, I’ll do it.”

      I furrow my brow while I think.  “The only one I can think of is the Peter Piper Picked a Peck of Pickled Peppers.”

      Dutch sniffs, then recites the entire tongue twister at breakneck speed not missing or slurring a word. “That’s an easy one.”

      “Okay then, Mr. Smartypants, what’s a hard one?”

      He sucks a breath through his teeth then reaches down, adjusting his balls with a smile.

      “Really?” I smirk.

      “Sorry,” he says in a not-sorry-at-all kind of way. “Just, you know, making some space.”

      God. “Go on then. Wow me. Prove you’ve got the fastest tongue this side of the Mississippi.”

      “The one that is considered the hardest in English is The six sick sheik’s sixth sheep’s sick.”

      “Hold on. The six sheik’s sicks sitxx…” I try the first few words, but I start to laugh, knowing I’ve already screwed it up.  “Okay then, go, let’s hear it again. Faster this time.”

      I listen as he enunciates each word flawlessly, pulling my hand from under my butt and pressing the backs of my fingers over my lips to stifle my laughter. But honestly? It’s incredibly impressive.

      “You said you wouldn’t laugh,” he says, raising his eyebrows. Scolding me almost.

      “It’s just,” I trail off, lowering my eyes, then lifting them to meet his gaze again. “Well, it sort of explains things.”

      “Oh, does it now?” He leans forward, resting his forearms on his knees, looking doubly cocky now. “Explains what exactly?” His mouth is slightly open, his full lips taunting me.

      “How you have such a talented, um, tongue. You keep it in good shape. Tongue twisters are like some hardcore circuit training for your mouth.”

      He nods as my heart pumps harder, and I curl my fingers into fists in my lap, remembering the intense pleasure his tongue gave me earlier today. A snapping flame of desire shivers through me, from my clit and down through the bones of my thighs.

      He reaches across the small space between us, his warm hands tugging me forward, centering me on his lap facing him.

      We stare at each other for a long moment. The bar noise fills the space but it seems so far away. He slowly drags his fingers down his sideburns. And just looks at me. Looks at me like nobody has ever looked at me. Like I am his. And he is mine. And this is how it’s going to go.

      He spreads his knees wide, doing that sexy man-spread, then leans forward, and drags me across the floor on the milk crate where I’m sitting until I’m right up against him.

      “I think my tongue needs another workout and you’re the only piece of gym equipment I’m ever going to need baby.”

      I can’t stand it anymore. I don’t know if I kiss him first or he kisses me but finally, we’re kissing. Our mouths come together as wetness seeps from my overheated sex.  His lips are soft against mine as I open for his tongue, moaning as I kiss him back.

      His hands run up my back as mine sweep around his hard shoulders.  He pulls me against him, his hard length pressing into me, making me dizzy and hot.

      To hell with waiting for midnight.

      I don’t care that we are locked in a dingy closet in the back of a bar.

      Wherever I am with Dutch, it just feels right.

      “I want you.”  He draws back, growling the words into my ear as he rocks us together, a low rumble coming from his chest. “I’m going to practice every tongue twister I know on that wet little pink doll pussy of yours. Then, when you’re good and ready, my cock’s taking what’s mine.”
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      Our tongues wind together. The brutal ache in my center coils in tight desperation.  I’ve never been so hard in all my goddamned life.

      I wrap my arms around her, feeling the buzz of electricity in the small space between us.

      Her heart pounds against my chest as I savor the delicious flavor of her mouth, reminding me of how her lips felt earlier today as they worked my dick. She’s got me by the balls. I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      Our lips crush together. She shifts her hips, dry humping against me as her soft tits rub on my chest. Breathy little moans seep from her mouth as she works herself shamelessly up and down, pushing me dangerously close to spilling in my pants. Not a fucking chance I’m going to let that happen.

      As good as it all feels, there’s way too much fabric separating us right now. I have to feel her skin against mine. It’s been an obsession since her first letter. And now it’s so fucking close.

      My pre-cum soaks my boxers as her own damp heat soaks through her panties. I hang onto my last shred of control. I pull away, looking into her lust-filled green eyes. Christ, I have needed this. Her. Us. I want to worship at the altar between her legs for the rest of my life.

      “You’re fucking drenching me. That pink dream is so fucking hot it’s giving my cock a nice steam bath.”

      I moan, both from the desire I see in her eyes but also from the pain of not being inside her.  I’ve never wanted someone as much as I want Daphne. This is what it means for something to hurt so good.

      She does that little nibble on her lip thing before leaning down and whispering in my ear as though someone else could hear.

      “No panties. No bra… But you probably figured out the no bra already from my little wet dress contest, courtesy of the spilled beer.”

      “You did that for me, didn’t you? Teasing me at dinner. I could barely keep my eyes off your tits. I’m surprised I didn’t bend you over the table, chicken and mashed potatoes flying everywhere as I sank every inch I have into you right there.”

      

      The need to get a baby inside her is unlike any urge I’ve had before. It’s burning inside me. Beating like a drum in my balls. Clenching my chest and pounding in my temples.

      Breed her.

      Breed her.

      Raw.

      Bareback.

      Like you told her.

      Do.

      It.

      “Pretty sure that would have ruined dinner for everyone.”

      “Everyone?”  I reach up and run my thumb down her lips.

      “Well, almost everyone.” She leans in and our kiss explodes again like our tongues are fucking each other.

      Fuck.

      I’m obsessed. It’s that fucking simple. And everything about her just makes it worse.

      Her taste, her smell. Her little breaths as we kiss. The way she raises an eyebrow when she’s calling me or someone else on their shit, like ZZ Top dude back in the bar.

      How she rubs her lips together four times after she puts on that cherry-flavored lip gloss.

      The little mole that looks like a heart where her pulse thrums just under her jawline.

      Everything about her is perfect, and I feel like my heart is about to crack a rib.  Her tongue winding, warm and eager with mine, reminds me of how it felt when she sucked me off earlier.

      For a second, I regret not coming down her throat, but fuck that. No regrets. The truth is I want my first load delivered directly against the opening to her womb.

      A groan tangles in my throat as I realize that no, that’s not even the truth at all. The real truth is, I love Daphne already.

      She is what kept me sane. Kept me alive. And she’s the reason I’m living now.

      Obsessed with her? Yeah. In lust with her? For sure. In love with her? Abso-fucking-lutely. All of it. All of her.

      A beast inside of me roars for me to take her, hard and fast, but I want her to know this is more than just a fuck for me. I need her to know she’s my woman. The woman that will be my wife, that will give me a house full of children, that will tell me she loves me at least once for every ten times I tell her.

      That will be enough. I hope.

      Before her tight little virgin cunt can take all of me, I need to soften her up.  With a tortured moan, I pull back from our kiss. Her eyes are fixed on me, mouth open, panting, as I grab her hips and stand her up.

      I glance around. Close fucking quarters for sure. It’s not going to be easy to plant her on my face in here.

      I shift her behind me, shoving aside a few big boxes, fucking aching for what’s coming next.

      “Yes,” I hiss as I look up on a shelf and see what will work.

      I reach up and pull down five plastic-wrapped packages of new, white bar towels, ripping open the packaging and laying them out to make a blanket on the floor.

      “You’re making a bed…”  Her eyes narrow.

      “Sort of.”

      I’m momentarily distracted by her beauty, her hard nipples pressing out on the yellow fabric. I fight back the drool that threatens to spill over my bottom lip.

      Possessiveness rips through me, hot and fast. I’m taking her here, today, and she will be mine forever. No more waiting. No more aching.

      I ease down, laying myself on the towels, pulling her feet into position so one is on either side of my torso, then working her little black boots off.

      “Get that fucking dress off, then put that dripping little inferno of a pussy on my mouth.”

      She looks down with hesitation as I point at her dress with my index finger. “You think you just bark out the orders and I fall into line?”

      She’s got a mouth on her. And it just makes me want to shove my cock between her lips so goddamned bad. “You know you want more of this magic tongue. You pick the tongue twister and get that cunt on my mouth. I’ll do the rest.”

      Her tough-girl act falters as she reaches down and peels the wet yellow fabric from her body. As she promised, she’s completely naked underneath.

      Christ, I’d burn down kingdoms for this girl. Knowing I’m going to be the only one to ever taste her, to give her pleasure, to fuck her and love her, makes me feel alive like I haven’t in as long as I can remember.

      I wrap my hands around her legs, just above her knees, and pull her down.  She props herself up, arms locked, her pussy above my chest, her tits full and lush.

      “Are you sure? I don’t know…” She swivels her head, looking around.

      “I know. Just get that dripping dream down here.”  I grab onto her ass and guide her into position, watching her tits as they hang for a second over my face, nipples puckered, the enticing curve of an old tan-line. Then her apprehension melts away as her slick, heady sex meets my mouth, my balls drawing up as I feel the slick petals on my lips.

      “Peter Piper,” she hisses as she lowers herself onto my face. “I want…oh, God…I want Peter Piper.”

      Fuck yeah. Her drenched folds spread over my tongue as she opens her thighs, starting to circle her hips, lowering her hands above my head and bracing herself.  I keep my hands on her ripe ass, making sure she doesn’t get away as I drive my tongue into her slippery little cherry opening, then give her everything my mouth and tongue can offer.

      “Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers…” I start, the words muffled by her muff but I feel her body shudder as I work my tongue-twisting magic.

      “Oh shit, God…”

      She grinds down on my face. And I know it for sure. This is paradise.

      My cock is harder than folded steel as her screams begin, right at the moment I finish the tongue twister. Her silky, dripping sex rides my mouth. Life has never been better than it is in this moment.

      I buck my own hips upward, hanging on to her soft, warm ass cheeks, keeping her attached to my face as her shuddering orgasm takes hold and she twists and grinds, her arousal spilling out and soaking my beard, dribbling down into my fucking ears.

      She growls my name as her body freezes, her horny, honey-filled pussy bursting as I swallow down her sweet offering, my chest swelling with pride.  I don’t have much—no big houses, fancy cars—but I can give her this, at least for now, until I figure out how to give her everything else.

      I just hope like fuck she’ll give me the chance.

      “Dutch,” she moans, her body going slack as I steady her hips, wrapping my hands around before flipping her over. I gaze in wonder into her glazed, sightless stare. I have to take her now.

      

      I don’t know what she’s done to me, I’ve never had thoughts like this before. But whatever it is, I want more. I want it all.

      I tug my jeans down, my boxers quickly following, getting them down onto my thighs before I reach down and give the root of my cock a squeeze. I’m ready to unload, running it up and down through her hot folds, slapping the tip down on her clit until she’s wiggling and begging for me to fuck her.

      “Please,” she whines, her eyes rolling back white as I spank her little hard nub a few more times.

      Then I reach up and slip my hand into the back of her hair. A quick tug has her eyes snapping wide as she arches, her tits jiggling as they’re thrust upward.

      “Fuck, Daphne. I want to fuck you. I want to make you feel so good and make you yelp in pain all at the same time.” I shake my head, knowing it’s too much. I’m already going to take her virginity in the back room at a bar on a pile of fucking towels. “I’m almost fucking sorry for it.”

      Pulling her hair and slapping her clit with my cock seems a bit more than an innocent virgin should take on her first merry-go-round.

      “Don’t you dare apologize.” She breathes hard as I tug her head to the side, lining my cock up with her tight opening. “I want to give you what you need. I’m yours, Dutch. I have been for a long time.”

      I shove the engorged tip against her slick hole.

      “You drive me fucking crazy, baby. Now, let me in.”

      Her abdomen curves, her lashes flutter. She opens up wide. Such a good little girl. “I’ll always let you in. I’ll always be your home.”

      Jesus. I nearly nut right there at first contact. The lust-filled animal inside is rabid and starved, but Daphne speaks to my heart. The crush of emotion she brings out in me leaves me frozen, struggling for a breath.

      “Dutch, please. I need you.”

      I fist my dick and her opening pulses around the tip as I run it through her sticky honey, making sure it’s as wet as it can be before I push forward.

      “It’s gonna hurt, baby. I’m sorry.”

      I thrust the head into her tight opening, making her hiss and arch upward, her eyes squeezing shut.

      She screams as the first inches stretch her tight cunt and I tear through her virginity.

      “Take it for me, baby. Only for me.”

      Her walls clamp down, making me growl as I curse through clenched teeth.  Her cherry is still fighting me and I can’t hold back any longer. The beast inside of me takes over with a roar and I ram half of me inside her tight walls, the torn strap of her opening strangling my dick.

      I thrust harder. Again, again, flattening her into the floor with my body, taking what’s mine as her hands fly up and grab my arms on a wincing scream of my name.

      Her walls pulse around me as I drive forward.  I need all of her, there’s no stopping now.  I need her to be mine completely. Mine and mine alone, bound to me by every means possible.

      I’m rutting. Rutting. Like a fucking beast.

      I’m fucking going balls out into her over and over, listening to her yelp, wince and scream.

      Pump, pump, pump.

      Harder, harder, harder. More and more until her body shudders and offers me everything.

      Fuck, I love her. With every bit of my soul. And every drop of cum in my balls.

      The way her nails dig into my skin as I lay claim to her purity, now and forever, I know we are bound. I was obsessed before. But that was nothing.  Now that I’ve taken her tight little cherry, there’s no going back.

      The hunger inside of me takes over, both hands in her hair, holding her as I pull back and ram forward to the hilt, then freeze, feeling the tight perfection of her pussy.

      Ho. Ly. Shit. I’m overwhelmed with the moment. My eyes burn as I savor this once in a lifetime feeling, her warm juices dripping out and down my balls as her pussy accepts me as its one and only.

      But I’m being fucking selfish now. Now and always, she has to come first.

      “Are you okay, baby?”  I manage, feeling her clamping down as I hold myself as deep as her body can take.

      She presses her lips together. Gives me a quick, pained nod. “More than okay.”

      “Tell me.”

      “It hurts. A lot.”  She gives me a quick smile, then arches her neck, her head pressing into the floor. “But I like how it hurts. I don’t want you to be soft. I want you to be you. And I know you well enough, Dutch, to know soft is not what you are. Not right now.”

      I’m the first and only one that will ever have her like this. The thought turns me more savage. She’s offering herself to me but it’s not enough. It will never be enough. That’s the fucking thing about worship. It’s never enough.

      As she pants and whimpers, her body covered in a sheen of sweat, I hook my forearm under her and turn her over. I get her positioned on her knees, then pull my shirt off, needing more.

      Always more.

      “That bloody, battered little pussy isn’t finished.  You knew wearing that dress, teasing me with no panties, no bra…you knew what was going to happen, didn’t you?”

      I line my cock up with her opening, and again take a breath.

      She looks back over her shoulder at me. Straight up perfection. “Yes.”

      She moans as the tension starts to build again in my balls. I look down and see the hint of pink in my white cream, dripping out of her.

      And there it goes. The last shred of control.

      I plug that leak with my dick, shoving my cum back up inside her with a full, solid thrust down to my balls. I hold myself deep as I stake my claim, pumping my seed into her, and doggy fucking her like a man possessed.

      Mine. All fucking mine.
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      When Dutch flipped me over like a blow-up doll and started at me again like some feral dog, I thought I was going to pass out.

      With every thrust, stars danced in my eyes.

      Air rushed from my lungs.

      My body was pushed to the edge.

      And I’m standing on the edge still.

      And he’s still rock-hard.

      He’s in charge and I love it. Love his power, his confidence, his experience. “Head down, arch your back. I need in there deep, baby.”

      He’s already fucking his first round of cum in and out of me. His grunts intensify, his breathing tightens. The next delivery of his hot, sticky finish is coming soon. And I can’t wait.

      Part of me knows that my utter irresponsibility in this moment should horrify me.

      But it doesn’t. Not at all.  I’m so turned on I’m not sure I’ll ever come down from this high. This sexy, steamy, yes-oh-yes high.

      I turn my head, feeling the soft towels on the side of my face as his hips slap against my ass cheeks, his impossibly-huge dick seeming even bigger in this position and the weight of his hanging bull balls give my clit a slap with each forward thrust.

      I just… I love this.

      That same responsible, sensible part of me thinks I should feel dirty, or cheap, or short-changed—giving up my cherry to Dutch here in this closet on the floor. But like he said, we’re making memories. And this is one memory I will never forget.

      Though I’m pretty sure the part about grandpa railing grandma for the first time won’t make it into the story we tell our grandchildren.

      He adjusts his hips and a pulse of need shoots down my thighs. “God, Dutch, you’re deeper. How is that possible?”

      He slides in what feels like another six inches, straight up into my belly as I turn my head just enough to catch his eyes, finding them focused completely on me. His lips are pulled back, showing his teeth, like he’s about to take a bite out of me. His eyes dart up then meet mine.

      No words needed.

      He’s looking for my permission and I give it fully, reaching around, taking each of my ass cheeks and pulling myself apart. I raise my eyebrow. “Think you can go even deeper?”

      “Son of a bitch,” he hisses, his face in a painful grimace. “Such a perfect good girl.”

      He pulls out, then slams forward, tearing a ragged scream from my throat as my knees lift off the floor from the impact.  He pulls out slowly, teasing me as I feel the head at my opening, my muscles clenched, begging him not to leave. Then, with a powerful burst, his hips drive forward, his huge, magnificent cock filling me, stretching me as I struggle to hold on to consciousness.

      His hands rasp up my back, then grip my waist as I hear his painful groans from behind.

      I wonder if I’m too tight around him. I wonder how he feels in this moment. “Am I hurting you?” I ask, the sting from him tearing through my virginity still sending darts of pain into my center.

      “You hurting me? Fuck that. Impossible.” He shakes his head as I struggle with uneven breaths. He pounds in and out of me in long, ruthless strokes, making these primal grunting sounds as the tension in my belly twirls and tightens.

      I’m stretched and full. Dutch pounds faster, faster. I’ve never felt more alive.

      “You want more of me inside you? I’m never pulling out when it comes to you, baby. I’m going to fill you again and again until I take root.”

      “Fuck, Dutch.”  I clench my inner muscles. Parts of my body that I’ve never felt tighten are now taut and ready to break. “Please, yes, cum in me again. Inside me, I want to feel it again.”

      He digs his big hands into my ass. Greedy and aggressive. “You like being my little fuck toy, don’t you? Dirty with me. Dripping.  Reminded who you belong to.”

      “God, yes.”

      “Milk me then. Show me you deserve this cock.”

      I scream out his name, the effort of the word making my throat hoarse and raw. He holds me steady as he thrusts in and out, like I’m an object that exists only for his pleasure. I love every curse word and filthy phrase, every slap of flesh on flesh, every moan.

      My orgasm builds, builds, as I start to lose myself in the furious sprint toward my bliss.

      “‘Milk me,’ I said.”  He growls, landing a slap on my ass.  Then another. The sting lights up some wonderful darkness inside of me. “Show me how much that little cum tease of yours wants what I’ve got.”

      I squeeze my eyes shut, drawing my muscles tight, pulsing in time with the roars of his pleasure.

      “Shit, baby, I’m so close. I can’t stop…”

      My body ignites. “I’m coming, Dutch, I’m coming, please don’t stop!” I scream.

      Heat engulfs me from head to toe as I feel his cock jerk inside me, hot seed releasing deep as I pant and cry out, shoving my body back as he holds himself against my cervix, pulsing and twitching as the orgasm flows through me.

      He lets out this cocky masculine growl. “Squeeze, baby. Yessss…milk every drop.”

      I imagine drawing his seed into me, milking him, milking him. Creamy cum painted all over my inner walls.

      I’m so lost in it that I barely register the knock on the door as we ride out the waves of our climax.

      But there it is again, harder now, interfering with this bliss. I suck in a harsh breath as I hear a click and Dutch pulls away, leaving my body in a gush of hot wetness. His hand darts out to push the door back, keeping it from opening, when an angry voice comes through.

      “Hey, you two! There’s a fucking camera in there.”

      Oh shit.

      “You owe me for those fucking towels! And unless you want me to call the cops, get up, get dressed, clean that shit up and get the fuck out of there. Now.”
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      I’m still growling as I shove all the towels except the two with her virgin blood into a black trash bag. Daphne is huddled in the corner where the camera can’t see her. She looks horrified and vulnerable.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      After the pounding on the door, I looked around and saw the black camera mounted in the corner above the top shelf, aimed down. Someone was getting a full view of the moment I took Daphne’s cherry.

      Rage boils through me at the thought that anyone has even seen what belongs to me, let alone watching a moment meant to belong to us alone.

      “Come on, baby,” I manage, gritting my teeth, leaving the trash bag behind. I shove the two towels stained with her virginity down inside my shirt.

      “What the hell are you doing with those?” she asks.

      My little sassy doll gives me a snarky look but I’m not playing. I grab her hand. “No one is getting those but me.”

      Back out in the main floor of the bar, I see an older guy glaring at us. Dead ringer for whoever was banging on the door. I head his way, pulling Daphne close behind.

      As I approach, he leans on locked arms behind the bar. “You clean that shit up?”

      “Yeah,” I bark back. “Now, you tell me something. You record what happened in there?”

      “Yeah.” He gives me a hard stare. “My place. My security. My cameras. My evidence.”

      This motherfucker has no idea who he’s dealing with. But he’s about to find out.

      I turn to Daphne. “Go wait at the table, baby. I’ll be right there…” I give her a kiss on the top of her head as she starts to protest, then I see James coming up from behind, looking tense.

      “Where you two been?  There was some sort of a fight, some massive biker dude with a beer belly the size of Arizona spilled his drink down this girl’s dress. I couldn’t see properly but I was worried you two were caught up in it all. I’ve been looking all over…”

      “Nowhere,” Daphne interjects, turning away to hide her soaked dress. Her cheeks flush as she looks to me for support, and I get it. Talking to her brother about losing her cherry in the back room of a bar is not on her list of sibling bonding moments.

      I point toward the table where our coats still hang on the backs of our chairs.  “Just go sit, both of you. I gotta take care of something.”

      “Nothing to take care of,” says the owner, watching the two of them head for our table. “Time for you to go.”

      “Not yet,” I reply, and make a beeline for the door back down the hallway that says STAFF ONLY.

      “Hey! You can’t go back there!”

      I hear him, but I don’t give a fuck.  He saw what was happening, and I know how guys work. There’s probably a huddle around the footage right now, and the idea of a bunch of horny assholes getting off watching the moment I took Daphne as mine has me ready to hand out concussions and remove eyeballs.

      In ten steps, I’m in front of the door and I hear the hoots and laughter.

      I jiggle the knob, but it’s locked. This fucking place and its locked fucking doors. But it doesn’t matter. I tighten my fists, take a step back, and then burst through the lock with my foot flat on the door.

      I was right about the fucking huddle. In front of me, three guys and two girls, most of them wearing Van Dyke Racers t-shirts, spin around, eyes wide.

      “Dutch?” One of the bigger guys says my name, recognition in his eyes. “Guess you’re out.”

      Behind him on the screen is the video of the two of us. That sacred fucking moment, right out there in the open like some bullshit free fucking porn.

      And it makes me lose my goddamned mind. I start to growl as I look at him. Like a fucking rabid Doberman. I know him, for sure. Fucking Tito, one of the guys from my old group of what I thought were friends. But he’s not in a work shirt.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” I growl.

      Before he can answer, the owner catches up and barges in beside me.

      “Get the fuck out!” he yells. “Get the fuck out of my bar, asshole.”

      “Fuck this.”  I storm forward, the low-pixel footage is poor quality but it’s clear enough. There’s Daphne, with me behind her pounding away. I spin around, grabbing the first guy I see and throwing him toward the door, then pointing at the owner. I’ve got him by the throat and all I’ve got to do is squeeze. “You give me this tape right fucking now or I’m wrecking this room, then burning this place to the ground.”

      “Fuck off, man. You’re the one tapping some piece of ass in the closet at my fucking bar! You get the fuck out before I call the cops.”

      Tapping some piece of ass? How about I fucking rip your balls off?

      I seethe, watching the two girls head for the door, but Tito flashes me a grin. “Dutch is just out of the joint. Right, Dutch? You’re not going to want to see no cops.” He laughs and I growl, stepping his way and watching him shrink back.

      He always was a fucking coward.

      “You call her a piece of ass again…” I say to the owner.

      And I let my words hang there, heavy. I cock my head, clench my fists. I’m ready to fucking roll with this guy. I learned it in prison. The look.

      He must see it in in my eyes because he looks down, checking his feet for where his balls must have gone.

      At least, that’s what I think.

      But I’ve overestimated him. A fat hand forms into a pudgy fist and he lets fly, sloppy but still strong. I see the punch coming before he even throws it, my hand already in position to block. That’s another thing from prison—keep your eyes open. Be ready. No matter what.

      As soon as his shot is deflected, I act on instinct, grabbing him and shoving him back.

      Daphne’s words come back to me again: they’ll take you away from me. I promised I wasn’t going anywhere, and I mean it. I won’t even start anything with Tito. And the truth is, I don’t want to fight this pudgy fucker. I just want to get the fuck out of this place as soon as we can.

      But I’m not leaving this room without that footage.

      “Fuck!” the owner screams as he stumbles back, banging into a toolbox that spills its contents over the floor. He doesn’t even seem to notice as he picks himself up, laughing. “Okay, fucktard. I’m calling the cops. Your ass is going right back to jail.”

      “Call them,” I snarl back, staring at the tools scattered over the floor. Expensive shit. Makita and Stihl. “I guess they’ll be interested in those.”

      The owner turns, and I see the look on his face even as he tries to cover it. “Cops aren’t going to give a shit what I do with my own tools.”

      “Oh yeah, so then why do they say Foster Garage on them? And The AutoSpot? Oh, and here’s another…” I kick at a long wrench. “Goodmyer’s Muffler Shop.”

      “They don’t…”

      This guy. This fucking guy. “Don’t even try.” I point to one of the tools, the word Foster clearly visible. “I know these people. They’re like my fucking family. And I know shit’s been going missing from their shop.”

      The owner cringes and I can see him searching for some other explanation, when Daphne and James come around the corner.

      I see the look in James’ eyes as he stares at the screen. The footage is paused but it’s clear what’s going on.  He shakes his head, his jaw muscles protruding.

      Shit. Win some and lose some. Just my fucking luck.

      But again, it doesn’t matter. I care about James, but I’m not about to apologize for the greatest moment of my life.

      “Delete the footage.” I walk over to the three monitors where there are video feeds playing from behind the bar and other angles out in the open area.  I start punching keys on the computer, ready to wreck the system to get my baby off that fucking screen.

      But I’m in the weeds on this one. Computers haven’t exactly been a big part of my life up to this moment.

      “Get the fuck out of my way,” the bar owner says, pushing past me.

      I watch as he taps the keyboard, finds the section of video that starts with us entering the closet, then he fast forwards to where we exit. Taps a few more keys and I see the prompt for him to confirm he wants to delete the footage and my heart cinches in my chest. He turns to me with a fat finger hovering over the delete key.

      Part of me wants to keep it for myself.

      Part of me wants to keep the moment I took my girl’s sweet cherry.

      But that’s some selfish shit right there. Because if he doesn’t delete it, that puts Daphne at risk.

      And anyway, I will always fucking remember it. In vivid technicolor forever.

      I see Daphne is holding back a smile, eyebrows raised. I love her even more in this moment, though how the hell that’s possible, I just don’t know.

      James, on the other hand, looks like a deer in the headlights. I’ll have to deal with that later.

      I turn to Tito. He’s eyeing the tools on the floor. Suspicious as shit. But that’s Tito all over—a small time thief with no mind for the longer plan.  “I’m guessing you’re a part of this shit?”

      He waves it off. “Man, no. I’m just a go between. I don’t ask where the shit comes from, I just—”

      “You think the cops will give a fuck? Ever heard the word ‘accessory’? Ever heard of profiting from stolen goods after the fact? You’re stealing from my friends, fucker. And I won’t stand for it.”

      “Hang on a minute.” James looks shocked as I turn toward him. “What are you talking about?”

      I snap my fingers and point at the tools. “The stuff that’s missing from your garage? I’m guessing that’s some of it right there.”

      James crouches down and picks up a monkey wrench that his dad has etched his name into on the handle.

      I watch as he starts to go through things, looking more and more angry. “You gotta be fucking joking.”

      Very slowly, James rises up and he turns to Tito. Their sizes might not exactly match up but my old street buddy knows fury when he sees it. He shrinks back as James takes a step forward.

      “Where’s the rest?” James demands. “Where’s the bigger stuff?”

      Tito’s looking scared shitless. “I don’t know, I swear! I only—"James pulls at his arm, bending it up and behind his back and I already hear the snapping of tendons as they strain under the pressure. “Fuck! Dutch, get your dog on a leash, man!”

      I put a hand on James’s shoulder. I can’t help but grin at this whole fucking situation.

      Now I get right up in Tito’s face, grinning no more. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Tomorrow morning, all the shit that’s been stolen is going to appear back outside the Foster Garage before we open up. Got it?”

      Tito swallows hard. “Yeah.”

      I nod. “Same for the other shops. Not a single fucking needle-nose pliers is going to be forgotten. Am I right?”

      “Right.”

      “Otherwise the cops are going to show up and make your life an absolute pile of flaming dogshit. That’s if you’re lucky and they get there before me.”

      Tito nods and blinks in shit-scared terror. I grab the toolbox from by the door as a down payment, then nod to James. He narrows his eyes at me. Not exactly a ringing endorsement, but he’s not throwing punches.

      It’s a start.

      Daphne tugs on my arm. The warmth of her body, her scent, her softness. Fuck. All the fight just drains right out of me. I slip my arm over her shoulder, pulling her next to me as James looks on.

      “We should go,” I tell them both.

      The three of us make our way out into the parking lot, under clear cold skies. James stops before we get to the car.

      “Wait just a second,” James says. “Are we going to talk about this?”

      I glance at Daphne. I can still feel her wetness on my balls. “Talk about what?”

      James scoffs. “You better make this right.” He looks from me to Daphne, then back. “I’m not going to run and rat you out to my folks, but you better be a man.”  He pauses, setting his jaw before he finishes. “You hurt my sister, I’ll kill you.”

      I press a kiss to the side of her head, savoring this moment. Savoring her. Cherishing her—my one and only. “If I ever hurt your sister, you won’t have to.”
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      One Week Later

      

      Tears slip down my cheeks as my body shudders.

      Another tongue twister in the books.

      God, this man’s mouth is everything.

      Dutch’s hands are tight on my waist as he finishes me off, eating my pussy like a maestro through the last of my third orgasm this morning.

      Between the first and second, he cooked eggs, bacon and made me coffee, which I will need because sneaking into the little house after midnight every night this week and then sneaking back into my bedroom before appearing for breakfast as if nothing ever happened is making sleeping hours slim.

      On top of that, Dutch and I don’t really sleep.

      Maybe I pass out for an hour or two here and there, but otherwise, Jesus, he knows how to keep a girl up if you know what I mean. We’re still in the kitchen, I’m laid out on the little linoleum table like a buffet and that’s exactly what it feels like.

      Dutch is groaning and moaning his own satisfaction when the top of the orgasm hits.

      Hard.

      The climax reverberates through me like an earthquake and I hear Dutch’s chuckle as I beg him for mercy.  Orgasms are bliss, sure, but there’s a tipping point—which he loves to toy with—where they become painful.  One is amazing, two is nirvana, three…I’m still riding the wave.

      Four, uhhh, ouch a little bit.

      “My clit,” I moan, pushing at his head, but his hands only tighten on my waist as he flicks the tip of his tongue against me.

      “Fuuuuck. Dutch! Enough. Please.” I’m flat out whining now but he doubles down, tongue and lips, and I start to thrash.

      “I need a second.” Screaming now, my throat is raw and it’s hard to believe James and my parents can’t hear us from the house even in their sleep.

      I’m twisting, kicking, bucking and slapping at him as his tongue slips inside me, drawing out orgasm number six as the room goes dark.

      Stars dance behind my lids as I come back to this world and I wonder how long I was out.

      Dutch is standing next to the table, naked in all his majesty, holding a glass of apple juice because orange juice gives me the hives.  It’s in one of the travel cups he got for me with ‘Doll’ written on the side in pink letters with a straw sticking out of the top.

      “Drink.”  He holds the straw to my lips as his other hand rests on my thigh, warm and heavy, telling me in one of his thousand little ways, you’re mine. “You’re dehydrated. That sweet pussy fountain’s been pretty fucking generous this morning.”

      “Mhum,” I answer as I gulp down the sweet liquid, feeling the coolness all the way down into my stomach.

      Yesterday, we went to see his sister. I really liked her. Strong, tough, but caring. Two things were clear from the moment we stepped in through her doorway. First, that she was deeply hurt by the way he’d treated her—she didn’t know if she was ever going to see him again in her life. And second, she never stopped loving him.

      After a long heart-to-heart, where they both got some things off their chests, she went to a dresser and took out a brown package. Inside was a CD and a bank card. Heather, Dutch’s sister, played the CD right there and then, tears in her eyes as her father’s voice came over the speakers. It had apparently been included with his will, apologizing for things he’d done, the way he’d been; something he couldn’t bring himself to do face to face while he was alive.

      He spoke to Dutch directly, obviously expecting that he would be there at the will reading. He took some responsibility for the way his son turned out, accepted that if he’d been there for him after his mom died, and hadn’t lashed out with violence at the first sign of trouble, things might have been different.

      Dutch wiped away tears, shaking his head, saying he made his own choices.

      And then came the inheritance.

      I don’t think either of us knew quite what to expect, even though I’d seen the size of Heather’s house. After all, things change. She’s married, her wife is a decorated general she met through her father, Heather herself has a law degree, and they have a son that Dutch didn’t even know about. The house outside the city, with its long driveway, manicured lawns, swimming pool and stables, was just a really nice place. As far as either of us knew, the two of them had bought it together. Their dream home.

      Well, let’s just say Dutch’s father had investments. The truth is, Dutch doesn’t need to work another day in his life, he could just retire in comfort. He has plans to help out my father and James with their plans but that will have to wait until all the cards about us are on the table.

      I will say, Dutch earned some points with my father when the day after we were at the bar, all the stolen product from the garage was sitting outside the back door.  Dutch wouldn’t fess up to what happened, but James made sure Dad knew.

      The sound of me slurping up the last of the juice is mixed with another chuckle from Dutch as he moves around the table, holding his thick erection in his fist as he shifts himself between my spread legs.

      “Please.” I stutter. “I mean…”

      “Please and thank you.”  He doesn’t give me another word and I drop the plastic cup on the table above my head, hearing it roll off and pop onto the floor as Dutch slides the tip of his dick into me.

      It’s perfect. This man’s dick. There’s nothing about it I don’t love.

      “Sit up.” He seats himself into me then reaches out and takes my hands, pulling me up before gripping my ass as he mounts me onto his body, his muscular shoulders hard and flexing as he moves us together and I nuzzle my head into the hard tendons of his neck.

      Dutch starts to grunt, hard and deep, just like the fucking he’s giving me. I run my hands over his back, feeling the muscles under my palms as he drives in and out, using my body like a fuck doll and there’s nothing about it I don’t recommend.

      It doesn’t take long before I’m on orgasm number…oh who cares, I’ve lost count.

      He’s relentless, plunging to my depths me over and over, lifting and slamming my body back down on his cock as our lips come together and I taste my arousal and the apple juice as we grunt and gasp, the first waves of my orgasm crashing through me as I feel the first sprays of his hot cream deep inside.

      We pant and chuckle, and Dutch carries me to the bathroom and sits me on a towel that he has folded on a little bench against the wall. It’s cozy here in the little house, small is another word for it, but it’s all I need.

      I could see myself living here with Dutch, happy and content, but I know the time is coming that we need to come clean with my parents.  James has kept his word about not ratting us out, but I feel like the secret is putting a wedge between us all.

      “Dutch, I need to get back to the house.”

      “Might want to get dressed first, baby,” he chuckles. “Don’t want to give your dad a heart attack. I have a couple of things I need to do here before I head over.” He kisses the top of my head and lifts me into the shower, taking care of me as he always does.
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        * * *

      

      I sneak in through the back door, taking off my jacket before heading for the dining table where Mom, Dad and James are already eating breakfast then I remember, they said they had an early delivery today. Dutch was still naked when he ushered me out of the door, insisting that he had things to do before he could follow.

      What things though?

      I have no idea, but as their eyes meet mine I wonder if I should just take this opportunity and get it over with. Tell them everything. Come clean. Would Dutch appreciate it? I could smooth things over before he even has to face them.

      “And where have you been, Daphne Foster?” my mom says with a wry smile. Does she suspect? Dad just stares at me, fork in hand, eggs and bacon half eaten on his plate.

      I shake my head. “Nowhere. I mean, just taking the dogs for a walk.”

      She stares, raising one eyebrow, and I look back at her, feeling scrutinized, judged. Of course she knows. She’s not stupid, she sees things.

      “Mom, I—”

      “Where are they?” she asks, and for a second I’m confused.

      They?

      Then it dawns on me. “Oh, um, I mean I took them out earlier, then brought them back to my room…”

      “And then went back outside?”

      “She told me she was just going out for a walk, right, sis?” James supplies, covering for me. “It’s such a lovely morning and all that.”

      I nod. “Yes. Exactly.”

      Dad draws a deep breath through his nose, then goes back to eating his breakfast, not even meeting my eyes.

      “Well.” Mom shakes her head. “If you’d have told me I would have gone with you. A walk before breakfast sounds like just the thing to set you up for the day. Good for you, sweetheart. And will Dutch be joining us this morning?”

      Dad huffs, grumbling around a mouthful of eggs.

      “Mom…” I begin, wondering how to say what I need to say. Will she be angry? Will Dad march right on down to the little house and punch Dutch’s lights out? “Mom, I need to—”

      The back door opens, and suddenly my breath is taken away. There is Dutch. But I must be dreaming because he’s wearing what appears to be a five-thousand dollar suit. I’ve never seen him in anything but jeans—or nothing at all.

      His eyes meet mine and it’s like everything is swept away.

      He crosses from the door, and before I know it he’s there, dropping down onto one knee. Taking my hand in both of his. Meeting my gaze with those eyes I could drown in. Wide and blue and so deep.

      “Daphne,” he says. “Daphne, you gave me a fucking new life when you wrote me that first letter and I don’t want that life to ever end.” He grins and glances around at the others at the table, my mom, James, finally my dad, who draws a deep breath through his nose but says nothing.

      And the giggle escapes before I can hold it in.

      Then the giggle turns to a chuckle, and a full-throated laugh. I’m shaking my head, trying to get myself under control as the tears stream down my cheeks. He has my left hand gripped in his, so I clasp my right hand to my face.

      “I’m sorry…” I mutter, still laughing. “I’m sorry, this isn’t funny. I promise, I’m taking it seriously. I’m just…so happy. I thought I was going to have to tell them myself.”

      “You didn’t did you?”

      I shake my head, trembling with the effort of trying not to giggle. “No. I didn’t get chance.”

      “Thank fuck. That’s my job.”

      “Damn right it is,” my dad grumbles.

      I turn his way, then narrow my eyes. “Why aren’t you laying down the law? Why are you sitting there, not getting up and punching Dutch in the face?”

      James laughs. “Yeah, Dad, what gives?”

      Even Mom turns his way, but he just shrugs.

      “He came and asked me. Like a man. He made me swear not to say anything. Told me about the letters too. I’m not going to pretend I’m happy about it, but I want you to be happy, sweetheart. And anyone can see that since he came here that’s exactly what you’ve been. So…” He draws a breath through his nose, huffs it out. “So if this is what you want, I say go for it. You’ve gotta do what’s right for you.”

      Mom punches him playfully on the arm. “You old romantic.”

      Dad grumbles and sticks another forkful of eggs into his mouth. “Get on with it then,” he says to Dutch as he chews, and I laugh as I turn back.

      “Where was I?”

      “Something sappy,” James suggests.

      Dutch just laughs. “Right. I’m not good at making speeches. Just marry me, Daphne.” He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a little white box, opening it up to show the biggest diamond I’ve ever seen, catching the light in blinding sparkles. “Daphne Foster, you are sentenced to life. With me.”

      I nod, tears still dripping from my chin. “Yes,” I say as he slips the ring onto my finger. “Yes, I’ll do my time. I mean, I will. I do. Whatever the right response is. Just yes. Yes, yes, yes.”

      I laugh again as Mom rushes over to hug me and James thrusts his hand out to shake with Dutch. But this time my laughter isn’t nervous, or unexpected. It’s joyous.

      I’ve found a love that will last a lifetime, and things are all going to be okay.  Dutch pulls me next to him.

      “One more thing.”

      He reaches inside his jacket and pulls out an white envelope address to the future Mrs. Dutch McCabe.

      

      Dear Daphne,

      I don’t know how to begin this. So many fucking feels as they say. Thank you for coming with me to see my sister today. I don’t know if I could have done it without you. There were things that needed to be said between us, things she needed to get out of her system, and facing that would have been much harder if you weren’t there by my side.

      But that’s not what this letter is about. The inheritance is nice, I won’t lie. It gives me the ability to make some changes. And that’s really what I want to talk about.

      Us.

      You and me.

      I’ve been thinking about that letter you wrote me again, the one with the elderly couple sitting at the table, celebrating eighty-one years of marriage. That letter meant so much to me, and I could never figure out why. I think now I know.

      I think the reason I kept coming back to that old couple is because they remind me of us. Think about it. Everyone would have bet against their love, him being from the opposite side of the tracks and all. He even went to prison. But in the end, love won out, and seventy-two years after they met they’re still going strong.

      One day, Daphne, we’ll be able to look back on our lives like that, see all the happy times we had together. I’ll be able to say to some youngster, isn’t she a looker? And you’ll be able to swat me away, even though you know it’s true.

      But if we’re going to have seventy-one years of marriage, we need to get on with it.

      That’s why I’m heading into town. Your dad has told me I have to have a place of my own, and I need to get a ring too. It’s a lot to fix in one evening, but when money is no object things like that get easier. I know you won’t read this letter until I give it to you tomorrow, after I’ve laid everything on the line, but I want you to know that from the moment I wake each morning, all I’m thinking of is you. That everything I do from now on is for you. For us.

      I love you, Daphne Foster. That’s the fucking bottom line truth. Being pen pals with you gave me hope when I needed it most, but being with you has given me a life. A real life I can share with you. And I can’t wait to see what the rest of it brings.

      Forever. For life.

      Dutch.
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      Epilogue eight years later

      

      A lot has changed.

      But some things, not at all.

      Thank fuck.

      Daphne and I are still down to fuck almost anywhere and anytime, and every time is as good as the first. Sometimes better.  It’s a hard thing to measure but let’s just say, my little bitch in heat needs my dick as much as my dick needs her.

      The people around us have gotten used to our unfettered lust. James stopped giving me the stink eye a year after we got married.  Joan took it all in stride but Walter?

      He still gives me that hard look, that Don’t fuck this up look he did that first day.But I’ve caught him more than once telling Daphne if she’s happy he’s happy. And I intend with every bone in my body to keep her that way.

      She’s hornier than me sometimes and I wonder how I got so lucky.  She sometimes tracks my ass down, needy and wet, three, four times a fucking day.

      I can make her cum with my mouth in about three seconds, but I usually toy with her and drag it out for my own pleasure.  I love that liquid pleasure she floods into my mouth as I give her my tongue and grab her tits or shove a finger up her pussy. Or her ass.

      She loves it all but I’m not sure more than me.

      It’s almost noon, and I’m driving back towards the garage for a meeting with James and the staff, with some new custom parts for a high-end client’s 1936 Ford Coupe but I can’t stop thinking about my wife’s juicy cunt.

      “Fuck it.”

      I spin the car around and head back toward our house.  We moved out a week after I proposed and got married that next month, Daphne already pregnant and her dad surprisingly happy about it all. She picked out an old farmhouse about thirty minutes outside of town on a hundred and twenty acres with barns and kennels.

      She cared more about the outbuildings than the house, but that was fine. I made sure the house was renovated and perfect by the time the baby came.

      I look at the photo hanging from the rearview of Daphne and I on our wedding day.  She had her mom and her friend Georgia from the outreach stand up for her along with three of her dogs.

      I had James, Tiny and Mac.  My sister Heather sat with Daphne’s mom and dad who both made her part of the family in short order.

      After we had our first, Julianne, named after my mother, Daphne and Heather started working on the petitions for law changes in Michigan pertaining to the provisions that needed to be provided for pets.  It took a few slogging years, but with our financial backing and Heather’s smarts and connections, new laws were put on the books all because my baby is fucking tenacious when she wants something.

      I funded the expansion of the organization and now Georgia, Tiny and Mac help run chapters of the Break the Chains organization in twenty states.  They both have families of their own and they’ve become some of my best friends as well.

      Our second was born three years later, Dani. She was named after one of Daphne’s favorite outreach dogs that was finally surrendered and became part of our family. She lived for another happy, spoiled two years before we lost her while Daphne was pregnant.

      We have eight fucking dogs running around here at any given time and sometimes more when she brings in a ‘foster’, but that word really means future permanent resident.

      It’s fine. We have tons of room, we’ve added on and the place is always barely managed chaos as it is.  After Dani was born, we decided our family was complete. I would have been happy with more, but Daphne had a hard time with both pregnancies. She was sick a lot and the last one she had super high blood pressure and it scared the mother fucking shit out of me, so two is fine.

      Two is perfect. We are perfect.

      Her Mom and Dad finally agreed to move out closer to us and I bought them a place just down the road so Daphne can see them or pick them up to come here whenever they want.

      Walter has a big garage to tinker in and Joan bakes enough cookies to feed a small army.  My waistline tells the tale, but Daphne says she’s into Dad bods thank fuck.

      With some backing from my inheritance, James branched off and started his own custom shop which took off and he has three locations now and thirty employees.  He’s still single but Daphne and Joan are bound and determined to find him his someone special whether he wants that to happen or not.

      As for me, I work with James, but also with the outreach fund raising mainly but truth, I just love being a fucking husband and father.  I’ve gotten pretty good at investing as well, so we are set up there which gives us freedom and time.  Two things I thought I’d never have.

      I grab the mail from the box then park the truck and I’m practically running by the time I hit the back door so insatiable for my wife it’s like I’ve been back in lock up for four years.

      Through the back door, there she is emptying grocery bags on the counter and humming Chris Stapleton to herself as her playlist plays through the surround sound speakers.  The kids are at school so there’s nothing between her and what I need.

      I set the mail down then stalk up behind her as she heads into the pantry. She sets two jars of spaghetti sauce on a shelf then before she can turn around, I slap my hand over her mouth and push her against the opposite wall.

      I hear her yelp into my palm, her body stiffens but as I lick my way up her neck, she softens. She likes it rough sometimes and whatever she likes, turns me the fuck on.

      “Your greedy little pussy still wet from this morning?”  I snarl.  “Because you’re getting fucked up against this wall.”

      I flip up her skirt with my free hand, then release my already swollen erection and get into position behind her ripe ass.

      “I can still smell your teasing little cunt. You’re going to get what’s coming to you now doll. Maybe first in your pussy, then I’ll slide right into that tight little ass of yours. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

      Her hands dart out to grip the shelf as I move my hand to the center of her back and bend her over.  I’m inside her in one drenched thrust.

      “Good baby. You should always be wet and ready.”

      I start pounding away, a bag of flour falls breaking open in a white puff on the floor.

      Then, a couple cans of green beans fall, a bag of egg noodles.

      By the time I’m done, she’s screaming, and we’ve ruined a good hundred dollars’ worth of groceries.

      “Dani’s gonna be mad.” Daphne cranes her neck around, still a little breathless looking at me.

      “Why?”

      “I just bought her that box of Lucky Charms. Now…well. You’re going to have to explain what happened.”

      “I’ll have ten boxes delivered before she gets home.  She’s got a temper, just like her name sake. I’m not poking that beast if I can help it.”

      Daphne giggles as I squeeze her ass cheeks on another little thrust. She knows the kids have me wrapped around their fingers. I’m a good dad, but I let them get away with murder.

      “More?”  She winks, nipping her lip.

      “You need more?”

      “Always. I’m your sex doll, right?”

      “Yes, and so much more.”  I pull back, drive forward and we’re at it again. “Sex doll, wife, friend, partner, love, everything…you’re my everything.”

      “So, you still glad I wrote that first letter?”

      “Ask me that in 63 years.”

      “What?”

      “Your old couple. They were married 71 years. So, in 63 years, it will be our 71. Ask me then.”

      She moans as I reach around and grab her tits, my balls ready for round two, her pussy still as tight as ever.

      “You’re impossible.”

      “Maybe. I love you baby.”

      “I love you too.”

      “Oh, speaking of letters.” I fuck into her slow now, rolling her nipples in my fingers through her thin white blouse.  “There’s one for you on the counter. Came today.”

      Her pussy is warm, giving me a little squeeze as our combined juices drip down my balls.

      “I love that we still write to each other.”

      “Me too.”  I finish her off with a few more thrusts as I work my hand down and give her clit some attention. We’ve continued to mail each other letters almost one a week and there’s just something about sitting down and reading what someone wrote to you that is good for the heart and the soul. When we’re both spent, I finally pull out and spin her around pushing her against the shelves. “There’s something I never told you. About the letters.”

      Her eyes search my face a hint of a smile curving her plump lips. “Oh yeah? What don’t I know about the letters?”

      “I knew I was in love with you probably from your first one.  By the third, I was sure. And, I starting sending you more than just ink on the paper.”

      “Duuuutch, what do you mean?”  She squints.

      “Well, a little extra something on the paper at first, then do you remember when I started sending you stamped self-addressed envelopes because I said I wanted to be sure you’d write me back?”

      She nods, snapping her tongue over her teeth.  “And?”

      “Let’s just say, I made sure I was a part of you long before we met.”

      She studies me for a moment while I let it sink in.  Her eyes flash going wide. “Dutch McCabe!  You. Did. Not!”

      I nod running my fingers over her lips.  “Started out I’d just rub a little of my cream on the paper. Just thinking you’d touch it.  But, then that wasn’t enough. Sometimes, I’d have some cum on the paper, the thought of you touching me, having my scent on you. Then, sometimes, I’d swipe some on glue so you’d lick it...”

      I run my finger over her lips, then slip it inside touching her tongue as she gives me a playful glare.

      “That’s insane. I could have you arrested for that. I’m sure there’s a law against—”

      I press my fingers over her mouth. “Sorry Doll. Statute of limitations and besides…” I reach down and bring her left hand up between us, twisting her wedding ring. “You’re already in for life. No possibility of parole.”

      I steal her half-hearted outrage with a kiss.

      She’ll make me pay later. But, that’s fine.

      I’ll take any sentence she hands down.

      As long as I serve my time. Right here. With her.

      For life.
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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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