
  
    [image: Summertime Sneakout]
  


  
    
      Summertime Sneakout

    

    
      
        Alexa Riley

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Summertime Sneakout

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Prologue

      

    

    
      
        Stalk the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Author Alexa Riley LLC. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

      Edited by Aquila Editing

      Cover Designer: Mayhem Cover Creations

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Summertime Sneakout
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      Tia’s family travels with the circus, and the second she could get away from them, she did. Growing up as a nomad had her longing for a home to call her own. When she finds Camp Hardwood, it’s the place of her dreams, and so is the man who stirs all her dark desires.

      Van has grown up at Camp Hardwood and plans on taking over from his parents one day. He hasn’t given much thought to falling in love, but one look at Tia and he’s making plans for the future.

      Warning: Sneaking out is the best part of camp, but it’s even better when these two do it. There’s lots of rope tying and submissive behavior from them that you’ll swoon over!

    

  


  
    
      For summer nights under the stars…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      “Are you and Van doing the nasty and you just don’t wanna tell people?” Piper asks as she takes a bite of the breakfast burrito I made her.

      I have no idea how she can eat so much food in one sitting. She’s harder to keep full than some of the teenage boys running around here. I’m beginning to suspect she and Van are in a silent competition of who can eat more.

      “No,” I hiss at her, and she gives me a coy smile.

      She’s only teasing me, but I don’t need that rumor floating around. My face heats thinking about having sex with Van, but I can blame my rosy cheeks on the hot oven. Not that it matters because Van probably thinks that’s what I always look like since I blush when he’s within ten feet of me. He’s too handsome for his own good, but I wish it ended there. He’s sweet and charming and basically the whole package. I don’t know why he keeps teasing me, though, because he doesn’t do it with anyone else. He doesn’t touch anyone else either, so I wonder if he’s trying to see how red he can make my cheeks.

      “He’s telling people that.”

      I jerk my eyes up from the sheet of cookies and over to Piper. She swings her legs back and forth as she goes for another bite of her burrito. Her other hand rests on the small baby bump she’s trying to hide. I don’t know why because she’s tiny and that small bump is only going to get bigger. Especially at the rate she’s eating.

      We’re both in the staff kitchen alone right now, but Piper has a voice that can carry.

      When I applied to be a cook at Camp Hardwood I thought I’d be in the main cafeteria. I had no idea there were two kitchens. The main one feeds everyone but the second one is in the main lodge where the staff and counselors hang around. I still help in the main cafeteria if they need extra hands but I was moved to the kitchen after my first day. I prepare the weekly menu, but Mrs. Cyprus likes me here. I’m not complaining. In the staff kitchen I get to make more intricate meals and take the time to bake extra sweets for everyone. I was actually surprised how much trust she put in me so quickly. It’s also why I need to nip this Van thing in the bud. He is, after all, her son.

      “He’s saying that?” Even I can hear the high pitch of my voice as I drop the sheet of cookies down on the counter.

      I know Van has been going around telling people we’re together but we’re not. It all started when one of the counselors, Jack, asked me out as I was walking back to my cabin. I stood there shocked for a moment before Van appeared out of thin air. He threw his arm over my shoulder and told Jack I was his. I nodded in agreement, thinking Van was only saving me because he knew I was shy and Van is a stand-up guy. He’s always doing the right thing.

      I know I’m shy and so does everyone else. My face shows every emotion for the world to see, and after Jack saw what happened he looked pissed. I’m sure he walked away and found another counselor to mess around with because he’s always hooking up with someone. Van dropped his arm from around my shoulder and said I’ll give you some time to let that sink in before walking away. Let that sink in? I didn't understand it then and I still don’t understand it. But he’s still telling everyone we’re together and I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that.

      “No, I just wanted to see your face,” Piper says around a mouth full of cookie.

      “You’re a brat,” I tell her, even as I make my way over to one of the giant refrigerators to get her a glass of milk.

      I know he wouldn’t tell people we were having sex. He might tell people we’re together but he’s not an asshole. He’s not the type of guy to go around bragging about who he’s banging, but Jack would. Plus, I’m pretty sure Van’s mom, Honey, would whip his ass if she found out he said that. She’s as sweet as her name, but Mrs. Cyprus has a bite to her when she needs it. She’s a mother bear not only when it comes to her son but to all the people around her too.

      I hand Piper the glass and she winks at me. She and I have become fast friends since we were paired up to share a cabin. At first I was a little worried she was as introverted as I am, but once she started talking she hasn’t stopped. She can carry on and on, but I don’t mind. I like having her to fill the silence while I cook.

      “He’s always watching you.” She smirks at me and I nod.

      I know because I don't have to look up to know when he’s around. I can feel his eyes on me and I can't help but wonder what he thinks when he sees me. I’m not like the other girls around here. Most of them are fit and athletic and trained to be lifeguards or hiking guides. I’m short and curvy and can eat just as much as Piper when I don’t stop myself. I can’t even stay out in the sun too long or I’ll burn to a crisp.

      “He’s being nice because of what happened with Jack,” I remind her, and myself. I’m not really his girl.

      “No, he’s straight up telling people you’re his girl.”

      My heart flutters at being anyone's anything.

      “Jack was asking Van about you last night.” Piper dips her cookie into the glass of milk and shrugs. “I guess Jack heard you say you’re not with Van the other day and wanted to see if he could hit you up.”

      I scrunch my nose at that news but remember saying it. I shouted it to Van right in front of his mom, but it had only been Mr. and Mrs. Cyprus, me, Piper, and Van in the kitchen at the time.

      Jack must have been close enough to hear me or something, but to be honest Jack could have been in the same room as Van and I wouldn’t have noticed. When Van is around he’s all I can think about.

      “And he said I was his girl again?” I hedge.

      Saying those words out loud does things to me—things I shouldn't be thinking about. I might be shy, but my mind is dirtier than anyone I’ve ever met. I think about sex all the time and what filthy things I want Van to do to me. There’s so much I could never say out loud, but my kinky books give me fantasies that have a life of their own. I can’t control them, and like I said, Van is sweet. I don’t think he’d be into doing all the dirty things I imagine he would be, but that’s okay. Being with a sweet guy who treats me nice is enough. Right?
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          Van

        

      

    

    
      “God, I need a blowjob.” 

      I look over at Jack and roll my eyes as he scratches his crotch. 

      “Fuck you, altar boy. I bet you’ve never had one.” 

      He’s trying to bait me and I won’t take it. Jack’s favorite pastime is running his mouth. His second favorite is riling me up. 

      “Once you get your dick wet there’s no going back.” He leans back in the chair and puts his hands behind his head like he’s trying to get a tan. 

      I want to tell him we all know he’s never gotten past first base and the closest he came to getting his dick wet was when he peed on himself at the high dive. But telling him that would only piss him off and cause a fight. I’m in no mood for his shit today but I’m not ready to kick his ass either. 

      Jack is a new hire my parents picked up on the recommendation of another counselor. He’s been good with wilderness preparation and trailblazing, but mostly because he can do those in solitude. As soon as he gets around the other male counselors he’s bragging about all his sexual exploits. 

      He’s right that I haven’t had a blowjob. But that doesn’t make me so innocent. In fact, I keep my mouth shut about it because the things I want to do are nothing I want to speak into existence. Some of the urges I feel are better left unsaid and kept in the dark corners of my mind. 

      Instantly the image of Tia bent over with her hands tied behind her back fills my mind and I have to push it away. She’s so sweet and innocent that I’d have to be careful with her. She deserves a gentle touch from a kind man and I can be that for her. No matter what my urges beg me to do. 

      “Did you check the ropes?” I ask as I clip carabiners to the ropes course bags. 

      “Twice, and then had extra loaded into the truck.” 

      Why can’t he be good at his job and not a complete douchebag about women? I’ve already talked to Mom about him several times and she’s got someone coming to take his place. We’re just waiting on them to finish their trip out West before they can get here. I can’t get Jack off Camp Hardwood property soon enough. 

      As I put the packs on the truck I think about Tia and wonder what she’s doing. I check my watch and try to calculate if I’ve got time to go by the kitchen before I have to take the packs to the group rope climbing today and then remember I’ve got Jackass with me. No way am I voluntarily taking him anywhere near her. 

      My phone vibrates and I see it’s an email about my online classes. Last week after I talked to my parents I signed up for the online vet program. I got lucky and was accepted right away because I can do my clinical and lab hours in town. I’m excited to be able to not only help out at Camp Hardwood but do something that I love. 

      I’ve always been the one to take care of the horses and other animals we keep on property. We’ve got a couple dozen chickens we keep for eggs, and a few falcons we use for training with the kids. Every now and again we’ll have a few stray dogs or cats show up and we welcome them to the family. But on one rare occasion we had a mountain lion get a little too close to camp. Moose helped us out with that and he hasn’t been back since, but I wondered what it would be like to treat one if it came in injured. 

      “Take these up to Rocky Ridge. I’m going to run by the stables,” I say to Jack as I close the back of the truck. 

      “Tell Tia hi for me,” he drops casually as he walks by me and gets in the cab. 

      I want to reach in and pull him out by his neck for uttering her name, but he’s kicking up dirt and tearing down the path before I can stop him.

      I’m pissed not only because he’s thinking about her, but because he’s right. Yes, I’m using the trip to the stables as an excuse to see her, but why wouldn’t I? I know she thinks I’m kidding when I tell everyone she’s mine, but it’s not a joke. 

      The first time I saw those dark eyes, I knew I never wanted to look anywhere else for as long as I lived. Then the thoughts of what I’d do to her began to spiral, to a place inside me I didn’t know existed. 

      I get on the Gator and take the path to the stables. On the way I pass the employee kitchen, and without telling my arms to do it, they make the turn into the parking area. I jump out and take the steps two at a time like I’m rushing into a burning building to save Tia. There’s always this urgency to get back to her whenever I have to be away and I wonder if that will ever stop over time. If my parents are any indication then it’s not likely. 

      I stop when I get to the door and see her. She’s alone, which is rare, because Piper is usually in there with her, eating. But I think that’s what pregnant women do, so I’m surprised she isn’t here now. 

      I take a moment to look at Tia and watch her work. I lean against the doorframe and cross my arms over my chest. She’s got a big mixing bowl in front of her with a wooden spoon and something that looks like chocolate batter inside of it. 

      “See something you like?” Tia asks without looking up. 

      “You bet I do.” I see her cheeks deepen to a shade of scarlet and I wonder if her ass would be the same pretty color after I spanked it. 

      She looks up at me and I swear to God it’s like she’s seeing straight to my soul. I clear my throat and push those thoughts from me as I walk into the kitchen. 

      “Where’s Piper?” I ask as I move up behind her and look down in the bowl. “And what are you making?” 

      I hear the smile in her voice as she stirs and looks back at me. “She went to take a nap, and these are brownies for tonight.” 

      “It smells so good already.” I lean in close as I brace my hands on the counter on either side of her. I breathe deep and catch the scent of vanilla and chocolate and wonder if Tia tastes like it too. 

      “Thanks.” Her breath catches when I dip my finger into the batter before I bring it up to my lips. 

      I make a meal out of licking it clean while never taking my eyes off of hers. For a moment we’re locked in on one another and I can feel the sexual tension between us about to snap. But before I can say a word she blinks and then pushes past me. 

      She grabs a pan off a nearby shelf and turns her back to me while she pours the brownie mix into it. “You really shouldn’t eat raw batter, it can make you sick.” 

      “I’ll take my chances for a taste of that any day of the week.” When she looks over her shoulder I shrug and smile. “And twice on Sunday.” 

      I grab the water bottle she had sitting next to her and take a drink as she walks back over next to me. 

      “Just twice?” She smirks when I nearly choke on the water and shake my head. She’s never made such a bold comment to me before and I didn’t see it coming. 

      “Are you flirting with me?” I raise an eyebrow at her and she shrugs, putting the empty bowl in the sink. “I’m not complaining.” 

      She has her back to me again as she washes the dishes and I wonder if it’s easier for her to talk to me this way. 

      “Why do you tell everyone I’m yours?” 

      “Because you are,” I say simply, but she doesn’t look at me. “Do you want me to stop?” 

      I don’t know if I could, and it wouldn’t make her any less mine. 

      “No.” Her voice is so soft I almost don’t catch it. 

      “No?” I repeat, not because I didn’t hear her, but because I want to hear it again. 

      She turns around and smiles at me and then shakes her head slightly. 

      “How long do those cook for?” I ask, nodding to the brownies. 

      “They’re no-bake, so they just go in the fridge.” 

      “So you were just yanking my chain on the raw eggs?” I kind of like that she was teasing me. 

      “Maybe.” She winks at me as she takes the pan and puts it in the cooler. 

      “If you’re finished with that, come with me. I want to show you something.” 

      I hold out my hand and for a half a second I think she might not take it. But my heart leaps in my throat when she does and I pull her close. 

      “Where are we going?” she asks as we walk out of the kitchen. 

      “To the stables.”
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          Tia

        

      

    

    
      This is a bad idea, I think to myself as I watch Van tend to the stall. He brought me out here to see Sweetpea, the new baby foal. I’m excited to see her but I keep thinking of all the dirty things Van and I could do out here in the barn all by ourselves. 

      I try and focus on Sweetpea and watch Van brush her. He’s always out here working with the animals. I remember the day the foal was born because I was wondering where Van was. He hadn't stopped by that night to get something to eat and in my silly mind I thought maybe he was out on a date or had snuck out with one of the other counselors. I’d been extra salty that night and Piper was quick to point it out. Then the next day I heard where he’d been and thought it was actually really sweet.

      I pet the foal, a little jealous she’s going to know what love is her whole life. I look over at Van who’s petting the mama horse and he’s saying something to her I can’t hear. The horse leans its head into Van and he gives her a soft stroke along her cheek. I jerk my eyes away because my mind goes to him running those hands over my skin after I did something he liked. God, what is wrong with me? 

      I try and focus on the cute foal I’m petting. I know only a couple of people have gotten to see her since Van didn't want anyone bothering the new mom and her baby. He’s been protective over both of them and I feel special he brought me up here. 

      “Beautiful.” 

      I look up from where I’m sitting to see Van standing up and looking down at me. He’s got a rope in his hands and I wonder how he makes dirty boots look so hot. His jeans, too, from working all day. It’s sexy, but everything about him is. He’s smooth and sweet but a little rough around the edges. I swear I catch a wicked glint in his eyes when he thinks no one is watching. 

      I can’t figure him out and he has me all over the place. Maybe it’s my mind conjuring up a sliver of hope that he thinks the same dirty things that are always in my head. That someone out there has these desires too. Not like Jack, though. His mind is always in the gutter and when I think about doing these fantasies with anyone, it’s only to be shared with one person. These dirty fantasies are my own little secret that I would want to share with Van. It makes it so much hotter that no one would know all the wicked things I let him do to me and maybe would even beg for.

      “She is,” I agree, trying hard to focus on the foal. 

      I don’t know why but I reach up and touch the rope he’s holding in his hand. I run my finger along it, feeling the texture against my skin. 

      “She’s adorable, but I was talking about you.” 

      My fingers pause on the rope as my skin tingles. I know I’m already turning pink at the compliment and there’s no oven nearby to blame it on. 

      “There it is.” I can hear the smile in his voice without having to look up. “Do you know what that blush does to me?” 

      I shake my head. I hate that people can see it so easily. Thankfully no one can see inside my head or they’d think I was a perv who only ever thinks about sex. Well, sex and cookies. 

      I start to drop my hand away from the rope, but before I can blink I’m pulled up from the ground and to my feet. I don’t know how he does it so fast but my hands are tied together in front of me with the rope and the air in my lungs stills for a moment. 

      I look up at him in shock, not only because he did it so quickly but because he did it at all. His gaze searches my face and I think maybe for a second Van can read my thoughts. 

      “What are you doing?” I ask when he doesn't say anything. I hardly recognize the sound of my breathy voice filled with desire. 

      “Something I’ve wanted to do from the first time I saw you,” he says before his mouth comes down onto mine. 

      I let out a small moan at the first taste of him and his flavor is better than anything I’ve ever made. He doesn't wait for me to part my lips or offer an invitation. He takes what he wants as he places a hand on the back of my neck, and dear God, I let him. 

      His arm wraps around me as he walks me backwards and pushes me against a wall. He breaks the kiss as he tugs on the rope and my hands go over my head. It takes a moment for my mind to catch up to what’s happening, but he’s hooked the rope to a nail over my head and both of my wrists are captured in it. My feet barely touch the ground and somehow the nail is the perfect height to keep me in place without straining my arms. Almost too perfect. 

      “You’ve wanted to tie me up in your barn since you saw me?” I try and tease but my words come out breathy. 

      I knew he meant kiss me but that wasn't all he’s done. It’s like he really is in my head. All those times he watched me, he was really seeing through my blush and to what I was thinking behind it. And why I’m always so pink. 

      “There are so many things I’ve wanted to do since I first saw you, Tia.” His hand cups my face and he traces my bottom lip with his thumb. He slides it down my cheek and traces it to the V of my shirt. His rough fingers glide over the top of my breasts that are always trying to escape. “Does that blush go everywhere?” 

      His tone is casual like he’s asking me if I enjoy the weather. Meanwhile I can’t even get my heart to slow down and he’s so calm. What’s happening here? My whole body ignites like I’m on fire and my clit throbs for attention. I’m so slippery between my thighs I worry there might be a spot showing. How am I already so turned on that it wouldn’t take much for me to cum? This is insane!

      Whenever I lie in bed and touch myself, it takes me forever to get there. I have to come up with the filthiest fantasies in my mind to get myself off. Van has my hands tied over my head and I’m about to combust at an embarrassingly quick rate. I know guys talk about longevity and how long they can last in bed. What would it mean if I just came without him even touching me there? 

      “I bet it would for me.” His tongue comes out and wets his bottom lip and I have to hold back a moan. “I think I could turn you a pretty pink anywhere I wanted.” 

      He steps forward and his solid body covers every inch of me. I can’t find the words. When I open my mouth nothing comes out. He tugs on my shirt and stretches it out to reveal my bra. It’s a simple white cotton one I grabbed out of the store’s discount bin. It was the only one that fit my size and didn't cost a million dollars. A girl only has so many options when you have boobs like mine and a strict budget. But right now it could be the finest silk in the world and it would be the last thing on my mind. 

      “Answer me,” Van demands, not sounding so casual anymore.

      “Yes,” I blurt out. 

      I watch his mouth turn to a smirk and I know I’ve pleased him. He yanks the cups of my bra down and my breasts fall free. The smirk leaves his mouth when he leans down and licks my hard nipple. 

      I gasp at the contact and my hips buck forward, but there’s nowhere to go. I can’t move since he has me pinned to the wall and I strain against the ropes. He shifts and presses his thigh into my sex as he sucks my nipple into his mouth. 

      I’m going to cum.

      “I know you are,” he says with a firm lick against my breast. 

      Oh shit, I must have said the words out loud. 

      “Grind down and do it. I want to taste it on your lips.” He pushes his thigh harder against my pussy before his mouth covers mine. 

      I shamelessly hump his thigh and it only takes me two thrusts before I’m cumming. It’s so hard I close my eyes tightly and my whole body clenches as the orgasm rocks though me like nothing I’ve ever felt in my life. It’s so forceful I see stars in the corner of my vision as I give myself over to it. 

      I open my eyes slowly when I feel my arms come down from above my head. I watch as Van licks his bottom lip and it’s then I see I bit him. My eyes widen and I feel terrible.

      “I’m sorry,” I blurt out. I can’t believe I bit him but I can’t actually believe any of this is happening. 

      “That’s all right, baby. I bite back.”
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          Van

        

      

    

    
      The look that flashes in her eyes isn’t fear exactly, but the thrill of what’s to come. I’ve never been able to connect with someone like this before and I’m beginning to understand what my parents were talking about when they said they knew the moment they met one another. 

      One look at Tia and I knew she was destined for me. The way she made me feel, the way she felt when I touched her, there’s no denying what this is. I’ve found my other half and although I want to throw her over my shoulder and proclaim her as my soulmate, I don’t want to send her running too soon either. 

      “Let me show you something.” I tug on the rope still around her wrists and lead her to the back of the barn in the stall where we keep the horse riding gear. 

      “I have a feeling I don’t have a choice,” she teases, but I come up short.

      “Yes you do.” I hold up the ropes and with one quick slip they fall open. “You have all the power, Tia, remember that.” 

      I look down at the slight abrasion on her wrists from the rope. I never had the desire to tie a woman up before, but with Tia this feels right. I bring her soft skin to my lips and kiss it gently as I look into her eyes. 

      “If this is ever too much, you just say the word and it all stops.” 

      “Like a safe word?” She cocks her head to the side and her eyebrows pull together.

      “Call it what you want, but I don’t need rules to keep from hurting you.” I put the rope back around her wrists and tighten it again. “The only thing I want you to feel is owned and loved.” 

      Her lips part and before she can say anything in response I lean forward and kiss her. This time her mouth opens instantly and when her tongue touches mine it’s a desperate reach for the pleasure we both just had. I might not have cum, but getting her off was better than that. 

      “Do you trust me?” I ask and she nods instantly. 

      I lead her into the stall and slide the big barn door closed behind us. When she turns around her eyes widen at the sight in front of her. 

      The stall is only big enough for two horses to be in here, but it’s been cleaned out and it’s where we keep all our gear. Bridles and helmets line one wall and in the middle is a bench with a saddle placed on top of it. 

      “We use this for people who’ve never been on a horse before.” I walk her over next to it and wrap my hands around her hips. “We put them on it like this.” 

      I lift her up easily and she lets out a quick laugh as I nestle her down onto it. I walk around it slowly and take a look at her form as I adjust the sides and her position. 

      “This saddle is special though,” I say when I move in from behind and slide onto it with her. 

      “Why’s that?” 

      The question comes out softly as I tuck in snug behind her and my hands move across her thighs. 

      “Because it’s mine.” I yank her hips back against my cock and she moans as the hard length digs into her ass. “Just like you.”

      I grab the rope around her wrists and wrap it around the horn of the saddle so she can’t move. Then my hands go around her waist and to the button of her jeans. With one motion I’ve got them open and my hand shoved down the front of them. I dip one finger between her lips and she wiggles against it. 

      I kiss the tender place under her ear and smile. “I also raised it up so your feet can’t touch.”

      Mine are firmly planted on the ground while hers dangle about a foot up. She won’t be able to get any purchase, which means once again she’s at my mercy. Somehow that turns me on more than anything and I know it does her too. 

      “I’m beginning to think you like this,” she hisses when my finger grazes over her clit. 

      “You’re right.” I slip my finger from her jeans and she moans at the loss, but looks back at me while I bring it to my mouth and lick it clean. I moan around it and then quickly shove it back into her jeans and in her pussy. 

      “Van!” she cries out as she leans back against me and I move my fingers faster. 

      “I don’t know if that’s how sweet your pussy is all the time or if it’s because you humped my leg and came in your panties.” She makes a whining sound and I smile and nibble on her ear. 

      I keep rubbing as her breath catches but she can’t lean back too far because the ropes on her hands tighten. I use my other hand to slide up her shirt and pluck at her nipples while my cock grinds into her ass. 

      “Ride with me, Tia,” I say softly as I begin to rock my lower half against her. 

      After just a moment she catches the same rhythm and slowly we move together like we’re riding a horse. Up and back she rolls her hips as her pussy presses against my fingers and then her ass into my dick. Each motion gives her a new pleasure as heat builds and she gets wetter. 

      “Look at how pretty you ride.” I nibble my way across her neck as I pinch her nipple. 

      Her body trembles and I feel sweat bead along her skin, her pleasure growing and growing. I know how goddamn hard I am so I can only imagine that a feather touch is going to send her over the edge. 

      Her hips jerk as I rub her clit and then take my fingers away. She cries out once again but this time instead of me licking them clean, I swipe the pad of my finger on her bottom lip and let her lick it off. 

      “Taste how sweet that pussy is. Can you imagine how much control it’s taking for me not to bend you over this saddle and bury my face in it?” 

      “Oh God,” she says, closing her eyes and laying her head against my shoulder. 

      “Make it sweet again for me, Tia.” 

      As soon as my fingers make contact with her clit she comes up off the saddle and cries out as her body explodes in my arms. I don’t relent this time and rub her clit harder and faster to keep her orgasm going on for as long as possible. Her cries become louder and she pants, but she never tells me to stop. 

      Another orgasm builds and peaks on the back of the first and I feel like the god she called out for just moments ago. My cock swells to the size of my chest and I proudly hold her body through the pleasure. My dick weeps inside my jeans, begging for relief, but once again this isn’t about me. It’s about my Tia and her trusting me to take care of her and to never hurt her. 

      “Wow,” she breathes as she slumps against me and then begins to laugh. “I think I blacked out.” 

      I turn her face to me and kiss her with everything I feel. It’s so much more than lust and desire, but I have to be careful not to move too quickly. She’s not as shy as she might seem on the outside, but trust is so delicately built. 

      I hold her for a long time, just petting her sweetly and kissing her. I’m in no rush to let her out of my arms, but I know we can’t stay like this forever. 

      “How about we go get something to eat?” I suggest, and she nods and smiles. 

      I fix Tia’s shirt and button up her jeans before I hop down off the saddle bench. Just as my hands go to the rope on the saddle so I can free her, the barn door comes crashing open. 

      “What the fuck is this?” Jack is standing there staring at the two of us with a horrified look on his face. 

      I’m not ashamed of what Tia and I just shared, but in this moment, I’m sorry she’s been caught with me in this position.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
       

      All the blood drains from my face as I stare at Jack. He looks horrified seeing my hands bound with rope and I wonder how he can be so judgmental with the way he’s always running his mouth. He’s the last person who should be giving anyone a look of disgust. 

      Van frees my hands but doesn't let them go. His thumb rubs over the place where the ropes dug into my wrists and I love the feel of his mark on my skin. Too bad I can’t enjoy it with Jack standing there clutching his pearls. He’s ruining a moment that to others might not look so sweet but is actually really intimate. Van and I shared something from deep inside of us and to me it was only meant for the two of us to witness. 

      I hide behind Van and rest my forehead on his back as I try to get my emotions under control. The high of the orgasm is fading and though I’m not embarrassed, I also know I don’t want Jack or anyone else to see Van and me like this. 

      “Get the fuck out!” Van shouts at Jack, then mumbles a curse when one of the horses makes a sound in the next stall over. 

      I’m not used to hearing Van’s voice so cold, but right now every line of his body is stiff. I run my hands up his back, trying to soothe him, but it’s no use.

      “You okay, Tia?” Jack asks, ignoring Van. 

      Van tries to move toward Jack, and I know this won’t play out well. I dig my fingers into Van’s shirt with one hand while I put my other around his waist. He doesn't fight my hold but we both know he could if I wasn’t silently asking him not to. 

      “Don’t talk to her,” Van spits out, and I know it shouldn't be sweet but it is. I know Van doesn’t mean for that to sound adorable but I love how protective he is. 

      “I’m telling Honey and Ford,” Jack says, like a five-year-old. 

      Van is a grown man and I don’t think he cares if Jack tattles. 

      “You do that and be sure and call my mom Honey while you’re at it; see where that gets you. I’ll be more than happy to match the black eye my dad gives you afterwards.” 

      “Fuck you, man,” Jack throws back. 

      My arm on Van tightens but he makes no move to go for Jack. I see Jack take a step back and he almost trips over a bucket of feed in the process. He’s all talk and no action, but that doesn’t surprise me. 

      “I’m not telling you to get the fuck out of here again. You’re pissing me off and upsetting not only my girl but the horses.” This time Van’s tone is calm but the warning rings clear. 

      The horse in the next stall starts to settle and I think they feed off his energy. Now that I’ve been this close to Van and really felt his hands on my skin, there’s an underlying dominance that’s undeniable. He only brings it to the surface when he needs to but it’s simmering all the time. How did I miss it before? Maybe I didn’t and that’s why I’ve been drawn to him from the very start. I see something in him I need. 

      I watch as Jack turns and nearly runs out of the barn. 

      “I can’t stand him,” Van mutters to himself as he turns to look down at me. “I’m sorry, darling girl. I shouldn't have let him see you like that.” His hands go back to my wrist and he traces the indentation of the rope. 

      “It’s fine,” I try to reassure both Van and myself. 

      I’m not sure how I feel about Jack running his mouth to everyone about Van and me, and I wonder what Honey will think. I love Mrs. Cyprus and I’m the only one she lets call her Honey, mostly because her husband lets me do it. I always thought she gave me a little more attention than some of the other girls and she once told me I was like the daughter she never had. I wonder how she’d feel about Van and me. I know she overheard him say I was his and she smirked when I smacked his hand away from me. I think she thought he was playing me too and now I worry I’ve somehow let her down. 

      “You don’t look fine,” he says, his eyes searching my face. 

      I don’t know what I feel and my emotions are all over the place. I want this so badly, but what if we just got caught up in this moment?

      “I see that pretty little mind of yours working,” he says, and it is. “I’ve been watching you, Tia, and I know you.”

      “I just—” I begin to say, but he cuts me off by kissing me. I close my eyes and for a moment I get lost in him. In us. 

      “I know, darling girl,” he says softly, kissing my forehead. “Go back to the kitchen and I’ll be there in a minute,” he tells me. “You need to let this settle inside you for a bit.” He slides his hand down my neck and places it over my heart. “Besides, I’ve gotta handle something.” 

      He helps me down and I stand there, not really wanting to go anywhere. But maybe I could use a second alone to collect my thoughts.

      “Now,” he tells me and smacks my ass. 

      It’s both playful and stern at the same time and I let out a small squeal of surprise before I do as I’m told. My nipples tighten at not only the sting in my bottom but the tone in his voice. I like to think of this as the Van Effect. It’s a mixture of no messing around and playful at the same time and only he can pull it off. 

      I make my way back toward the staff kitchen and wonder what Van has to handle. I’m guessing he’s going after Jack, and though I should probably stop him, I don’t think Van is someone who’s stopped once he gets his mind set on something. He didn’t move when I put my hands on him and I wonder if I have the same effect on him as he does on me.

      I’m not surprised when I see Piper sitting at the table. Her head is down as she talks to her small baby bump and she looks worried. I can’t hear what she’s saying but I don’t care for the sad look in her eyes. She’s normally all smiles but this is different. 

      “Hey.” Her head snaps up at my voice and she pulls on her shirt to hide the bump. 

      One day I’m going to get her to tell me all about this but it’s not as if I have much room to talk. I haven't told her much about myself either, but there’s not much to say. Growing up in a carnival was weirdly normal. Well, it’s what I thought of as normal. It’s where I learned to cook so it wasn’t like the time was a total waste. Sometimes when Piper is in the kitchen with me I tell her stories that I know will make her laugh. 

      I’ve been cooking for as long as I can remember. At first I did it for my parents in our small RV and then later for the carnival. Everyone has to earn their keep so I used my skill the best I could. That was until we landed in the town next to Camp Hardwood and I decided to stay. 

      When Honey offered me a job cooking, I snatched it up. Not only would I have somewhere to stay but a paycheck to make ends meet. I never got paid when I worked for the carnival since my parents always took it.

      Here I thought I could settle in and that’s something I’ve never done in my whole life. We were always moving around so it’s nice to be in one place. I’d hate to have to leave because I messed things up here between Honey and me. I’d never go back to the carnival life because I didn't fit in there. I was always the odd one out and I don’t know why. It was a freaking carnival but I never felt as though I belonged with anyone there.

      “Hey.” Piper sits up a little straighter and smiles. “Whatcha gonna cook?”

      “Whatever you want.” 

      I’ve always been good at cooking and it does the trick to make people smile, myself included. I have this inner need to make people happy and I’m sure someone would say it has something to do with my upbringing. But if wanting to make people happy is a terrible habit then I’ve fallen into the wrong hands. 

      Piper licks her lips. “Pasta.” 

      She says it like it’s the best idea she’s ever had. When I tell her I’ll make meatballs I look up to see her eyes widen. I think it’s because of the food, but then I see her staring down at my wrists. They’ve gotten a little worse since I left the stables and now they’re red and marked all around them. My breath catches but the sight is erotic. My sex clenches thinking about everything Van did to me and how I got them.

      “What happened?” 

      I’m broken from my dirty thoughts when Piper touches one of the marks. I jerk my hand back because it feels wrong to let her touch them. They belong to Van. 

      “Sorry. Does it hurt?” Her voice and eyes are filled with concern. 

      “No,” I tell her and take a step back. 

      I see my backpack hanging on its hook and I walk over to fish out a long-sleeved shirt. It’s one Honey gave me and I keep it in there for when it gets cool at night. 

      “You’re not going to tell me, are you?” Piper asks, raising one eyebrow. 

      I shake my head no and her shoulders drop. 

      “Tell me you’re fine and I’ll leave it alone.” 

      “I’m fine,” I say with a small laugh. 

      My body is more than fine. It’s not just the marks that have me out of sorts, it’s knowing who put them there. I want to see Van again and find out what other kinds of pleasure he can give me.

      “Okay then.” She holds her hands up. “I’ll help you cook.” She grabs an apron and I shake my head. 

      “You’re terrible at cooking,” I remind her. 

      “I’ll clean,” she offers, scrunching her nose. 

      “Deal,” I agree. I know Piper isn't going to push for more information because I’ve given her the same space I’m silently asking for now. It’s not that I don’t want to tell her. I’m just not sure this is a part of me I want to share with anyone besides Van.
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          Van

        

      

    

    
      After I get the horses calmed down I go over to the saddle bench and run my hands across it. I think about her perfect round ass rocking on top of it and how wet her sweet pussy was against my fingers. I unbuckle my saddle and then place it in the back so that no one else uses it. Everyone who has access to the stables knows this one is mine, but just in case, I want to make sure it’s untouched. 

      Once everything is done, I calmly walk out of the stable and make my way to the lake. I know exactly where I’ll find Jack and I have no doubt he’s already running his mouth. I gave myself time to get my emotions under control and to think about my actions, but in the end, nobody will ever make Tia feel like she’s less than, or that what she felt was wrong.

      Lashing out isn’t like me. For the most part I’m cool headed and laid back, but when it comes to Tia all bets are off. My heart is so full and happy when I’m next to her. I feel playful and fun when we’re spending time together, but when we’re alone something changes. Maybe it’s something inside of me that was there all along and she woke it up. 

      I can still feel the abrasion against my fingers from the threading of the rope. What must Tia be thinking when she looks at the marks I left behind? God, I wanted so badly to slip inside her as she rode the saddle and my fingers, but I held myself back. I’m prepared to wait until I can take my time and today is an example of why I have to be more careful with her. Jack is a nosy little fucker, but the reality is that anyone could have come in and witnessed us in the throes. I’ve got to do a better job of concealing my instant gratification and wait until I can make time to enjoy her like a meal. 

      The thought of tasting her river of pleasure while I have her bound to my bed makes it almost painful to take my next step. I have to stop and take a breath as I place one hand on a tree. I’m hit with the need for it. I want Tia so badly it literally makes me weak at the knees. 

      When I’ve got myself under control, I finish the long walk to the lake, opting to go on foot instead of taking the Gator. I need to burn off some energy before I confront him and if I went in like a speed demon it would end badly. Although it still could, at least I’ll have worked up a good sweat in this summer heat. 

      “Jack,” I bark loudly so he can hear me from where he’s standing next to the water. 

      Just as I suspected, he’s standing next to two counselors, Sadie and Vanessa, who have a look of horror on their faces as they turn to look at me. I knew he wouldn’t run to tell my parents, because even though he acts like a dramatic child, he’d much rather spread the gossip than face my dad. 

      I square my shoulders as I stomp over to where he’s at and refuse to let the judgment in their eyes touch me. I can only assume Jack told them the worst of it and embellished just enough to make me look like a monster. 

      He smirks at me as I come closer and crosses his arms over his chest. “So did you cut your little filly loose or—”

      Before I can think I ball my fist up and pop him right in the mouth to shut him up. Well, I guess my walk didn’t do much to cool my anger after all. 

      He cries out and covers his mouth as his busted lip begins to pour blood. His curses are muffled, his face turns an angry red and the people around him take a few steps back. 

      “So let me go ahead and explain to everyone here how this is going to go,” I say loudly since people from the lake have turned to see what the commotion is about. “If anyone hears Jack mention Tia’s name or something to do with her again, I’ll give the person who tells me a week paid vacation.” 

      The counselors look to one another and I can see the light of excitement in their eyes. 

      “Don’t worry, there are no strings attached. Just tell me he said it and I’ll not only give you a week off but you can watch me kick his ass too.” 

      A few people begin to laugh and it enrages Jack. When I take a step closer to him the coward backs away. 

      I look at Sadie and Vanessa and open my palms out at my sides. “I have nothing to hide and I can promise you whatever he said is complete bullshit.” I look around the growing crowd until I spot some of the women counselors huddled nearby. “Just like how he told everyone he messed around with April and Jocylyn.” Their eyes widen as they turn their glare on Jack. “And that he hooked up with Sadie and Kris.” 

      “Are you serious?” Sadie asks as she steps forward. 

      “I believe his exact words were ‘she’s got a great mouth.’” 

      “You little worm, I never touched you!” 

      When the women all turn their eyes and their wrath onto Jack I take a step back and smile. Nothing I could do to him would be half as awful as what these ladies can do. And to be honest, he deserves it. I should have stopped it the second I heard it but I thought maybe there was some small truth to his conquests. Now I see by the women circling him that it was all just bullshit. 

      He stammers over his injury as the voices around him grow louder and I walk away. I feel as though I’ve set off a bomb but Jack will get what he deserves. I’ll also make a point to talk to my parents about his removal just as soon as I check on Tia and make sure she’s okay. 

      I’ve got plans for us that involve a lot of alone time in my cabin and I’m ready to get started on them now.
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          Tia

        

      

    

    
      My eyes widen when I listen to Sadie tell me how Van punched Jack in the face. She’s so animated, her hands flying everywhere as she acts part of it out. She’s standing on the other side of the counter giving me the scoop and I kind of wish I was there to see it. Jack had a punch to the face coming but I just hope Van doesn't get in trouble over it. Jack is the type that would go crying to the cops or Van’s mom or dad.

      “He told everyone about Jack running his mouth too. That little shit took off running to hide from all the girls.” Sadie rolls her eyes so hard it looks painful. “Jack is hot but he is such a douche cannon. He doesn’t even have to open his mouth and you know that.” 

      He reeks of pompous jerk and I think being cute went straight to his head. The girls around Camp Hardwood aren’t buying what he’s been trying to sell so I guess everything he said was all talk. I’m not usually the one to be told all the gossip but this is big news. I’m a little surprised Sadie is standing here telling me this, but it’s probably because it has to do with me. The girls in camp are sweet to me because I make treats for everyone, but now that I think about it, Piper is the only one I really talk to beyond normal superficial stuff. I overhear them gossip but it’s never to me, and I don’t know if that should hurt my feelings or not.  

      “You should’ve heard what he said he saw you and Van doing.” That’s all it takes and my face lights up with a flash. “I mean, even if it’s true, who wouldn’t do those things with Van?” Sadie wiggles her eyebrows. “Guess I just never thought of him as a dominant, but now that I think about it…” She taps her finger against her lips. 

      “Please don’t think about it.” 

      I don’t say that because I’m embarrassed about what Van and I did but because I don’t want anyone thinking of my Van in any way that’s sexual. He’s mine and only I get that part of him. It’s special and reserved for only me. It’s why no one has noticed it before, even though that part of him has been lurking below the surface his whole life. It’s a part of who he is and the same thing I crave. I might have let my mind do too much wandering today and I’ve been coming up with lots of ideas about the two of us. It’s why we’re meant to be.

      “I mean, I’ve read it in books. My mom thinks she has them hidden in the garage in an old box.” Sadie smirks. “Finding that box was the jackpot to understanding my lady business.” I snort as she leans closer. “So you and Van. That’s real?” She gives me a wink. “I mean, he’s been telling people that you’re a thing, but I didn’t pay it much attention. I thought maybe you were, like, saving it for marriage or something so I’ve been trying to be respectful about what I say around you.” Her eyes search my face and I can tell she’s trying to be nice. 

      “I’m not a nun,” I laugh. 

      No wonder the girls never tell me anything, but before today I was close to being a nun. Not in my mind but in my body. No one ever touched me until Van got his hands on me. He touches me everywhere and it’s only a glimpse of what’s to come. I can still feel it humming along my skin and I’ve been waiting for him to turn up again today. I want him to pull me off somewhere and have his way with me again. 

      “So you’re saying part of what Jack said might be true?” 

      “Take your cookies, Sadie.” I push the Tupperware tub toward her and she snags it off the counter. 

      “I’m just teasing you. Have fun,” she says before darting off and leaving me in the kitchen alone.

      My mind goes back to Van and if he might be in trouble for punching Jack. What do his parents think of all this and what Jack might have told them?

      It doesn't seem right for Van to have to fess up to what we did. We didn’t do anything wrong. We were both willing and of age. But his mom and dad might have something to say about it; I never really had to deal with caring what my parents thought. But Van cares about them and so do I. I want them to like me. 

      I shut down the kitchen and debate what to do as I walk toward my cabin. I want to see Van so badly my body aches for it. 

      I notice the main office door is closed and I wonder if Van is in there talking with his parents. I keep walking and almost make it back to my cabin when I decide I’m going to go back and see. I don’t want him to have to talk to them alone. But before I can turn a hand comes down over my mouth. I don’t scream as the scent of Van surrounds me and I smile against his palm.

      “I need another taste, darling,” he says into my ear before pulling me off into the woods. He keeps his hand over my mouth and whispers close to my ear. “Are you going to scream?” he asks, and I shake my head. I can feel his erection against me and I know that this is the beginning of a game we’re about to play. 

      “What if I want you to scream?” His hand drops from my mouth and he kisses the soft skin of my neck. “Scream my name while I make you cum?” 

      My whole body lights up with desire as he presses his hard, muscled body to mine. 

      “I’ll do anything you ask me to,” I admit, bending to his command. Only a simple touch and I’m wet with need. Every desire I’ve ever had for him comes rushing forward and my body aches for him to give it release. 

      “You’ve been fighting this,” he reminds me and I start to drop my head, feeling ashamed. “I’m sorry, darling.” 

      I turn in his arms and his finger goes under my chin to make me look up at him.

      “I didn't mean it like that. I’d be a liar if I didn't admit it hurts when you pull away from me, but I’ve been letting things settle for you. I know this is a lot to take in and I didn’t want to overwhelm you.” 

      “I’m just scared,” I admit. “But not of you.” 

      “I know.” He leans downs, brushing his mouth to mine. “It’s my job to show you that you don’t have to be scared.”

      “I trust you.” As I say the words I realize just how true they are. He keeps showing me exactly why he’s so perfect for me and that this is meant to be. 

      “Good. Because I’m taking you home.” 

      He grabs my hand and we walk to his cabin. He has no idea what the word home does to me.
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          Van

        

      

    

    
      “Did you used to be a boy scout?” Tia asks as we walk into my cabin. 

      A smile tugs at my lips as I lock the door behind her, pulling her inside. “Why do you ask?” 

      My thumb absentmindedly rubs across the mark on her wrist and it doesn’t go unnoticed by her. 

      “No reason.” The spark in her eyes has my cock growing proud and strong in my boxer briefs. God, what she can do to me with just one look. 

      I pull her flush against me as I lean down and kiss her gently at first. It’s soft and sweet but there’s something stronger simmering below the surface. 

      “I’ve never done this before,” I confess as I graze my knuckles along her jaw and then down her neck. “I don’t know if this is right or wrong, but I know it feels so damn good.” 

      “You’ve never tied a woman up before?” Her big dark eyes look up at me through her lashes and I see a vulnerability there. 

      “No.” I kiss her again as my fingers move to unbutton her flannel shirt. “I’ve never been with a woman before either.” 

      Her breath catches as I part the material and reveal her white cotton bra with her full breasts straining against it. Her skin is creamy soft and I trace a finger down the middle of her rounded swells. 

      “Never?” she whispers as I watch goosebumps appear. I push the shirt off of her shoulder and it drops to the floor. I nod.

      “You’ll be my first.” I look right into her eyes and I kneel down in front of her, my hands going to her shorts. “And my last.” 

      I tug the cut-off jeans down her rounded hips and then help her out of her shoes. She’s standing before me in simple white cotton and I’ve never seen anything more beautiful and sexy. 

      “Van.” She reaches for me and I lean into her touch as she cups my face. I kiss the mark on her wrist before I take her hands and put them together in front of her. 

      “You’re mine,” I say, taking a thin length of rope from my back pocket. I snagged it from the kitchen earlier thinking it might come in handy later. “You know I’ll only go as far as you want, right?” 

      Tia nods as I stretch the rope out and bind her wrists in a simple timber hitch. It’s an easy knot but it’s also beautiful against her delicate skin. It won’t abrade the skin too badly, but there will be a pretty design left when I take it off. 

      “Sit down, sweet darling. I need to taste you.” 

      There’s a leather chair behind her and the cool sting of it will feel good once I get her nice and hot. I watch as she does what I ask and then I stand up. I stand over her as I peel my shirt off and toss it to the floor with hers. I love the way she makes me feel, her eyes devouring every inch of me as I take off my shorts and shoes. I stand before her in my boxer briefs with my cock begging to be set free. It’s so big and hard right now knowing what I’m about to do. It’s already peeking over my waistband to get a look at her. Precum smears across my lower stomach but I ignore it. I’m going to take my time and feast on her like a banquet. 

      With my eyes locked on hers I lower myself to my knees in front of her and gently run my hands along her thighs. 

      “Lean back and put your legs on either side of the arms.” When she does as I ask, I trace a finger down her stomach as I stare at her panty-covered pussy right in front of me. “Arms over your head, and hold on to the back of the chair.” 

      “Should I say yes sir or something?” I can see the nervous smile tug at her lips and I shake my head. 

      “There are no rules, Tia.” I lean forward and kiss the place just below her belly button. “I’m going to worship you and you’re going to lie back and take it. The only thing I need to hear from you is how good this feels.” 

      Before she has a chance to respond I kiss my way to her panties and then press my nose against them. I inhale her sweet scent and rub my lips over the damp cotton. She’s already so wet that there’s a spot there growing by the second and I inch my tongue out to taste it. Through the material I can taste her desire and I tease her little nub. The torture is for her just as much as it is for me. The tease and the prolonged moment of the first time my mouth touches her intimate flesh are to be savored. 

      I slide my hands under her ass and grip her tight as I lap at her panties and get them soaked. I can see straight through the white cotton and the outline of her lips is so goddamn erotic. The sounds of her mewling and rocking her hips fill my ears and the small cabin. I never dreamed I’d have this goddess surrounding me and I know that this is a turning point for the two of us.

      When she walked in here, she gave herself over to me and I intend to hold on to it and care for her for the rest of my life. Hearing all of that right now might overwhelm her, but what I have inside of me and what I feel for her form a tidal wave of emotions that is threatening to breach. 

      Once her panties are dripping and I can’t stand even the smallest barrier between us, I reach up and grab the waistband and yank it down in one quick movement. The thin cotton disintegrates in my hand and I toss it to the side. Now she’s spread as wide as she can go and I can see every pink inch of her. Short red curls frame the sweet tender pussy I’ve been aching to have since I had a taste of it in the barn. Without hesitation I lower my mouth onto her and the flavor of her in my mouth makes me groan in pain. It’s so fucking sweet and juicy, just like eating a ripe summer peach. 

      “You shouldn’t have let me ever find out this was between your legs, Tia.” I’m starving for her as I lick and lick and then slide two fingers into her. I can’t get close enough or deep enough inside her. I’m overwhelmed with need and for the first time in my life I’m losing control. “You should’ve kept this a secret even from me.” 

      “Don’t stop, Van,” she breathes, her voice cracking on the last word. 

      “Stop?” I laugh sardonically and shake my head. “You’ll have to force me from between your legs.” 

      I feel her pussy tighten around my fingers as I curl them up and against her. She shakes and tenses, crying out, and then I feel the first sensations of her climax. 

      “Fuck,” I breathe when I feel the rush of liquid gold over my fingers and I lap it up like a dog. 

      She’s too good and once isn’t enough, so I do all of it again until I feel her cum a second time. Her legs are on the arms of the chair as I suck on her clit and beg for another. I’ve tied her up but she’s the one that rules my soul and the only thing I want in life is to make this beautiful creature cum. 

      “I need more.” She pushes down on my fingers and I know that she’s ready for my cock. When I look up into her eyes they’re pleading for me and I can’t tell her no. “I need you inside me, Van.” 

      I sit up and shove my boxer briefs down my thighs and my cock springs free. It slaps against her wet pussy, thick and long and hungry for her cunt. Cum pearls at the head and drips onto her lips. I rub my thumb on her clit and then lick it clean. 

      “I’m not on anything.” I can hear the trace of nervousness in her voice as she bites her lip and looks down at my cock. It doesn’t stop her from rocking against it and letting the tip line up at her entrance. 

      “I don’t have condoms.” I grip the base of my cock to get myself under control as I slowly sink a little further into her sticky heat. 

      We both lock eyes as I keep on going and neither of us says a thing. When I feel the barrier of her pussy breach and her pussy muscles clamp down on me tightly, I lean forward to blanket my body over hers and whisper against her lips. 

      “You’re mine, Tia. I’ll take care of you.” I kiss her gently as my hands go to her breasts and I thrust all the way inside her. “I’ll always take care of you.” 

      “Van!” she cries out when my cock fills every inch of her. 

      I hold her close and kiss my way down to her breasts, sucking on her nipples to try and take the pain away. Her body relaxes after a moment and when she moves her hips I know she’s ready for more.

      I pump into her a few more times and my heart feels like it’s going to beat out of my chest.

      “I won’t last,” I pant, my cock squeezed so tight it’s almost painful. 

      “Cum.” Her breathing is just as fast as mine and I feel her slick body slide against me. 

      “Fuck, don’t say that word.” My hips jerk and I’ve lost all rhythm as I thrust in and out of her like a savage. 

      The little devil looks up at me through her lashes with the most innocent expression on her face. “I want to feel your cum in me.” 

      I lose all control and thrust hard one last time as I empty myself in her waiting warmth. As I release, her own climax is triggered and she cries out, clutching my chest. 

      It’s the single greatest thing I’ve ever felt and the second I cum, I want to do it again. And again and again. She’s everything I didn’t know I wanted and the second I saw her I knew it was game over for me. Seeing her now, under me, with my cock inside of her is like seeing heaven and I know this is how I want to spend every moment of my life from here on out. 

      I take her hand in mine and bring it to my mouth, kissing her fingers. “Looks like someone forgot the rules.” 

      She blushes as she pretends to be chagrined. “You should give me another chance to see if I can do it right this time.” 

      I thrust my hard cock into her slowly and feel our mingled release spread around. My own smile threatens to break but instead I lean forward and pretend to be stern. 

      “Just one more,” I lie, because once will never be enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      “I can see you.” 

      I freeze and then slowly turn to see Piper in bed. How can she see me? It’s pitch black in here. She flips on the lamp next to her bed and our small cabin fills with light. 

      “I see you every night, Tia. Care to tell me why you’re sneaking around?” She lets out a yawn and sits up. 

      “It’s fun?” I shrug. 

      Van and I have been hot and heavy for a few days now and each night I sneak out of my cabin and into his. I don’t really sneak back in the morning since we shower at his place and get ready before he walks me to the lodge. I make us breakfast before everyone else gets there since he gets up early to tend to some of the animals. I don’t like the thought of him going off without a full belly and he doesn’t like going anywhere without the taste of me on his lips. 

      “You don’t sleep here. Why not just move your stuff?” 

      She throws her feet over the side of the bed before getting up and going into the bathroom. She leaves the door open, waiting for me to respond. In all honesty I’m slowly moving there. Each day more and more of my stuff ends up at his place. 

      “I’m moving it,” I finally say, and I hear a flush. The water comes on and then she walks out a moment later. She gets right back into bed and smirks at me. 

      “Everyone knows you guys are doing the nasty.” 

      I can’t help but laugh as she calls it that. Van and I aren’t the most secretive and Van is handsy. I think he has an inner battle with himself because he always wants to touch me and wants people to know I’m his. I also think sometimes he holds back from touching me because he thinks people will imagine what it would be like to touch me too. He doesn't want anyone thinking anything sexual about me and it’s crazy. We’re learning as we go, which has been wonderful. Van also thinks I need time for things to settle in for me and he’s probably right. The man knows how to read me. 

      “You don’t think Honey and Ford would mind that Van and I were dating for only a few days before shacking up?” I ask. 

      Honey and Ford know something is going on with Van and me. Van calls me his in front of them and even kissed me tonight right in front of his mom. She only smiled and kept on reading from her book as her husband played with her hair. He hadn't noticed, or maybe he had. To me it looked like he was too busy touching Honey to care. 

      “They let you call her Honey,” Piper reminds me. “They’re also real parents and care about their son’s happiness.” 

      I don’t miss the bite of her words and it gives me another peek into the life Piper is trying—and failing—to hide. 

      “I really want to move in with him.” 

      That’s the truth but I think a small part of me fears moving again. I’ve moved around so much in my life and I hate that I let fear rule me. I can’t believe anything would go wrong since Van is the other half of my soul. I can feel that to my bones. 

      I can tell he gets off on the sneaking around thing but he’s also over it too. It might turn us on to have these dirty moments of almost getting caught, but it would turn us both on more if I gave in and we admitted that we live together now. I don’t think Van will be able to hold out much longer. The only reason he lets me go back to my cabin at the end of the night right now is because he knows I’m hanging out with Piper. 

      “Then do it.” She tucks herself under the blankets. “Your man wants you and wants you to stay. He’ll be there when you wake up in the morning. You should grab a hold of that, Tia. Not all men are like that.” 

      “Piper?” I clear the distance between us, pulling her into a hug because I can hear the pain in her words and see it written on her face. 

      She hugs me back. “I’m fine,” she says in a sad voice. “We’ll be fine.” And it’s the first time she’s openly mentioned the baby to me. 

      “You will be.” I pull back and look at her. “We both can make a home here. I’ll be here for the both of you.” I look down at her small baby bump and think that I could be pregnant myself. We could do this mom thing together. 

      “Thank you.” She hugs me again and I can feel her warmth in it. “Now go be with your man. I need my beauty sleep.” 

      I kiss her cheek before letting her go and walking out of the cabin. I wonder what dipshit left Piper on her own. If I ever meet the man I’m going to give him a piece of my mind. I’m not one to cause a scene but for that man I would. I have a feeling that day will come. I can’t see Piper giving herself over to a man that would walk out on her. Something isn’t adding up. 

      “Look who it is.” 

      My head jerks up when I hear Jack’s voice. I’d completely forgotten about him. But here I am thinking about one dipshit just as another appears. I know he was fired and I haven't seen him since that day in the barn. That was a handful of days ago and he’s still rocking the punch to the face Sadie told me Van gave him. 

      He’s directly on the path I take to cut across to Van’s place. All the paths are lit up with solar lights, making it easy to see, but I must have really zoned out to have not seen him before he spoke. 

       “You got me fired.” He takes another step closer to me when I don’t respond. 

      I want to ignore him and keep walking, but I have a feeling he wouldn’t like that. I know he’ll grab me because I can see it in his eyes. Van would go off the deep end if he laid a hand on me.

      “I told his parents what I saw and they fired me,” he spits out. I feel the blood drain from my face thinking of what Honey might think. “They must be as twisted as their son because they didn't care.” 

      White-hot anger hits me at anyone talking badly about the Cyprus family. “Don’t you—” Before I can get any more words out Jack is plowed into and being wrestled to the ground. 

      If I had blinked I would’ve missed it. 

      Van sacked Jack right off the path like a linebacker and I watch in horror as they both go rolling off to the side. Van comes out on top and I cringe when he punches Jack in the face.

      “You motherfucker!” Van shouts and my mouth drops open. There’s a deadly look on Van’s face and I’m terrified he’ll kill him. 

      “Son.” I whip my head to the side, where I see Ford. 

      Van’s dad is standing close by and I wonder where the hell he came from. He could’ve been with Van but I hadn't seen him coming either. I look back to Van when I hear the sound of another punch and then Ford calls out to me. 

      “Tia. Get my boy.” 

      It breaks me from the shock of what’s happening and I know I need to stop Van before he goes too far. 

      “Van,” I say, and his head flies up. When his eyes lock with mine I hold my hand out for him. He lets go of Jack and pushes himself to his feet. He comes right to me and ignores my hand and brings up his own to cup my face. 

      “You okay?” he asks me. 

      Am I okay? He was the one that was in a fight. 

      “I’m perfect,” I tell him, knowing I need to calm him down. Hearing that I’m all right is the only thing that will do it. 

      “Take your girl home. I’ll take out the trash,” Ford tells Van and he nods. 

      “Thanks, Dad,” Van answers, and his eyes never leave mine. 

      “Tia,” Ford calls to me as Van pulls me into his side. I look over to Ford and it’s then I realize how much he and Van look alike. “We might be a little crazy like Jack was saying.” He gives a lazy shrug. “But it’s always for the women we love. Welcome to the family. You’ll get used to our kind of crazy.” 

      I smile as his words settle over me. This is his way of telling me that they want me to be a part of their family and that I’m one of them. Good thing, because I want nothing more than to be a Cyprus. 

      “Thank you,” I say and he nods with a smile.

      “Get my boy home.” 

      Van leans down and kisses the top of my head before we start walking toward his cabin. 

      “You done with this not living together crap?” 

      “That’s the first thing you have to say to me?” I ask with a laugh. 

      “You wouldn't have been sneaking over here if you lived with me,” he reminds me as he opens the door to his cabin. I probably should worry about what’s going to happen with Jack and that Van could be getting in trouble or something, but I have a feeling Ford will handle it. The Cyprus men have a way of getting things done. 

      “Did you hurt your hand?” I ask, not answering him, but I’m only teasing. I like doing it more than I should. 

      “Tia.” The door shuts behind us as Van reaches over my shoulder to lock it. 

      His tone is one that tells me I should watch myself and that I could get into trouble. My nipples tighten as I press my thighs together and an ache begins to form. He’s so handsome, but when he gives me that stern face it goes to a whole other level. 

      “I think you enjoyed sneaking around.” I place my hands on his chest before sliding them up and wrapping my arms around his neck. I can still feel the tension in his body and I want to relieve it for him. I rock myself into him and his hard cock digs into me. 

      “There’s not a thing about you I don’t enjoy, my darling girl.” I let out a small squeal when he moves and lifts me off the ground. He presses me into the door and I feel his hard need between my legs. “I enjoy it so much I want you here all the time.” 

      I smile. God, my man is sweet. He’s a little bit of everything rolled into one perfect package and he wants me all to himself. All the time. What more could a girl ask for?

      “I’m all yours and I’m not going anywhere,” I tell him, brushing my mouth against his. I feel his body finally relax a little as he grabs my hips. 

      “I know you’re not because I won't let you.” 

      He growls, his mouth taking mine in a hard kiss. My whole body lights up at his possessive tone and I love that he’ll never let me go. He’s my home, my everything, my love. I should probably tell him all those things but I’m so lost in his touch and there will be time for that later. We have forever.
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      Her thighs spread wider as I lap at her clit and hum against it. She wiggles her hips, but I’ve got her feet tied to the bed, so no matter how much she squirms she’s open for my pleasure. 

      Last night I was on my way to her cabin to tell her enough was enough and I saw Jack talking to her. My rage took over and I launched into him, knowing I’d protect her from any threat. And that’s what he was. But I knew in that moment that everything I felt for her needed to be said out loud, I just didn’t want the first time I told her I loved her to be on the back of that memory. 

      The sun is almost up and I’ve spent the night loving every inch of her body. She tastes like the two of us and she’s cum so many times I don’t know if she’s going to be able to walk. She deserves a day in bed and the counselors can fend for themselves if they’re hungry. I’ve already texted the guys at the stables and let them know I won’t be in today. I plan on being right here with my woman and enjoying every second of it. 

      “Tia,” I whisper against her pussy. 

      “You’re killing me slowly, aren’t you?” she cries out as I nibble on her clit and then smile against it. 

      “Never.” I flick my tongue over the hard bud and it’s enough to send her over the edge once again. 

      I taste the sweet release on my tongue and close my eyes to savor it. Each time is better than the last and I think I might be addicted to it. 

      When I’ve wrung all of her pleasure out of her, I move up her body and sheathe myself in her warm slippery heat. I grunt at the feel of her slick channel squeezing my shaft and I have to hold myself still so I don’t cum right then and there. 

      I look into her eyes and tuck a sweaty lock of hair behind her ears as I kiss her lips gently. “I love you,” I say and feel the weight of it lift off my chest. I’ve been dying to say it since the moment I saw her but I didn’t want to scare her away. She smiles up at me and I see the tears in her eyes as I begin to slowly move inside of her. 

      “I love you too, Van.” 

      “Marry me.”

      Her eyes widen a little but she doesn’t look scared as she searches my face for any trace of a joke. “Are you serious?” 

      “I’ll never lie to you.” I slowly slide out and then make my way back inside, taking my time making love to her. “Marry me, Tia. This is forever for me and I won’t live without you.” 

      “Yes,” she blurts out and for a moment I think she’s shocked both of us. 

      I close my eyes and touch my forehead to hers, thanking my lucky stars that I found her and that she wants me. 

      “You’ve made me so happy,” I say as I move faster. “Tell me you love me again. I need to hear you say it a thousand times before I’ll know it’s real.” 

      She smiles up at me as I reach down and pull the rope at her ankles, setting her free. 

      “Wrap your legs around me. I need to feel you everywhere.” 

      “I love you, Van,” she moans, and I thrust harder and push us both to the edge. 

      When she cums again I finally give myself over to the need and finish with her. The heat of my release bathes her womb and I nearly black out from the intensity of it. Knowing she loves me and that she’s going to be my wife is almost too much for my heart to hold, but somehow I do. 

      It’s a while later as I’m lying on my back playing with her hair that I feel Tia’s stomach growl. I laugh and think about how little I have here in my cabin because I’m always in the main kitchen with her. 

      “I should feed you,” I say, and she sits up on top of me and looks down. 

      We both stare at the ring I slipped on her finger after the last time we made love. It’s a simple gold band with a round diamond in the middle. I got it the first day I saw her and I knew I wouldn’t stop until I made her mine. 

      “I think you want to go show this off to the camp.” 

      I try to hide my smug smile but it’s no use. “It would be an added bonus to feeding you. But we’re only going long enough to stock up on food and then we’re coming straight back to bed.” 

      “Deal,” she agrees as we jump up and quickly put on whatever clothes are nearby. 

      We hold hands as we walk out of the cabin and I can’t help but play with her ring. I love having it there and knowing that she’s mine. I can’t wait to get one of my own too. Do men wear engagement rings? 

      “You’ve got a few weeks before school starts,” Tia reminds me and I squeeze her hand. “What are we going to do until then?” 

      I look over at her and raise an eyebrow. “I think we can come up with something.” 

      She smacks my chest playfully as we reach the kitchen. “You know what I mean.” 

      “Luckily my first few classes are all online and then when I have to do my labs and clinicals I get to go into town. We could get an apartment there if you’d rather live away from the camp.” 

      I would hate to leave Camp Hardwood because it’s my home, but I’ll go anywhere as long as Tia is with me. 

      “Van.” She tugs my arm and I come up short. “We don’t have to leave here, do we?” 

      Dread fills her eyes and I step closer to her to cup her cheek. 

      “We don’t have to go anywhere, darling girl. I just wanted you to know we can if you ever want to.” 

      “I don’t,” she says firmly and I nod in agreement. 

      “Then this is home.” 

      “Home,” she repeats and I lean down to kiss her. 

      I hear a throat clearing nearby and I look up to see Piper standing on the porch of the kitchen. Tia blushes as she cuddles into my chest and I take her by the hand again and we make our way over to Piper. 

      “Good morning, you two love birds,” she says as we all enter the kitchen. “You’re late.” 

      “She’s off today.” I jump in before Tia can comment. 

      “I made you breakfast burritos yesterday, they’re in the fridge,” Tia says, walking over and grabbing the handle. 

      Just as her hand goes up, Piper lets out a squeal and rushes over next to her. “Tia, what the—” She turns to look at me with wide eyes and Tia’s face turns about ten shades of crimson. “Did you get engaged?”

      “She did,” I confirm, and I can feel my smile stretching from ear to ear. 

      Piper whistles as she looks down at the ring. “I knew it.” 

      “You knew it?” Tia asks when her friend pulls her in for a hug. 

      “The way he looks at you? Are you kidding me? It was only a matter of days.” Piper looks over at me and beams. “Congratulations. Just make sure you take care of her.” 

      “I plan on it,” I agree. 

      “Good. Or I’ll have to kick your ass.” 

      I don’t mention that she couldn’t hurt a fly, and decide to just nod and bite my lip to keep from laughing. 

      “This is the best news. We should eat to celebrate,” she says, but as she turns to take a step I see a slash of pain in her eyes. 

      “Piper?” I call out, rushing forward just as she tries to make a grab for the chair next to her and nearly falls over. 

      I catch her just before she hits the ground and she clutches her stomach. Her face goes completely white and her eyes roll back. 

      “Call 911!” I yell as I pick Piper up and run to the emergency Jeep parked next to the office. 

      I feel Tia right behind me and when we get to the Jeep she jumps in the back seat with Piper. 

      “It’s going to be okay,” Tia says. I stomp on the gas and glance back to her in the rearview mirror. 

      “Tia?” I hear softly from the back, and I see Piper open her eyes and a bit of color reappears on her cheeks. 

      I breathe a quick sigh of relief but don’t slow down as I make my way to the hospital. 

      “I’m here. Just relax and we’ll be at the hospital in a second.” 

      “I had some spotting this morning. The baby book said it was normal.” 

      Baby book? Holy shit, Piper really was pregnant? Thoughts race through my mind and I don’t know what to do other than drive. 

      “Shh. Just relax and breathe. It’s all going to be okay.” 

      Tia looks up in the rearview mirror at the same time I do and our eyes lock in a question we’re both too afraid to ask. 

      Will it be okay?
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        Five years later…

      

      

      “You really do everything with love,” Honey says to me as she airplane feeds our daughter. She’s too old to be fed like that, but I keep that comment to myself. It’s adorable and our youngest always giggles when she does it. 

      Honey and Ford are the grandparents of the century. They can’t get enough of our little girls. It warms me that our daughters have a family that fights over who gets to spend more time with them. It’s something so foreign to me, growing up the way I did. I’ve made my roots here and this is my forever home and family. 

      “What?” I say as I tie a perfect bow on the basket I’ve made. I packed up a late lunch for me to take out to Van in the barn. He didn’t eat enough when he stopped by for lunch and eating me doesn't count. I don’t care what he says. He’s too worried about hanging out with us and playing with our girls to eat a proper meal. He’s been busy out in the barn this week and now he’s dealing with someone who needs him to tend to their horse. Van normally only tends to our own animals, but the next closest veterinarian clinic is over two hours away so it isn't uncommon for people to stop in and ask a question or have him take a look. It’s hard for Van to say no when he thinks an animal might need help. Even if he’s as busy as he is.

      “The basket looks like it belongs on a display. I can only imagine what’s inside of it.” 

      Thankfully everyone is used to me blushing. They think it’s the norm, but really I’m blushing because this basket isn't only stuffed with food for my husband—it might have a few other things for us to play with too. Van and I have been married for almost five years and there’s never a dull moment when it comes to our lovemaking. I know there never will be because he’s always finding new inner desires I didn't know were there. He really is the other half of my soul. How else could he read me so well and know things about me I didn’t?

      “You know I’ll make you one anytime you want,” I tell Honey. 

      Sometimes I do it for her and Ford as a thank you. They’re always so eager to watch our girls when Van and I need a night with just the two of us. Like the nights when he wants to make me scream his name and it’s better if no one is within a mile of our place. I just don’t put the little extras in theirs like I do with the ones Vans and I use. 

      “I know, sweetheart.” She comes over and gives me a kiss. “Tell my son I said hi and I’m ready for another baby around here.” I roll my eyes. 

      “So, the usual.” 

      “Yep.” She winks at me before sitting back down with our girls again. 

      I give them both a kiss and think that I wouldn’t mind a third either. The girls are getting more independent and Van’s finished school. We have the time and he’s brought it up a few times himself. I just always have this small fear if I have too many kids that one might not get the attention it deserves. I know that’s my inner battle at play because it really is a village around here. It might be called Camp Hardwood, but everyone is family and this is home. 

      I take my basket out to the Gator for the short ride over to the barn. When I get there I see a truck I don’t recognize parked outside. This must be the person who called, but I wonder why they don’t have a trailer hitched up if they wanted Van to take a look at their horse. For some reason the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Not because I’m scared but because of something else I can’t place. 

      I step out of the Gator and grab my basket. The barn doors are open wide for me to enter and I freeze when I see my husband standing with a woman who is maybe ten years older than me. Not that it matters because she’s all legs with long blond hair. Without having seen much of her or knowing her, I can already tell she’s a professional show horse rider. What has me taking a step back is the fact that my husband has her by the wrist. Her hand is suspended between the two of them and I can’t see his face. I can only see her blue eyes widen in shock. 

      I drop the basket in my hand and almost trip over it in the process. 

      “Darling girl. Be careful,” Van says as he throws the woman’s wrist away like it’s on fire. 

      He’s half running to me even though I already caught my balance. 

      “You’ve still got your apron on,” he says, smiling down at me. Before I can say anything his mouth comes down on mine for a long, sweet kiss. “And you brought my favorite.” He gives my bottom lip a nibble and I’m too shocked to stop him. “Okay, second favorite. We all know you’re my favorite thing to eat. But your butterscotch brownies are second and I can taste them on you.” 

      The woman clears her throat and it shakes me back to reality. Van can always take me to someplace else where I forget about everything but him. 

      “I told you to get lost,” he tells the woman without looking her way. 

      “But—”

      Van’s eyes are cold as he snaps his gaze to her. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re up to, but you came to our house and tried to touch me when it’s perfectly clear I’m married.”

      “I didn’t know. I thought—”

      “I bet my life I mentioned my wife five times since you got here.”

      I believe him. At times it makes me blush how much he goes on and on about me. He’s just so proud and happy to have me he can’t help himself but tell anyone who will listen. It’s no secret in town Van is married because Honey made the wedding a three-day event! She wanted everyone to know she had a daughter now and I’d never felt more loved since I became a Cyprus. 

      “I think I’ll find another vet.” The woman lifts her chin while somehow looking down at me before she stomps off in her flashy cowgirl boots that are all show and no work. 

      I hate to break it to the woman but Van’s into kitchen aprons and me laid out naked on our bed. That’s what gets him going, not anything fancy. 

      “I told you to do that before you got out of your truck,” Van mutters, shaking his head. 

      He knew she was up to no good the second she got here. The Cyprus family is loaded and some people try to sink their fingers into it. They never get anywhere but sometimes people get brave. 

      “You and that apron.” He switches the subject back to me and all his focus is directed solely on his wife. It never gets old thinking of myself as that. 

      “You had her by the wrist,” I point out. I know I’m going to get fucked extra hard over the comment. 

      Van reaches down to pick up my basket and I lick my lips when I see a few of the toys I packed have gotten tossed to the top. 

      “I was stopping her from touching me. I don’t know what the fuck she was doing,” he steams. “You know that apron does shit to me and I didn’t get enough of you at lunch. You know I need more.” 

      My nipples tighten at the thought. When it comes to Van, he can have it all. There’s no part of me that doesn’t belong to him. 

      “Maybe I’m not giving any up. I just caught you with another woman in here.”

      Van lets out a humorless laugh. “That was nothing. You just saw what I have to deal with all the time. All those lifeguards are always trying to hang around your kitchen and get whatever treat they can.” His playfulness drops from his face and now I’m the one fighting a real laugh. 

      I’m really not jealous. I know I’m the only woman for Van. We are two halves of a whole, but still it gets us both worked up when someone tries to sneak in and grab our attention from each other. It’s always going to be a losing battle for them. For us it just makes sex that day a little more intense and I can tell from the glint in his eyes I’m not going to be walking out of this barn on my own two feet. 

      He’s going to slay me with orgasms but it doesn’t matter. I might not be able to walk out but my husband will carry me. We’re about to have one of our summer sneakouts in the barn and maybe this one will end up with us having a little boy. 

      I don’t have any doubts because Van always gives me what I need. If a baby boy is what I want, it’s what I’ll get.
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        Ten years later…

      

      

      “Did you pack your bug spray?” I ask as I check the pack for the millionth time. 

      “Yes, Dad,” Ariel says, and I can hear her eye roll. 

      “I’m just making sure.” I place her sleeping bag next to it but don’t make a move to pick it up. 

      “Come on, Dad, I’m going to be late.” Ariel tugs at my arm and I look over to see Tia giving me a look. 

      “What?” I ask her and she raises an eyebrow telling me to stop. “Fine,” I grunt, turning to face Ariel. “We’ll go, but first I want a kiss and a hug. And don’t rush it, because I’m not going to see you for ten whole days and I need it to last.” 

      She beams up at me and throws herself in my arms as I scoop her up and swing her around. 

      It’s our oldest daughter’s first sleep-away camp and I think I’m having the hardest time out of everyone. Tia seems nervous but she’s putting on a braver face than I am. I’m just obsessively checking her bags and stalling. 

      “It’s totally fine that you didn't want to spend your summer at Camp Hardwood,” I tease. 

      “Dad, we live there, it doesn’t count.” She looks up at me with dark eyes just like her mother. “Besides, this is girl scout camp, so no boys allowed.” 

      “Why do you think I agreed to it?” I say as I kiss her on the top of her head. 

      She shakes her head as Tia comes over and they have a quick snuggle. Her sister and brother already told her goodbye this morning before we left. Tia and I wanted this time alone to say goodbye thinking it would be easier on her if we weren’t all there. But in reality it’s hard on me no matter who is here to see it. 

      Ariel is our firstborn but she’ll always be my baby. Just like all of our kids, I still think of them as newborns even though the years have flown by. I glance over at Tia as I grab the bags and we walk to the camp registration. She and Ariel are talking, but as the light dances in Tia’s red hair I forget everything else but just how beautiful my wife is. 

      I’m struck so often by how lucky we are that we found one another in the middle of nowhere. She’s still the absolute best thing that’s ever happened to me and through her she’s given me so much love and joy. 

      “Promise me, no kisses when we get to the cabin,” Ariel warns and it’s then I see a flash of my temper cross her eyes. I know exactly where that came from and part of me loves it. The part that doesn’t have to deal with attitude when she’s being extra sassy. 

      “Scouts honor,” I agree and hold up three fingers. 

      She thinks it over for a second and decides I’m not lying. She gets her registration pack and I carry her stuff to the cabin. I keep my word and don’t kiss her anymore, but I do pull her in for a bear hug until she giggles and squeals for me to let her go. Just before I do, she hugs me back and it’s the sweetest damn thing ever. 

      Tia and I leave hand in hand and we’re quiet as we make our way back to the car. It’s her first real time being away from us that isn’t with my parents and she didn’t give us a backwards glance. Why am I struggling so much with this?

      “Hey,” Tia says, squeezing my hand and breaking my concentration. 

      “Hey,” I say back as I try to shake off my gloomy mood and pull her close. 

      “Want to take our time going back and sneak off in the woods?” She wiggles her eyebrows at me as her hands come around my waist. 

      “And what would we do there?” I ask, my cock growing heavy with excitement. 

      “Try not to get caught.” 

      “That’s half the fun,” I say as I pull her flush against me and let her feel how much I like the idea. 

      “What’s the other half of the fun?” 

      “Me eating your pussy while you hold on to a tree and try not to scream.” I lick my lips as my mouth begins to water and she nods her head. 

      “You’ve got a deal.” 

      We both jump into the car excitedly and I pull out of the parking lot. In the back of my mind I know she’s using this as a distraction to get me out of my bad mood. But hey, it worked, and I get to lick my wife's sweet cunt. What more could I possibly need to make me feel better? I was already given the whole world the day she came into my life. Now all I have to do is cherish it. Forever.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Hawk

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Four months ago… 

      

      

      I’ve been paged to the Lewis Hotel downtown and I’m not thrilled about it. Piper has been acting like a brat lately, but today’s her birthday. Her eighteenth birthday. I wanted to stay with her today and make sure she didn't get herself into trouble but her father had other plans. 

      I’ve worked for the Torres family for the last ten years and I’ve proven my loyalty to her father. He’s in charge of our surrounding area and when he called me personally to be security over his little girl I took on that responsibility with my life. He’s not the kind of man you want to let down, so I was surprised when today of all days, he let her out of the house without so much as a driver to stay with her. 

      I’ve been worried sick about Piper and what the hell she’s gotten herself into. She’s not normally one to go looking for danger, but she loves to rile me up every chance she gets. Thoughts of her in that damn yellow bikini last summer have me clenching my fists as I walk into the hotel and bypass the front desk. When she texted me her location and the room number I drove as fast as I could and now I’m practically running up the stairs because the elevator will take too long. 

      By the time I reach her floor I’m panting and my heartbeat is pounding in my ears. I race down the hall, and when I get to her door I see that it’s slightly ajar. 

      I’ve protected Piper since she was eight years old and the thought of someone hurting her or touching her has my skin on fire. I push open the door and rush inside, and the sight of what’s before me has me stopping dead in my tracks. 

      The sound of the door slamming closed behind me is nothing compared to the roar of adrenaline in my chest. 

      “Hey, Hawk,” she says softly from the bed. 

      She’s spread out on top of the silk bed completely naked except for the necklace I gave her this morning. It’s a diamond in the shape of a small bird and now it sparkles as it hangs between her big round tits. Her pink nipples are pinched tight and it looks like she’s been playing with them. 

      “Piper,” I manage to choke out with the last of the breath in my lungs. 

      My eyes travel down her body to where her knees are spread and her pink folds are on display for me. Even from here I can see she’s wet and ready for a cock. 

      “It’s my birthday and there’s only one thing I want.” 

      I swallow hard as she sits up and slides a hand between her legs, spreading her folds for my pleasure. I lick my lips and struggle to put my tongue back in my mouth as her small fingers circle her clit. 

      “What are you doing?” comes out of my mouth, but I have no idea how my brain is still functioning. 

      “Please, Hawk. I love you and I want you to take my virginity.” 

      She’s told me since she was a little girl she loved me, but as she got older I stopped saying it back. I didn’t want her to get any ideas about an old man like me wanting something so sweet and pure. Even now as I stare at the heaven between her young legs I can see the prize she wants me to take from her. That tiny little barrier that shows me she’s never had a man and the animalistic urges inside me roar to life. 

      “Piper, you can’t ask me to do that.” But whatever she orders me to do, I have to follow. A sick part of my mind rejoices in her command but she’s like a daughter to me. I can’t fuck her. “I’m your guardian and your protector.” 

      “And you’re the man I want to turn me into a woman,” she pleads, moving her fingers faster and moaning. 

      My legs shake and before I can catch myself I fall to my knees. She’s been my whole world and my every purpose for the last ten years. I can’t do this. I can’t. 

      Even as I have that thought I lean forward and plant my hands on the carpet. I shamefully crawl closer to the bed as her moans grow louder and the sounds of her slick flesh echo in my ears. Fuck. What am I doing? 

      My mind warns me to shut up and my body takes over. God, how long have I wanted to do this? How long have I dreamed of my tongue on her cunt? How many times have I jerked off thinking about this very moment? She wasn't old enough then, but she is now. She’s offering me what I’ve been desperate for on a silver platter and I'm starving. 

      I know that just seeing her like this will get me killed. Her father will have my eyes gouged out and my tongue cut off, but one taste of her would be worth it. Just one little taste.

      Secret Baby at Camp.. coming soon!
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        For all the HOT news and DIRTY details…

        sign up for the mailing list!
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