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“GOD DAMN IT, BABY.”  I groan. “You’re about to strangle my fucking dick.”  

There’s a tight ring that latches on just inside her as I set myself balls deep, and right now it’s clamped onto me like a vise.  

I tell myself she never wants me to leave.

And I don’t want to leave.  

I’d fucking live inside her pussy if it were possible. Fuck, I never imagined I’d have anything like this with anyone. I never knew anything like this existed. 

My cock swells as her death grip tightens, her inner walls stroking me off, and it’s hard as fuck to even take a full breath.  

“Your cunt is magic.”  I seethe as I draw back the few inches I dare and plunge forward again, irrationally angry at not having every inch of me inside her, not settling as deep as her body can accept.  

If I know nothing in this world except this: this is where I belong.  Where she needs me. Where she needs my seed.

As if she reads my mind, her eyes latch to mine as she speaks. “Daddy, I need your cum inside me.”  Her voice is scratchy from the repeated orgasms.  The words are a desperate plea, a cry for mercy, and looking down into her eyes I see my own personal heaven.

My heaven.  Because that’s what she is.

Mine. 

“I’m going to give it to you, Babybear.  Daddy just needs more of you for a little longer.  You know what I need. One more, just for me.”  The last words deepen as the harshness bubbles up. 

She brings out the monster in me and little by little my sweet girl is learning that is part of how I love her.

And only her.

“Daddybear, okay...now, may I cum now?” Her eyes flutter on a gasp as I drive my cock in and out, pulling her hips closer to me.  Her legs are spread obscenely wide, showing off how her dripping pink opening sucks me on every stroke.  “Oh, God...”

“Not yet.” I growl slamming into her like a rutting boar hell bent on my pleasure.  “You know goodgirls say please. You didn’t say please.”

She cringes and presses her head back into the white bedding that’s crumpled around her.

“Pleeeeease.”  She pleads, and I so love to hear the desperation.  

The need.

“Daddy will tell you when you can come.  Not before. And I say not yet.” 

“But, I said please...”  She whimpers, and it only serves to feed the beast.

It’s not fair, I get that.  I tell her I need her to cum, then I tell her not yet.  But the control intoxicates me and from the look in her eyes when I play with her, the way her pussy just gushed all over my cock, it does the same for her.

I lean over, pressing my body harder into her open slit, applying pressure to her clit and revel in the moment as her pleas turn frantic.

“Daddy, God, please, please, please, please please please.  I can’t stop it.”  Her voice cracks and I feel her body tighten around me with another release of arousal until it’s dripping off my balls.

But all I do is press myself harder against her, unrelenting.

“Not yet, Babybear.  Don’t you dare come yet. This pussy is for me to enjoy.  I allow you your pleasure when it suits me, baby.  I give you your pleasure as I see fit. You like being Daddy’s slutty little girl, don’t you?”

She nods, her eyes rolling upward as she battles to restrain her orgasm. My words make it more difficult for her to rein herself in, I know it. And I love it. 

Holding her off like this feeds the monster in me. 

The man in me cares for her, loves her, shows her devotion and all the kindnesses she deserves.

But the monster.  Fuck, the monster loves to see this.

Her suffering.  For me and only me.

She willingly gives her body, mind and soul to me to do as I please.  It’s intoxicating.

And a responsibility I gladly accept.

That suffering has my heart pounding and my dick ready to deliver that which fulfills her.  Her cheeks blush deep red and I can’t believe I managed to become inextricably attached to her so quickly.

Attached to anyone for that matter.

I pummel her without mercy until the muscles in the backs of my legs and my ass start to cramp.  The sound of our wet flesh slapping together fills the space around us.

“Ouch...  Daddybear, not so hard.  It hurts...”  She uses that little girl voice she knows drives me mad.

“Shhh, baby. Be a goodgirl.  Daddy’s almost done.”  Without mercy I pull nearly completely out of her, then plunge back in harder and harder as it’s nearing impossible to hold off my own release.  

Her back arches, tears streaming out of the corners of her eyes as she struggles to hold on. 

“You’re mine, Babybear.  All of you.  Don’t you forget it.  Now fuck your Daddy the way a goodgirl should and I’ll tell you when to come.”

Her hands smack down next to each hip and grip into the edge of the mattress where her ass dangles, where we are connected.  She begins pulling herself in pulses against me, hardening each stroke and driving me so deep the tip of my dick battles against her cervix.

She whimpers as I watch her tits bounce and sway with each undulation of her body, and I’m hypnotized by the sight. 

“Is this good, Daddy? Am I doing it right?”  She pulls her body back and forth, spreading her legs even wider with what looks like gratitude in her eyes.

“So good, baby. So very right. You’ve learned so well.  That’s how a good babygirl fucks her daddy.  Makes him happy.  Makes him pleased.”  I grit out the words, moving my hands to her knees, pressing them up and outward for my view as she fucks her drenched cunt harder and faster onto my cock.

Her mouth opens, like she wants to say something, but no words follow.  Only an arch of her neck. Satin blonde hair in a mess of a golden halo around her head and shoulders.  Skin so white I dare say the sun has never had the pleasure of touching her.  

And lips. God, those lips.  

Full and stained with a color that reminds me of a fresh raspberry. And Christ, don’t get me started on her scent.  It’s sex and cotton candy and fresh linen in the summer breeze.

“You want to come?”  I watch the flicker in her eyes, turning them white as they roll back.  Her inner thighs start to quiver with the effort to restrain what’s coming.  

“Yes.”  She starts then quickly meets my eyes correcting herself. “I mean, please, Daddy, please yes please.” The word drifts out on top of a moan as a tear traces from the corner of her eye. I need it as much as she does, so finally I set her free.  

“That’s a goodgirl.” Pride fills my heart knowing this amazing creature belongs to me. “Come for me, Babybear.  Come for Daddy.  Do it now. Now.”

Her pussy muscles contract and for a split second, like it’s my life flashing before my eyes, I remember why I shouldn’t be here.

All the reasons she shouldn’t be with me. Why no one should be with me.

My life isn’t a place for attachments.  It’s dangerous for me and it’s dangerous for her.  

Like always, I fight to block it all out. There has to be a way. A way for us to be right.  

Together. Safe.  

I’ll figure it out, but right now I need this.

“Come with me, Daddy. I want it inside me.”  She whimpers, looking directly into my soul with eyes the color of milk chocolate and lust.  It brings me back to the moment and I shake away the other bullshit for the moment.

The red sunset through the window glows like fire in the dark of her pupils, reminding me how late it’s getting, how soon I’m going to have to leave.  But I’ll take the memory of those eyes with me when I go, the way they’re looking at me right now.  I get hard just thinking of her eyes no matter where I am or who I’m with, but I don’t care.  

There’s a saying: Brown eyes are just brown eyes until you love someone with brown eyes. 

Fuck if that isn’t the truth. 

I try to hold back a little longer, to exercise that same control I use every day in my work.  But she adds, in a voice so thick with desire each word feels like another lock binding us together, “Your cum, Daddy.  I need it inside me—”

And I’m done.

“Now. Baby, now, again, cum with me.” I explode, my balls seizing and pumping my hot release into her tiny body below me.

We come in unison on a heaving shudder.  I come so hard, lights dance in my eyes and I lose my vision, worried for a moment that I might collapse. My hands grip tight to her lush hips as her body lifts off the white bedding and she twists and cries out like I’m tearing something from her body.  

I am.

Her soul.

Because I have to have it. I move one hand and rub my thumb over her clit, pulling more of her pleasure from her as my still-hard cock drives in and out, unwilling to give way to just one orgasm.

She cums again quickly, tumbling over the first.  And again, one trembling orgasm crashing against the next until her body quivers from head to toe and I finally ease up, satisfied I’ve taken all she can handle.

“Shhhh.” I try to soothe her as she fights for each breath.  Her thighs shaking as she gasps.

Panic rises in her eyes and her arms fly out to her sides, flailing at anything and nothing.  

Her eyes widen in fear as the orgasms fail to stop and topple, one over the other, leaving her helpless under me.

I lower my voice. “Slow.  Take a slow breath, baby.” The undulations of her inner walls milk me to another climax of my own, even as I’m talking, drawing more cum from my jerking balls.

I lean over, hovering over her face, and try to catch her frightened eyes.  

As I do, I reach down and flatten my palm over her racing heart.  Holding her down, I feel the connection there as stars dance in my eyes and the muscles in the backs of my thighs twitch.

Just when I didn’t think I could fall any farther in love with this sweet girl, in her delirium she reaches up and puts her own tiny hand in the same place on my chest.  And I know, no matter what, there is no going back.

No going back to who I was before.

No going back to the things I did to distract myself from my miserable life.

No going back to the guilt of not being the man I should be.

The man I will be. 

For her. 

I halt my movements, letting her body calm and relax. As I do, memories of the day we met play back in my mind. 

That day I first saw her, she awakened something in me never before unearthed.  A vicious predator that wants to own her, to give her every kindness. And yes, still hurt her in beautiful ways at the same time. To claim her, completely and utterly.

I’d never imagined having this with the girl in front of me in the checkout line at the greenhouse. It was storming that day, she was soaking wet and I couldn’t keep my eyes from the way her T-shirt clung to her body.

I’d stopped in to buy a new basil plant as I keep killing the ones I have. I keep a fresh herb garden in the aviary in my home. Something passed down from my mother. But hell if I can keep the damn basil alive. 

The golden-haired angel was checking out in front of me, buying cucumber and tomato plants—just one of each.  When the cashier rang her up, she reached in her wallet and came up short.

She turned to glance at me, pushing up the black rimmed glasses that drooped on her nose, humiliation in those eyes. And God, those eyes...shocking brown with shimmering-blue flecks, unlike anything I’d seen before. 

She’d set the plants aside, apologized with growing rose color on her pale cheeks.  The cashier huffed, gave her a dirty look, rolling her eyes and looking to me to join in on her bitchy bandwagon. 

That didn’t fucking happen.

My girl mumbled she’d try to come back with the rest of the money, her eyes downcast as she slipped her wallet into the back pocket of her jeans.  Just then, a clap of thunder shook the entire store.  She’d let out a terrified yelp, nearly fell to her knees with her hands over her ears.

After that, the pink that was on her cheeks turned to red.  I saw tears gathering in her eyes.

Something inside me came alive.  Sparks ignited.  A protective fury overcame me. 

A paternal sort of seed was planted deep in my gut.  

I needed to help her.  

I needed to care for her. 

I needed to claim her.

I watched as she stood, fear in her eyes and she’d moved away, her ass filling out the pockets of those jeans in a way that had my mouth watering.  Her “I gave at the office” wet T-shirt showed off amazing curves and my cock jerked to life. 

She looked at me in that moment and I saw something in myself I’d never seen before.

A man who wanted a woman.  Not just in his bed for the night, but in his life. I’d never had that feeling before and it nearly took me to my knees. But it was still more.  She was part woman, part little girl and I wanted to be the man that could take care of both of them.

In very colorful and clear language I told the cashier what a piece of shit she was and that she was out of a job.  One thing about me, I don’t make idle threats.  Later that same day, I made a call to the owner of the greenhouse who’d I’d known for many years and made sure my words were not a mere threat.

I’d caught up with my girl, asked if she was okay.  She looked down at her worn, dirty white Converse sneakers and told me she was sorry. She was embarrassed, but she was terrified of loud noises. 

I kept her there a while longer, asking her questions, trying to calm her down. She told me that she took care of plants for people in their homes and offices.  I told her I needed her services. 

I also told her I was taking her to dinner that night. When I saw the anxiety in her eyes, I simply told her it was for a proper interview, nothing more.  It was a ruse, of course, but it set things in motion even I had no control over.  

When we were done talking, I found the closest worker in the greenhouse, and had nearly all the plants in the damn store delivered to my house.  I wanted to be her to be so busy with me, I would be her one and only customer.

I moved her in a few days later while she was out working at another job. She’d come home to find her shithole apartment empty and me standing there, leaning against my car as I waited out front.  

I’d explained to her she didn’t live there anymore.  She fought me, saying she could take care of herself and she barely knew me. The memory makes me smile. Such a strong girl. When it was evident, she needed a bit more convincing, I threw her over my shoulder and carried her to the car. 

A night and day of her pushback and her threats to call the cops and tell them she’d been kidnapped. But in the end, I won.  It’s what I do.  

I win.  

Now, the innocent, shy girl with the green thumb and crooked bangs is wrapping her cunt around my dick the way she did with my heart that first day I set eyes on her.

I slide deeper into her heat as yet another of my own climaxes becomes impossible to hold back. The stars in my eyes turn to visions of a future I never dreamed possible.
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“I’LL BE BACK, BABY.”  Daddy’s eyes focus on me.  

The deep rumble of his voice never stops making my belly flutter. Besides how he looked, it was his voice that grabbed me that first day and never let go.  It’s this commanding baritone that makes people around him turn and look, but his voice is low and slow, like he’s never in a hurry. 

I could listen to him talk forever; lost in the timbre and depth of each word. 

As he looks at me, his grayish-green irises seem to shimmer like silver water, only making it harder to say goodbye.  I could look at his eyes forever too, listening to everything they are saying to my heart.

Between the eyes and the voice, I was a goner from day one.

“I can’t help it.”  Like a spider monkey, I cling to the front of him.  “I miss you already.”

This man I’ve only known a couple months has become my entire world.  

“Babybear, I miss you before I hit the end of the driveway, but listen...”  His massive hand comes to rest on the top of my head and his other at the center of my back.  He’s standing at the edge of the counter where I’m sitting naked after he’s used and loved me for hours. Taking me in the bedroom after dinner, knowing he had to leave before the sun came up.

After we were done doing every nasty thing Daddy needed, he gave me a piggy-back ride to the kitchen and made me hot chocolate while he drank his tea and then let me eat a bowl of Lucky Charms as he whipped up a hemp protein shake for himself.  

Gack. 

I’m on a Lucky Charms ration, once a week, and boy I learned not to try to sneak an extra bowl in without his approval.  

My rear end paid a high price for that mistake and the lesson was received loud and clear.  Daddy doesn’t miss much and as much as I enjoy a little swat on the rear end, when it comes to a punishment spanking, it’s not the same.

It hurts. And Daddy knows it does but it drives his point home. I’ve come to realize, he enjoys bringing me to tears but then equally enjoys kissing them away and making it all better after.

So odd. 

But so freakin’ hot.

He’s a mountain of a man in a handmade black suit.  He’s Russian, but his English is perfect, something he said his parents insisted upon. They were afraid an accent would hold him back from certain opportunities. 

He’s someone I would never have imagined would appeal to me, or me to him, but that day in the greenhouse he won my heart and I can’t explain how right he feels.  

I’m wrapped around him like an anchor desperately trying to keep the ship in the harbor as he continues.  “You take care of our babies while I’m gone, okay?  With any luck I’ll be back tomorrow morning. If not by morning, the next day at the latest.  I promise.”

A lot of the plants he has are scattered around the huge house, but the vegetable plants are all in the beautiful aviary off the back of the main great room. 

He calls the vegetable plants ‘our babies’ and it hits me in all the feels every time he does.

“Vegetable plants and donkeys are great, Daddybear, but they’re not you.  It’s not a family without you.”

“I know, baby, and you know family is everything to me. You are my family now. I’ll never understand anyone that doesn’t put family first. And you are first for me, but I still have to work, because that’s a part of how I take care of you. You know what I always say: loyalty is everything. Never turn your back on family, baby.  Never. And I’ll never turn my back on you.”

Every time he does his family-is-the-most-important-thing-ever speech, I battle this ball of guilt deep inside. Knowing that I’m keeping things from him, especially something he holds so dear, tears me up. 

But I’m stuck, and I can’t imagine making him angry or losing him, so I keep up my web of lies. I’m praying someday it will all become a non-issue by some stroke of magic.

“I know, Daddybear.”  I sigh, trying to find a way to dislodge the niggling guilt, and somehow come to projecting my own secrets onto him.  “I just...I wish you would tell me where you’re going.  About your work. I want to know, Daddy.”  He’s so secretive about so many things that it’s easy to deflect my own secrets.  I hate being without him here, hate the thought that there are things in his life that I can’t know, even as I struggle to keep my own life at arm’s length. “I just hate not knowing what goes on in your life when you’re not here.”

Tears start to prick at my lower lids, the truth of that statement hitting me deep. I never minded being alone before him.  Now, when he’s gone, I ache.  My body.  My heart. 

I ache.

“I told you I can’t, baby.”  His voice is soothing, but it does nothing to calm the rising panic in my gut.  “It’s work.  Just work.  I don’t want any other babygirls but you.  You know that.  You are my one and my only, okay? So please, don’t worry.”

“So. Not. Fair.  You know where I am all the time. What I’m doing. I send you pictures of my day. Of me. I always tell you things.” I pout but release my death grip on his enormous body.  

I try to be strong, but deep down it bothers me when he goes.  The doubts about why he keeps things from me poke at me in my most insecure moments.

He’s the guy that could have any girl.  He’s got that thing.  

A swagger.  

An unapologetic confidence that pulls you to him. And I see women looking at him whenever we are out.  He’s talked a little about his past as far as dating or whatever when I asked. And his best friend, George, has made some remarks as well, here and there, about the kind of guy he was before me. 

Seems he was quite the player and I have no idea how I’m ever going to be enough for him. From what I gather, he had several women at once, never loyal to any and never bringing any to his home or into his life. 

He spent a lot of years living that life, and in my heart there’s always a bit of doubt whether one girl will ever satisfy him.

I push a smile to my lips and do my best to shake away my insecurities, but they will only go into hiding for a while.  I know.  I’ve tried.

Stas is fourteen years my senior.  His full name is Stanislov Pavlovich, but he goes by Stas, though I only call him Daddy or Daddybear.  

Sometimes Sir if I’m in trouble.

But geez, his name, can you get more Russian than that?  

But even with such a unique name, he’s not even a blip on the radar anywhere online. I’ve tried to find out more about him, but he’s a ghost in the cyber world.  

I even came right out and asked him once if that was his real name. Stupid, but I had to be sure.  He provided me his driver’s license and Social Security card without hesitation, so I dropped my inquires.

He looks just like his name, too. His face is beautiful to me. Rugged, showing years of a life that has left its scars and marks.  But I’ve never found a man so sexy in all my life.  

There’s a restrained power when he’s around me, but when he’s out, doing whatever it is he’s doing, I bet that restraint is gone.  And the thought of it gives me chills.

Right from the start, he reminded me of a big, overprotective bear. And so one day I started calling him Daddybear.  He loved it, and immediately started calling me Babybear in return.  

I run a hand upward through his close-cropped hair. It’s nearly black with just the beginning of a few highlights of silver at his temples. Everything about him is neat and controlled, from the way he dresses, to the way the house is organized and decorated, to the way he keeps himself.  

He smells like a dream.  It’s confidence and sex and leather, all mixed together into one intoxicating whole, and I can’t get enough.  I breathe him in as I settle my head on his chest for a moment, listening to the low beat of his heart.

“Fine.”  I manage as he steps back, looking me over from head to toe and back again, making me shiver.  “At least I have our babies. The cucumbers were looking particularly cute yesterday morning.”

He smiles.  “Yes, you have our babies.  And they are lucky to have you.  But you have Contessa, too, if you need her.  Don’t forget that. She’s here so you won’t be alone.”

I shake my head.  “She’s visiting her daughter. Remember?”  I see concern in his eyes.  It’s not like him to forget something like that.  

Contessa is the housekeeper but she’s so much more.  She lives in a guesthouse at the far end of the property and she’s been nothing but kind to me since Stas brought me home.  He let her know I was moving in, and that I was to be cared for just as she cared for him, and she took him at his word.

I pull my lips to the side.  He’s more distracted than usual and I wish I knew how to fix it.  “She won’t be back until Thursday, Daddy.”

“You’re right, Babybear.  I’m sorry.  I forgot.”  There is distress in his words.  

He is so exacting, so organized.  Anyone else would shrug it off, but not him.  It causes an uneasy twinge in my gut.

I sense the concern still there, being pushed deep but not disappearing as he steps between my legs again and leans in to brush his lips over my forehead.  I feel like it’s as much to settle himself as it is for me, but I’ll take whatever I can get.  When he draws back, I see a flash of something in his eyes and it makes me hold my breath.  

His hands drop to his belt and he’s released his full erection from his pants before the shiver even finishes coursing through me.

“Jesus, Babybear, what you do to me...” He gives a slight shake of his head and a wince of his own uncontrollable lust, and I’m soaking wet.  “I don’t understand it. I’ve never been a man to not be in control of his own cock.  But you—fuck, baby—you have ruined me.”

“Daddy...”  I half moan as I feel the tip of his cock line up with my opening.  I’m near orgasm at the first brush.  “Thank you.”  My voice thickens as one giant hand comes to grip the base of my neck hard as he pushes himself into my body in one unapologetic motion.

I begin moving with him automatically, spreading my legs a bit wider to accommodate him.  I let my eyes drift to the moon and stars, shining in the darkness, as I relax to let him enter me.  Even now, after a couple months of him, it’s a challenge.  Even now, when he’s seated inside me fully, I draw a sharp breath at the fullness he creates.  The walls of my sex pulse and tug at him as tiny whimpers catch in my throat.

“Babygirl likes that doesn’t she?”  His free hand snakes around and his fingertips dig into my ass, pulling me even harder against him and making me gasp.  “Taking Daddy all the way.  Giving yourself to me.”  His voice is deep against my ear and my shoulders quiver as I bring the heels of my feet to press against his flexing ass.

Sultry pleas drip from my lips.  He is in complete control of me.  Mind, body and soul.  And all I need in the world at this moment is to please him.

At his touch, no matter where we are or what we are doing, I turn into a mewling, begging mess for him.  He says I’m beautiful even with his cock down my throat and drool dripping from my chin. I have no words to explain how this man makes me feel.  Nothing in life prepared me for this.

For him.

“Fuck, baby. You feel so fucking good.” He growls the words, a rumble coming from his throat, and when he says these things, when he makes these sounds, I always find myself struggling to hold back the threatening climax.

“Can I cum?  Please?”  I blurt out, unable to hold it back before he answers.

I twitch and grab onto him, riding out the waves of pleasure as he holds my hips and grinds us together, wringing more from me than I thought possible.

“Baby, you didn’t wait for Daddy to say ‘now’.”

“I’m sorry. I said please.”  I pant. “Sometimes I can’t control it. It just comes.” Then I giggle.  “No pun intended.”

He smiles as he moves slowly in and out.  “I know.  It’s okay. I’ll forgive you.”

“Thank you. For that. And for making me cum, Daddy.”

“You’re welcome, sweet babygirl.”

He leans in and takes my lips like he’s ravenous and I’m the meal. As we kiss, he speeds his strokes, his hands lowering to grip deep into the flesh of my rear end, controlling my body completely.  In electric pulses, he moves us together, apart, together, apart, his breath speeding into mine where our mouths connect.

When we finally break our kiss, his eyes turn dark and fix onto mine, his mouth open and the tension in his forehead telling me he’s close.  

I love when he comes.  I love watching his face, seeing the release, the deep pleasure there, and knowing I’m the reason.

“I love you, Babybear.  I fucking love you.”  He grits out as he lets go, then slams himself deep inside me until I see flashes of white light.  “Come with me. Please, baby. Come with Daddy. Now.”

His words topple another orgasm from me and we shudder and shake together, holding on to each other like the tide is trying to tear us apart.

We pant and kiss until the waves dissipate, then Daddy withdraws and immediately lifts me off the countertop and pushes me down to my knees in front of him.

“You know what to do.”  He orders, one hand on the top of my head as I lean forward and take his wet cock in my hand. 

Opening my mouth, I take him inside, tasting us both.

“That’s my girl.  Make sure Daddy is good and clean.”

I suck and lick until all of our combined arousal is cleaned and then look up to see him watching me with joy in his eyes.

“That good, Daddy?”  I ask, licking my lips.

“So good.  So perfect. You were fucking made for me. All of you. We just fit.”  He strokes the top of my head. “Now put Daddy back in his pants.  I have to go. I’m late.”

I do as he says, then he extends a hand for me to take and helps me to my feet.

He holds my hand as I think about us and say, “You know, most girls wouldn’t understand. They wouldn’t understand all of this.  But they especially...”  I follow him as he steps toward the back door to the garage, gathering the black case he carries everywhere as he goes.  “They wouldn’t understand that a man that gives you vegetable plants is way better than a man that gives you flowers.” 

“You’re not like most girls.”  He turns, takes my face in his hands and kisses me sweetly. The scent of my sex is still on his mouth from when he went down on me earlier.  “In fact, you’re not like any other girl. You’re my girl. My Babybear. Now be safe while I’m gone. I’ll set the alarm when I go.  If you need me, call or text. If I can’t get back to you, it’s because I’m just busy with something at work.  If you really need me, and I don’t return your call or text, you know you can call George. He’s only a mile away and he’ll be here as fast as he can.  I mean it, Babybear, if you need anything you call him.”

George is Daddy’s best friend and they work together somehow, though I still don’t have any idea what that work is.  He’s quite a bit older than Daddy, and he’s also Russian.  

He’s been kind to me, like a grandfather of sorts I guess, especially since I told Daddy I had no family.  He’s been in his own way trying to build one around me from the characters in his life.  George is my grandfather, Contessa in her own way has become my stand in Grandmother.

All I need now is a mother.  Maybe a sister or brother.  I can’t imagine who he’d choose to fill those roles, I don’t even know if he has any other friends in his life.  But whoever he’d choose as my mother would have to be better than the one I was born with.

I hate that I’ve lied to him about some of the details of my life, but the truth is I don’t see how he will ever find out and I do what I have to do to keep myself safe. Not all families want the best for their own, my life is proof of that.

I play with the collar on his shirt before responding. “Maybe he can come over and stay?  I hate being here alone.”

“Sure. I’ll call him from the car and see if he’s available.  Have him come over later today if possible and he can stay over.”

I press a half-hearted smile to my lips. Not because I didn’t get what I want.  I mean, he gave me what I asked for.  But it’s not really what I want.  I’ll take what I can get, but what I really want is him, here with me.

“Okay. Thanks.”  I puff out a breath through my nose and my gratitude isn’t overflowing with sincerity.  My inner brat is kicking rocks and I feel a tantrum brewing just under the surface.  

That niggling doubt about where he goes and who he’s really with taps at the inside of my skull yet again, giving me a headache.

“I’ll work on my faerie garden.  Finish the mushroom house I’m building.  And Romper and Geisha will get all the kisses you’re going to miss.” I poke my tongue out at him for a brief second and immediately I know that wasn’t the right move.

I spend almost as much time with those donkeys as I do with Daddy.  They are mini’s and only come up to about my waist.

Outside of Daddy, they are my favorite thing in the world.  So fluffy, so cute.  They come when I call them just like puppies and even though it drives Contessa crazy, and Daddy tells me I shouldn’t, I bring them in the house with me at least once a week and run the halls with them bouncing and following me everywhere.

“You’re pushing, little one. Daddy has to work, that’s the deal. Those miniature donkeys deserve your affection, but you don’t need to guilt Daddy about taking care of his obligations.  Now I can certainly give you a nice red ass before I go, but I’d rather get a kiss and a smile.”

I take a deep breath and nod, lowering my eyes, then feel his hand wrap around my neck, his mouth coming down to meet mine. His hand tightens until he’s in complete control of my breath holding it there until I’m on the edge of consciousness.

He lets my lips go and brings his to my ear. “You like that don’t you? I own your very breath. I own whether you live or die don’t I Babybear? I own all of you.”  

I nod, feeling the pressure in my face grow as the blood gathers.  My lungs burn but his eyes are trained on mine and I trust him utterly.

“Goodgirl.”  He mouths releasing my windpipe and connecting us in another kiss, breathing air back into me as my head spins and I still wonder sometimes how things like that light my fire so.

When our kiss is done, he steps to the door before turning to me with eyebrows raised.

“You want me to set the alarm or you want to do it after I leave?”

Panic rises at the thought.

“No, you do it.”  I swallow, hoping he won’t make me do it.

“Baby, it’s okay. You know how, you need to stop second guessing yourself.  If it goes off, just call the alarm company with the code and it’s not that big of a deal.”

“I know.  But you do it this time, okay, Daddybear?” I give him wide eyes and a little pout.

I hate setting the alarm.  It’s complicated, and three times I’ve done it wrong, ended up setting off the thing...it blared and nearly broke my eardrums, not the mention the near panic attack it brought on from the sirens that could be heard as far as Cambodia.  

I couldn’t figure out how to turn it off and the alarm company ended up calling the police and sending their own private security team to the house.

Twice.

They said if it happens again, they are going to have to charge Daddy a false alarm fee.  He told them he didn’t give a shit, but I do.  He showed me about a thousand times how to set it, but now I’m so panicked I doubt myself every button I push.

He nods, relenting, then says his usual ‘Goodbye for now’ and he’s through the door, closing it behind him.  

A moment later, I hear the growl of a car engine starting up, the mechanical clatter of the garage door, and I know that he’s gone, into the darkness before the dawn, to whatever he does and wherever he goes. 

I fight the sick feeling it gives me, imagining he could be lying.  He could be with someone else and I would never know.  

Surely if he wasn’t doing anything wrong, if it wasn’t another woman but something illegal, he would tell me?  We would be able to talk about this secret part of his life and share it.  Tackle it together.  Isn’t that what couples do?

Even as I think about it, I know we are not like other couples.  We are a partnership, that’s true. But Daddy is in charge. The power balance is different.  

I give him my trust, my adoration and respect.  In turn, he takes care of me like I could only dream.  But in the end, it’s his decision and his word that is trump and it’s all part of the beauty of what we have, even if other people don’t understand.

It all churns around inside of me.  It doesn’t help I’m so ass over teakettle for him that I can’t see straight.  The way I fell into the Daddy part of him has me more vulnerable than I’ve ever felt in my life.

We’d been on just three dates when I came back to my apartment from a gardening job.  It was about a hundred degrees that day, I was filthy, probably stinky, my hair in a mess on top of my head, no makeup and a worn-out pair of overalls with a white T-shirt.

I looked like Jethro from the Beverly Hillbillies.  Only without the Beverly Hills part.

When I’d first left home, I tried cleaning houses, but truth was I was horrible.  I’m messy by nature, it’s in my DNA I’m sure.  But my customers found their plants and gardens flourishing, so I switched my tactic and became a plant whisperer.  

That was actually the ad I placed on Craigslist and on some flyers I printed.  Before long, I had a handful of clients and was able to pay my modest bills while doing something I loved. Since I only accepted cash payments, it limited the number of customers that would trust me, so I barely scraped by every month.  But it was better than going home.

When I’d arrived back at my tiny apartment that day and found it packed up and empty with Stas standing there telling me I didn’t live there anymore, half of me nearly cried with joy and the other half was insulted.

I’d fought for my independence and even though in my heart I knew I loved him, I was scared.  I mean, it all screamed “danger, Will Robinson”, right?  So I fought him good and hard until he picked me up and carried me to the car.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want to go with him. In my heart and soul I did. I valued the fact that I didn’t need anyone anymore.  The irony is, now I need him like I need each and every breath.  He’s shown me the little girl inside that I pushed away for so long who needs her Daddy.

Even though he moved me into his home, he never rushed our sex.  In fact, he was painfully patient.  I was the one pushing him for more within a week or so and he would drive me crazy holding back.  

He started by eating my pussy for hours on end.  Using his fingers and mouth on me like a master painting a masterpiece.

But for his pleasure?  He was in acutely frustrating control. I watched his erection from behind the fabric of his trousers for nearly a month before he finally took my virginity. And I must admit, that hurt like heck.  Because he’s a monster down there.  

I can say, since then he’s made up for lost time.  He took care of me those first weeks, trained me to orgasm for him at a single word or look, which I didn’t think could ever happen.

But it can. And it did. 

Once, in the first weeks we were together, I faked an orgasm.  I’m not sure how Daddy knew but he did.  He stopped what we were doing, it was his mouth on me at that time and I had already cum about a gazillion times, but I knew he wanted more.

I thought I was doing the right thing.  I was spent, my body aching.  So, I faked it.

Wrong answer.

I won’t go into the details of what happened next, but I will say this: I was so sorry and ashamed after we were done.  It hurt him deeply and he explained to me that my pleasure is his joy and our truth, and if we can’t trust each other with those most important moments in our lives, what trust will we have?

Enter Rule number two.  Never lie to Daddy. 

I just don’t know that much about him.  Outside of this house, outside of our relationship, I know next to nothing.  The only person that’s a common factor between this and his other life is George, and he’s every bit as secretive.  All I know is that when we are together, I’m more joyful than I thought possible and everything feels perfect.

The man, the Daddy, the protector, the friend, the lover...he’s everything.  And when I think of not having him, I can barely breathe.  We fit in ways I never imagined.  Not that I’ve had any real-life experience with relationships outside of a school dance with Dylan Cheney in my Junior year.

The only thing I keep thinking is I’m either the luckiest or the stupidest girl in the world.
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T H R E E
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Stas
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“JUST PACK YOUR SHIT and get over there. You said you’re just about finished.”  I run my palm around the leather steering wheel as I take a left toward the private airport where my flight is waiting. The sun is just coming up, the hour drive to the airport taking the last of the night from the sky.

“Don’t be a dick.” George snaps. “Rushing me isn’t going to make me go any faster.  How long will you be gone?”  His voice sounds hollow, echoing in the empty space of the warehouse where he answered my call.  He still has more than a hint of an accent, a reminder that he hasn’t lived in this country his whole life the way I have.  

He’s finishing a job, cleaning up someone else’s mess, and thank goodness he’s available to go stay with Ginger. 

I hate fucking leaving her, and that admission is hard for me.  Work has always been my salvation.  I liked to be away.  Distracted.  But now... Jesus, like I told her, by the time my car hits the end of the driveway I wonder what the fuck I’m doing ever leaving her.

“I’m hoping in the morning I’ll be flying back.  But you know, it’s not a nine to five gig.  If everything goes well, no one gets their panties in a wad and does what I fucking tell them to do.  But, if not, day after at the latest.”

“Alright, man.  I’ll take care of her, you know I will.”  

His off the cuff comment blinds me with irrational jealousy.  He’s my most trusted friend, but when it comes to my Babybear I’ve become a lunatic about any other men—or boys for that matter—even glancing in her general direction.

“You know if you touch her, I’ll cut your fucking balls off.”  I bark out before I can contain the rage.

“Brother.” He snaps back.  There’s amusement in his voice, but something else as well.  A warning.  George is like a big dog: easy going, moves a little slow, likes to enjoy life.  But like a big dog, he has sharp teeth and a powerful bite when necessary.  “Who the fuck you talking to?  I don’t want anything to do with her besides be the support you need. You fucking know that, so get your head out of your overly tight ass.”

I grip my chin with one hand as my fingers tighten around the steering wheel.  “Sorry, man.  I know. Fuck.”  I grunt, shaking my head.  

Being away from her is becoming more and more impossible with every job.

Every night as I lay in bed listening to her breathing, drinking in her scent, her softness after I’ve ravaged her body, my mind spins.  I have to figure out a way out.  

My work is no longer my salvation, it’s becoming my prison.  But every way I turn I see danger.  I stay in, it’s dangerous, just nature of the business, the people I help are the people that may very well want me gone.

Once you’re in, you’re in. It’s the theory of mutually assured destruction.  In my business, we are all culpable and people get very nervous when someone in our world suddenly wants out.  

And if I do even try to get out, dangerous people start to get nervous. Danger for me equals danger for her and that’s unacceptable.  I’m trapped in paradoxical nightmare, searching desperately for a third option that satisfies everyone.  There has to be a way and I’ll find it. 

For her. For us.  

I will.

“You got it bad, boss.” George’s chide interrupts my dark focus on my precarious position.  

His rough chuckle has my fire dampening and a wash of her scent hits me out of nowhere.  That’s another thing, I can be doing anything, and I’ll suddenly smell her. It’s fucking crazy, I can be across the ocean, just out of the shower, no trace of her anywhere and BAM.  It hits me without warning and I feel my knees give.  

She’s everywhere.  She’s a drug.  I’m addicted.

“Fuck, don’t I know it?” There’s no fighting George’s knowledge of just how different this is for me.  Shit, I have to have someone that knows, otherwise I’d swear I was losing my fucking mind.

“Never seen you like this.  How long we’ve known each other?”  His voice softens on the other end of the line.  “I’ve barely seen you date the same girl more than a half dozen times.  And even then, don’t take this wrong, brother, but you were kind of a dick.  I remember one time, you’d been dating this girl and I bumped into you at Regents. You remember that?”  

My throat tightens.  Even thinking about anyone else I dated turns my stomach.  “Yes. I remember.”  I quickly try to change the subject.  “Okay, so you’ll go over—”

“Oh no.”  George cuts me off.  “You didn’t even know her last name, man. You introduced us, barely got her first name out and then she asked you what her last name was.  You had nothing.  Chick walked out on you and you didn’t bat your lashes.”

“Fuck, man.  Enough of memory lane.  That shit isn’t even in the same league as what I have with Ginger.  Not even close. So, stop, just do what I ask.  Keep her under your thumb. Make her smile.  Play Risk with her.  At least you last a few hours, she has me tied up and off the board within the first ten turns. Try to keep the damn donkeys out of the fucking house.”

He laughs on the other end of the phone, then adds, “I will do my best.”  

I take the turn into the private airport and roll my window down at the guard shack. The security guard knows me and waves me in.  

“Oh, and get her Churches Fried Chicken on your way over if they’re open.  The crazy spicy ones. I can’t handle that shit, but she loves it.  It’s a treat though, so don’t let her talk you into getting it for her more than just today if I’m not back in the morning. And make sure she cleans up after herself.  She’ll leave a trail of destruction everywhere if you don’t keep on top of her. Oh, and no more Lucky Charms for her either.”  I pull into my reserved parking spot and turn the ignition off.  

George laughs into the receiver before acknowledging, “Jesus, she’s worse than a damn Gremlin, man.  No food or water after midnight or she’ll go from Magpie to monster.  It’s a lot of responsibility taking care of one little princess, you know.”

“Yeah, yeah.”  He’s busting my chops. “Oh, and don’t call her princess, she hates that for some reason. And one more thing, if I’m not back in the morning, she has an appointment at the salon at eleven.  She wants to get this unicorn color in her hair.  Take her if she still wants to go without me.  But make sure the stylist knows, do not trim off more than half an inch and if they fuck up her hair, I will not be happy. And explain to them what my not being happy could mean.”

I’m stepping up into the Learjet as the captain nods at me.  Sarah, my assistant and flight attendant is there waiting, offering me a cup of steaming hot Earl Grey as I pass and make my way to my seat.

“Got it.” George answers. “Okay, get to work. Get your shit done because fucking beauty salons scare the crap out of me. Chicks get their hair screwed up, they fucking cry man.  I can’t handle crying.  Especially if it’s Ginger and I know the stylist is going to have to deal with you. Then she’s going to cry.  Fuck it, just be home in the morning, okay?”

“I’ll do my best.”

With that we sign off and I settle into my oversize seat and open up my briefcase on the flat desk top in front of me.

Sarah folds her arms over her chest.  “You ready to go?”  She is more like a motherly sister than an assistant, to be perfectly honest.  I trust her with everything.  She’s the only person in my life I let in even a bit and she’s never broken that trust.  “Because we’ve all been waiting, you know.  You’re an hour and a half late.  I was about to send out a search party, it’s not like you to be late and it’s beginning to be a habit the last month.  Got your man business running the show these days instead of your brain.”  She reaches over and pokes a finger at my forehead.

“Aaaaand I’m waiting on you guys now.”  I grit out, knowing she’s right but not willing to open the discussion about my newly found personal life.

“How was your extra bowl of grouchy flakes this morning?”  Sarah snaps.  “Runway is clear for us.  Wheels up in five, your highness.  Oh, and here’s your envelope.”

She hands me the plain manila envelope and spins on her heel, barking orders toward the open door of the cockpit.  She’s my personal pit bull and outside of George and now my Babybear, one of the few people I know has my back in this world.

I unclasp the metal holding the flap closed and slip the contents out onto the desk in front of me, before starting to analyze the additional information on my current client, along with double checking every detail of the package I’ve put together for him.  

I fish my phone out of the inner pocket of my suit coat with one hand while holding up the top page and re-reading the details of the job.

With my thumb, I unlock the phone and set it down, ready to send a quick text to Ginger before we take off and I go full on into my work persona.  

In my line of work, I need to concentrate and watch my every thought and movement.  And when I’ve got that game face on, I’m not always the me I like to be for her.

As I type out the text, a stab of guilt hits me in the heart.  She doesn’t know what I do for a living and if I have any power over it she never will.  

Over the two months we’ve been together, she’s asked questions of course—about me, at first, but then about what I do.  And I can’t blame her for being curious.  I have a beautiful home.  I have expensive things.  She had to wonder why I would disappear for days at a time, I get that.  

Unfortunately, I could give her very little.  The less she knows, the safer she is, and that’s my number one priority.  Eventually, when I’d worn her down with refusals to discuss that part of my life, she only asked me to promise her three things.

That what I did wasn’t illegal. Because she couldn’t handle it if I went to jail. That it wasn’t dangerous. Because she would die if I got hurt or god forbid, killed. And that I didn’t have someone else. Because that would kill her.

I lied, of course.  On two of the three things at least. I looked into her eyes and swore she had nothing to worry about.  I had no choice.  When I promised her that there was no one else, that was the truth.  

There could never be anyone else.  God knows I can’t even fathom the thought of another woman.  That part is true and always will be.  But on the other two promises, I broke the cardinal rule, the one I gave her and made her swear to always follow, no matter what.  

Never lie.

I fucking suck.  

I shake away the thought, knowing there’s not much I can do about it right now.  It’s what I do and keeping her with me trumped me telling the truth at that moment.  Every night I lie in bed and try to figure out my way out of the corner into which I’ve painted myself, but the solution still eludes.


Me:  Hi, Babybear.  Daddy’s thinking about you.  George will be there soon to hang out with you and stay over.  The guest suite is all ready for him.

There’s a long pause and the seconds feel like forever before my phone dings and her reply pops up.

Her:  Hi back, Daddybear.  Yes, he texted me.  Told me to set up Risk and he will bring me spicy Churches chicken strips as soon as the store opens. He says he’s waiting outside.  😊

Me:  That’s fine.  Since you had Lucky Charms for middle of the night breakfast, I guess chicken strips before noon are acceptable. Take it easy on him.  Last game you nearly made him cry.

Her:  LOL Daddybear.  You funny.  He needs to man up.  

Me:  True.  Now, later I want you to eat something healthy, okay?  And only one soda with your chicken.  Your vitamins are in the case, baby, take them now if you haven’t already.

Her:  Yes, Daddy.  *eye roll*

Me:  Watch yourself, BBB.  You know what disrespect will earn you.

Her:  Cookies and spankings? *giggle*  Promises, promises, DB.


I can’t help but smile.  My punishment spankings are a double-edged sword.  She’s my little pain in the butt sometimes, and I admit giving a spanking as a punishment is quickly losing its intended disciplinary purpose.  


Me:  I have many other less appealing punishments than putting you over my knee, little one.  Don’t push it.

Her:  Yes, DB, I know.  I love you, my King.


She knows how to defuse me as quickly as she can get herself into trouble and calling me her King is a sure way to make this hard ass’s heart melt.


Me:  I love you too.  You have no idea how much.  Okay, Daddy has to work.  I’ll message you as I can but you know I won’t be able to as much as usual.  Send me all your messages, I’ll read them when I’m able. I want to know everything you’re doing. All about your day. And don’t forget shower pictures.  And I want a video of you playing with the new toy I left under your pillow later tonight when you go to bed.  

Her: Oh, DB!  A new toy?  Can I go see it now?  

Me:  What did I say?

Long pause then finally her answer.

Her:  You said tonight, Daddybear.

Me. That’s my goodgirl. Okay, I’ll message you when I can.  Mind your rules and make me proud. 

Her:  Yes, Daddy.  xoxoxo

Me:  Bye for now, my love.


Under me the plane jerks and begins rolling forward and I shift my attention back to the stack of papers in front of me.  This job is particularly complicated and from what I gather the client is a grade-A asshole, but the pay is consummate with the difficulty of the job.

“How’s it looking?”  Sarah steps to my side and I glance up to see the years of knowing concern in her eyes.  

She stands barely to my shoulders and always has her Morticia Adams black hair pulled back in a severe bun.  She wears clothes fit for a runway and I pay her well enough to keep her clothing and shoe addiction well fed.  

I don’t mind, she’s on call for me 24/7 and rarely speaks of a personal life outside of taking care of her own ailing and aging parents.  

Over the years there have been occasions when she’s mentioned a date here and there, and in some ways I wish she would find someone to suit her, but on the other hand I couldn’t imagine not having her full attention when and where it is required to keep my own dangerous business on the rails.

She’s attractive, but our relationship is strictly professional and neither of us have ever shown any interest otherwise.

“Looks messy.”  I draw a deep breath through my nose and shake my head.  “But, nothing I can’t handle.”  I manage a confident smile as I flip through the dossier, reading over my own notes of who the client is right now and the plan for the person they will become after I’ve done my job.

“You trying to convince me or you?” She reads me perfectly and it’s annoying, but it’s why we work so well together.

I’m twitchy about this job and there’s no hiding it from Sarah.  Something about it feels off. But it could also just be that I’m losing my taste for all of it.  “Both.”  I answer as she moves toward her seat across the aisle where she has her own desk area set up with her laptop open and a few files on some pending potential jobs.  

“Ready when you are, boss.”  She taps the keys and gives me a side glance.

“Okay.  Here’s the plan...”  I pull my pen from my pocket and begin jotting notes onto the fresh legal pad on the desk, giving Sarah things to check on or update as we go.

As I write with one hand, I flip open my own laptop with the other and confirm the details of the new life I’ve designed for the man who, after today, will only be formerly known as Leonard Calfus.
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F O U R
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Ginger
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IT WAS ONLY A COUPLE hours after last time we messaged when my phone lit up with more texts from Daddy.  I was so happy.  He said he can’t stop thinking about me and just hearing him say that makes me swoon. 

He must have texted George right before me, because he tapped on his phone after receiving a message while I took my turn at our RISK game, then excused himself with a shrug of a shoulder. Said he had to run a quick errand and he’d be back in an hour. 

With that, he left out the front door, making sure I was locked and secured inside with the alarm system on.  I don’t know exactly what their working relationship is, but I know that when Daddy tells George to do something, there’s no hesitation.

His messages this time are a little spicier and I love when he’s like this.  I know for him, the sexy part of our relationship is directly connected to his love for me.


Him:  Daddy’s thinking your pussy is wet for me right now.  Think of me pushing my cock deep inside you, Babybear.  Cumming deep inside, making you more and more mine.  Showing you who you belong to.  Who you are.  My own personal pleasure toy.  My precious princess.  My best girl.  My only girl.  


Things in my body start to tingle deep down. Suddenly my heart is racing and heat cascades over my skin. How can a simple text message turn me into a jiggling pile of Jello?


Me:  Yes, Daddy.


I’m not sure, but he can do it.


Him:  I know every morning, from the moment I wake up, that my life is better because you are in it.  And your cunt is my own flavor of sex candy.  So, my God, more than even all the other parts of you I love, that’s the golden cherry nugget on top.  Your pussy was made for me, my love.

Me:  Thank you, Daddy.


Now I’m a wiggling, quivering pile of Jello with wet panties and a heart that just grew three sizes.


Him:  You’re very welcome, baby.  Now, go to the play room and take off your clothes.  Lock the door once you are inside. I’ll wait.  Go now.


My panties are already soaking, knowing Daddy is going to talk me though some play.  I was surprised when he texted me just a couple hours after our last communication.  Sometimes it is much longer before I hear from him when he’s gone off to work, so when he said he wanted my hot little cunt to cum for him waves of tingling anticipation showered through me.

I take the stairs two at a time and sprint down the hall toward our play room.  Once inside I do as he says and close and turn the deadbolt on the door behind me.  Only Daddy has a key, so I know for sure once I’m inside I’m shut off from the world—even if George comes back he won’t be able to get in.


Me:  I’m here.  


I text quickly and try to slow my breathing.  I’m nearly panting both from the pace of my trek to the room but also from the excitement. has something sexy on his mind.

I never know what he has up his sleeve, but what I do know is he can melt my panties and my heart with a few words in text as much as he can with his hands, mouth and cock in person.  He just has this powerful way about him.  He knows just what to say to turn me into a puddle.

After stripping off my clothes I pick up my phone and settle onto the king size bed in the center of the room.  The walls are a silvery copper color and glow with metallic flecks, while the four wooden posts on the custom bed have discrete hooks and holes in them where Daddy sometimes uses rope or straps on me when we play.

He has even sent me flying.  Tying me with intricate rope and fixing it to the ‘X’ cross that runs diagonally from the kitty corner posts.  All I need to do is walk into this room and my throat tightens, my lady parts tingle and my panties are toast.

That is, if Daddy has told me to wear panties that day.  Enter Rule number twelve, always ask Daddy if it’s a panty or no panty day.  


Him: Are you naked?

Me:  Yes, Daddybear.  I’m sitting on the bed.

Him:  Did I tell you to sit on the bed?


My heart thumps in my chest.  Even through text I detect his tone of disapproval. When Daddy is like this, I know better than to give him any backchat. When he’s very specific about his instructions, I know that he demands my complete obedience.  


Me: No, Sir.  I’m sorry. Where would you like me to be?

Him:  Tosses up the ‘Sir’. Good idea, BBB.  You’ve learned well.  I want you to go to the second drawer in the dresser, under the mirror. Take out the purple Hitachi wand, then take the black iPhone I’ve left set up on the tripod in the closet and place it in front of the leather chair.  Do you understand these instructions?

Me: Yes, DB.

Him:  Goodgirl.  Now, put this phone down and do as you’re told.  Once you have completed my commands, retrieve your phone and go stand by the chair and text me everything is in order. Do it now. I will wait. 


Tension and desire thrum between my legs as I move with haste to complete his directives.  Warmth gathers on my cheeks and flashes down my chest as my nipples draw tight and the roar of blood rushes through my ears. 

Deafening silence fills the room as I check and double check I’m doing exactly as I’ve been told, heart thundering at the thought that I might have missed something, done something wrong or will disappoint Daddy in some way.  

Once I’ve made sure everything is in order, I retrieve my phone, then walk over and stand beside the leather armchair.  It could be straight out of a medieval castle, and with me standing here without a shred of clothing I feel beautiful and spoiled, like a princess.  Taking one last deep breath and hoping I completed everything properly, I tap out a reply.


Me:  All done, Daddybear.


His reply doesn’t come immediately and my already racing heart picks up another notch, leaving me feeling like I’ve just run up a hill.

Thirty agonizing seconds later I see the three dots on the text screen begin to pulse and his reply follows.


Him:  That’s my girl.  Now, open the iPhone—the password is your birthday—and connect the Whatsapp to the number I’ve programmed in.  That is a new phone I have with me, just for us to use for these sessions.  We will be on video feed and you can put your own phone down.  Understand my instructions, Babybear?

Me: Yes, Daddybear.


I swallow hard.  I’ve never done a video for Daddy while he’s been away.  I know he doesn’t see what I see, but I’m still self-conscious about how I look.  In the past, Daddy has always excused me when he’s suggested I try a video. 

But, there’s a distinct difference between when Daddy makes a suggestion and a request.  Requests are not denied, suggestions leave some wiggle room.  I’ve learned the difference.

Enter Rule #1:  Never say ‘no’ to Daddy.

This is part of a set of twenty-one rules I have to follow, and he reserves the right to create more.  Which he does, too, from time to time.  

As far as Rule #1, I can discuss, I can use other words, but I am never to directly say ‘no’ to him.  And on the few occasions I’ve slipped up, consequences followed.  

But it wasn’t the red bottom, or the two hundred lines he had me write, “I will never say ‘no’ to Daddy”, or the corner time I spent looking down at my toes for an hour while I stood on a pile of dry rice.

Nope.  It is never the punishment that hurts the most.  

It’s the disappointment I see in his eyes.  That is what squeezes my heart until I think it will burst.


Him:  Goodgirl.  I have the other phone here with me.  I’ll wait for you to connect. Do it now.


I follow his directions and in a few moments, we are face to face on the video feed.

“Hello, beautiful.”  His playful tone sends a new set of shivers coursing through me.  He can be so stern, so commanding, then on a dime the sweetest, most romantic man on the planet. “You know you are the sweetest thing in my life every day. How’s my girl?”

“She’s good.”  I don’t try to hold back the silly grin that covers my face.  

He smiles back with approval and I nearly come from the simple look on his face.

“Sit in the chair.” He orders, his voice returning to the deeper baritone.  “Place one leg over each arm and show me that pussy.  Are you wet?”

Trembling, I do as he instructs, then in a squeak of an answer I reply, “I think so, Daddy.” I reach up and pull off my glasses, setting them on the table next to where I’m seated.

“You think so?  Hmmm, Babybear, Daddy wants to know for sure.  Looking at that cunt you’re showing me, I’d say yes.  But we need to be sure.  Take two fingers and spread that tight little hole that belongs to me and tell me for sure.  Answer me clearly this time.  Are you wet?  You know I do not like to ask the same question twice, baby.”

My stomach flips and I swallow hard as my body answers the question with a surge of arousal before my two fingers dip into my slit, hot and slippery at his words.

On a shaky breath I answer breathlessly, “Yes, very wet, Daddybear.”

Glancing at his face, I remember how doubtful I was when he first approached me, doubtful that a man like this could be interested in a girl like me.  

I’m more fade-into-the-background than strut-the-runway type.  I mean, I cut my own hair and Daddy tells me how he likes my crooked bangs and my glasses. 

That’s why it always amazed me that my family thought I could win pageants.  I guess it was wishful thinking, combined with the crazy diets and cosmetic procedures they thought would fix the unfixable. I wore contacts for years with them, but when I left I decided I liked my glasses.  

Besides, contacts cost money and that wasn’t something that was in abundance any longer, so glasses it was.

Stas isn’t that slick, downtown typical playboy type, but he’s got that thing.  He’s a man in every sense of the word, he gives zero fucks what anyone thinks about him.  I like to think I’ve got a pretty good head on my shoulders and I’ve never been seduced by a boy or man before.  But him...

If I am honest, I fell under his spell that day in the checkout line when I’d looked back, so embarrassed, and saw something flicker in his eyes.  Something that said to me, “It will be okay. I’m here”.

Even though I fought it hard and did everything in my power to throw up road blocks and build stone walls around my heart, this rugged Russian in handmade suits destroyed every one of those obstacles and has barely let my feet touch the ground since.

“Goodgirl.  I like you wet.  Now take those two fingers and circle your clit.  Don’t touch it, just slowly go around and around while I watch.”  He licks his bottom lip on a pause and I curl my toes as they hang on the outside of the chair arms.  

Then he continues. “And for the record, my cock is hard but more than that, my heart is full looking at your beautiful face.  You know, even when I close my eyes, I see you.  I’ve memorized you so you are with me always.  But this is better.  In person is best, but this helps me.  I need this.  I hate being away, I hate it.”

“Me too.” I look in the background of where he’s sitting.  He’s supposed to be on an airplane, so I sure hope no one else is around.  Stas isn’t one to share me in any inappropriate way, so I try not to worry, but I can’t relax entirely until I know.  “Daddy?  There’s no one else that can see me or hear us, right?”

“No, baby.”  He smiles.  “You know what’s mine is mine and I would never share this part of our life with anyone.  We had to land the plane to fix a mechanical problem.  Just a problem with a gauge, nothing serious, so I wanted to call you. I’m in a private section of the plane, there’s a door separating the main seating area from this one.  I’ll go back out when we’re done, but for now you’re safe. Everything is private, sweet girl.”

“Thank you, Daddybear.”  I add, the last bit of nerves flowing out of me as I touch myself and enjoy the way his eyes are trained on me.

“You stay safe for me while I’m gone, Babybear.  I worry about you every moment.”  His voice stalls before I watch his hand grip his mouth then slide down to his chin.  

That’s one of the many things that made me fall in love with him.  His need to keep me safe.  I’ve never really felt safe in my life, I’d just learned to make do.  Even with my own parents, I was a means to an end.  Putting me in harm’s way was never a second thought for them.

And no one in my family was ever loyal. It was no secret my grandfather played around on my grandmother.  There were some other dirty secrets, too, that I gleaned from bits and pieces of conversation and dropped comments, something about my grandmother having something once on the side as well.  

Even a side long comment from my father to my mother made me wonder. My father was no saint either. His habit of not coming home at night and sneaking off for a few days on ‘business’ never made sense, not really.

He worked with my Grandfather when he was alive and then my Grandmother, managing some of my Grandfather’s investments and the properties after he passed away.  There was not ever any real reason for him to travel, so my upbringing sort of taught me no one is loyal and I know I bring that with me into my relationship with Stas.

The first day, which turned into our first date, Daddy made me a promise.  Told me he would follow me, or have his people follow me, to make sure I got wherever I was going safe and secure.  But he told me not to be scared. It was just because he knew there was a girl that had been raped a few days before in my neighborhood, and he didn’t want that to happen to anyone—especially not his girl. 

He even told me the building where I lived was under constant surveillance, so not to be alarmed if I saw people watching me.  He told me I would know it was his people because he would have them all wear black slacks and a navy-blue hoodies so they fit in on this side of town, but that I wouldn’t be alarmed to see men watching me. 

He said he would never forgive himself if anything happened, and he would not be able to sleep without knowing I was okay.

All of that should have screamed, ‘stalker’ and scared me, but for some reason it didn’t.  The way he said it, the way he wanted nothing in return...all he wanted was to make sure I knew that if nothing else, if I never spoke to him again, if I never went out with him, he’d taken it on as his new mission in life to make sure I was safe.

That simple.

And from that day on, he’s never wavered on that promise.

In the end the whole thing was only necessary for a few days anyway.  Another rape, a girl I knew by sight, though not to talk to, who lived in my building.  That scared the crud out of me.  

Daddy told me then in no uncertain terms that I was moving in with him and to boot he’d already emptied out my belongings from my apartment.  He said it only solidified his decision when he went to my landlord with five-hundred dollars to let him into my apartment and he took the money without hesitation and let him in. 

Stas then used the payoff against the landlord, telling him he better install more security or he would buy the building and the guy would be out of a job. But it’s that sense of security that allows me to be what I am for him right now.  When his voice breaks into my thoughts I shiver and feel the tightening tingle in my nipples.  His dark voice fills my ears as he continues to guide and instruct me. 

“Now, remember, just because I’m not right there doesn’t mean you don’t need to say please and ask to cum. Your orgasms are mine, baby. Now, take that wand and turn it on.  Lightly touch it just to the outside lips of that dripping cunt of mine until I say otherwise.  Do it now.”

I hover somewhere between being giddy and wildly wanton.  My inhibitions tick in the back of my head but the look of sheer lust in Daddy’s eyes urges me on.

The wand vibrates in my hand as I guide it downward. I’ve used a few toys with Daddy before but usually he is in charge. My experience on my own is limited but from the first brush of the wide rubber head of this magic wand my body nearly convulses as I run it over my bare outer lips.

“That’s my girl.”  I hear as my eyes close and the back of my head falls to the softness of the chair, a moan tightening my throat.

Need and lust course through me and tighten the muscles in my inner thighs.  Daddy’s voice seduces me as I rub the toy around as he instructed.

“Daddy watches you in the bathtub, baby.”  He begins the fantasy as he does sometimes when we are together.  He knows it drives me right to the edge.  “I see you now.  You’re touching yourself while you think of me, aren’t you?  Thinking of your Daddy.  Wondering if I think of you too.  Think of my babygirl in such a dirty way. A way daddies shouldn’t.”

“Oh god.”  I whimper, desperate to move the toy and touch the throbbing parts of me that will surely set me off in no time.  

“You like that, don’t you?  Like that I watch you.  Like that I think of you in that way. I think of slipping in the bathroom with you.  Sitting on the edge of the tub and reaching down under the bubbles.  Slipping my hand down where I know you have yours. Don’t you, baby?  You play with yourself in the bath, don’t you?”

My core clenches and my free hand reaches up to cup my breast, fingers gently pinching my nipple and before I can answer I hear Stas say the words I so love to hear.

“Jesus, God, yes...fuck, baby, that’s so fucking hot.”  He growls as I force open my eyes to see the laser intensity of his gaze on the screen of the phone, watching me.

“Yes, Daddy.”  I answer on a shaking breath as I run the purple vibe around and around.  “I put my fingers down there.  It feels good.  Is that bad?  Am I a bad girl?”

We play into the dark fantasy together. Its heady taboo nature has my head light and my breathing shallow.  It’s wrong but it feels so good.  

“You make Daddy very hard, little girl.  That’s very naughty.  Making him want you like this.  Making him need you.  You get that, don’t you?  Daddy needs you.  Daddy loves you.  Daddy wants to show you how much.  Would you like that?  Would you like Daddy to show you how much he loves you?”

His words push me nearly to the edge.  So wrong. So dirty.  But I can never deny the effect this game we play has on me.  On us both.

“Yes.”  I manage, the tension gripping me as I shift my hips, needing more contact from the vibrating wand.

“You want that toy on your clit, don’t you?”  Daddy asks and I nod on a groan. “Needy little girl.”  The comment sounds disapproving, but there’s lust there as well.  The heady combination only serves to drive me further towards the edge.  “You like to drive me crazy, don’t you?  Tease your Daddy?  Thinking I won’t touch you because it’s wrong.  Is that what you think, baby?”

I shake my head, looking at the screen on the phone as Daddy’s eyes narrow.  “No.” I respond best I can through my quick breaths. “Ooops, I mean...I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to tease you.”  I play into the fantasy, feeling the tension rise and my need grow with every word.

“Daddy wants to taste you. Did you know that?  That I want to put my mouth on you.  Give you some very special kisses.”

“I’d like that.”  I twist the toy round and round on my outer lips, my body begging for more, but I know not to rush things.  Daddy knows best and although it’s driving me crazy, I don’t dare do anything without specific instruction.

“Goodgirl.  Move the toy now onto your clit for me.  Lightly.  I want to watch you squirm for a while. You pretend that’s Daddy’s tongue.  Daddy tasting his little girl for the first time.  It’s so special having him lick you down there, isn’t it?”

“Um hm.”  I barely get the sound out as the vibrator makes contact with my throbbing nub, sending a wave of desire through my body.  I’m so close but I bite the inside of my lip to keep the orgasm that’s been building since I sat down in the chair at bay.

“Spread those fucking legs so I can see.” His voice rumbles deeper.  “Show me what you like. How you cum when you think of me touching you.”

I close my eyes as I arch my back and my head presses back into the chair.

“I see how wet you are.” Daddy’s voice is slow and methodical.  “You’re a naughty girl for Daddy. Only for Daddy. Always for Daddy.”

“God, Daddy please.”  I beg as the tension becomes nearly unbearable.

“Take the toy away.” He commands, and I moan out a protest. “Do it now.” He barks the order and I relent, pulling the vibrating wand off of my dripping folds and taking a deep breath as I try to steady myself.

I focus my foggy gaze back on the phone and even the way he looks at me right now has my tummy fluttering and my skin heating, the hairs on my arms standing up.

“What now, Daddy?”  I whisper as I feel the wetness drip out of me, down my ass and into the chair fabric below.

“I want you to show me how you touch yourself when I’m not around.  How you make yourself cum when you’re thinking about Daddy.  You do think about me, don’t you?  Think about your Daddy while you touch yourself?”

I nod, my inhibitions falling away as my drive to push myself over the edge consumes me.

I set the toy on the table next to the chair and bring my fingers to myself.

“That’s my girl.” Daddy’s deep voice urges me on.  “It pleases me to watch you. Pleases me when you do as I ask.”

“Yes, Daddy.”  I answer as I take the tips of my first two fingers and begin circling my clit with them.

I know our fantasy play would be offensive to many, but it works for us and there’s no harm.  I do think of him as my Daddy in many ways, not like the man that raised me.  No.  This is so very different. I would get zero pleasure from thinking about him. 

But when Daddy and I take on these roles between us, it feels so right.  So good in so many ways, not just like this.  Not just the taboo dirty talk, although that sure feels right and works as well.

For us both.

“Goodgirl.  Take one hand and play with your tits, baby.  I want you using both hands on yourself.  Pretending it’s me.”

I do as he asks, my other hand moving faster and faster around my clit until I’m rubbing it directly as I hold and squeeze my tits back and forth.  It takes everything I have to keep my eyes on him on the phone screen but the look of approval and desire in his eyes is intoxicating to me.

My mouth drops open and I take stalled breaths as my orgasm builds again.  I curl my toes, trying to push it forward, praying Daddy lets my release happen this time.  He enjoys this, edging me until I’m a begging mess.

“God, I fucking love you.”  He says on a groan. “You are everything to me, Babybear.  Everything.”

I keep my eyes pinned on his as he watches me play until I can’t take it anymore.

“Daddy, please, may I cum?” I ask in a breathy voice as respectfully as I can muster at the moment.

“Do you love me?”  

“Um,” I moan, trying to form the words I know he needs and I want to say. “Yes...so much I don’t understand it.  So much I don’t know how to tell you.”

“Goodgirl.  But still, not yet.  Daddy’s not done watching you.”  His low rumble tells me I’m having a similar effect on him, but his control is far better than mine.  “I want a finger inside of you. Show me where you’d like my cock to be, babygirl.  Show me how you’d like Daddy to fuck you someday.”

I lower my hand and press my middle finger into my soaking opening.  It slides in easily and I think of Daddy.  Think of when he fucks me.  Think of how he stretches me and fills me.

I pump the finger in and out, listening to the wet sound it makes as I speed up and clench my inner muscles, watching Daddy’s face on the screen.

“You make me so fucking hard.”  

“God.”  I plead and whimper.  Knowing I have that effect on him somehow always pushes me right to the edge. “Please, please, Daddy.  Please.”  I draw out the word, praying I can hold back, but on the next breath no longer caring what the punishment might be if I can’t.

“I do love you begging.  Know you belong to me.  Know Daddy loves you.  Know you are here to please me.  To serve me. To cum for me.  Yes, Babybear.  Cum for me now.  Show Daddy how you’d cum for me if I was the one inside of you.  If I was the one kissing you down low. Sucking up all th—”

I don’t hear anything else.  My body explodes and my own vocal expressions consume me for what feels like an eternity.  I cum hard, rolling one orgasm right into the next.

When I finally come up for a breath, stars are in my eyes and Daddy’s voice is there.

“Get that toy back on my pussy. Cum again, right now.  Do it.”  He half shouts and I fumble for the toy, turning it on and doing my best to comply with his order.  “Cum again.  Now, Babybear.  Right now.”

I’m so programmed to his voice command it only takes the slightest touch of the toy before I’m off again, this time even harder and longer, until I can’t catch my breath and my thighs are shaking uncontrollably.

“God, you’re beautiful.  So sexy for Daddy.”  I hear his voice as I come down, my body going slack in the chair and I drop the toy to the floor.

It dances and moves around on its own but I don’t care. 

“Thank you, Daddy.” I’m thanking him for his compliments, but he’s also taught me my orgasms are his. At his discretion.  And it shows him the respect he deserves to thank him for allowing me to cum.

“Goodgirl. Thank you, my precious. My love.”  I look up to see him half smiling at me.  “Now, Daddy has to work.  If you’d like to play longer, you may, but George will be back soon and I don’t want him to come looking for you.  Okay?”

“Yes, Daddy.  I’m done.”  It’s the truth.  That last orgasm nearly had me needing CPR.

“Okay then.  Daddy has to go.  You be good. Be safe. I’ll be in touch as soon as I can.  Bye for now, my Babybear.  Daddy loves you.”

“Bye Daddy. I love you too.”

With that he clicks off. I reach over and replace my glasses, let out a long exhale as I wait to be sure my legs are going to be able to get me back downstairs.
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THE SILENCE IN THE basement room of the abandoned warehouse makes every drip an avalanche, every cough an echo that bounces off every wall.  

Brown water leaks from cracks in the crumbling cinderblock, while the hanging lightbulb casts long shadows across the face of the client sitting across from me, the musty odor of mildew mixing with the gallon of cheap cologne he must have showered in before arriving.  

The meeting place is near the defunct Rouge Steel Plant in downtown Detroit.  Not a vacation destination, but safe for our needs and a location we’ve used before.

Once my last details were secured, the information about the meeting point was delivered to the client who we’d instructed to wait in a rental car about an hour away for the final instructions. He took his sweet fucking time getting here after that though, which did not get us off on the right foot.

I don’t know all the details of what he’s done to require my services. I treat everyone the same. Knowing too much puts me in more danger and it could influence my decision making. 

Malcolm gives me the information I need and no more. He’s in this, same as me. Make our money and keep us as safe as humanly possibly given our profession. 

And more so than ever, I want to get in, get this job done and get out.

We’ve been sitting here about five minutes in silence. The details of his new life spread on the table in front of us.  He looked through the packet after I handed it to him and now he’s just staring at me.

I won’t speak first.  Whoever talks first loses.  

Patience is something I learned a long time ago, and I can do silence better than most. I fold my hands on the table and stare him down, breathing slowly and evenly like I’m watching a ballet instead of the pock-marked face of a man who needs a new life.

I can read people, and sitting across from me is a man straight out of a ‘how to become a sociopath’ instruction manual. Even with all my talents, I’m having a hard as fuck time concentrating.

All I can think about is getting back home.  That never fucking happened to me before.  I’d be gone weeks, sometimes a month or more, and never think twice about ‘home’.  

That place was a house, a place to lay my head and store my shit.

Now?  It’s fucking home to me.  And all I want to do is get back there.  

I want to fill the seven bedrooms with kids, to plan Christmas and Thanksgiving and all that shit.  And, fuck, I know that leaves me vulnerable, but I don’t see a way out.  Not yet. 

I’ve dealt with the dark side of humanity before in my line of work.  But never have I felt this level of arrogant evil coming from anyone. It’s a dangerous combination.

“You and your boss have over-promised and under-delivered.”  He picks at his fingernails for a moment while keeping his dead shark eyes on my face.  His gray suit matches his hair and the blood red tie matches the ruby pinky ring he twists and taps on the table. He also has this annoying habit of humming after he speaks.

I do not waver.  I do not look away.  And I do not miss even the slightest twitch of a muscle or shift in his body language.

It’s not fear, it’s survival, and never have my survival instincts been this heightened.  Not just because he feels like the most dangerous son of a bitch I’ve ever encountered.  No, I could handle that.

It’s that I have so much more to protect now.  I never gave a shit about myself before.  That worked to my advantage.

Now?

Fuck.  I have everything to lose. Everything I never thought I would have.  And keeping myself safe is part of that package.

Not for me.

But for her.

Always for her.

“I’m delivering your ass back to you.  That’s what we promised. The wrapping paper around it isn’t to your liking?  Tough shit.”

I keep my answers simple because I’m not fucking here to argue.  Take the package or leave it.

“I told your boss my needs.  You’ve met nearly zero of those.”  He takes a white handkerchief out of the breast pocket of his suit and blows his nose like a trumpet.  It takes a hella effort not to roll my eyes, but this asshole is unpredictable and I’m calculating my every breath around him. 

Malcolm, my connection, my boss for lack of a better term, did give me a laundry list of demands.  Both of us laughed because that’s not how this works.  He told me he’d informed the client that we would do what is in his best interests to keep him alive, that was our job.  Guess the message didn’t register.

“I’m not a fucking travel agent.  You didn’t come to me unless you figure your current life is probably going to get you killed.  But I don’t want to know, I don’t want your sordid details I’m as disinterested in them as I am knowing what’s on your bucket list. You don’t want to take my package find someone else.  Maybe whoever you find will better meet your needs.”  

I shrug a shoulder.  I’m not the only person in this business, we both know that and I drive the point home.  

“And I’d guess more than likely your body will never be found.  Or, take what I offer and maybe see a future.  In a few years, maybe you talk to Malcolm again, throw him some more cash and get an upgrade.  Live a different lifestyle if things have cooled off for you.  But if you want to keep breathing, you’ll do what I tell you.  Take the name I’m offering, take the blue-collar life, take the two-story walk-up rental, take the fucking subway everywhere and stop wasting my fucking time.”

All I can think about as he taps that fucking ring on the table is Ginger. How a piece of filth like this could taint our lives. 

She will never know what I do.  Never be in the same air space as this fuck.  She’s too pure.  Too innocent for this life. 

Because I am here with him, he affects our lives and every second that ticks by I’m planning how to get out of this life and find something better for us both.  

“You don’t value life, do you, Stas?” He uses my real name and my heart skips a beat.

A surge of heat courses down my body but I keep my poker face intact.  No one is supposed to know my name.  

I fight to keep my breathing even, eye him with boredom as my mind races through possible scenarios of how this could end.  None of them are good.

“An existential discussion on life and its value—or lack thereof—is wasting valuable time. Time you don’t have.  You do realize all my work,” I turn my hand upward and wave it over the papers and photos on the table between us, “is time sensitive. These offers are not indefinite. If you opt out of what is being offered...the new identity is solid, you will not be found.”  I scan his face but find nothing, so press ahead.  “But you keep fucking around and you miss the flight I’ve set up, the dominos fall and the entire thing falls apart.  No more is Mr. Paul Finkle of Sherman, Minnesota, a possibility for you.  You’ll stay Leonard Calfus.  And you wouldn’t be here if that’s what you wanted.”

I glance at my watch and let out a sigh, fixing my eyes back on his.  Weakness or indecision here is blood in the water and the sharks are hungry.  It’s eat or be eaten and I have too much at stake to be anyone’s meal.

“You seem very confident, Mr. Pavlovich, for a man with things to lose.”  He clears his throat on a half-smile that leaves my blood icy.  Looking down at the papers in front of him, he continues, “I will not live this life. It’s for cretins.”  He sneers and nods toward the proposed new identity I’ve created.

“Two things.”  I play back, trying to not allow him the upper hand by seeing my reaction to the fact that he knows my full name. Something that’s supposed to be solidly secured.  I’m known simply as Smith if any moniker is necessary, which it usually isn’t. “First, I didn’t fucking come to you.  I don’t send out mailers or try to gather business with a fucking coupon in the Sunday paper.  Second, you have thirty seconds to get your ass out of that chair and into the limo with me on the way to the airport.  There, I’ll give you the rest of your documents, new accounts and your freedom.  Clock starts now.”

I lock my eyes on him and silently begin the countdown.

His smile tells me he thinks I’m playing, but in twenty-three seconds when he’s watching the back of my head as I walk out the door he will think differently.

“Such a serious boy you are. You should learn to have more fun.”  He narrows his eyes.  Shifts in his chair, only slightly, but I pick up on the movement.  

He’s deciding.  Sociopath he may be, but he wants to stay alive. I can’t help it if setting him up in the lifestyle in which he is accustomed while staying here in the US isn’t possible.

There is one question we ask when someone comes to us for fixing.  Are you open to living outside the US?  If they are, we can set them up like kings and queens in Mexico or some other country where money buys anything.

This fucker, for whatever reason, made it clear that staying in the US was mandatory.  So, he gets to be Mr. Paul Finkle with a one-bedroom shithole above a laundromat.  But he gets to keep his dick alive and for most guys that’s the primary focus.

The timer dings in my head and with cold, deliberate movements I clear the table top.  As I stand, I kick back the worn metal folding chair and tuck the files into my briefcase.  Without another word I’m out the door and pinging the driver to be ready to make record time back to the airport.

I’m done with this.  I don’t know how.  I don’t have any idea how to get out of the corner I’ve painted myself in, but this...what just happened.  This piece of shit knowing my name. The veiled threat that I have something to lose.  

If she knows everything, I could fucking lose her.  Every scenario I devise has a fatal flaw, but I can’t keep doing this.

I won’t put her in harm’s way.  Not anymore.  That is my promise to her and to myself.  I’ll find a way.  Even if it means we become Mr. & Mrs. Paul Finkle.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




S I X

[image: image]


Ginger

[image: image]

“LET ME DIE ALREADY.”  George pulls the white handkerchief of surrender out of the breast pocket of his suit jacket and waves it over the board.  “Why do you insist on dragging this out?  You could have stomped me five turns ago.”

George got here a couple hours after Daddy left.  Brought me Churches chicken strips.  I worked outside in the garden for a while and played with Romper and Geisha and all the other animals.

George worked on his phone and laptop in Daddy’s office while I did other things, but it’s enough just to know he’s here.  We ate lunch, now we’ve been playing RISK for hours and it’s pushing ten o’clock. 

“What fun would that be?  I like to watch you suffer.”  I try to snatch his white flag from mid-air but he jerks it back, stuffing it into its front pocket. He reaches up and runs his massive hand back and forth over his bald head then down his face with a sigh to grip his salt and pepper beard.

“Careful there, little girl.”  George is fun, but he’s also a Dominant and I watch my P’s and Q’s around him, much like I’ve been trained to do with Daddy.  

“Yes, Sir.”  I smile, tossing up the respectful title and I watch his face soften.  These Dominant men, I didn’t understand it before I met Daddy, but I do now.  

They are in charge.  But never arrogant.  

It’s comforting to know the level of care they have.  They are hard when necessary but have hearts as big as any I’ve encountered in my life.  

“Your roll.”  George hands me the dice.  “So how did you get so good at strategy games? You know you’re good, right?  I mean, every game Stas or I ever play with you, you trounce us.”

I shift in the chair and play with the smooth ivory dice in my palm while I calculate my answer. 

A wave of guilt covers me as I begin. “Back at the village—that’s what they called it—” the well woven lies I’ve created spill out of me so easily now it’s scary. “We didn’t have television or electricity in the evenings. They ran the generator only when needed and I guess at night it wasn’t needed.” The level of detail I put into this fantasy life surprises even me, but getting out of the tangle of it all now would surely end things for Stas and me. 

I just hope someday it will all just fade away. He will realize there is not much to talk about regarding my past and it will become a non-issue. “We had books and games for any free time.  I wasn’t much of a reader—you know that, right?” The part about not being a reader is about the only truth in my statement.

I’m honestly not sure how I’m so good at strategy games, I didn’t start playing them until I came here.  Just came naturally.

“Yes, I have a niece who is severely dyslexic.  She sort of has her own language when she writes.”  George chuckles.  “But once you decode it, it’s easy to understand.  Most people just don’t want to take the time.”

“Yeah.”  I nod. “Well, back where I grew up...” I stall, choosing my words with thought. “...no one tried to understand.  But they didn’t care all that much either.  Free love, free range parenting and smoking pot, working the garden, things like that were what mattered more.  Until I left I had never even seen a cell phone. I never even knew my parents’ real names. They were just Sam and Diane and I was just Ginger. Every once in a while, they would say our last name, Murphy, but truth is I think they just made it all up.”

I hate this. After Stas and I had been together about a week, he’d asked more about my family.  I lied. He’d talked about his family.  Gave me that speech about how much family meant.  How family loyalty was everything and he never understood anyone that would turn their back on their family. 

At that time, I didn’t think what we had would grow into this and I just lied to avoid the topic.

Now I’m trapped in it all.

I was so scared he wouldn’t want me if I told him the truth.  I mean, I don’t want my family to find me either, so in my head I rationalized the whole thing.  I’d been pretending I didn’t have a family for years, so in a way, it felt real to me. 

I’ve been re-creating myself since I left and it also terrified me that somehow, if I told him the truth and he didn’t kick me to the curb, he would force me to be involved with them again.  

I should have been honest.  Maybe I could have explained that not all families are as close as his, that not all parents have their child’s best interests at heart.  I could have tried.  

The irony is, I grew up lying.  It was our family legacy, and when I left, I swore I would change. And I did. Until I screwed up and told Stas I grew up in a commune.

I told him my parents died from the flu.  Said they got sick and in our ‘village’ doctors were taboo, so they ended up dying along with the majority of the other members and that’s when I left.  I said that was when I decided to find a new life, but it’s been hard because I have no birth certificate. I never went to school.  There is no record of me anywhere.

Lies. 

Lies. 

Lies.  

But I knew if I gave him real information about me, he could figure out who I was, that my name is not really Ginger Murphy, and then he would never trust me again. I rack my brain, day in and day out, trying to figure out a way out of this.  

But nothing seems plausible. I only pray I can just keep up and actually become Ginger Murphy in every way and never have to reveal anything about my past.

My only slip up, was I told them the cult I lived in was in Herald, Virginia, which is where I actually grew up.  That was my mistake, but I’ve never mentioned the town again and I just hope that Stas doesn’t remember that little tidbit.

“Must have been a fun way to grow up, I would think, in a place like that. Utopia.”  George counters, leaning back in his chair and arching his back. He’s several inches taller than Daddy and broader as well, his chest filling out the white shirt on a deep breath. “Maybe we take a break?  My ego and my back could use it.”

I stifle the laugh and am relieved at the change of subject.  “Sounds good.  You hungry?  I’ll share my chicken strips with you.”  I stand and stretch, feeling the hours of sitting on my still-sore rear end from a little play spanking I got yesterday, as well as the reminder that Daddy was inside me there just after.  

He waves his hands in front of his face. “No, thank you.  It’s bad enough you eat the spiciest ones they serve, but then you add that ghost pepper salt to them.  Christ, that will peel the bark off a tree.”

“Suit yourself.”  I snicker, walking into the kitchen and retrieving a box of the chicken from the warming drawer.  George was nice enough to bring me a decent supply and I’ve been munching on them all day.

I hop up onto the counter and take a bite as George shakes his head at me.

“Well, I’m hungry too, just not for those.  I’m going to run to Marcio’s and get a pizza.  You want anything?”

I shake my head, chewing a mouthful of the deliciousness, and he laughs as he pulls his keys from his pocket, already heading toward the back door.  

“I shouldn’t be more than forty-five minutes.  Maybe an hour, it’s a ways to town from here. You have your phone?”  He asks, pulling the door open and stepping into the garage.  His phone dings with a text. “It’s Stas asking if we’re good.  Says they had to land for another mechanical problem that delayed them a few hours, but he’s hoping to be home before morning.”

I watch as George taps a reply. 

“You want me to tell him anything?”

“Tell him I miss him.”

He nods and goes back to the phone as I lean back on a locked arm, making halfway dirty moaning sounds while I chew, swinging my feet off the edge of the counter.  

Part of my love of this food is that I was so restricted with what I was allowed to eat for all those years growing up.  Everything was chosen for me, portioned out, every calorie counted including whatever might be in the whitening toothpaste I was forced to use three times a day.

Where I developed the taste and tolerance for wildly hot spices I don’t know, but nevertheless it’s an oddity that brings me pleasure.  Stas says it is one of the parts of me he loves.  The part that enjoys the pain and somehow twists that pain until it becomes pleasure. Who knows?  What I do know is these chicken strips are bringing me more pleasure than is probably legal in many states.

George adds as he pulls the door closed behind him, “Alright. Enjoy yourself.  Don’t burn your tongue off.  I happen to think Stas would be a little pissed about you losing a valuable body part to some fire breathing chicken strip.”

He starts to tap the keys on the alarm as his phone rings.  He glances my way before answering in a hushed tone and rushing out the back door.

These guys and their oh-so-secretive business calls.  I shake my head, finish the food and lick each fingertip, listening as the garage door goes up, tires scrape on the gravel, then it clatters back down.  

I look over to see the red light on the alarm blinking slowly, which means George must not have hit the right code or the right buttons in the right order when he hurried out the door.

I take a deep breath, telling myself I need to work on my irrational anxiety when I’m here alone. I mean, there’s a gate at the road, hardly anyone drives all the way down to the end of the cul-de-sac where Stas’s home is situated on forty-six acres.  It’s not the main drag. Besides, I’d rather face my fear of not having the alarm on than the risk of setting it off again.

And, Daddy says, sometimes I need to pull up my big girl panties. Not just about the alarm but about other things. I decide a nice shower and getting into my jammies is a good next step for the evening.  

After working in the garden, playing with the animals and cleaning out their sheds, a shower would do me good and I’m sure George wouldn’t fight me on that as well.  I’m sure I smell like donkey poop.

I grab a Post-it off the desk and scribble a note to George so he will know where I am and what I’m doing if he gets back.  Don’t need him coming to look for me in the shower.  We are friends, but I know that wouldn’t sit well with Stas and would make our future interactions a bit awkward.

A minute later, I’m out of breath from bounding up the stairs, taking them two at a time.  It’s part of my exercise routine.  Stas loves me like I am, but I feel uncomfortable still with my too fluffy back side and the way my love handles squish out over the waistband of my clothes.

I shed my outfit from the day and turn on the water in the enormous marble shower.  The multiple jets and showerheads make it almost an adventure rather than a routine.

In the steaming hot water, I wash my hair with the lavender shampoo I make myself.  That’s something I love to do, and I love knowing that Stas enjoys using my handmade, natural products: shampoos, soaps, even cleaning stuff.  It started with my love of plants and trying to treat them with nature instead of chemicals, and just kind of went on from there.  

Soon after I’d moved in, I stopped taking on new jobs.  Daddy didn’t like me going to strangers’ homes by myself, and truth is, once I thought about it, I didn’t either.  Besides, I’ve got enough around here to keep me busy. Taking care of our own gardens, the babies, the donkeys and Daddy.

He said if I ever wanted to go back to school, or work somewhere else, we would come up with a plan, but truth is, I’m just enjoying my life for the first time while I figure out what it is I really do want.

I reach outside the shower where I have set my phone and grab it.  Bringing it in the shower to snap a few pictures and send them to Daddy.  I don’t expect a reply, because I’m pretty sure he’s flying now, but I know how much he will enjoy seeing them when he lands. When I’m done I open the glass door and set my phone back on the table outside the door.

I’m surprised when a few minutes later my phone rings and it’s him.

I reach out the glass door again and answer, putting him on speaker. 

“Hi, Daddy.”  I’m happy to hear from him.

“Baby, you okay?”  His voice is harsher than I expected. “I should be home by morning.”

“Goody.”  I do a little dance. “And yes everything is fine, I’m taking my shower.”

“Okay, my goodgirl.”

“George told me you were coming home.  We’re having fun.”

“Alright, baby.  We’re taking off again now so I have to hang up.  Had some trouble with the plane. I’ll see you soon.”

With that he clicks off without his usual ‘I love you’ or ‘Bye for now’ and I stare down at the phone in my hand, wondering what’s up.

Soap runs out of my hair and into my eyes.  I close them, reaching for the door handle to set my phone back down when I lose my grip and my phone slips.

“Darn it.”  My eyes burn when I try to open them and retrieve it off the floor of the shower.  “Ow! Ow!” I shut them tight again, rushing to rinse the soap away.

When I finally can see, I pick up the drenched phone and blow out a breath.

“Crud crud.”  It’s soaking wet, I try to turn it on but it doesn’t respond.  I hurry to finish my shower, knowing if maybe I hurry and put it in a bowl of rice it may survive.

I run my hands down my breasts, rinsing the last of the soap suds away. Down farther, I run them along the front of my tummy where my fingers find the series of uneven textures, the indented scars that remind me of why I am here, living as Ginger Murphy instead of Stephanie Lukus.

Stas has asked me about the scars, too.  I told him it was an accident, that I fell through a glass window.

Another lie.

I shiver in the near scalding water as the faces of my mom, my dad and my grandmother flash through my memories.  I’ve worked hard at forgiveness.  Stas and I talked about what that means and even without him knowing anything about my past, he’s helped me tremendously.  I’ve managed to let go of a lot of my hurt and resentment toward them, but I still can’t forget that past.

Daddy says forgiveness isn’t about the other person or even their actions.  It’s about knowing that what is done is done.  Holding on to the negative feelings attached to the person or things they may have done only limits ourselves.  It keeps our hearts from being able to give as much as we can to the people in our lives that deserve our love and care.

Still, a twist of learned fear clutches around my throat as I push away the memories and finish up and get out of the shower. 

A few minutes later, I’m dried off and slipping into the donkey pajamas Daddy had made special for me.  The fabric is a light lavender background with tiny donkeys dancing and playing cards and rolling on their backs.  

He said he spent an entire night searching the internet for fun donkey things for me and when he found the fabric, he bought it in an instant and sent it out to a seamstress with instruction to make a nightgown, a pajama set and two pillowcases for me.  

He is the best gift giver ever.  He listens to little things I say and before I know it, whatever I mention shows up. 

He even found donkey slippers, panties and coloring books.  He hired a mural artist to paint a scene on my playroom wall of the donkeys on my pajamas, only life-size.  I cried when I saw it finished.  

He surprised me with the playroom a few weeks ago and it’s become my favorite room in the house for good reason.  I play in there, but Daddy also included some furniture that is special for us as well.  Secret hooks and places to lay me down when he needs to have play time of his own.

When I hear footsteps in the hall I quickly tug on my top, not wanting George to see anything that would get in the way of our well-balanced platonic friendship.  But I wonder for a split second why he is up here anyway.  My note said I would be down as soon as I was finished, but I guess maybe he overlooked the neon yellow Post-it plastered on the countertop.

“Your eyes need to be checked?”  I shout through the closed door, running my fingertips through my soaking hair as the footfalls stop just outside.  “I’ll be out in one second, are you so eager for your imminent defeat you can’t wait?”

I work the last two buttons on my pajama top and step toward the door.  

On my last step the knob turns.

“Hey!  I said I would be—”

The door flies open, barely missing cracking me in the nose as it sails by.  But it’s not George I see muscling forward as I stare down the barrel of a grey metal handgun.  It’s a man I don’t recognize, with the dead eyes of a shark and the smile of the Cheshire cat.

Before I can react, his words stop me cold.

“Hello, Stephanie. Your family misses you.” 
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“HOW THE fuck?”  I shake my head as I steer the car like a maniac, pushing the engine hard, doing 110 mph toward home.  Nothing is working in my favor.  

The fucking plane gauge that was a problem on the way down, went out again and we had to land, wait for a new one to be delivered and installed.  Then tested. I about lost my damn mind.

Everything seemed fine at the house when I talked to Ginger and George when we were down for repairs, and honestly, Calfus knew my name but even with that there’s not much other information about me, even where I live that is easy to find.  

Everything I own is in a trust or under other names that are not traceable back to me.  Still, I’m on the phone with Malcolm now as I drive back from the airport to home, hoping to get more intel on Calfus and what actually went wrong that allowed him to know my fucking name.

“When I said it, I knew it was a mistake, but I didn’t think he caught it.”  Malcolm Reynolds’ voice is stoic but after all these years I detect the twinge of panic.

Reynolds is my connection.  He sends me the files and the jobs and I take it from there.  He’s the one they contact.  He’s a ghost for the most part, doing all his work via phone and electronic communication.  I’ve only met him a couple times myself.

He’s no saint. That’s the business we’re in.  Cleaning up for those that have the resources.  I do the relocations, but he has others that handle the wet work and other things I don’t know about I’m sure.  

George fits in somewhere in the clean-up department, so he’s no fucking saint either, but I trust him with my life. With her life, too. At least I did.

Cleaning up means taking crime scenes and polishing them like it never happened.  Scrubbing out evidence.  

Or, if that’s not possible, making it look like something it isn’t, so the authorities don’t have a trail to follow.  That’s not my bag.  My own training set me up for what I do, which is creating new lives and identities for the ones that can afford my services.

“It’s your fucking job to not make mistakes. He played you.  He’s good, but for fuck sake you are supposed to be better.”  Anger pounds in my temples but my focus needs to stay straight.  

“How he figured out the rest, I’m not sure.”  Reynolds answers with a hint of remorse but it’s not enough.

“You were the one that said he was a genius at playing people.  It’s his life to pick up on anything and everything that could be a weakness.  Now I’m the one with my ass hanging out in the wind.  And I don’t fucking care about me, but her.  God damn it.”  Reynolds doesn’t usually share the details of what puts someone in my lap.  

It’s not a good idea, for him, the client or me.  He gives me enough to not place them in areas where they could be made, which is all I need to know, but not all the details.  Never the details.  Because that could sway my own judgment.

“You’re a ghost. He figured out your name, but nothing else in your world is tied to that identity, you said so yourself. But I’ll tell you everything I know about him...”

In this case, he had to spill.  

Turns out, this fuck makes his living on the highest level of grifting.  His main tag is taking women for large sums. This time, he tag teamed a mother and a daughter.  Both fucking married to top level mob operators.  And the daughter ended up pregnant.  He pocketed about a million and a half before the mother and daughter figured it out.  

Needless to say, these particular husbands have one way of dealing with something like this, and every direction he turns would have ended with his body parts in paper bags—starting with his fucking dick.

I grip the wheel until my fingernails dig into my palms as I race through traffic, punching the other phone with her number again and listening as it rings continuously with no answer.  George isn’t answering either and the fist pounding in my gut takes a few more whacks until bile rises in the back of my throat.

“I told you.”  Reynolds takes on a deeper tone. “The girl makes you vulnerable.  It was a mistake.  What we do—and having people you care about—just don’t go together. She’s your Achilles heel and you should have known better.”

“Fuck off.”  I counter.  “Don’t put this on me.  You fucked it up.  Dropping enough about me so a psycho can figure out who I am. Where I am.  That’s on you.”

I’m still not completely sure how it played out, but I know enough that Ginger could be in jeopardy.  

My calls earlier calmed my nerves but I want to wrap up with Malcolm so I can get them both on the phone again and make sure all is still quiet there.  I need reassurances from both my personal and professional life, but touching base and getting info was priority.

“I’m sorry.”  His voice echoes in the sedan.  He’s not the kind of man that apologizes.  Not ever.  So that sends chills down my spine.  “What can I do?”

“Email me fucking everything you know about him. And I mean everything, right down to his tastes in fucking porn.  The more I know, the better this goes. I’ll call you if I need you.  And you better fucking be there for me if I do.”

“Done.”

I click off without another word as I barrel off the interstate toward the house.  I call over and over to both their phones to no avail until I tear in through the gates of the house.

George is in the driveway as I pull in, getting out of his car like nothing’s wrong.

“What the fuck is going on?”  I yell as I run to the front door.  “Why aren’t you with her?”

“What’s wrong, Stas?  I went to get pizza.  Took longer than I expected—there are no places open around here at this time of night.  And then I wanted to get her some ice cream. Took me nearly an hour just to get the pizza then ran to get her ice cream then back.  I was on my work cell, just saw all your calls, had to sit there and deal with some upcoming issues. But the alarm is set, she has her phone. I texted her it would take me longer.  No need to worry.  I didn’t hear anything.  What’s going on with you?”  

“Did she text you back?”  I snap.

He shakes his head, eyebrows coming together and starts to say something else.

I’m inside.

“Ginger!”  No answer.  “Babybear, answer me!”  The words bank in my throat, sure the silence I hear is my answer.  

I knew the moment we met, I needed to change.  I needed to stop helping the trash of this world get a new start.  Because having her even close to any danger was unacceptable.

I took too long.

I’m ice in that second as a flash of where she could be—or what he could be doing to her—sends me into a near psychotic state.  

I will kill him.

This I know to be true.  If it is him.

And I know it is.  My gut never lies.

The only thing I don’t know is how painful his death will be. 

That all will depend on how stupid he is. What he’s done with her.

Racing through the house, screaming her name, every cell in my body longs to hear her answer me. To have her stepping out of some odd room in the house with a perplexed look on her face, wondering what all the fuss is about.

That doesn’t happen and with my lungs on fire I settle in the kitchen, my brain working overtime on how to fix this mess, as George comes up from the basement shaking his head.

We both see it at the same time.

I charge to the other side of the kitchen island where a white envelope is sticking out of the refrigerator door.

The sound of tearing paper and my heart pounding hurts my ears as I unfold the sheet of ruled notebook paper and see the thick black letters.


“If I see you. Smell you. Even think you are coming for her. I’ll stop her heart. Give me what I asked for, and she gets to keep breathing. Albeit without you, but that’s something you’re going to have to live with. You are never to contact her again.  Simple. You have sixteen hours.  You create the identity I require and she lives.  You will meet my guy at the rest stop on I70, exit 14, with the rest of my documents and information in exactly sixteen hours.  He won’t know where I am until after you make the drop, so don’t think you’re going to beat information from him. There will be no contact with him until after you’re gone. You follow him, she dies. You don’t do as I ask, I’ll have her heart cut out of her chest and delivered to you.  Now get busy.”


At the bottom of the note, he’s noted the time and that his clock is ticking.  We’ve already lost an hour.  I do a quick search on my phone to find the highway and exit are right on the border of Pennsylvania and Ohio.  I finish looking for the closest airport where the Lear can land.

I push away the thoughts of what I am going to do to him. Right now, they don’t help. 

Right now, I need to figure out how to find her.  

How to bring her home and never let my life tarnish us again.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




E I G H T

[image: image]


Ginger

[image: image]

MY FINGERTIPS TINGLE as I clench and unclench them, trying to keep blood flowing.  The earphones taped onto my head spray white noise into my brain and I fight the disorientation of being in the dark, without reference to sound or light.

The vibration of the car beneath me tells me we are on a freeway or at least moving fast and without stopping for a long time. 

I don’t know who this man is.  All I know is he somehow knows me—and my family—and from the little he’s said he’s taking me to them.

In a way, that’s calming me a bit.  If he just wanted to hurt me he could have just done that.  But he hasn’t.  I’m in the back seat of a car, this I know—and that he likes to hum.  Before he cut off my contact with the earphones, if he wasn’t talking he was humming.

And smiling.  Only it’s not the kind of smile that’s happy.  Or endearing.

In the time from when he dragged me from my bedroom with the gun to my head, until the moment he put the blindfold on me, I memorized as much about him as possible.  

Now, in the back of the car, I can’t be sure how long we’ve been driving.  It’s long enough I have to pee, and with the duct tape over my mouth I can’t even scream.

It’s got to be at least a few hours, but I’m so disoriented and my thoughts so manic I can’t be sure. My muscles ache and cramp and I shift and wiggle, trying my best to ease the discomfort.

I can’t stop thinking about Daddy.  George must have gotten home and called him when he couldn’t find me.  My heart is thrumming in my chest and all I can think about is being back home.  

The car shifts and turns, slowing and finally coming to a stop before a rush of heat covers me as I anticipate what could come next. I don’t know how long we’ll be driving and if it’s too much longer,  there’s no way I won’t lose my hands or fingers if he keeps the duct tape so tight on them the entire time.

He removes the headphones and my ears ring from the constant white noise input.

An invisible hand tightens around my throat and my lungs burn as I fight to take a breath.  The driver’s door opens and closes and next the sound of the door closest to me opens.

“There’s someone here to see you.”  

A sting sends pain across my face as light blinds me.  My senses are momentarily overloaded, and I struggle to orient myself again.

“Stephanie.”  The terse voice turns what warmth I had left in my body to ice.  “You always were a problem.  Making us worry for so long.  And here you are, living the high life.  Always so selfish.”

I squint and focus on the black dress and gray hair standing just outside the open car door.  

“You haven’t aged well, Granny.”  I smack back.  “You used to look older than dirt, now you look older than old dirt.”

I’m shocked at my own words.  Back when I lived with my grandmother and parents I would have never spoken to her that way.  

She tips her head to the side as her silver spectacles teeter on the end of her crooked nose.  I eye her with defiance, surprising myself again as she steps forward and lays a sharp smack across my cheek.

“Smart ass girl.  I’m not sure who you think you are talking to, but things are going to get back to normal.”

The man who took me comes into view, smiling and humming behind my grandmother.

“I take it you two know each other.”  I smile back at them.  “And by the way, unless you want my hands to fall off you need to take these ties off my wrists.”

My grandmother reaches forward for another smack, but I dodge her hand and give her a death glare.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”  I reply to her attempt, staring her down.

“Excuse me.”  The man taps my grandmother on the shoulder and shifts in front of the door, reaching into his trouser pocket and flicking open a switchblade.

“Wow, so gangster in your tailored suit.”  

The smile situated on his lips doesn’t waiver as his free hand grips my shoulder, turning me just enough to expose my hands behind my back.

“Be a good girl or it can get a lot worse than this.”  He whispers into my ear, making me shiver at hearing him call me a ‘good girl’ the way Daddy does. “What’s planned for you is a party trick compared to what I could conjure for a sweet little treat like yourself.”

A moment later, relief washes over me as my hands are free and I bring them in front of me, pulling and tugging at my cold, nearly blue fingers.

“My concert pianist career was nearly foiled.”  I glare at them both through the open door.  “Now that I have my hands back, what do you want?  I’m over eighteen now, Grandmother, you can’t keep me where I don’t want to be.  And in case you haven’t figured it out, I’m not going to be your precious pageant doll anymore.  Sorry you and mother didn’t make it to Miss America, but your plans to get me there are long gone.  You get that, right?  I’m not coming with you.  Not anywhere.”

In the back of my mind I’m staring in disbelief at the girl smarting off to two people who have her captive.  The guy has a gun and a knife, but that doesn’t seem to be stopping me from saying what comes to mind—even at my own peril.

Seems the few months with Daddy have changed me.  I feel his strength with me even now and my value and backbone have risen right along with his love for me.

The irony is not lost on me either.  In his hands, I’m a little girl.  That girl he first met at the greenhouse—a little lost, no self-confidence, unsure of herself—is gone.  

He’s taken the best parts of me and enhanced them.  

Taken the weak parts of me and loved them.  

I’m more a woman now than I ever was before, even when—at my very core—he showed me the little girl I am to him.  Even for me it’s confusing, but the result of his care, attention and love is on full display.  And even in this precarious moment I’m proud of that.  In a way, I wish he could see me now.

“You will come home.”  My grandmother meets my glare.  “You’ve caused enough heartache and hardship for your family.  And, well, if you still wish to refuse, I believe your new friend may be able to sway your decision.  Something about a Stanislov Pavlovich and the distinct possibility of his untimely demise.  That’s something you wouldn’t want now, would you? Oh, and a couple little furry friends as well.  I remember how soft hearted you always were when it came to animals.” She wrinkles her nose in disgust.  “Stupid, sentimental girl.”

When I was little, I’d bring home every stray that I came in contact with.  Kittens, an old Beagle running down the road once, injured birds and even a three-legged mutt nearly frozen to death. I’d learned to hide them as best I could.  The first ones I brought home, begging to keep, always disappeared while I slept.  

No amount of tears or begging would rend any information about their fate from any member of the family.  But even the ones I tried to hide eventually met the same fate.  I never did discover what happened to them.  I’m not even sure I really wanted to.  Sometimes, ignorance is bliss.

My head spins as Grandmother steps back and the man steps into her place, extending his hand like a chauffeur to his passenger.

“Come now.  Let’s find more comfortable accommodations until we have all the details of things settled, shall we?” 

That smile again and my thoughts race.  My options are limited here.  

I have no idea where we are. 

From my vantage point in the back of the car I see pine trees. Smell the coolness of a forest and hear nothing but birdcalls and the sound of the breeze.

The comment about Daddy and keeping him alive sends my mind racing but I play it off.  That sounds like their trump card and not showing signs it’s affected me will hopefully work in my favor.

With hesitation, I take his hand and extend a leg out of the car. Then the other as I stand awkwardly on numb limbs and scan the surroundings.  But if I was expecting some revelation, I’m disappointed.  

All I see is exactly what my senses told me I would.  I’m in the middle of nowhere, no markers, no nothing.  The only thing besides nature that is visible is an old log cabin and for a moment I wonder if I’ll ever see my Daddy again.  
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“SO.”  GEORGE SOUNDS nearly as pissed off as I am.  “Where are we on this, Stas?”

“Why do we do what we do?”  I shake my head.  “Why the fuck do we help people like this? How did we get here?”

“Man, just stick to the task at hand.  Rhetoric is useless right now.” George leans his head back and cracks his neck.  “What in there is useful?”

We’ve spent hours going over the email with attached documents from Malcolm that covers everything about Leonard Calfus that I would have preferred not to know.

I nod.  “He’s fucking smart.  I knew that.  But his shtick is mainly taking women for their trust funds. It’s less than creative but clearly has garnered him a nice life.  Seems his weakness is winning.  He finds a target and doesn’t give up until he gets what he wants.  I don’t even think it’s just about the money, it’s about coming out on top. Controlling everyone else. He’s got no soul, he even preys on women in memory care without executors or family to look after them.  He’s a bottom feeder but it’s more.  There’s more to him.”  

The beat of my heart shreds inside my chest as venom bubbles through me.  We are seated in my office, daylight picking out the tiredness in George’s eyes, the gray pallor to his skin.

I know I must look the same, but there’s no time for rest even if I wanted to.  

Calfus’s deadline is deliberate—enough time to put together a new package for him or look for Ginger.  Not both.  What bothers me is how much effort he must have put into this, how much planning he did before we even met.  He knows exactly how long it takes to put a new identity together and he’s used that against me.  

The three monitors on my desk, each full of some element of intel on the piece of shit that took my baby from me, are my only lifeline right now.  Two are filled with documentation about his life.  The third shows a single photo we took from the security footage here at the house.  He was good, managed to avoid most of the cameras, but the camera at the end of the drive caught a three-quarter view of an old red Toyota as it pulled in.  

“Okay, so that’s the situation.  What’s the plan?”

I bite into my bottom lip, shaking on a breath because I’m not sure yet the best course of action.  Which is not my usual.  Ginger’s scent is with me even now, the music of her laughter, the connection I feel with her aches inside of me.

“I’ve got no fucking idea.”  I admit, closing my eyes and drawing a deep breath. “He’s got no home base.  I’ve sent the photo of his car to Sarah, but I’m not hopeful any of our contacts will know anything.  His last hitch he had an affair with a mother and daughter.  Both married to Vegas mob bosses and they are not known for their forgiveness.  Got the daughter pregnant, then the they found out he was stinging them both.  Took them for a good million and a half in less than a month before it all came out and the bosses clearly decided his heart didn’t need to beat anymore.  

“He’s smart but he’s human.  He’s got a weakness somewhere. Something else he wants...”

“What the fuck did he want?”  George’s query is topped with irritation, as though I should have anticipated this.  “I mean, apart from the impossible setup for his new life.”

He’s right.  Maybe I should have anticipated something like this. My game is off, it’s true. Ginger made me vulnerable and I’ve put us all in danger because of it.

“It’s not about the new identity.  Not really.  I know people like him and there’s only one thing he wants.  He wants to win.”  

“Win what?”

“He needs to feel powerful.  Needs to feel he’s on top.  He refused my package because he felt it was beneath him.  Fuck though, none of that helps me find her.  None of it helps me know where she is.”

I’ve always used my intellect.  My strategic skills to manage situations.

For the first time, all I see is red. All I want is blood.

I lean back in my chair, arms straight, gripping the edge of the desktop and shaking my head, when my cell phone starts to buzz.

Sarah.

In an instant, I’ve got it pressed to my ear.  “Talk to me.  What have you got?”

“Not much.”  Sarah’s voice is strained.  

She hasn’t met Ginger, not yet, but I’ve talked about her.  I know Sarah well, she’s smart and tough but she’s also compassionate and she cares about me like a big sister.  I guess she was starting to think of Ginger as a daughter-to-be, and this shit has shaken her as much as any of us.  

“I’ll keep the details out of it, but I pulled in some favors on freeway cams and put a few of Reynolds’ other guys watching the videos about the time the car would have been headed out of the city. They pulled major freeway footage at the on ramps closest to the house. They got lucky and the car has been spotted heading west out of Binghamton.”  

That’s the biggest city close to Windsor, NY, where my house is and where most of the major interstates intersect.  

Sarah continues, “The camera video was marked about two hours ago. He’s got a good head start.  The cams got a decent shot and driver basically fits Calfus’s description.  There was another woman in the passenger seat, gray hair, so unless he had a wig on Ginger...couldn’t get a good shot so not sure about her.  They kept watching the cams but nothing else hit so we’ve lost their exact route.”  Her voice trails off and nothing more needs to be said right now.

My heart starts thrumming in my chest.  Hearing Sarah talk is making the threat to my babygirl all the more real and I’m almost in full panic mode.  I try to maintain my cool.  I’ll need it to see this through.  “Okay.  Thanks.”

“I know it’s not hugely helpful.”

“No, it’s better than we’ve got right now.  Prep the jet.  George and I will land in that airport as close to the drop point as possible.  We’ll have a few other guys with us.”

“Seating capacity is eight, Stas.  The pilot won’t—”

“Yeah, well we might be overloading it.  We’ll fucking stand in the cockpit if we have to.”

There’s a slight pause, as if she might argue the point, but Sarah knows better.  “Consider it done.”  She hangs up on the last word, knowing I don’t need any more small talk.

Turning to George, I find him staring back, waiting for what’s next.

“What is it?”  He prods.

“I need you to assemble an army.  All the people you know who have no interest in who’s right or wrong, they just owe you a favor.  If you have any contacts in Virginia, East Ohio and Western Pennsylvania, send Calfus’s and Ginger’s picture to them and get them gathering intel. Any clue, any information. Call them all, tell them to be ready, we’ll take your guys with us on the jet. And George, when we do find him, it’s going to be wet. He’s not walking out breathing.  You got that?”  I swallow on a grunt.

George nods, pulling out his phone.  “I’ve got a long list of guys who will help us and have no problem getting dirty.  Just need a plan.  Who, what, when and where.  I’ve got your back, brother.”

“And one more thing,” I say, meeting his eyes.  “If anything happens to her, they have to kill me too.”
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WHOEVER THIS CABIN belongs to, it’s clear that they aren’t big on maintenance.  The whole place reeks of mold and animal urine. There are holes in the walls big enough for a child to crawl through, so who knows what kinds of animals have made this their outhouse.  

The worn-out olive-green sofa my grandmother ordered me to sit on is right beneath one of the holes in the roof, and the sun beating down the side of my face along with the smell in here is making me feel sick.  From where the sun is in the sky, I’m guessing it’s still fairly early morning.

Silly as it is, I think about my salon appointment.  I should be happy I’m still alive but I’m actually disappointed I’m going to miss it.  I really, really wanted that unicorn color done on my hair. And maybe straight bangs for the first time in who knows how long.  

I have no idea where we are, and I have to wonder if Daddy is already looking for me.  And if so, where?  I’m just a very small needle in a very large haystack.

My kidnapper’s sickening scent of spicy cologne turns my stomach.  Every few minutes he walks around the interior of the cabin, checking the view from the windows.  Pressing a hand on the window frame and tapping that stupid red stoned pinky ring on the wood. Grandmother is sitting at the dining table, watching me with suspicion, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

The guy steps away from the window, passing Grandmother, and she grabs his arm, giving me a side glance as she leans in to whisper in his ear.

The man nods and looks at his watch before pulling out a chair at the dining table and tapping on the screen of his phone.

“So, what do we do for fun around here?”  I chime in.  

I’ve discerned that at least for the moment they are not going to hurt me. Therefore, pushing the limits and trying to tip them off balance and figure out what is going on doesn’t feel overly dangerous at this point.  

What feels dangerous is my grandmother’s reference to Daddy’s safety as well as Romper and Geisha. Her comments made my heart clench in my chest but I know better than to let them know they are getting to me. 

I’m hoping my overt cheekiness will eventually push them off balance enough to slip up and let out some kernel of information that could help end whatever this is.

Because making sure Daddy and my babies, not the vegetable plants this time, are safe is my most important mission right now.  Clearly, this man is dangerous in a different way than my family is.  

“Are you not even going to ask about your parents?”  Grandmother snarls.  “You know you’ve broken their hearts?  Leaving like you did.  We were sure you were dead.  The police couldn’t find a trace of you.  We searched.  You put us all in a precarious position.  Your selfishness.  We gave you a wonderful life.  Your grandfather provided for us all.  All you had to do was continue—”

“A wonderful life?”  I spit back.  “Forced to live a life that had no interest in my own wants and needs?  Forced to starve to fit into whatever size you decided was the right one?  Forced to have surgery when my stomach wasn’t flat enough or what you thought the judges wanted to see?” I push my glasses back up on my nose with my free hand.

“You’re ungrateful. Your glasses are hideous. There are millions of children who would kill for the life you had. You have no idea the hardship you put upon us when you left.”  A crack in her voice surprises me.

The man continues tapping on his phone, but the half smile stays secure on his lips as I glance between him and my grandmother, trying to figure out how they tie together.

When he looks up and winks at me, a shiver runs down my spine.  “Let alone the lies you’ve been told about your new benefactor,” he says, and I struggle to take in the words.  What could he possibly mean?  It’s me that’s lied to Stas, not the other way around.

Isn’t it?

My mind is racing, but I refuse to go down that path.  He wants me confused.  He wants me doubtful.  I won’t play his game.

“What do you want?”  I demand.  “If you are going to hurt me then hurt me.”  I dare to push the envelope because the fear of the unknown is greater than whatever the reality could be.

“We both want things.”  Grandmother glances at the man who is again tapping his phone screen and ignoring us.  “What you don’t know, what you’ve never known, is how much your grandfather loved beauty. As you know, I was Miss Virginia, and your mother a runner up, which disappointed him more than anything in the world.  Then when you were born, he vowed you would be the prize.  The one that would make it to Miss America.  We set about creating you to be what he wanted.  In turn, as long as you were on the right path, he provided for us all generously in his will.  You were our job.  We made you the center of everything. When you left, the executor of the estate followed his guidelines and cut off a significant portion of our financial resources.  You left us suffering.”

My head spins.  This has to be a joke.  

There are some questions being answered for me though.  For years I pressed that I hated the pageant life.  I fought and negotiated, trying to get free from the pressure and chains my parents and my grandmother seemed determined to force me into.  

Never did I realize that the big house, the cars, the private schools, the lifestyle we lived, all hinged on my participation in a life I found repulsive, yet my mother and grandmother seemed to adore.

It took another wakeup call, when they tried to force me yet again into surgery to correct what they saw as a ‘defect’ in my physical appearance, to make me take matters into my own hands.  A boob job, laser eye surgery, an abdominal tuck and cheek implants were all planned in a single surgery. 

I had just graduated from high school and they were in the full court press to get me to the big stage.

That night, I used the screwdriver I stole from the garage, unscrewed the locks on my window and practically broke my neck jumping into the pine tree outside my bedroom, with just a backpack, a few clothes, my two stuffed donkeys and hope.

Growing up, I was given a small allowance.  I’d saved almost all of that money, stuffed into an opening I’d made in my toy donkeys.  It was enough to get me a modest new start out in the world but not enough to set me up for life, that’s for sure.

I glance at the man, who shoves his phone back in his pocket, and catch a glint of nervousness flickering in his dead eyes.  

“And what do you want?”  I counter as I try to absorb my grandmother’s words, stalling to see if I can figure out how his man fits in.

He broadens his smile and places his hands flat on the small dining table, meeting my gaze as my Grandmother looks on, crossing her arms and gripping each opposing arm tightly.

“Let’s just say, I want leverage. Keeping one step ahead of your opponent is what wins the game, shall we say? And I always win the game.”

It’s counterintuitive for him to reveal even that much to me.  Tells me it’s his ego that’s calling the shots here.  If he was just in it for money, just in it to win, he wouldn’t need to spout off about how important winning is. This is personal, not just professional and I need to find out how to press whatever his bruise is a bit more.

“Well, thank you for that life lesson.”  I answer with an eye roll.  Pushing my fear deep down I decide to press forward and risk whatever consequences might follow.  “So here we sit with your obtuse rhetoric and my grandmother’s history lessons while nothing is changing.”  I look to my grandmother. “So, what, you want me to be Miss America?  Grandpa was an asshole, you do know that, right?”

My strongest memories of my grandfather are of him berating everyone around him. My earliest recollection of him is a time when I was around five years old.  He was standing there, so stern it made me cry, instructing my mother to portion out my food because baby fat no longer would be an excuse.

He was a charmer for sure.

My grandmother’s lips purse and she lowers one eyebrow.  “He was a good man.  A successful man, who provided for you and your family. Your own father certainly never did that. When your mother showed up pregnant, unmarried, with your...father, it was your grandfather’s benevolent nature that saved your family.  You should show more respect.”

I watch as a strange look passes between the two, then he takes over the conversation.

“Okay.”  The man breaks into our back and forth.  “Enough.  Here’s the story.  You,” He nods toward me, “are going back home with your grandmother. And I will use you to be sure I get what I want from your precious Stas. It’s not much really, just need him to see things my way.  He’s stubborn, as you probably know. So, you will go home and you will help me get what I want.”

“Not likely unless I’m in a body bag.” I push the limits again, biding my time, hoping Daddy somehow figures out what’s going on and rides in to save the day.

His laugh is devoid of humor.  “In life, when you want to get something,” he picks at his fingernails as he speaks, “you find a weakness in your opponent.  Something they care about more than themselves.  You and your Stas, both have a weakness.  It’s each other.. You also have a soft spot for your furry creatures. Wouldn’t want to see them suffer would you? We—” He nods towards my Grandmother. “—both have things we need.  And because of some wonderful twist of fate, what we want and your weaknesses fit together like milk and cocoa.  None of us will be leaving here until we both get what we want.”

The room feels colder. 

His energy shifts and I wonder if my smart-ass tactics may have been the wrong move.  I swallow, looking at my Grandmother to see if there is any softness there.  Anything I can plead to.  But I see only faded blue eyes set on the man to my right.

“So, this still doesn’t tell me what it is you want from me.  I don’t have anything to give.”  I glance between them.  “I mean, look at me, I can’t give you a win in the Miss America pageant anymore than I can perform brain surgery. And I can’t give you Stas.”

My grandmother moves to the black bag she set on the counter.  She roots around inside as I glance back and forth between my two captors.

“You have very much to give.”  He runs a hand down his face, gripping his chin.  “And I will extract it by whatever means necessary.  Now, let me tell you a few things about your precious Stas.”

“Stas will never leave me. He will come and take me back.  This is stupid.”  I press, unwilling to hear any more of the propaganda.

Grandmother looks at the man who sniffs on a laugh into which there is zero humor.  

“Stupid girl. Stas will not come for you.  Trust me.  When I say I win, I win.  That means I have leverage on everyone. Including your Daddy.”

His emphasis on that last word has me frozen.

How does this stranger know so much?  

“How do you know this guy?”  I implore to my grandmother, hoping there is some element of sympathetic family loyalty deep down in her black soul.  

Grandmother looks out the window, closing her eyes for a moment, before turning her attention back to me.

“None of your business.” Her lack of an answer is more of an answer than she knows. It just reinforces for me, this isn’t just about money, this is personal for everyone.

The man’s face darkens as he looks at my grandmother, but she doesn’t react.  Something in his look tells me there is history here, but whatever it is, neither one is spilling right now.

I choke out a dark laugh.  “Well, however you knew each other, now adding kidnapping and other various felonies to the fun, there’s got to be some payoff for everyone.  I’m wondering if you two know each other. Like, biblically.”  I mock, trying to push them to give me something that will help.

Grandmother stabs a finger at me as the man continues to quietly fume.  I dart my own narrow eyes between them both.

“Stop it.” Grandmother spits at me, her usual stoic façade breaking.  “Can’t you for once—for once—just do as your told, you spiteful little girl?  Since you were a baby you’ve insisted on being a pain in the behind. Always being contrary.”

“Better than being a plastic formed Barbie doll.” I seem to have hit a nerve.

“Shut up.” The man cuts us off, his mask cracking as well, right along with his usual mocking humor.  “Both of you.”  His glare at my grandmother confirms some of what I’ve suspected, about there being a deeper connection somewhere down the line for the two of them.  “If you want your precious Daddy to stay upright or out of the penitentiary, you’ll do as you’re told.  He’s no fucking saint, by the way.  And I’m not just talking about what he does for a living, either.”  His hard words drive nails into my heart.

I’d do anything for Daddy.  To keep him safe. But there is a part of me that aches.  Whatever he’s done, it must be bad, and the betrayal of trust stabs knives into my chest.

“I don’t do anything dangerous or illegal, Babybear.  There are no other girls for me. I promise.”

Daddy’s words ring in my head like bells announcing some impending danger.  

The irony of his rule “Never lie to me” is the next thing that makes me realize, maybe I’m the one being played. Confusion rakes at me but anyway I turn, I’m settling with the fact that I’m going with her.  I’m going back to the life I tried so hard to forget.

My eyes burn as Daddy’s voice echoes in my head.  I do everything I can to not allow them to see my pain.

“Fine.  What are we waiting for?  Why bring me here anyway? You could have just taken me yourself back to the house.  Why even involve her?”  I nod toward my grandmother, tears threatening the corners of my eyes, and with a lick of my lips my heart breaks.

“You don’t get to ask the questions.  And you’re not going anywhere.  Not yet.”  He barks. I’m surprised to see a look of fear cross my grandmother’s face.  Whoever this man is, he scares her, and not just for her safety.  “Don’t forget, I always win. You’re both staying put until I get what I want. Your family owes me.” His cold glance at my grandmother tells me I’m on the right track. If I thought the room had turned cold a moment ago, it was nothing, because now I’m physically shivering.  

He stands up from the table and steps in front of me, staring down with something in his eyes that feels like death.

“Now. I need his phone number, the clock is ticking.”
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TIME IS FUCKING TICKING on the deadline.  

The Learjet is taxiing to the runway ready for takeoff, but by the time we land we’ll have shaved off another hour or more.  That doesn’t leave us a lot of time and I’m just hoping for some sort of breakthrough.  

Ten of George’s guys are here with us and I’ve got the rest of the small army scattered around the three states where I think we might have the most luck finding information, but I still have no idea where they are.

Where she is.

I’m dying minute by minute, not knowing if my baby is safe.

In between every thought of Ginger is a thought of a more painful way to kill the fucker that’s taken my world from me.  

“Boss.”  George cuts into my thoughts.  “You’re no good if you can’t think straight.  Get an hour of sleep while we’re in the air. I’ll man the satellite phone.  I’ll check every email and message.  I’ll wake you if we have anything—”

A ring on my cell stops him cold and my finger is on the green button before we can blink.

“Yeah.”  I answer the unknown number on speaker, my heart in my throat and my gut churning inside out.

“Hello.”  The single ice-cold word lacerates any hope I had left that this could all be some crazy misunderstanding.

“You know you’re going to die.”  I answer, unable to hold my cards.

A laugh comes in reply and my mind spins as George nods my way, taking a seat opposite me and hitting record on his own phone.

“We’re all going to die, Stanislov.  So, stop being so obtuse. It’s bourgeois.” 

“Nothing else is going to happen until I hear her voice.  Put her on the fucking phone now.”  There’s a strap around my heart waiting for his reply.

“Know who is okay?”  He mocks in a sing-song tone.

“Your death is only getting more painful.”  My jaw muscle turns to stone as I grit my teeth until I hear them cracking.

“Oh my god.”  He elongates every word. “Such drama.  Come now, we are all gentlemen here.  All in a business that knows the rights and bounds of who we all are.  You are no fucking saint.  You will go for a trick for the rest of your life as well as I if the right information is made available to the right authorities.  Let’s save each other time and irritation and dispose of the unnecessary threats.”

I answer him with silence.  My request stands and if he’s got any smarts, he will know he has zero leverage on me without proof of life. I was obsessed with Ginger before.  Fuck, when I get her back—not if but when—my life will be dedicated to her in every way, shape and form.

I will give her the world and then some. 

But first, I need to deal with this fuck.

“Don’t be an ass.  You know I’m not bargaining without proof.  Or we can hang up now.”  I dare the bluff, not sure how he knows about Ginger and betting he may not know enough to be sure I won’t sacrifice her.

A second longer pause than I expect tells me I called that right.

I hear a breath and I know it’s her.  The world stops spinning until I hear the first peep of her voice.

“I’m okay.”  The words cut through my sternum and eviscerate my heart. 

Before I can ask her anything, the fuck’s voice is back.

“There you go.  You have your proof.  Now, let’s get to the important topic. Me. And how you are going to accommodate my needs in my...”  He pauses, and George is holding a hand over his mouth.  “...new life.  It was so rude that you left our meeting so abruptly.  You owe me an apology for that.  After all, I am the customer and the customer is always right.”

I decide to gather as much information as possible.

“What do you want exactly?”  I play into his ego.  “I’ll give you what you want.  I’m already working on the demands you left with my boss.  Just give me the specifics so I can get it done and move the fuck on.”

A stony chuckle comes through the phone.  “Now, that’s more like it.  See how easy things can be when you just accept your position?  Okay, here’s what I expect now in addition to what I told him before we met...”

I let my head fall back on my neck as he drones on.  None of it matters, I’m not doing shit for him except ending his useless life.  He prattles on about square footage, a pool with a hot tub, neighborhood, how many cars and the style...even if I did what he’s asking and didn’t kill him myself, the two mobsters certainly would.  

He doesn’t seem to understand the idea of being low profile for a few years to save his dumb ass.

Amazing how ego can interrupt intelligence.  This guy is clearly wicked smart, savvy, but his weakness is what will get him killed.  He’s a bit blind in his quest for the win. 

Only, it will be my pleasure now to do the honor of ending his life.

When he finishes I finally respond.  “Fine.  Got it.  But you don’t get shit until I get her.  So, I’ll do this, finalize it all and meet your guy.  It will take me a few hours, so where do we pick up Ginger?  And she best be in the same condition as when she left or your deal is dead. So are you.”

“Enough with the death threats. If you want her to live, you will follow my instructions and never see her again. You won’t be picking her up from anywhere.”  The silence that follows echoes in my head and I’m not sure what’s coming next.  “I get my new life. And she gets her old life. You get to do whatever the fuck you want, but it won’t include her or I’ll make sure there is no her.  Do you understand this, Stanislov?  No matter where I end up, I’ll be watching.”  I hear him laugh.  “Oh, and if you’re watching for my connection, thinking you’ll be able to get to me, don’t bother.  He’s just a courier.  He has no idea where the package is going until it’s in his hands.  I’ll give him a call when he’s on the road and let him know where to meet me.  If anything happens to him, he’s delayed even a minute or if he even thinks he’s being followed, he’ll let me know and I’ll slit her pretty little throat.”

It takes every ounce of my control to not come undone.  

“I read your note, Calfus, but you need to give me more or the deal is off.  Ginger comes home with me.”

His words ‘her old life’ play on repeat in my mind.  From what she’s told me, she has no old life. Her parents are deceased, the village or whatever the fuck it was is gone.  She has no one.  

Visions of Ginger pound through my mind.  Her scent surrounds me and I can’t help but focus on the thought that my seed could have found its home in her womb already and we just don’t know.  

I’ve fucked her enough unprotected for us to have bred an army, but for some reason I haven’t taken root yet.  But that doesn’t mean it couldn’t be true right now, this moment, while that less-than-human has her.

Has my family.

That thought has my vision cast in red.  She’s my babygirl.  But fuck, the idea of a family is something I never considered before her.  Now, I can’t imagine the hell I could unleash on anyone that would threaten my wife or my children.

Wife.

I need to take care of that shit right away.

As soon as I get her back.  

What the fuck I was waiting for I’m not sure, but as soon as her hand is back in mine we’re going to the courthouse or the church—or whatever she wants—and she’s going to be mine in every way.  She’s never getting away from me. Ever.  I shake my head, refocusing on the issues at hand and trying to calm my racing heart.

“I don’t need to give you anything.”  He answers, breaking into my thoughts.  “Your trump card is played.  You want her alive.  I’ll keep her alive and she will stay alive as long as you never see her again.  Never try to contact her again.  That’s the deal you are being offered, the only one that lets her live.  There is no negotiation.  My life for her life.  Fair trade.  Now get to work planning my new life. Your time, or her time, or both is running out.”

The line goes dead.
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THE NAUSEA I’VE BEEN fighting all day is growing with each minute.

I’m straining to hear the muffled whispers of grandmother and the guy.  They stepped out onto the front porch but before they did they secured me with a handcuff around one wrist and the other end attached to a pipe on the wall.

I catch words here and there as I lean farther toward the window where the sound is clearest.

“I cared about you.”  I think I hear that right from my Grandmother but I can’t be sure.

“I wasn’t good enough for your family then.  But now I have what you want.”  The man’s low voice seeps through the closed door. “How things change.”

“It was the way it had to be. I kept in touch as you’d asked.  Sent you pictures. But, that was all I could do, you know that. My husband, he would have cut us all off if—”  Grandmother’s voice trails off as I hear feet moving around on the wooden porch.  They are too far away for me to hear anymore.

Every second I imagine Stas busting down the door and making this all go away.  But I’m still sitting here, it’s been a couple hours since the phone call, and besides some cryptic information from my grandmother about this man and how he ties into all this it’s been a vacuum of silence.

They come back inside as I feel my insides lurch.

“I need to use the bathroom.”  I manage to say through the waves of sickness.  

I hate that in this moment I’m feeling so weak.  I want to be a granite wall but my body isn’t cooperating.

“You just went.”  The man paces by the window as Grandmother sits across from me at the table, hands folded in front of her with that same look of disdain and disappointment that is her permanent make up.

“Fine.  I’ll sit here and channel Linda Blair, shall I?”  I lower my head, slipping my hands into my hair on both sides and practice some deep breathing.  When I sit back up I push my glasses back up  and ask, “Can I at least get a cold towel or something?”  

Heat begins to raise in my core and the room feels like it’s pulsating.

“Get her a bucket or something. She looks green.”  He heads toward the front door as his phone begins to ring.  “I’ll be back.”

I turn my head and look through my dangling hair at my grandmother, who isn’t moving.  

“Just let me go to the frickin’ bathroom!  I’m sick.  What am I going to do?  There’s nothing in there.  No gun hidden behind the toilet. It’s practically just a hole in the stupid floor.”  I take a deep breath and sit up, staring her down.  

She presses her lips into a thin line, drawing her brows together.

“Go.  But you do anything funny and you’ll regret it.”  She reaches into the pocket on the side of her skirt and draws out the tiny key, then unlocks my wrist and nods toward the small bath just off the kitchen.

“Didn’t think you understood the concept of regret there, dear Grandma.”  I take ginger steps forward, each one seeming to only push the bile up in the back of my throat.

The smell inside the bathroom is so pungent I lose my balance.  My insides turn and before I can take a breath, I’m heaving whatever was left in my stomach into the stained bowl of the commode.  

When the retching finally stops, I step to the sink, pull off my glasses and set them aside and throw cold water on my face, then look in the mirror and realize the guy was right, there’s a green tinge to my usually white skin.

My grandmother’s voice stabs in shrill splinters through the door.  “Are you alright?”  The hint of irritation there tells me she doesn’t really care if I’m alright, but she’s making sure I’m still here.

“I’m okay.  I’m sick.  I just need to sit here for a minute.  You don’t want to come in here, trust me.”  I add, standing at the commode and flushing it again for effect.  “As soon as things stop spewing from my body I’ll be back to entertain you.”

I hear her huff and walk away as I take a deep breath and run my fingers through my hair as I move put my glasses back on.

“Jesus.”  I drop my head and lock my elbows, hands on each side of the sink, trying to get my bearings. “This week sure took a turn,” I mutter under my breath, turning on the faucet then leaning down to suck in some water and swish it around in my mouth before spitting it out.

It tastes of metal and Sulphur but at least it’s an improvement over the taste of vomit.

As the waves of nausea subside there’s a ringing in my ears, but outside the small window above the commode I hear the guy’s voice.

He must be walking around the cabin, but he’s still on the phone so I close the lid and stand up on the seat, pressing my ear to the bottom of the window so if he looks he can’t see me.

The words are unintelligible until he comes closer and I hold my breath, listening.

“You don’t need to know where she’s going.  She’s safe, going back to her family. She ran away three years ago and they’ve been searching for her.  Stephanie is a troubled girl.  I don’t know exactly what she’s told you but I don’t think you really know her, Stanislov.  She will be taken care of I assure you.  Her grandmother is here to take her home if you do as I ask. But that’s not important, do you have my requests secured?”

Silence as my heart is in my throat.  All my lies are unraveling.

I can’t imagine what Daddy is thinking right now.  Besides the insanity of everything else going on, now he’s going to figure out almost everything I told him about myself is a lie.  My world is crumbling under my feet.

I’ve finally found something I didn’t know existed.  Someone that feels like they fit me in a way I never dreamed.  Someone that trusted me.  Told me the number one rule was never lie to him and I couldn’t even trust him enough to open up when it really mattered the most.

And now those lies have caused all this.

No way he would want me back now.  Everything I am was built on lies and once the trust is broken, as Stas said, things are never the same. 

It was only a matter of time before a guy like him would get bored anyway with a girl like me.  I think I was delusional to believe he would want me, just me, forever.

I listen as the man starts talking again. “Good.  My courier will be waiting for you.  And it will be just you.  He sees anyone else, he gets spooked or he gets picked up after the meeting and I’ll see fit that she doesn’t make it back to her family.  And her end will not be quick.”

A beat of silence then he continues. “You weren’t that hard to find. You are no match for me.  I had your place staked out days before we met. Your Malcolm slipped and I took it from there.  When I saw you with your precious girl, well what a twist of fate that was. Your hand was dealt. Fate has a way of closing circles in life. Let’s just say, when I get what I want, others will as well.”

I don’t know what that means, but I know it means he’s been watching us. I hear him walking away and I shove the heels of my hands on the window frame.  I stifle a grunt as it makes a cracking sound from the layers of paint that have it stuck in place.

Doing my best to keep it quiet, I thud my fist on the corner then grab the tarnished brass handle and push up with a grunt.  To my surprise it shifts and opens a crack.  I push harder and again it moves.  It’s three-quarters of the way open.

I stop and listen for a moment, hear the sound of the front door of the cabin closing and know I only have a minute or two before one of them comes to check on me.

With another grunt, I grab the outside of the window frame and put one foot on the back of the toilet.  The porcelain makes an unhappy crunching sound under my weight and I pull my other foot up onto the edge of the sink, trying to disperse the pressure.

I pause and listen.  When I hear their muffled voices I push upward, angling my shoulders and jutting my head through the opening while straining to pull my weight up.  Pushing up on my tiptoes I scrape one shoulder through, biting back a yelp as something sharp tears at my skin.

I’m jerking and wincing, using every muscle to try to compel my body to fit through the opening.  Gathering my thoughts, I remember that this could be life or death. I pretend my effort isn’t just for me but that I need to get myself free in order to save some imaginary wide-eyed orphan on the verge of certain doom.

The adrenaline rush I’m hoping for from that image evades me, but I get something else in return.

I’m stuck. 

Stuck here in this window in my donkey pajamas. Too bad I can’t take a picture because this is a Kodak moment if ever there was one.

My feet are a few inches off the connection to the commode and the sink now, one arm and shoulder through the opening and the balance of my weight pressing down on my diaphragm, making it difficult to draw a full breath.  Gravity is not my friend, and the pressure amplifies the formerly diminished feeling of nausea.

In this moment, my thoughts are that at least if I do hurl, my head is out the window.

“Dang it.”  I grimace, even in this situation finding it difficult to break Daddy’s rule about no cursing. 

I’m twisting and flailing with the hand that’s out the window for something to give me leverage, but the side of the cabin is smooth worn wood with no handholds.  “So perfect.”

It feels like a metaphor for my life.  Can’t move forward and can’t go back.  Stuck in discomfort but not enough to kill me.  Unable to push through the barrier to get myself free.

The voices in the cabin go quiet and I know it’s a matter of moments before I’m found out.

This will be a story for the grandkids one day.  If I live that long.

I point my toes and blow out all the air left in my lungs, thinking it may help make my chest just the bit smaller needed to retreat.

Because at this point, forward isn’t an option.  Plan A has failed and I’m pretty foggy on what Plan B could be.  But until I unravel the mess of Plan A, that’s a secondary concern at best.

“Come on.”  I breathe in and do everything I can to shimmy and lift myself off the window frame, kicking my feet like a toddler having a fit as I hear footsteps moving outside the door.

In one huge exhale I collapse, falling the few inches it takes for my feet to touch the back of the toilet.

From there, I plop down, jerking down my pajama bottoms and taking a seat just as the door opens.

I’m out of breath as I glare at the madman looking in.

“Um, little privacy? I’m sort of having some digestive issues here.”  I manage and I see the flicker of discomfort in his eyes.  “You into some freaky shit, huh, watching me?  No pun intended.”  I add, poking at the flush of embarrassment I see, forgiving myself this time for the swear word, knowing Daddy would probably approve given the circumstances.

And the amazing pun.

With a muttered apology he shuts the door and I drop my forehead to my knees, fighting for breath.

I pull myself together and decide Plan B does not involve the bathroom.  So reluctantly I put myself back together and move to the door, pulling it open an inch, when I hear Stas’s name.

“He’s giving me everything as it should be. He’s as dirty as the next one, his high and mighty act didn’t last.  He gave her up easier than I expected.  You don’t mingle in the mud and stay clean.  He’s played his time in the sandbox with the little girl, he’s ready to go back to whatever his life was before.  I did him a favor I think.”

“Will he come after her?”  My grandmother asks.

I’m chilled to the bone when I hear what comes next.

“No. I left him with a clear understanding if he shows up, she doesn’t get to live. Seems he’s got half a heart, he doesn’t want her dead. That fits with the terms of the estate as well. As long as you have her back in the fold, you get your money. Win, win.”

“Stas will never stop looking for me.” I march out into the small room and place myself carefully in the chair next to the pipe.  I hold out my hand for them to re-shackle me, spouting at them, “Well?  Aren’t you going to put the handcuffs back on?  Clearly I’m dangerous.”. My ploy works, they don’t move right away to replace my restraint.

“Really?  Who do you think you are to him?  Love of his life?  Let me tell you something about your precious Stas.  You’re a dalliance.  He’s got women in every port.  Tigers don’t change their stripes. He should be thanking me. You all should.” He looks at me and adds, “You know it’s true, don’t you? You know you don’t go together. He doesn’t just leave town for business, you know. Just like your father didn’t.”  A grin spreads over his lips and I wonder how he knows anything about my father.  “Stas and I are quite alike, actually.  That’s how I knew how to play him.  Let me kill you?  He would never do that.  He’d rather capitulate to all my demands than lose the bigger game.  You get to live and he can always think that he won, that you’re alive because of his higher intellect when it’s a relief to him to be free of you as well. Feeds his hero complex.”

I don’t care to give him the satisfaction, but I’m dying inside. My body is numb. All the niggling doubts I had come to fruition. If he lied about what he did for a living, he’ll lie about everything else.

The guilt I had about lying to him doesn’t feel any better, but hearing this man’s words it feels like someone has taken a rusty razor blade to the most sensitive parts of me.

A new being comes alive in my core.  I’m not Ginger anymore and I’m not Stephanie.  I don’t know who I am.

An aching, wretched soul that grabs onto my heart and squeezes, laughing and saying every sort of I-told-you-so. 

I’ll take whatever is next, as long as it takes me away from here.  From Stas.  From the painful entity that has sprung to life inside of me. As long as they don’t hurt him.  I still don’t want that, ever. Or my donkeys.
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I’M READY TO TEAR INTO anything within reach.  

The warehouse where we are gathered is filled with guys, but we still have zero idea where my girl’s being held and the deadline is looming.  When George hands me an iPad with a video feed running, I’m ready to tear his fucking head off, but the look in his eyes tells me this is important.

On the video screen I see Hamish—one of the army of George’s less-than-sparkling-clean acquaintances—holding a man by the back of his jacket.  Hamish is a local; he comes from near Herald, Virginia, where Ginger had said her family lived in that fucking cult.  

I never could find any evidence or history of a cult near there but that didn’t mean they didn’t exist, so it was a long shot but we set up a bunch of guys in the area asking questions, flashing Ginger’s picture and trying to beat the bushes for anything about anything.  

My thinking was maybe, just maybe, there was some bit of information Calfus knew about her or the cult or something. It didn’t make any logical sense, but you follow every lead and clue until it isn’t one anymore.

I wasn’t going to dismiss the possibility there was some thread that may tie some clues together. Guess it paid off.

We had Hamish running surveillance around Herald at bars and questioning some informants around the area that were friendly to our sort.  

When I told George to set me up with an army, he took it very seriously with more scouts than I could count.  

“Look who I found.”  Hamish’s voice crackles on the microphone setup he’s using.  He is standing in a parking lot that looks to be in the middle of nowhere, outside a dive bar.  

Hamish is practically dangling the portly man on is tiptoes and his glazed eyes tell me he’s not an amateur drunk.  

“Who is he?”  I snap, my patience long gone.  I don’t have time for guessing games and sleep has been non-existent, so my temper is raw.  “Who are you?”  I blast at the video screen, knowing he must have something to do with the hurricane that’s become my life, or Hamish wouldn’t have brought him to me.

“Nobody you want to know.”  The man slurs.  “Nobody anyone wants to know.”

His uncooperative tone pushes me over the edge.  “I don’t have fucking time for this shit.”

“Oh, you’re so tough...” He smacks back.

“Shut the fuck up.”  Hamish shakes him and his eyes roll back, but he shuts up. “He’s Ginger’s father.” 

A chill takes me by surprise at his words. “What?”

“Tanner Lukus.  Father of Stephanie Lukus, who you know as Ginger Murphy.”  He sees the look on my face and nods, his expression grave.  “Yeah.  One of our people called me and said there was a guy running his mouth. Telling anyone who’d listen all about his daughter, how they were going to get her back and things would go back to the way they were.  Showed him her picture and he couldn’t hold a poker face for nothing. Didn’t take a genius to put two and two together. I beat the extra details out of him once I got here, and you are not going to believe those.”  Hamish shakes his head.

“Hamish, now is not the time for dramatic pauses.  I want everything he told you and I want it in a single paragraph without pauses.  Go.”  I bark into the video feed.

“Okay, so this guy here raised Ginger.  Or Stephanie.  But he’s not her real father.  Not biologically.  But fuck man...get this, that guy?  The one who took her, your last trick? He’s her real father.  He had an affair with this charmer’s wife, she got pregnant.  The family paid him off but then Calfus took up with the mother.  Seems he has a thing for mother/daughter. And winning. Calfus felt like they played him off.  He wanted to marry Ginger’s—I mean Stephanie’s—mother, but the family wouldn’t have it.  Too embarrassing since she was already married. The grandmother took a fancy to him, but he didn’t feel the same. About tore the family apart, but like all good nightmares, money held them all together in the end.”

My head is spinning.  Leonard Calfus is Ginger’s biological father?  And he just happens to engage my services?  That’s one huge coincidence.  Real life is better than fiction, I guess, but Jesus Christ...

Tanner Lukus is mumbling about how Leonard Calfus can go to hell, fucking his wife and thinking he can just waltz back into their lives after all these years.  I have to admit, I agree with the destination for our mutual acquaintance, but there’s only one thing I want to know.  “Where are they?”

“Answer him.”  Hamish growls, giving the guy a shake.  When Tanner doesn’t answer, Hamish doesn’t miss a beat.  I see a nine-millimeter appear out of nowhere, the barrel pressed under his chin.  He’ll use it, too.  Like I said, these guys of George’s aren’t afraid to get their hands dirty.

I address Tanner while Hamish holds the gun firmly in place.  “You have exactly five seconds, Mr. Lukus.  I don’t give a shit about your life, I don’t give a shit about the body or the bloodstain we’re about to leave in that parking lot.  You will be a distant memory and I will find my girl.  That you can be sure of.  The only difference is this: will you be alive when I do?  One, two...”

He grunts, his eyes shifting as Hamish stretches his arm wide to get out of the way of the impending spatter.

“Three...”

“Wait, if you take her we—”

“I. Don’t. Care.”  I meet Hamish’s eyes and he nods.  He’s ready.  “Four...”

“Okay!  Wait!  They’re out on Route Five, pass Cedar and the 110.  There’s a road with a green marker at the mailbox.  It’s an old cabin.  They’re there.  Or they should still be there.”

I nod at Hamish and he lowers the gun.  “Keep an eye on him. We have to get to Calfus before I’m expected at the drop.  We have to hurry.”

“Will do, boss.”

As I hand the iPad back to George, he clicks his fingers at the guys all around.  In an instant, they’re preparing to ship out.  “That’s not far,” he says.  “She is right under our noses.”

“We still would never have found her.  Let’s get this thing done.” 
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THE CABIN FEELS SMALLER with every passing minute. It’s been a while since I heard him on the phone, but without a clock I can’t be sure how much time has passed.

The sun has moved high in the sky and is now lowering so it’s been hours since we arrived I do know that.

The guy paces from window to window, turning to smile at me now and then as if he wants to say something but is enjoying his little drama.

Grandmother took a call outside, coming back in to whisper again to him as he nodded then shook his head.  She takes a seat at the same place across from me.  At the moment they’ve left me unshackled, which is an improvement of sorts.

The silence only makes things worse, and I come to realize my smart mouth isn’t getting me into any more trouble than sitting here mute, so I decide to see what truth I can pull out of them.

“So,” I start, glaring with a smile at both of them as they stare back. “How is it again you two know each other? I’d just love some more family history, Granny.”

They keep their eyes on me for a moment, then Grandmother looks at the floor and the man smiles at me.

“You really want to know, huh?”

My grandmother jerks her head up.  “No, don’t you tell her.”  Her voice cracks.

“Why not?  What on earth could it matter now?”  His smile broadens.  “You have beautiful eyes, Stephanie.  Has anyone ever told you that?  Beautiful, brown eyes. So unique with those blue flecks.  Rare, I would think.”  

Confusion courses through me as he steps forward.  

“Thanks?”  I reply as he brings his face to within inches of mine and I meet his eyes

My stomach churns and the sick feeling returns in spades.

“They remind me of my own.  Anyone else in your family have eyes like yours? No, they don’t do they. Oh, and it’s funny.”  He chuckles, reaching down and taking my hand, turning it over and holding his other one up, palm turned toward my face.  “We also seem to have the same curve in our little fingers.  What do you think the genetic likelihood is of two complete strangers with the same rare eye feature as well as that?”

I stare at my hand and at his.  I’d never even noticed it before.  On my hand it’s not as pronounced as his, but he’s right.  

The room starts to spin and it feels like my head is disconnected from my body.  It’s too much.

First my lies.  Then whatever they were saying about Stas.

Now this.

Whatever this is. 

“Get away from me!”  I scream, right in his stupid face.  The vitriol in my outburst surprises even me, but I need space.  I can’t breathe with him standing right there.  “I want to go home.  Let me go.  You can’t keep me here!”

“Oh, I definitely can, little girl.  And, just in case you think of running, now or in the future, Stas will die along with your precious donkeys. As a matter of fact, look.” He pulls out his phone and faces it toward me and my throat closes.

There’s a picture of a pick-up truck with a cage in the bed.  Inside are two miniature donkeys. In the background an enormous building with a sign on the outside, ‘Harrison Rendering’.

A slaughterhouse.

I have to fight the wail building in my throat.  What if they’re already...

“Don’t look so worried, sweet Stephanie.  Do as you’re told and I’ll return them to you at your new home.  I promise.  And unlike Stas, I don’t lie.”

“Those animals are not coming with her.”  Grandmother spits.

It’s all too much.  

Even if what he says about Stas is true, and his actions have me leaning toward believing everything, I still don’t want him to die.  I still, even in the worst hurt, would want him to live.  

Would want him to be happy. 

I guess that’s the true definition of love.  When you want the other person to be happy, no matter if you get to be with them or not. Whether or not you even forgive them for betraying you.

My grandmother turns her back as he drops my hand.

Tears flow from my eyes and I don’t care anymore.  “Tell me how you know each other.”  I dart my eyes from one to the other. “Why are you doing this?” It’s not a ploy anymore to set them off their game, I need to know.  This is too much.

I watch my Grandmother drop her head as the man walks toward the window, turning on one foot and holding his arms outstretched wide.

Her eyes dart to him. “Don’t you dare tell her!”

“Why not? After all, it’s all about family now, isn’t it?”

“What are you talking about?”  I interject, the feeling of tension rising to a level that has every muscle in my body twitching.  I need this to be over.  

The man smiles, his arms still outstretched in a welcoming gesture.

“Daddy wants a hug, babygirl.”

I go numb.

He’s laughing as dry heaves tear at my gut.  Before I can catch my breath there’s a sound like thunder striking right inside the cabin, my hands fly to my ears as a scream rips from my throat and everything goes black.
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THE LAST HOUR FEELS like a year.

But it’s time, we’re here and my future hinges on what happens in the next minute.

My fingers twitch as I focus on the strike point, raise my boot and kick the door open. In one quick movement, I toss the explosive into the small cabin. 

As the flash bang goes off, I cover my own ears and barrel through the door.

Inside the cabin, tunnel vision takes over in the fog.  

I see her in a heap on the floor to my left, the lavender fabric of her pajamas signaling me through the smoke.  

In one motion, I’m next to her, crouched down.  

She’s on the floor because the flash has stunned everyone as intended.  It was the only way to put him to the ground and not give him a chance to do anything stupid before I could get her out of harm’s way.  

The explosive stuns, it shouldn’t have harmed her in any way, but seeing her helpless laying there has me questioning every decision I made on how to strike, strike hard and get her out.

In a matter of seconds, I’m at a dead run, back out the door with her in my arms, not looking back as ten other guys descend on the cabin to finish what we started.  

By the time I get her to the car she’s coming around.  Dazed eyes look up at the sky first as I brush her hair from her face and adjust her crooked glasses back onto her face.

She’s so white.  Too white.  And there’s a strap tightening around my chest.

“Babybear.”  There’s a crack in my voice I’ve never heard before.  “It’s Daddy.  Can you hear me, sweetheart?”

“Daddy?” Her voice squeaks and her lips look dry. 

She’s wearing the donkey pajamas I had made for her and my heart breaks for my little girl as her hands come up and wrap around the back of my neck.

I lean down and kiss her lips, holding us together for a long moment, just needing to feel her breath against me.  I suck inward, drawing her life into me and breathing mine back into hers.

Tears spring to her eyes and I feel like I’m dying and coming to life all at the same time.

“Are you hurt?  Did they hurt you?”  I look down to see a tear in the shoulder of the pajama shirt and a bit of blood soaked into the fabric.  Red clouds my vision in that moment, and if he was within reach right now I’d snap his fucking neck for touching her.

I’m going to snap his fucking neck no matter what. It’s a just a matter of timing at this point.

“I’m okay.”  Her answer is flat as she reaches over to touch her shoulder where my eyes are fixed. “I tried to escape, that’s all. Get out the window.  But I got stuck, scratched myself.  How did you find us?”

I take a second to be sure I want her to know, then decide to go ahead.  “Your father.  We found him.  He filled us in on an awful lot of shit, baby.”  I shake my head as I let that sink in.  The shock and fear in her eyes cuts me.

“My father.  He’s not my father.”  Her voice is hard, and I realize she knows the truth as well.

“Yeah, I know.  You okay?”  

“Explains some things, I guess.  Yeah, I’m okay.  I hate to say it, but I don’t hate him.  But I don’t love him either. Any of them.  Is that awful?  You think it’s awful.  I hate all of this.”  Her voice cracks and I feel her body shaking.

“Baby, I’m so sorry.  This was my fault.”

She shifts in my lap, pushing up on her hands to sit up straight and there’s more tears.

“How is what they did to me your fault?”  There’s a hint of anger in her voice.

“You’re safe now, baby.  No one is going to hurt you.”

“They didn’t hurt me.  You hurt me.”  She counters, and my own anger turns to confusion.

“Babybear...”  She knows.  I know she knows.  But there’s a part of me that hopes otherwise. Guilt rasps on my heart but I need to know what’s hurting her.

“You lied.  You promised me, and you lied.  You said you don’t hurt people.  You promised what you did wasn’t illegal.  I asked you straight up, more than once and you lied.  Right to my face.  How could you do that?”  She pauses, her eyes dark, and adds, “What else are you lying about?  Other women maybe?  I’m not the only one, am I?  Just your current toy. A girl in every port...I’m sorry, I know I wasn’t truthful either, but—” Her voice trails off and I see her own guilt in her eyes but it’s her hurt that is running the show now.

The little girl in her isn’t thinking straight and it’s okay.  I’ll deal with her lack of truthfulness later, right now I need to calm my baby and get us moving forward again.

My brain spins.  She’s right about the lies.  I thought I could figure out a way out before I had to tell her.  Some miracle I could conjure that would get me out of this life and not have to confess things to her that would hurt us.  Ruin what I’d found that I’d never known was possible.

“Other women?” I shake my head.  “Babybear, you are my only.  No one has even pulled my eye since the day we met.  That’s a promise.”

The irony of my words are not lost on her.  She puts a hand over her mouth and closes her eyes.  “Promise? Not sure that helps.”  She answers, and I give her that.

“Baby, listen.”  I take her face in my hands, forcing her to look at me. “I’m fucking sorry.  So fucking sorry.  But I couldn’t risk losing you.  I thought I could fix this.”  I look back toward the cabin and then to her.  “Fix my life before I’d have to tell you.  I wanted more than anything, more than ever before...I wanted to be the kind of man you would need.  You, baby.  I wanted to do it for you.  But it was hard.  I—”

“Hard?”  She smacks back.

I grit my teeth, hating myself down into the core of my being.  I try to come up with the right words that will fix this.

I have to fix this.

When nothing magical comes, I spill out the truth.  “I hated my fucking life.  I fucking hated it before you.  You’re the only thing that’s made sense to me as far back as I can remember.  This,” I point to her heart then back to mine, then again.  “This connection.  I didn’t know this was even possible.  I didn’t know this existed.”

She lets out a long breath and my heart feels like it’s going to explode.  I can’t lose her.  She’s mine. I honestly believe I would die without her now.

“Without you, Babybear.  Now, without you, I’d be adrift.  You might as well put me face down in that swamp back there because I don’t care about any of it without you anymore.  Nothing makes sense now if you aren’t here.”

“Boss.”  A voice from behind me interrupts and I turn to see George. “We need you.”

“I need a minute.  I’ll be there.”  He spins and heads back toward the cabin.  

Ginger reaches out to flatten her hand over my heart before she speaks. “Promise me you won’t hurt anyone else.  Promise me you’ll stop all this. I can’t live knowing you’re in danger.”

“Promise.” The word is out before I think it through, wanting to give her everything.  Wanting to make this right at any cost. “And baby.”  I hold the side of her head in my hand.  “I am not playing tit for tat here, but why didn’t you tell me about your family?  Why did you feel like you couldn’t trust me with that?”

I don’t use the words ‘lie to me’.  She did, but right now I’m the one owning that word about what I’ve done.  What concerns me is why she didn’t trust me enough with the family stuff.

My stuff?  Shit, I couldn’t tell her.  Yes, I was afraid I would lose her.  There’s that.  But worse, I couldn’t make her an accessory.  That’s not something I could live with if things ever came to light with the cops.

She looks away and her cheek warms in my palm.

“It took everything I had to get away from them.  I thought if I told you, you would want me to make amends or have contact and that scared the hell out of me.  You’re the one that said you’d never turn your back on your family no matter what.  Family was everything.  You’d lost yours and anyone that wasn’t there for theirs was the worst sort of—”

“Hey.”  I cut her off.

My heart breaks, knowing she listened to what I said about family while she had been forced to run from her own.  The words I spoke must have cut her and given what I now know—how much disappointing me devastated her—I understand in one way, but in another it’s a weakness somehow on my part that she couldn’t come to me and explain.

I hold her eyes to mine for a long moment before finishing.  “It’s okay, Babybear.  I love you.  I fucking love all of you.  Even the imperfect parts, remember?  We need to figure this out.  Both of us.  Why we lied for different reasons, but how we cannot do it again.  Lies push us apart. But right now, I have to go take care of this business inside.  I want you to stay here—”

“No.”  She returns my cut off with her own.  “I’m coming.”

My gut twists as I move her off my lap and sit her in the back seat next to me.

“You don’t want to do that.”  I’m stern because I know what’s about to happen.  At least to him.  And she can’t be witness.

“Why not?”  She glares back at me, pushing off from me and setting her feet firmly on the floor of the car.

“Because there are things I have to do.” I back myself out of the car and wave one of the guys over.  “Make sure she stays here.”  I order.

“You’re not making sure I’m staying anywhere.”  She bolts out of the open door and before I can grab her arm she’s at a sprint to the cabin.  

I’m right behind her but she’s already in the front door of the cabin, looking at the unfolding scene.

Calfus is strapped to a chair, duct tape wrapping completely around him: his legs, his mouth; and the grandmother is on the sofa with a gun to her head.  It’s not a scene I want her to see.

“You want her out before you take care of him?”  George nods toward the grandmother.

“Nobody is taking care of anybody.”  Ginger shouts, turning to me and looking stone cold serious in her donkey pajamas.  “Are you serious?  You just promised me—”

“Change of plans.”  I say to George.

“What?”  he draws his brow together.  “He’s not leaving here breathing.  That’s what you said and I happen to agree with it.”

Ginger spins, shooting me with daggers from her eyes then pointing a wagging finger at George.

“No killing anyone.”  She stomps a foot. “I’m the one he took and I say no killing. That’s final.”  She looks back and forth from me to George then back to me and adds, “No killing, Daddy, I mean.” Then at George again, “and Sir. No killing Daddy and Sir. I’m not joking.” She’s damn serious.

And fucking cute standing there in her donkey pajamas.

Given the gravity of the moment, it’s inappropriate, but I almost chuckle at the fire flamed words coming from my little girl. 

I look at my friend and repeat, “I said change of plans.” I step to Ginger and she draws her brows together and crosses her arms over her chest.  “Do you get that it’s my fucking job to protect you?  Do you get that I failed and from now on every effort I made before will be magnified a hundred-fold?  Do you get that keeping you safe sometimes means doing things I don’t like either?”

“You promised.”  She isn’t giving an inch.  “Figure out a different way.  Protect me, don’t protect me.  But if it means you are going to kill him, I don’t want this.  Any of it.”  She waves a hand in the air. “If this is going to be our life, I’ll leave now. You told me you’d changed, you wanted something better.  You have to start now. You do this, I’m gone.  You decide.”

I turn to George with venom in my voice.  “Take both their phones and smash them.  Take the car with the grandmother.  Collect the dad and Hamish from wherever they’re holed up, head to their place and drop them both off. They can live, but if I ever see them again, make sure they know that can change.”

“You sure?”  George shakes his head, concern in his eyes.

“Yep. Then after we’re gone, have some guys stay behind. Leave him here. Have them take the tape off and take anything he has on him.  Leave him with the clothes on his back but leave him alive.”  I look at Ginger, whose tight lips loosen with some level of approval in her eyes, then I address Calfus.  “You’re on your own. If you have any brains, you’ll make sure I never see you again.”

“Wait.”  Ginger comes to my side and tugs on my arm.  “He has Romper and Geisha.”

For a moment I’m confused, then I ask, “Here?”  I look out the window.

“No.” Ginger looks up at me.  “He took them. They’re at some slaughterhouse.”

I shake my head, trying to put the pieces together, then pull my phone out of my pocket and pull up our security cameras from home.

“I think not.”  I put the phone in front of Ginger’s face and see fire shoot from her eyes. “They are safe and sound. Fat and happy, just as I left them.”

“How?”  She looks from me to Calfus, then back to me. “He showed me a picture of them in a cage. In the back of a pickup.”

I shrug, not sure what to say. “I don’t know, Babybear. But I will say, Photoshop can work wonders. Can you be sure it was actually Romper and Geisha?”  I raise my eyebrows and see her swallow hard.

There’s both relief and anger in her eyes.

She licks her lips before turning to stare at Calfus. “You’re a horrible person, you know that?”

He stares back, nothing but satisfaction in his eyes.

“They’re fine, babygirl.  And I have ten guys staked out there at home. Trust me, no one is getting to any of our babies. Including the cucumbers.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




S I X T E E N

[image: image]


Stas

[image: image]

“I NEED TO BE INSIDE you.”  I grunt, pulling the car over after driving back down the dirt road toward the state park land we’d passed on our way to the cabin.  

Since we left there, I’ve held her hand against my chest.  

I told her about a thousand times how much I loved her and how things would be different.

She’s cried a bit about her dad.  Well, both of them.  Let out some conflicting emotions regarding the barrage of information that’s been dumped on her in the last day.  

All in all, she’s taking it pretty fucking good and I’m proud as hell of her.  I mean, it’s not every day you find out the guy who wants to kill your man is the father you didn’t know you had.

The irony of it all still baffles me, but in my business I know just how small the world can be.  I also know I need to still figure out my way out of my former life and still keep us safe.  That is a Rubik’s cube I’ve still to solve but I will.

Looking over at Ginger, she’s paler than usual but more beautiful than ever.  

I can’t wait.  

I need to have her wrapped around me in every way.  I guide the car through the entrance of the state park and into an abandoned picnic area.

Putting the car into park, I exit my door without a word, moving to her door and opening it before pulling her gently out by the hand.

“In the back.”  I open the back door and spin her in that direction, watching her magnificent ass as she crawls in without any protest.  “God, I fucking love you.”  I add as I climb in behind her, already freeing my pounding erection from my pants.

“I love you too, Daddybear. No matter what’s happened, that hasn’t changed.”

My heart slams around in my chest. That’s the first time she’s called me that since I got her from the cabin. 

Her words prime my protective pump again and a thought of Calfus flashes in my mind.  What Ginger doesn’t know is that setting him free is more than likely as much of a death sentence as my pulling the trigger myself.  

Before I left, I gave George quiet instructions to put it out on the information exchange where Calfus was last seen.  Nature will take its course from there and my hands don’t have to be smeared with the blood.  

I shake the thoughts away as I reach up and take her glasses off and set them on the seat beside us. Then I tug at her pajama bottoms.  

“Off. All the way off.  And put that pussy on my cock.”  My inner caveman needs to claim her hard and fast.  Sometimes that’s what I need and it’s my babygirl’s job to acquiesce.  Sometimes I need what I need and right now it’s not flowery love making that’s pounding around inside me.

“Yes, Daddybear.” 

Her immediate agreement and compliance only makes me harder and more in love with her.  How that’s possible I don’t know but it seems I’m learning love has no limits.  It seems to grow infinitely when it comes to her.

“Goodgirl.”  I grunt out as I watch her shift and struggle to strip her pants off in the confines of the backseat.  I stroke myself while I watch her, and her eyes light to mine when she’s finally free of the fabric.  “Shirt too,” I order, wanting to see all of what’s mine.

With haste she does as I order and she’s soon naked in front of me.

When she climbs onto my lap I hold my full length out and watch her cunt slowly suck me in, the wet heat drawing a pained groan from deep inside my chest.

“Oh, baby.”  I reach up and grab a handful of her hair, pulling her face down to me.  “You’re so wet.  Naughty girl.  You like being my naughty little girl, don’t you?  Like fucking your Daddy in the backseat of a car.”

“Yes, Daddy.”  She answers in a breathy huff as I grip her hips and shove myself upward into her tight cunt.

This is what I needed.  To be fully seated inside of her, letting her know who she belongs to.

“Put your tit in my mouth.”  I order, working her hips back and forth on my cock, letting her body adjust to having me as deep as she can take.  

Her cervix presses on the tip of my cock and I think about what I wouldn’t give to know I’m growing inside her right now.  She feeds her hard peak to my lips and with another grunt I pull her body forward and suck her nipple deep into my mouth.

Toying with the hardened peak, I watch her eyes flutter and her hands grab onto my shoulders.  My gentle lips and tongue are soon replaced with teeth, biting down until I hear her yelp, a sound which sends blood rushing to my cock.  I’m so hard right now I could cut glass.  Her pussy is slick and warm, surrounding me, making me feel like a fucking king.

“I’m so sorry.”  She looks down and I see such sadness in her eyes. Something I never want to see again.

“Baby.”  I set her free from my teeth and exchange them for my hand. “It’s over. I’m sorry too. We’re both going to screw up, you know that?  That’s what relationships are.  They’re good times, but they’re also screw ups, learning, moving on, hurting sometimes, doing better.  It’s going to happen.  This time, the price was higher than usual, but listen to me.”  I pause, making sure her eyes are connected to mine. “Do you love me?”

“More than anything. More than I even understand.”

“Then we’re good.  This connection we have, Babybear, I don’t understand it either.  But I know in my soul we are meant to be together.  We will fuck up, we will learn, we will figure it out and always be together, okay?”

She nods, and I feel her body caress me from the inside.

“That’s my best girl.  I need you. I don’t just want you.  And I need every part of you. Do you get that?  Not just this,” I nod my head up and down at her naked body and a smile creeps to her lips. “All of you.  The girl, the woman, the lover, the friend, the gardener...the pain in my ass.”  I smile and softly thrust upward, making her mouth part in a small ‘oh’, her eyes starting to drift.  “But right now?”  I run a hand down from her shoulder to her elbow, bringing her back to me.  “I need to fuck you.  And you need to fuck me back.  Fuck your Daddy, babygirl.  Fuck him.”

Her pussy clenches around me as I grab her hands and pull them to my chest, flattening them there before taking control of her hips. 

She goes off, moving up and down, back and forth and her face is more beautiful than even a moment ago as I see desire for me there.

I work my cock in and out in a fury as her own movements cause her to raise up and crash down to meet my strokes. Her legs open wider and wider, giving me access to her until I’m slamming her limits.

Every thought now is centered on cumming deep inside her, on putting myself there in a way that cannot be undone.  In a way that will bind her to me forever.

I’ve never had that want before.

No, it’s not a want.

I need to breed this woman.  I need her to take all of me, to make us a family, to grow my child inside her.  And I want that over and over until the bedrooms are full and our home is a mess of chaos and joy.

Her back arches as I grind us together, listening to the sloppy wet mess of flesh between us.

“Such a naughty girl.  You get so wet for Daddy, don’t you?”

“Yes.”  She mutters, her head falling forward and her hair cascading in a golden waterfall around her face.

“You’ll always be honest with me from now on, won’t you?  You won’t hold back.  You feel me taking you.  Give all of yourself to me, Babybear.  I want it all, right now. Tell me I have all of you. Tell Daddy.”

I fuck into her mercilessly, knowing that even replying to me right now is a challenge.  But that’s what I want.  This sort of love won’t be easy. It’s half joy and half madness and I cannot separate one from the other.

“Tell me.”  I move her body up and down on my cock as it throbs to release inside of her, but I won’t allow that.  Not until I get what I need.

“You have all of me, Daddy.  I give it all to you.  All of me.”

Her words send shivers through me.  The sincerity lights me up inside.

“Goodgirl.”  I slow my movements, reaching down between us to spread her outer lips and find her clit with my thumb.  As I start rubbing in a circular motion, she pants and sighs.  “Does that feel good, baby?  You like when Daddy touches you this way, don’t you?  You like when he’s inside you.”

“Um hm.” She moans, shifting her hips up and down in time with the movement of my thumb.

Her mouth falls open and she goes silent, fingers digging into me as I feel her inner walls tighten and release.  My heart leaps in my chest at the sight of her like this.  Knowing I’m the source of her pleasure.  

It feeds me.

“That’s my girl.  Slow, just like that.  Squeeze me, then release.”  I brush her hair back, then grip it with my other hand and pull her head back so I can see her face.  “Again, slow like this.  Squeeze me from inside, baby. Tighten...you want to cum, don’t you?”  

I’ve learned her signals. She gets very quiet, her legs spread a bit wider and her movements become deliberate. Concentrated.

She doesn’t answer, and my soul needs her to ask. 

To plead for her pleasure.

“Ask for it.”  I seethe through gritted teeth, because it’s hell holding my own orgasm back.  “Ask or I’ll stop.”

I pause all our movements for a split second and listen to her pained gasp.

“Please...  Please, please, now.  I want to cum...oh, God, I want to cum now.”

She is wet as hell and I grind my thumb down on her clit, pulling her hair and slamming upward as much as I can as her hands move to the sides of my face and grip, our eyes locked together.

“Now, Babybear.  Cum for me now.”

We go off together. Her body flexes and jerks on my cock and I lean my head back and let out a roar of relief.  

She’s here.  

She’s mine.  

I’ll never let her go.

And anyone that tries to take her from me will pay the ultimate price. And there will be pain.  

So much pain.
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THE REST OF THE RIDE to the airfield, and even on the plane, we talked.  

About my family, about what happened, about who I used to be.  

The good.

The bad.

The ugly.

For us both.

Once we were home, Stas picked me up, carried me to our suite and ran a bath for us both.  He washed me tenderly, my pussy sore from the rough pounding he gave me in the car. The sun was just losing its height in the sky.  It decided tonight it would cast out the most divine orange and red highlights on the horizontal clouds.  

We’d fucked the first time in the car with me on top.  But Daddy wasn’t done.  

He’d dragged me by my hair outside the car, still naked, shirt off, glistening with sweat.  The park was deserted but it still heightened the moment being in a public place when he bent me over a picnic table and took me hard from behind.  

Before he came inside me again, he flipped me up and laid me out there, under the open sky, and ate my pussy until I came more times than I can count.

But he still wasn’t done.  He finished by fucking me so hard laying there that he had to carry me back to the car.  My legs were of no use.

It’s so interesting and wonderful how he can change like that.  One minute he can be almost an animal, hell bent on fulfilling his own needs, pulling my hair, telling me I’m here for his pleasure, his use.

Then just as quickly he’s worshipping me.  Thanking me for being in his life. Telling me I’m the sweetest, best part of every day.

After the bath, he’d dressed me in a onesie with ‘Daddy’s Girl’ across the chest and pink trim around the arm and leg openings. He got down on his knees and put my feet in little cotton socks with lace trim around the ankles. For him, it was what he calls his Daddy’s robe.

Watching him now as he moves about the kitchen so carefully, I’m in awe. I just love him so much I still sometimes don’t understand it.  

He’s an amazing cook. It’s not breakfast time, but breakfast not at breakfast time is sometimes even better. 

He’s preparing me a vegetable omelet with avocado and feta cheese because he knows it’s my favorite.

He turns over his shoulder to glance at me as I sit wearing my onesie, knowing he is looking at my nipples poking through the white fabric.  “Drink your tea, Babybear.”

“Yes, Daddy.”  

He’s big on tea. His favorite is Earl Gray. Thinks it has healing powers both physical and emotional.

I’m not one to argue just by nature, and I’ve found he’s usually right about most things including the tea.  

I’ve not been sick a day since I moved in here, right up until when I hurled at the cabin. When we got back to the house and he made us both a cup of tea, from the first sip I felt myself calming.

It’s getting late and it started sprinkling on the drive home from the airfield.  Now the rain is pummeling the west facing windows and making the house seem extra cozy with the fire Stas built in the kitchen fireplace before he started cooking.

I raise the cup to my lips and draw in the warm liquid.  It’s tipped with honey and the sweet flavor reminds me of the time Daddy dripped honey on me before spending hours kissing and licking it from every inch of my body.  

“I missed my salon appointment.”  I tug my lips to the side, thankful that right now, that’s what I can think about.  Things will get back to normal.

“I know, baby.  As soon as you feel up to it, we will reschedule, and I promise I’ll go with you.  I want to watch. Be there to make sure everything is done the way you’d like.”

I take a deep breath, then exhale on a smile.  He’s so handsome standing there. I can imagine him sitting in the salon with me.  My big, rugged Russian man making sure his Babybear gets the right sort of unicorn hair color.

“Thank you, Daddybear. Maybe you can call tomorrow and see when we can get an appointment?”

“Consider it done.”  He smiles back and a sense of joyful contentment washes over me.

The smell of his cooking has my stomach growling.  I hadn’t realized how long it had been since I’d eaten anything until he’d asked.  

“So,” he turns again, this time with my omelet and a buttered piece of rye toast on the plate and placing it in front of me. “Time to eat and talk.”

I nod with a bite already in my mouth, savoring the flavors and how perfect I feel when he takes care of me like this.

“What about you?  Aren’t you going to eat?”  I ask, my mouth still half full of the wonderful food, shoveling another forkful inward before he answers.

“Not now, Babybear. I’m not hungry. We have some serious subject matter to cover.”  Stas leans against the counter, bracing himself on the heels of his hands to each side.  

The look in his eyes makes me shiver.  Even in his robe he’s intimidating.  He looks even bigger than usual tonight and I think it’s just knowing more about him now that’s causing the change in my perception.

Seeing the other side of him back at the cabin and knowing there is a part of him that is dangerous has fueled both my awe and confusion about this man I love.

He starts as I take another bite. “I lied in a big way.  I own that shit and I’m going to make amends to you, my love.  I wasn’t always like this.  It’s been about ten years and before you...”  He pauses, licking his bottom lip, pulling it inward then letting it go as he continues.  “Long before you, when my parents were still alive and I was a young man, I was peaceful.  Well, I was always big.  Tough.  And everyone on the side of town where I grew up thought challenging me was some sort of rite of passage.  I learned to fight.  But shit, baby.”  He coughs into a closed fist, then finishes.  “Where I grew up, the neighborhood, mostly Russian immigrants, we were fucking born fighting. It was like, eat your breakfast, go outside and find a fight.  Unless bones were broken, or someone ended up in the hospital, it was no harm, no foul. It was just our culture.”

“Your parents lived here? I don’t mean here in the house, but here in America?”  I counter, putting my fork down and wiping the corners of my mouth with the linen napkin he set next to my plate. “But you said they lived in Russia.  Well, that they died there.”

He shakes his head and pushes off from the counter, coming around to take a seat on the barstool at the counter next to me before answering. 

“There’s truth in there and again I’ll own my shit, there’s some bullshit too.  Lying has been a way of life for me too, baby.  It’s self-preservation.  And yes, I am a different man with you.  I want to be a different man because of you.  But I guess the truth is, change happens in increments, not all at once.  I’m never going to stop trying.  I’m going to do better. Be better. But my sins of the past have to be that, in the past—otherwise we will never be able to move forward.”

He scans my face and I push the plate away, having only eaten about five bites.  Must be the conversation, because the wonderful breakfast he’s made suddenly doesn’t sit so well in my belly.  

The rain whips up outside as I push my question forward.

“Yes, but then tell me the truth about your parents.  Your family.  You’ve said so many times, family is everything.  Family loyalty.  Protection. How you don’t walk away from family.”  I stall on that last part, knowing now that he understands at least a part of me he didn’t before.

I not only walked away from my family, I ran.  And there’s no loyalty I feel for them at all.  It’s just cold conviction that leaving was the best thing I could have done for myself.  I gave no thought to what was good for them.

“My parents were good people.  Hard working.  I was born here a few years after they arrived.  Not a great time to come to the U.S. from Russia, but they had connections that smuggled them in when there was barely a loaf of bread to be had back home.  They raised me well.  I was smart.  Got a scholarship to Mass Tech, then another one to attend law school.  I finished all of my schooling in five years and had passed the bar with one of the highest scores recorded.  I was recruited by the CIA but turned it down.  Not enough money and too many restrictions. Instead, a firm that helped contract with the government for placing people in witness protection found me and made me an offer. I excelled. We were living the American dream. Bought them a house.  As for me, I was living the playboy life.”  He studies me for a moment.  “Sorry, baby, I don’t want to hurt you, but I wasn’t a great guy for a long time.  I hurt a lot of people in different ways. I was a bit of a cad.”

There’s a twitch in my heart at those last words.  Even thinking of him with anyone else before me hurts.

The man I know is so caring.  Sure, he has his dark side, but I imagined how far that darkness could extend. He reaches over and runs his hand on my neck, settling it on the side with a slight squeeze which sends a shiver through me.

“I was living high.  Running around, making a shit ton of money.  Going to clubs.  The whole package.  Then, one night, I took two girls—sisters—home from the club.  Well, we were going home and I ran a red light.  We got hit broadside by a truck and they both—”

He drops his face and the hand along my throat squeezes again.  There are no tears, but a glaze over his eyes tells me they’re not far away.  Whatever this is, it still hurts for him.  It still feels fresh.  I want to help him, but don’t know how, so I reach out a hand and he takes it gratefully, squeezing my fingers like a lifeline.

I see him steel himself for what he has to say, knowing that he needs to say it now or he never will.  “Neither one made it, Babybear.  I was charged with felony manslaughter.  My firm got me off on a technicality, but I wasn’t the same.”  He meets my eyes.  “And my life was in constant danger.  The girls...they were daughters of a high-level mob boss.  Ironically, not a dissimilar situation to the one Leonard Calfus found himself in.”

“That man only has himself to blame.”  I look deep into Daddy’s eyes, letting him know that I’m on his side.  “None of this was your fault.”

He shakes his head.  “I’m not so sure about that.  I moved my parents back to Russia. Things were different there and I set them up to live a good life, everything they needed.  I disappeared and became someone else.  I had to. Both in order to keep living and to reinvent myself, or try to. Didn’t work completely.  I had connections in the underworld from my time at the firm.  The rest is history.  Dirty history.  My parents died a month after I moved them and that set me back on a path of not caring much about anything.  It was a car accident.  Another  irony not lost on me.  They were ashamed of who I’d become before they left.  What happened to me.  But they always loved me.  They didn’t want to leave, thought I was ashamed of them, but I couldn’t tell them everything.  I had to lie.  To protect them. They made me vulnerable. Didn’t do any good. I thought I had it all, but everything I had turned to ashes.  I won’t let that happen again. I can’t, baby.”  He stares deep into my eyes, forcing me to draw a sharp breath.  “It would end me.  Losing you, it would end me. Do you get that?”

I’m not sure if it’s listening to the sound of his voice, the way I’ve never heard it before, so sad, so desperate. Or maybe it’s the omelet just isn’t sitting right...but I’m not feeling well at all.

“So now what do we do?”  I ask, because I’m not sure in all honesty what’s going to happen to us now that so much truth is out.  I’d already told him in bits and pieces, in the car, on the plane and in the bath about my family.  

Who I was before I left.  The things they did to try to force me to be this perfect Barbie that my grandfather and my family thought I should be. Thought all women should be.  

I told him how I left, that I really had no feelings for my family.  I saw the flash of something else in his eyes, something he obviously thought he’d kept hidden from me, even while he said he understood and that he would stand by me no matter what.

“We keep going.  We concentrate on us.  And you let me figure out some stuff.  And baby...”  He places both hands on either side of my neck as he gets to his feet.  I have to strain back to look up at him as he holds my gaze. “I lied to protect you. Do you get that?  Same with my parents.  It may have been the wrong move, but it was for the right reasons.  I tried to protect you, not hurt you.”

“Yes, but do you see now, that doesn’t work?  People get hurt.  That’s life.  And the lying—both of us, I’m including myself—it only keeps distance between us.  You’re my person.  Someone I never dreamed I could have, but here you are.  How do we fix this?  How can we be us the way we want to be?”

He swallows hard and brings his lips to rest on the part of my hair and I feel his warm breath there.

“I’ll fix this. If it takes every breath I have, I will fix us. Give us the life I never dreamed about.  I never thought something like this was possible, Babybear.  I’m not losing you.  Or us.  Or this.  You have to still trust me.  Can you do that?  Can you trust me?”

He pulls back and stares down at me taking his fingers and fiddling with my glasses.  My belly flipping over from the pleading I see in his eyes.

I nod as a wave of heat cascades down my body.

“I can.  But Daddy,” I whisper.  “I’m sick.”
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E I G H T E E N
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THERE WAS A TIME, NOT long ago, that I clung to the smallest part of me that I felt was still human.

The job I’d chosen after the accident put me in contact with every kind of sub-human I could have imagined. But truth is even before that I’d lost my humanity.

And, although I’d never pulled the trigger myself, I’d done enough to know that I prematurely ended lives by my actions or inactions.

And if all that wasn’t enough, I was simply dead inside.  I had no one left in this world I cared about.  The nights of going after one female conquest after another were long past and had brought me no false sense of anything positive for years.

So, there I was.  Doing my job.  

Sitting in my study, staring at the wall.  Walking the perimeter of my property in the middle of the night when the nightmares wouldn’t end.

And one day, I walked into a greenhouse and my entire world changed.

Even in the short time we’ve been together, I didn’t truly realize how much one person can change another.

It’s been four days since I picked Ginger up off the floor of the cabin, but it might as well be a lifetime.

She was sick on and off for the better part of two days before I went to the drugstore and bought the pregnancy test.  And the world I thought had changed so much...that was nothing compared to now.

I’m going to be a father.

And I’m no longer the same person I was two days ago.

The harsh reality of the world I’ve created hit me when I looked at that plastic stick with two blue lines.  

I have to do better.

I have to be better.  

No more excuses.  I will make a life for us that will make them proud.

My Babybear and my kid.

“Daddy.”  Ginger touches my arm, shaking me from my daydream. “You okay?”

I realize I’m shaking.  My dick is deep inside her as I hold her legs wide, looking down where I’ve got her laying on the edge of the bed.

“Perfect.”  I answer, clenching my jaw to hold back my third climax of this session. “You make me feel like I’m sixteen again, baby.  You know that?  No one has ever made me so hard so long so often before. Tell Daddy you love him.  I need to hear it.”  

The truth of that statement hits me as I look down at the beauty below me.

And it’s not just her physical beauty either.  I was always able to appreciate that in women. 

Oh no, she isn’t even in the same category.  I love every part of her.  Her soul, her physical beauty, her heart, her mind—even her problems and her pain-in-the-ass sassy mouth sometimes.

All. Of. Her.

It shakes me to my roots to realize the enormity of my feelings.  Now, add that she’s carrying my child and God have mercy on anyone that even looks sideways at her.

“I love you, Daddybear.”  She breathes out as I slip out of her, needing her flavor again on my tongue.

I drop to my knees, letting her legs settle on my shoulders as I dive into her soaking slit full force, her body heaving and bowing as she writhes on the bed.

I reach up, laying a hand on her heart and holding her steady as my tongue presses as deep as it will reach into her drenched hole. Our sex goes on for nearly an hour.  She is spent, covered with my seed and half delusional before I’m done.

But we are happy.

So fucking happy.

I thought I was insatiable before I found out she was carrying my child.  But that’s nothing compared to the lust that consumes me now.

I’ve barely even taken work calls for two days.  If I’m not on her, inside her or having some other form of lustful play with her, I’m taking care of her in every way I can imagine.

But obligations cannot be ignored forever.  I’ve got things stacking up.  I’ve got to get organized, so we can have the life I need for us.  I’ve postponed some pressing issues as long as I can and today will be the beginning and the end of my life.  

Life I now think of as before her and after her.  I’m no longer who I was, and I’m still becoming who I need to be.  

I will work on it for the rest of my life if I have to.  I will get it right.  But first thing is to make her mine in every way, so she can never be apart from me.

“Babybear.”  I whisper into her ear as her fresh fucked hair splays out on the white pillow.

“Hmmm?”  Her sleepy voice is hinted with satiated satisfaction and I look down to see her ivory skin marked with red here and there.  Teeth marks dot her neck, her shoulder and her tits, while her ass is red from my hand.  I like to see myself on her, it feeds my beast and lets the world know to stay the fuck away—she is owned by me.

“I have to ask you something.”  I reach over into the top drawer of my nightstand.  The courier brought me the package today and I’ll admit now that the time is here, I’m fucking nervous.

“What?”  The seriousness in my voice has her eyes open as she turns her head on the pillow to face me.  “What’s wrong?” Her blonde bangs fall crooked across her forehead and those eyes that mesmerize me fall to half-mast.

“Nothing’s wrong.  At least I hope not.”  I swallow hard and decide to plunge forward without ceremony.  “You know you are the world to me, right?  You are everything I never imagined I would have.  You need to be my wife, Babybear.  I know I said I had to ask you something, but I guess it’s not really a question.  You’re fucking mine.  I want the world to know.  I want you bound to me in every way possible.  And this,” I hold the small white velvet box out in my hand, “is part of what you will be to me.  My wife.”

I open the lid and expose to her the rose gold band that holds a three-carat heart shaped diamond solitaire, surrounded by inlaid emeralds.  Her birthstone. 

“Oh my god.”  Her hand flies to cover her open mouth and tears flood her eyes.  “Daddybear.” She sits up and I reach to take her left hand.  

I’m not waiting for an answer, I’m taking what’s mine.

I slide the ring onto her finger and pull her face down to mine, opening her lips with my tongue and reveling in the kiss she returns as her unspoken answer to my unspoken question.

“Baby, I was going to wait, but I couldn’t.  I needed that ring on your finger.”

Her eyes spill over and I kiss the tears away.  The salty flavor coats my tongue but it’s not enough.  My cock is steel hard again and I roll her onto her back.

“Spread your legs, baby. Daddy needs you.”

She does as I ask, and I reach down to slip a finger up and down her soaking slash.  “So wet for Daddy, what a goodgirl.  You know that’s your job, don’t you?”

She nods as her lips open and her eyelids fall to a lazy half-mast on a soft moan. 

This time I turn her over and take her from behind.  Watching myself spread her pussy first, then when my cock is slick with her, I pull out and slide into her ass, listening to her moans and watching her fingers grip the sheets.

“Goodgirl.  You like Daddy in your ass, don’t you?”

“Uh huh.”  She grunts out with my thrusts as I slip into her tight hole, driving myself balls deep and holding myself there, feeling her body relax around me.

“You know all your holes belong to me, don’t you?  You know all of you belongs to me?  From the top of your head to the tips of your toes.  You’re mine.  You love me, Babybear.  You serve me.  And I belong to you just as much as you belong to me.”

I shift, moving slowly in and out until I see her clenched fists loosen and she begins to push her hips back onto my length.

“That’s my girl.”  I grit out as she moves faster, her moans filling my ears and swelling my heart.

“Daddy...it hurts.”  She says, but I know I’m not harming her.  We have a code, a word she can use if she ever wants me to stop and ‘Daddy it hurts’ is not that word. 

“I know, baby.  You have to be a good girl sometimes and take it like this for Daddy.  I need you and it’s your job to be my best girl now.  Be quiet and be a big girl until I’m done.  Reach between your legs and rub your clit for me.  I want you to cum, baby.  Cum for me.  Okay?  Can you do that for Daddy?”

“Um hm.”  She agrees, and I watch her left hand disappear under her body.  I think of the ring I placed there and her body leaking over the claim I’ve place on her. 

As she rubs her clit, I feel the ring of her ass tighten and I thrust into her harder and faster until we are both on the edge.

I bury myself to the hilt and hold there, allowing her body to adjust to all of me while she plays with herself.  It all feeds my soul.

After a moment, I start back up again, moving first in slow, even strokes until I hear her moans turn up a notch.  Then I increase my speed until her ass is slapping on my hips and my balls signal I’m close.

I look down to where her body is taking me and spit, then watch it run down my cock, lubricating her entrance, making it easier to slip in and out in full, deep strokes.

She moves back onto me in similar fashion until our movements are frantic and desperate.  I’m driving in and out of her ass harder and faster than ever before.

“God, baby.  Daddy’s so close.”

My words set her off and I feel the undulations of her orgasm begin around my cock.  I let myself go with her, having one of the longest and deepest orgasms of my life.  My cock stays steel stiff and I fuck her right through my climax, pushing her to another one and making myself start all over again. 

Every time I think we can’t top our previous sessions in the intimate department, something like this happens and we do.  It’s like magic with her.  I’ve never experienced anything like it and I pray it never ends.

For both of us.

When we are both finally spent, I help her to the shower and slowly bring her back to this world.  Washing her hair and body is another pleasure for me.  As is bending her over for a soft feast on her pussy before finishing up and telling her I can’t wait for her to be my wife.  

“Mrs. Ginger Pavlovich.” She says on a giggle as I dry her hair.  “Mrs. Stansislov Pavlovich.”

“You like that, huh?”  I ask, running the towel down her body, watching the way her tits jiggle as she laughs.

“Yes.  I think I was a Russian princess in a former life.  It sounds very right to me.”  Her smile lights up my soul.  “How do you feel?”

“How do I feel?”  I shake my head and throw the towel into the hamper, then take her hands and bring them to my lips, kissing the ring I placed there before I continue, unsure exactly how to express the things I’m feeling right now. “All I can say is this: you make my fucking heart smile.  I mean...me...do you get that?  What that means to a guy like me?  You make my heart smile, babygirl. You’ve changed not just my life.  You’ve changed me.”

“Thank you, Daddybear.  It never gets old the way you say those things to me.  Let’s promise we never stop telling each other how we feel, okay?  I think that’s how couples lose touch.  They stop doing the things they do in the beginning. Stop telling each other the sweet things they feel.  Doing all the special little things that matter without worrying about who’s giving more or less. Let’s never do that, okay?”

“I promise.  I’ll never stop telling you.  We will fight for us.  Forever.”

I pull her into the bedroom and sit her on the bed, then lean down for a long slow kiss, tasting her like it’s the first time every time.  Listening to her soft moans at the simple pleasure of a kiss.

When I pull back, my gaze falls on the clock on the nightstand and the outside world presses back down on me.

“I’ve put off work for two days and I have things I need to settle.  You stay here in bed as long as you want.  Contessa is back today, so you call down and she will get you whatever you need, okay?”

I pull her up and walk her into our closet where we both put on some casual clothes for the rest of the day.

“Okay.  Think I’ll go out and see Romp and Geish.  Then work on the garden.”  The entire time she’s talking, she’s looking down at her ring finger with a smile that lights up my heart.

The smile creeps onto my lips too, hearing her talk about those donkeys.  Apparently, Calfus made some sort of threat against their lives, showed her a picture of a slaughterhouse and insinuated they were there.  It was Photoshop magic. When we got back home they were out in their pasture just as fat and spoiled as ever.

I guess he didn’t have time to set up that particular piece of the jigsaw in real life but scaring my baby with that shit still raises my fury.

As soon as she saw them here, safe and well, she made me promise she could bring them in the house whenever she wanted.  What the fuck was I going to do?  Say no? 

That didn’t happen.

I start to tell her I’ll walk her out before I leave when my phone rings. I’ve had it on silent, but Malcolm has a ring tone that comes through even when everything else is set to silent.

The euphoria of the moment dissipates with the realization that I’ve got a lot of shit to figure out in order to give us the life we deserve. A safe life, without the specter of my past constantly looming.

She deserves it. Deserves to be safe and without the blemish of the dirty life I’ve lived for too long.

I’m on the phone that sits on the dresser in a breath.

“Hold on.”  I answer, putting the phone against my ear and holding it there with my shoulder.  “Give me five.  I’ll call you back.”

On the other end of the phone, Malcolm’s voice comes through hard and clear.  “Five minutes.”

A chill takes me as I’m reminded of why I’ve stuck to this business for as long as I have.  It’s not just that I loved what I did.  I got a rush from it.  An ego boost, for sure, and it sure as hell paid well.

But it was also a tradeoff. The underbelly of crime has a code, and my leaving this life is not part of that code.  So people are fucking nervous and that’s the corner I’m in.

I’ll figure it out.  

“Who was that?”  Ginger asks, bounding back through the room and sitting up cross-legged on the bed, still looking down at her hand with stars in her eyes.

“No one.”  I bark back, harsher than she deserves.  “Sorry, baby, just some last strings to tie up.  Just call Contessa and have her bring you some water and something healthy to eat and your vitamins, okay?  Do that for Daddy will you?  I have to take care of some things.”

I see irritation in her eyes.  

One thing we’ve been talking about is being more open.  Well, especially me about my work.  But fuck, if I tell her too much it will just put her more in harm’s way than she already is.  When this is done, when I’m out of this line of work, I vow to be more forthcoming.  But right now, this is for her own good.

“No, tell me who it was.”  She counters, determination in those sweet eyes and my heart lurches in my chest. “This whole secretive thing, I hate it.”

I blurt out without thinking, “It’s my accountant.  I’ve got a tax issue.  Nothing to worry about, baby, but I’ve been putting it off and the deadline to file some paperwork is tomorrow.  He’s going out of town so I have to call him back right away.  Don’t worry, baby.  Daddy’s taking care of it.”

The lie hangs in between us for a long moment before she giggles and shrugs.  “Fine, I’ll get something to eat and after I go outside to the garden, then I’ll go to the baby store in town.  You know that little boutique one on the corner by Amiri’s salon?”

“That’s great, baby.  Be careful, though.  Take your phone. Spend whatever you want. You’ve got the Amex right?  Let me know when you leave, when you get there and if you go anywhere else, okay?”  I nod, “I’ve got a few hours of work to do here.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




N I N E T E E N
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I PUSH OUT MY NON-EXISTENT baby belly, looking at myself in the full-length mirror in the master bath.  I’m still naked and I can see my entire body as I push out my belly as far as I can, one hand on top of the roundness that’s there and one underneath, like those preggo pics everyone takes these days.

I imagine that little thing growing inside me that is half Stas and half me.  I’d never wanted children, my upbringing didn’t give me much to work with I suppose.  My own childhood stolen from me, I guess I didn’t think I could give a child anything but more of the same.

Stas and I will be different though.  I know I’m not a product of my past now and I wonder how my own mother could have allowed the things she did.

Granted, she was always in the shadows of my grandmother.  And my father, for that matter.  I guess in my way I loved her, but she never protected me. She pushed me as much as the others to be the image of what they deemed acceptable and I can’t imagine doing that to a child of my own.

The childhood I never had will be the one I give my own.  Wonder and safety.  Security and free will.  Protection and support.  

And food.

If he or she wants to eat cake for breakfast I’ll probably allow it.  

I’ll never push him or her into the life I had.  Good thing Stas is here to keep all us littles under control, at least to some extent.  He knows how to allow fun, yet he’ll keep everyone safe and I know he will be the most amazing father ever.

We will have the family I never did.

I rifle through my closet and pick out a sundress with a highish waist that will accentuate the baby bump I wish was there.  I don’t care, I want to be round and have everyone touch my belly and ask when I’m due.  

I pull my hair up in a wet ponytail, anxious to get to see the donkeys, to play a little in the garden then get to the store and have my first go at baby things.  Stas has already given me an Amex with no limit and I wonder if he will regret that very soon.

I slip on my pink flats and grab my purse on the way down the stairs. I go outside and play with Romper and Geisha for a bit, then pull a few weeds in my faerie garden, but I’m anxious to get to the store so I cut my time outside short and head back through the house.  Grabbing my purse and keys, I pause to check myself in the mirror above the fireplace as I go by.

“I’m going!”  I yell down the hall as I open the door to the garage.

In the distance I hear a muffled, “Be careful.  Text me pictures when you’re there.  You put your bracelet back on?”

“Yes!”  I yell back.

I shake my head with a smile, running back to the master bedroom to put on the bracelet.  

Daddy took me out to a jewelry store and we picked it up the morning after we got back from the cabin. He says it is his favorite thing to see on me and I love it.  It’s gold with a ‘xoxoxo’ in inlaid tiny diamonds. He’s bought me other things since we’ve been together, but this bracelet he insists I keep it on all the time.

Fifteen minutes later I park the Jeep at the baby shop. 

Stas bought the car for me.  

Honestly, I haven’t driven it much—I prefer to let Daddy drive me—but it was only a week after I moved in when he got it for me.  He knew I didn’t have a car and pressed me until I admitted I’d always wanted a Jeep.  

The very same day there was a knock at the door, Stas standing behind me smiling as a man in a suit handed me keys and outside there was a white jeep with a black top decorated with a giant pink ribbon sitting in the driveway.

He doesn’t work slowly.

I feel sick again so I wrap my arms around myself and practice the deep breathing Daddy and I worked on before I left.  I close my eyes and imagine the donkeys and Stas, filling my mind with tranquil thoughts and wait for the nausea to pass.

Once the worst has passed, I open my eyes on a deep breath and grab my purse from the passenger seat. There’s a contented joy wrapping all around me as I turn to open the door and hop out.

But that joyful wrap is torn away when I jump half out of my skin.  

My mother is here.

She’s standing just outside the open door.

“Hi, Steph.”  She looks older.  

A lot older.  And my stomach twists into six kinds of blood knots.

“What are you doing here?  Did you follow me?”  I bark as my feet hit the ground and I immediately start to dig around in my purse for my phone.  “Stalker.”

It’s shocking, but even after everything. After all this time.  There’s this part of me deep down that craves her love. Craves her approval.

It’s hard not to hate myself for those feelings right now.  An internal struggle catapults itself into my head. The little girl who looked up to her versus the woman who knows better.

My first thought is to call Stas and tell him that I’m at the store and I’m face to face with my mother.  I know he’ll be here inside of a second.

“Wait!  I wanted to see you.  Grandmother had a stroke. She’s not going to make it. I followed you from the house.”  Her accusatory tone does nothing to soften my vitriol.

“What’s with everyone staking out our house?  God, we’re going to move and none of you will ever find us again. You shouldn’t be here, you should be with your mother.”  I pull out my phone and her hand darts out to grab my wrist.  I shoot daggers at her with my eyes, then soften when I see what is looking back at me.  She’s sort of pitiful.  A wave of sadness engulfs me as the thought dawns that my baby won’t have any loving grandparents to dote on him.  Or her.  “I’m calling Stas.”  I pull my hand back.

“Please.”  Her voice cracks.  “Please don’t, not yet.  He won’t let you talk to me and I just need to talk to you, princess.”

My former pet name slices deep into the most painful parts of my childhood.  

They would only use that name when I won a pageant, lost weight or achieved some stupid goal they’d set for me.  It was the only affection I received, and it was always circumstantial and conditional.

“Talk.”  I keep the phone out but give her a moment to make her case for listening to whatever she has to say.  “The clock is ticking.”

“Can we...”  She looks around.  “Can we go somewhere?  Coffee, maybe?  There’s a coffee shop just around the corner.  I’ll drive. I can’t get up into your car—my hip, you remember—well it’s worse than ever. Please, Stephanie. I’ve missed you so.  I’ve changed.  You leaving made me see things I didn’t before. What happened last week, I didn’t have anything to do with all that.  It was your father and your grandmother’s idea.”

“Right here is fine.”  I counter, steeling myself against all the childhood Stephanie’s hopes for a connection with this woman.

“Grandmother is dying and...I’m leaving your father.”  She chokes back a sob and for some reason I feel sorry for her.  “I need to talk to you, princess.  Please, just for a little while.  There are things I need to tell you.  Just come with me for a half hour, I’ll bring you right back here.  I promise. For your mother, Steph, I’m begging you.”

I take a breath and look down at my phone.

“Please.”  She repeats and the brokenness in her voice tugs at my heart.

“Okay. Half-hour, but that’s it.”

“Thank you, princess.”

I follow her to the decade old Cadillac I still remember from when I left.  Grandmother’s old car.  A hubcap is missing and the vinyl top is torn.  I take a seat inside and the scent of my childhood turns my overly sensitive stomach.

As we ease out of the parking space I roll the window down and lean over toward the fresh air, trying to keep my breakfast from reappearing. 

We ride and park in silence.  I exit the car before she’s turned it off, unsure if I can take another minute in that space.

I don’t look back as I march into the coffee shop.  I know I’m being rude but I’m on the defensive and it’s going to take a lot more than a little pity to patch up the disaster of a relationship I have with this woman.

Taking a table in the corner, I watch as my mother goes to the counter and orders two coffees, then slowly walks to where I’m seated.  Her slight limp from the car accident that ended her pageant career is more pronounced than before, but I steel myself from too much additional pity.  She doesn’t deserve it and I can’t handle it.

“Thank you for this.” She sits and slides the paper cup to my side of the table.

“So what is there to talk about?”

I let her ramble for a bit, sipping my coffee and letting my stomach settle.  

Looking at her while she talks, I see the woman I remember.  The woman I wanted to be when I was a little girl.

She was beautiful back then.  Stunning even.  Willowy and elegant, with my hair but shocking green eyes.  She’s taller than me, her legs ending high on her body, and she always reminded me of one of the actresses from that old, black and white golden age of Hollywood.

Sure, she’s older, but she’s still far more classically beautiful than I will ever be.

She talks about that piece of shit that is my sperm donor.  How the affairs with both her and my grandmother turned my already misogynistic grandfather into a full-blown asshole, which set the stage for my Grimm’s fairy tale childhood.

No revelations are forthcoming, and I’m a bit surprised at myself that I have no questions for her.  Still, there’s a remnant of the little girl inside of me that still longs for her approval.  It’s a battle of will to not cave to her obvious manipulation.

After about fifteen minutes of me nodding and giving her a few, uh-huh’s at appropriate times, my curiosity gets the better of me.

“Okay, so you aren’t telling me anything new.  I get that you’re sorry. I hear that you’re leaving your husband.”  I deliberately emphasize that I’m not calling him my father.  He lost that right a long time ago, and now I know it was never even true. “What I don’t get is why are you here?  Why now?”

Her fingertips tremble and she spins the coffee cup on the table.  “I want to come live with you.”

I nearly spit my coffee across the table, then can’t hold back the gut busting laugh that spills out of me.

“Is this a joke?”  I spin around, looking around the coffee shop.  “Are there cameras hidden somewhere? You are joking, right?”

“No.”  The cartoon image of this woman who is my biological mother turns from eliciting pity in me to frothing anger.

“Thanks for the coffee.”  I push my chair back to stand.  “Have a good life.”

“Wait.” She half shouts.  “I have nowhere to go.  When my mother dies, the executor of the trust puts your father in charge.  My father left me nothing, it all goes to him. When I told him I wasn’t happy, that it wasn’t working and it hasn’t for a long time, maybe it never worked, he kicked me out.  He has the power to do it, too, everything will be in his hands now.  Your grandfather didn’t believe women could handle money.  I have nothing, Stephanie. I need you.  Please.”

I hear her words, but her face tells a different story.  I guess I know now where I get my ability to lie from.  She’s good, but it’s like looking in a mirror.  Every tell, every pull of her face is screaming at me that this isn’t the truth.

So what is?

“What do you really want?”

“I told you!  I have nothing.  No one.  Nowhere to go.”

Before I can reply my phone goes off.  It’s Daddy texting me.

“Please.” She repeats.  “Is that Stas?  Please don’t tell him I’m here. Not yet. I’m begging you, Stephanie, I need you.  I’ve missed you, okay?  Is it so wrong for a mother to miss her daughter?”

I look down at my phone and try to form a clear thought but my head feels hazy all of a sudden.

Daddy:  Baby, did you forget something?

Me: I’m sorry.  I forgot.

Daddy:  I’m sorry?  I forgot?  That’s it?  Hmmm, not what I need to hear, little girl.

Me:  I’m sorry, Daddy, Sir.  I got to the store and was excited and I forgot.

Daddy:  Better.  Now send me some pics.

Me:  I’m in the ladies room right now. Had a wave of sickness. 

Daddy:  You need me to come, baby?

For a second I think about that.  He’d be here in an instant if I just told him.  He’d get me away from here and I’d never have to see this woman again.  But something tugs at me, call it compassion or sentiment or the stupid little girl inside.  Whatever it is, I want to hear her out.

Besides, I’ve just lied to him.  Told him I’m somewhere I’m not.

Me:  No.  I’m okay.  Just taking a minute, Daddy. You need to do your work.  I’ll just take my time.  Love you.

Daddy:  Okay, Babybear.  Love you too.  Send me pics when you can.

Me:  XOXOXOXOXO

As I listen to her voice, I’m not even sure why I didn’t just tell him where I was and ask him to come and get me.  I hate that she still has control over me even after all these years.

But I plan on wrapping this up and getting myself back to the store in the next five minutes.  I’m done here.

“I’m sorry, mom.  I don’t know what you’re really after, but I can’t.  I just can’t.”  Even as the words leave my lips, that little girl deep down wants to give her what she wants. Wants to be what she needs.

“Don’t be like that.” Her tone hardens.  “You put me through hell leaving like you did.  The worry. The sleepless nights.  I just need a fresh start.  We’re family, Stephanie.  We always will be, whether you like it or not.  You don’t turn your back on family.”

Stas’s words echo in hers as I stare at the shell of a woman across from me.  She’s been beat down not only by her own parents, but by the man she married.  Now I know why, but it doesn’t make it hurt less that they treated me like I was the cause of every misery in their life.  Doesn’t forgive her for allowing everything that happened to me.  Being an accessory to it all.

“It’s Ginger now, and Stas is my family.  Whatever you were, whatever this is, it’s not family.  It’s a mess.  Even now, you can’t tell me the truth.  What is it?  Is there some further clause in the will that I don’t know about?  Something that you need me for to get access to a few extra dollars?  Well, I won’t do it.  I won’t be taken in by your lies...your...”

Suddenly my head feels light and I lose the train of thought.  I look down at her face and in a moment of clarity I see it.  I was right.  Somehow I hit on the truth while I ranted.  She doesn’t care about me, all she cares about is that stupid will and the conditions my asshole grandfather wrote in.

“Leave.  Me.  Alone.”  I’m on my feet, arms crossed, waiting for her to take the hint.

Dizziness overtakes me in the next moment and the coffee shop looks like it’s full of steam, only the clouds aren’t out there, they’re in here.  In my head.

My mom is on her feet, taking my arm.

“You don’t look good, Stephanie.”  She says the words loudly.  An act for everyone else in the place.

Things begin to spin, and I try to say something but my lips are too heavy.

“Let’s get you to the car.  Let your mother take care of you.  Your father is waiting.”

The last thing I see before dropping into the back seat of the car is Calfus, my father, smiling down at me.
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“FUCK.”  I BARK AS I call her phone one more time and this time it goes directly to voicemail.

I’m on my feet in an instant, tapping my phone to punch up the ‘find me’ app I installed on her phone, along with the other tracking app I have embedded in the bracelet I gave her the day we got home from the cabin.

The tightness in my gut turns to abject fear when I see the phone blip is stationary yet the blip on the tracker is moving down Sullivan Avenue toward the freeway.  And fast.

“What the hell is going on, baby?” I grit out as I charge to my car, drop into the driver’s seat and hit the ignition button.

As soon as the garage door is high enough for the roof of the car to clear, I’m peeling out and down the driveway toward Sullivan Avenue and the blip.

She’s miles ahead of me but I barrel through traffic as horns blare.  I don’t give a shit.  It’s my baby. And now, it’s really my baby.

Christ, I’ve never been so fucking angry before.  If she’s fine and just neglecting her phone, along with the command I gave her to check in, I’m going to tan that ass of hers so she won’t sit down for a week.

If she’s not fine, and something’s happened to her, I’ll apologize to her later but I won’t be able to keep my promise to not hurt anyone.

Because if there is one hair out of order on her head, someone is getting hurt.

As I round the corner onto Sullivan, the blip takes a hard left into the less desirable end of town.  She’s moving fast and if it’s her driving like that, and I pray it is, again her ass is going to pay the price for speeding.

But in my gut, everything about this tells me it’s not her.

The last hope of that possibility is dashed when I see her Jeep parked outside of the baby store.  For a moment, I debate if I should pull in and see if for some crazy reason she’s in there and someone has her bracelet, but my instinct tells me otherwise.  The phone may have been dropped, but she would have noticed if the bracelet was gone.

I take the chance and keep driving.  After all, if she’s safe inside the store then there’s no harm done.  I make the ten-minute drive to the street where she turned in five, and she’s still moving but I’m closing the gap fast.

It’s a miracle I don’t kill myself or someone else as I try to watch the blip move and negotiate the car, screaming down the city streets.  Traffic isn’t helping and I consider leaping over the curb and driving down the sidewalk to make better time, but when I look down at the app and see the blip has stopped moving, I know I’m close.

It’s blinking at a location about three miles away and I push the Suburban into the red, driving out and around the car in front of me on the wrong side of the road until I find a stretch of the street with no one in front of me.

Two minutes later I’m on top of the blip outside one of those residence kind of hotels.  Not horrible, but not nice.  Probably the best on this side of town.  But that’s not what’s bothering me.  My mind is spinning as red clouds my vision and I try not to imagine what could be happening to her right now.

I screech into a parking spot and charge out of the car, leaving it running in case I need to pull off fast.  With my phone in my hand, I follow the blip to a doorway on the ground level.  

There’s no knocking.  I boot kick the door right by the knob and the doorframe cracks.  Another kick and it’s open.

Hate and fury engulf me when I see the two people hovering over Ginger as she lays on the sofa unconscious.

“Get the fuck away from her.”  I pull my Beretta out of the shoulder harness and twitch it back and forth between the two people, scarcely able to believe my own eyes.

I recognize Leonard Calfus in an instant, and my best guess about the second person, going by her hair color and skin tone, is that she is Ginger’s mother.

“Face that fucking wall, fingers intertwined and on the back of your head.  I want your nose on that wall right fucking now!”  I keep the gun trained on them as I step to Ginger, my heart in my throat.

They do as I command, although that fuck Calfus is fucking smiling and humming and it takes every ounce of my will not to splatter his brains all over the generic beige wallpaper.

“We do keep running into each other, don’t we?”  He spouts, and I walk up behind him and slam the butt of the nine-millimeter into the back of his head, crashing it into the wall.

When it springs back, I take a second shot just to make sure he understands.  I’m not playing this time.  

“One of you better tell me what’s wrong with her right fucking now.”

“I did it.”  The lady caves and I step back to put a hand on Ginger’s forehead. She’s cool—too cool—and I feel like I’m dying as I look down at her.  “I gave her Rohypnol.”

“How much?”  I scream.  “How much did you give her?”

“Just enough to make her sleepy.”  The woman is clearly not as comfortable with whatever is going on as Calfus.

“You’re her mother, right?”  

I see the woman nod but there’s not time for more questions.  “I don’t know what you are getting out of this, but I’ll tell you right now it’s not enough.  Hell is waiting for you.  I only wish I could send you there right now.”

My brain spins as I scan the room and see a box of syringes and zip ties and my finger twitches on the trigger.

“I’m sorry.”  The woman breaks down.  “I’m so sorry. I just needed her to come with me.  I just needed her to help me.  I had nowhere else to go.  I’m sorry.”

“Not as sorry as you will be.”

Calfus chuckles at my statement and fire engulfs me in hatred.

“Laugh now.  I’m coming for you.  As sure as the sun is going to set, I’ll find you. And I’ll kill you.  Keep your noses against that wall.”  I order as I snug my gun into the harness.

“I told you, Stanislov, I always win.  That girl’s family ruined me.  Stole my daughter from me.  Stole a woman I loved.  You understand that, don’t you? Men like us, we don’t get many chances at a life like this. I tried to forget all those years. But when I saw you with her outside your house?  It was fate.  It was time I took back what was mine. They ruined me.  My chance with her. Now I’ve ruined them.”

Ginger’s mother starts to sob.

“Shut the fuck up.  Both of you.”  I stick my hand into my pocket, come up behind Calfus and put a death grip on the back of his neck as a reminder of his current position.  There’s no more time for what I’d like to achieve with his neck, so I step back to Ginger, reach down and scoop her off the sofa.  A minute later I’m backing out the door, keeping my eyes pinned on those two.

Once I’m outside I spin and run to the car, open the back door and buckle her in.

“You’re going to be okay, baby.  Daddy’s here.”  

I believe her mother.  They didn’t give her much Rohypnol.  I’m guessing they slipped it into something she drank, but I’ll never know how.  What I do know is it will wear off before long.  But judging by the syringes they had in there they were planning on keeping her controlled indefinitely if necessary, and I know what could have happened to the baby if that was the case.

I tear out of the parking lot, punching up George as I go, glancing in the rear view to keep my eyes on her while I drive.

“Hey.” George’s voice comes through.  “What’s up?”

“I have a job. It’s wet.  I need it done now.  Today.”

Silence for a moment, then he replies.  “Where and who.”

I spend the next few minutes running down the necessary details. Her mother gets to live.  That’s a hard one for me but it’s my decision because otherwise, I think it would ruin what I have with Ginger.

Calfus? Not so much. He’s going to be on the run but unless he’s shed his clothes, that grip on his neck I gave implanted a micro tracker on the back of his jacket.  Once all the particulars are in order, I hang up and draw a deep breath.  My gut is in knots, and not because of what I just ordered.  Because I almost lost her.

Those thoughts are for later.  Right now, I need her home.  I don’t think after today I’ll ever let her out of my sight again.  If she thought I was protective before, she’s going to think she’s the fucking president of the United States the way I’m going to be on her.

That’s fine with me.  I’ll die a happy man spending every second of my life attached to her hip if necessary.  

And right now, it feels necessary.
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BY THE NEXT MORNING, the headache is almost gone, and I feel almost back to myself.

Daddy hasn’t left my side, not for a second.  He takes me to the bathroom even. The first couple times I grouched at him but when I saw the determination in his eyes, I gave up the fight.

“Hungry, baby?  Here, take another drink.”  He holds the water bottle to my lips and tips the bottom upward before I can answer.

I take a draw and swallow on a moan.  I wave my hand at him and he lowers the bottle.

“I’m going to float away.”

“You need to stay hydrated and the water will help flush any residual drug from your system.  And the doctor will be here in ten minutes.  He’s going to want you to give him a urine sample.  And he’s going to take some blood, baby, but I’ll be right here holding your hand the entire time.”

A wave of nausea covers me.  Both because of the morning sickness, but also because I hate needles.

“No, Daddy, please, no blood.”  Tears start and he reaches over and cups my cheek.

“It’s for your safety and wellbeing, baby.  I’m sorry, but that is my number one priority.  You and the baby.  You’ll be okay, I promise.”

With that there is a knock on the door and Contessa’s voice comes through.  “Mr. Stas, sir.  The doctor is here.”

“Come in.”  Stas answers, keeping his eyes on me.  I feel the color drain from my face and fear takes over.  Daddy reaches down and takes my hands in his.  “Baby, keep your eyes on me, okay?  I’m your rock.”

*** 
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Stas

“THANKS, DOC.”  I SHAKE Doctor Shoemaker’s hand and close the door behind him.

He’s a friend in the business and gave her a clean bill of health, but also gave me a referral for an OB/GYN and he made a call and got her an appointment for tomorrow.

“I’m proud of you, Babybear.”

Her cheeks are pink again and she took the needle like a big girl.  My heart is full of pride at how brave she was as I lay down next to her and prop my head up, leaning on my elbow.

“Thank you.  I’m proud of me too.”

I smile because she brings me such joy.

“But, we need to talk.”

Her smile flattens.  “I know.”

“You have a punishment coming.  You understand, don’t you?”

“Me?”  Her eyes go wide.  “You do too.”

“Careful, Babygirl.  Yes, I bent the truth, but there will be times—and I’m sorry—but there will be times that Daddy needs to keep you safe.  And if that means keeping something from you, so be it.  You are going to have to trust me.  I’ll never lie to you just to protect myself, but I will do what it takes to protect you and I will make no apologies for that.  On the other hand, this may sound like a double standard, but it’s just how it’s going to be.  You will not lie to me.  Never again.  Is that clear?”

“That’s not fair.” She pulls her lips to the side and crosses her arms.

“This is not a democracy, babygirl.  Sorry, but Daddy is in charge.  You get that?  That is how this works.  You put your trust in me and I take that position seriously.  I’ve made mistakes too, I understand that, but you also have to understand that I am in charge.  I will do as I deem necessary.  Will I screw up sometimes?  Sure, but I’ll always try to do better. Will I hurt people without cause?  No. But if it protects you, you can be damn sure I’ll do what is necessary.”  She sticks out her bottom lip and narrows her eyes but I see the wheels turning in her head, so I add, “My number one job in this world is to keep you safe.  To keep our family safe.  Period.”

As much as I want to give her everything she asks for in this life, sometimes that is not what is best.  I should have taken care of Calfus that day in the cabin, but I went against my instincts and it almost cost me everything in this world.

“I know I have rules, Daddybear.  But, you have responsibilities.  I think it’s fair that you have your list too.  Like I have mine.  You say we are a team, I know I give you the power to be in charge, but that’s fair right?  I have rules you have responsibilities.”

I think for a moment but she’s right.

“Babybear.”  I kiss the end of her nose, which she crinkles in response. “You are absolutely correct.  Tonight, when we are done here and you are sleeping, I will come up with my own list for me. Then we will talk about it and if you have something to add, or any comments, we will discuss it. How does that sound?”

She nods, and pride swells in me at how wise a person she is.  

But what happened is still fresh.  My priority is still her and going against my initial instincts almost cost Ginger her life.  And our baby.  There’s no one I wouldn’t deal with to be sure that never happens again.

“What about your job?”  She asks, and I pause thinking of how much to tell her.

“My job is changing, Babybear. I was tied to that because it was dangerous to get out, but I’ve made a deal. They owe me because of a screw up and some information leaked about me.  I made a deal which gets me, gets us, out. I won’t ever be away from you again like I was. Our life has to change.”  I take a breath.  This isn’t going to be an easy pill to swallow, but it’s necessary.  “For a start, we’re going to have to move.”  I see the look of confusion on her face, but she doesn’t question me and that’s a good start.  “Far away. You’re not too attached to this house, are you?  Attached to this state, this place?”

I made a deal with Malcolm during the night while she slept. It was his fucking fault Calfus found us.  No one is going to know where we are going, that was part of the agreement and I’m fine with that.  We can start over together.  Become new people together. We have to disappear and never come back to the U.S.  Malcolm is going to smooth it over with anyone that might get nervous.  He’ll say there was an ‘accident’.  In our world, that’s code for no longer a threat. 

Our years of working together and his screw up that put Calfus onto us gained me the option of getting out, but he made it clear if I show my face in the U.S. again, the deal is off and I’m fair game.  At least it means I get to keep us safe.  And at least it means we get to live comfortably.

She pulls her lips to the side.  “No, I guess not.”

“How do you feel about palm trees and ocean breezes?”

Her eyes light up.  “I love the ocean!  The only thing I loved about being in all those pageants?  The fact we got to travel.  Florida was my favorite because I got to see the ocean.”

“I’ll do you one better.  Grand Cayman, that’s going to be our new home.  It’s the most beautiful place in the world. We’ll be safe there, we can both start over.  Are you ready for that?  For a fresh start?”

Her smile lights up my heart.

“Yes, Daddy.  If that’s what you think is best. As long as we’re together, I’d move to Siberia with you.”  She reaches a hand up and twists a tendril of hair.  “But one thing, before we go, can I get my hair done like you promised?”

I laugh.  “Of course.  I’ll call and make sure it’s done later today. But right now, here’s the deal.  I want you naked in the next thirty seconds.”

She pops up, gives me a playful salute and begins stripping herself immediately.

She smiles, half her clothes already removed and hastily discarded.

I do the same, kicking off the last of my clothes, then my shoes, and lay down on the bed, head on the pillows.  “Get that pussy on Daddy’s face.  And your mouth on his dick. I’m going to give you your spanking at the same time, baby.  And let’s celebrate our new life the best way we know how. Only, we’re going to be Mr. and Mrs. Paul Finkle. Can you handle that, Babybear?”

“Like I said.”  She starts as she climbs on top of me, scooching her open pussy over my face, her knees on either side of my head.  “As long as we’re together—and I get my unicorn hair, of course—I don’t care what our names are.”

“Goodgirl.”  I reach up and pull her pussy to my mouth, just as I feel her tongue lick the pre-cum from the tip of my cock.  For a moment all I do is eat her, enjoying the simple feast of her flesh, but I can’t hold back like that for long.  I raise both hands in the air and bring them down in a slap on each side of her magnificent ass.

I do it again and again until she sprays her liquid heaven on my face and I drink her in, imagining our own kind of happily ever after.
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THREE YEARS LATER

“They’re here.”  I manage to get out between the panting and moaning.  “Daddy, please.”

“Yes, goodgirl. You want to come again?”

“No.”  I immediately realize my mistake and try to correct it.  “I mean, yes, I always want to come again, but right now people are waiting for us.”

Daddy has me bent over the edge of the bed with him on his knees behind me.  He ignores my comment completely, eating my pussy until my legs quake and I feel my cum running down my inner thighs.

“That’s better.”  He adds, then goes right back to fucking me with his tongue until I orgasm another two times, unable to control the cascade he is pulling from my trained body.  “I want this baby to come out right here, so I can get another one in you.”

“My lord.”  I pant. “You are a monster, Daddy. A baby making monster.”

“Guilty. Did you forget?  Goodgirls say please...

“Please, please please can I cum Daddy?  Please?”

“That’s my girl.”

With that his tongue works more magic and I go out like a rocket.

In the three years since we left home, I’ve already given birth to our first daughters, twins Elly and Leah, and a newborn son called Elijah.  A wonderful side effect was that Stas is as ravenous for my milk filled breasts as any baby.  I’ve not stopped nursing him or the babies since then.

My tits are three cup sizes bigger than before my first pregnancy, and at first, I was so self-conscious about how it all changed my body.  

I’m fuller everywhere.  Not just my breasts.  

But after a few months of seeing how uncontrollable my new figure made Daddy, I grew to embrace my new, more buxom curves.

Stas keep after me as I bring my hands down onto his head in a plea for mercy.

“But the guests are waiting...”

“Fine.”  He sighs, pulling his face from between my legs and laying a harsh slap on my bare, upturned ass.

I yelp and he pulls me up by my hair, spinning me around and planting a wet, sex-scented kiss on my lips.

“I want you to have your own scent on your lips all night.”

“You’re impossible, Daddy.”

“You’re beautiful, Babybear.”  He straightens my dress and plants another kiss on my forehead.  “Let’s go celebrate.”

It’s Thanksgiving.  Here in the Cayman Islands where we live it’s not a huge holiday, so when we have our Thanksgiving dinner, we invite everyone we know.  And almost everyone is free because down here it’s just another day.

Before we left, Daddy was able to get a message to George and Sarah that we needed to say goodbye but that’s it. He said they would understand, it’s a side effect of the business. Sometimes people have to disappear.

Since Daddy already had nearly all his money in offshore numbered accounts, it wasn’t that hard to disappear and start over.  Making sure the animals were able to come with us was the hardest part.

We ended up like Noah’s Arc.  Daddy chartered a huge boat, complete with accommodations for most of the animals. The ones we couldn’t bring, he made sure they had good homes after we left by making a sizable donation to a rescue group that promised in return for the funds, each animal would be cared for until their final days.  

In his message to George, he told him to hire Contessa and take care of her as well.  Tell her a very safe, condensed version of why we had to go and not say goodbye.  

But we’ve not had any contact with any of them since the day we left and I often sit and wonder how my pseudo family is doing. There’s some melancholy there, because just as I was building that family, it was taken away.

We moved last year to a larger place on the island.  It’s more a compound than a house.  

We live well here and extravagantly by local standards.  Our friends know us as Paul and Stacey Finkle, U.S. expatriates who defected for both political reasons and a desire for a different kind of life for our family.

Our new home sits on just under two hundred acres, far outside of East End. I have a flower and vegetable garden that would rival any in the world, with a gigantic faerie garden as well which all the local children love to come and visit.

Elly and Leah help me every day, whether it’s in the vegetable, flower, herb or faerie garden.  Their little brother Elijah takes quite a bit of my time, but the girls are little mommas and have been a huge help as well.

We have a staff that has become our new family.  Marcene helps me with the children and they all call her Nanna.  Her husband, Damon, is our handyman and their stand-in Grandpa as well.  They live here on the property, in one of the villas that are scattered back on the property from when it was a working cotton farm.

Before leaving the bedroom, I look at the two lists of our rules and responsibilities that hang on a corkboard above our dresser. They have been adjusted and added to over the years, but the spirit of them remains the same; and while it may not be how other people choose to live, it works for us and that’s what matters.

Downstairs, the house is full and loud.  There must be nearly fifty people already here and more on the way.  Kids are running wild inside and out, and the voices of laughter and lively conversation warm my heart and make me smile.

“I love you, Babybear.”  Stas whispers in my ear as we step into the main living area and are greeted by our new-found family and friends.

“Here’s your little man.”  Marcene holds a sleeping Elijah out for me, but before I can take him Stas steps in.

“I’ll take him.”  He gathers the infant against his chest, placing a kiss on his head before heading over to a group of men who are already teasing him unmercifully.  

He’s the most loving man I’ve ever seen.  His affection knows no bounds and it extends to all of our children.  He’s a softy as well, leaning more toward what I’d call free-range parenting, the kind I used to refer to in my pretend life in the ‘village’.  He lets the children be children and never wants to impose too many rules or restrictions on them.  

It leaves me to be the heavy sometimes, but when necessary he always has my back.  Our life here is carefree, unlike our upbringings back in the states.  And our children remain happy and well behaved, despite the somewhat lacking rules and boundaries.

Stas had Romper and Geisha brought here a week after we arrived.  They have settled right in, along with a growing number of other donkeys, goats, sheep and a new alpaca.  Every one of them was rescued by us, from neglect or homelessness, and I’m grateful that we’ve been able to do that.

“How are you feeling?”  Geraldine, one of my best friends here, comes over with a glass of lemon water.

“Great. A little tired, but great.”

I smile to emphasize the point, but it turns into an impromptu yawn.  Elijah has been a wonderful baby, but he’s still a baby.  And I’m not sure if it’s just that he’s a boy, but he’s hungry every hour on the hour and has been keeping me up more than I thought was humanly possible.

“Yes, it’s hard to be the only source of food for our babies while the men sleep through almost everything.”  She chuckles, looking over at her husband who is talking with Stas and the other men.

“Oh, Paul gets up with me for every feeding and does all the diaper changes during the night.  He sleeps less than I do.  I honestly don’t know how he’s still standing.”  I smile as I look over at Stas bouncing Elijah on his shoulder as he starts to fuss.

“Wow.” Geraldine raises her eyebrows.  “He really is the perfect man.”

I know a lot of the women eye my husband, but truth is I sort of enjoy it.  I have complete faith in him and his eye has never wandered.  

On the other hand, if anyone gives me a sidelong glance a second too long, Daddy makes sure they know in no uncertain terms what is his is his, full stop.  

I like that too, to be honest.  Knowing he will protect me, even from lustful glances, gives me a sense of safety and security.  

He’s started a new career and has done remarkably well.  He writes fiction.  Novels mainly revolving around characters going into protection. Sort of crime drama slash thrillers.  The characters all need to start over, some of them because they are testifying against dangerous criminals and others are criminals, same as Daddy used to help, looking to start new lives and turn over new leaves, so to speak.

He uses a pen name, but he’s gained quite a following and is sort of famous.  It’s fun, but it’s all above board and legal and he gets to work from home.  He’s not been away from me for even a night since his last job with Leonard Calfus.

I never asked about him since we moved.  I know he’s probably dead but the idea of having any certainty—one way or the other—didn’t seem to be important to me once we got on the plane and started our new life.

Since Daddy started writing, I’ve done a few books as well.  I love being his babygirl, wife and mother to the children, tending the gardens and all that...but I wanted something else.  Along with the girls, we’ve created a series of faerie fantasy books.  They all revolve around our own faerie garden and the adventures of a group of magical but sometimes naughty faeries.  It’s fun and to my surprise, I’m gaining a bit of a following myself.

Daddy encouraged me in the beginning.  Being dyslexic, my words were misspelled and sometimes out of order.  He helps with editing and we hire a team of proofreaders and other professionals to help.  In the end, my work is as polished as anyone and I admit it gives me a sense of pride seeing that even someone with my disability can create something other people enjoy.

Oddly enough, I have no ill feelings toward my family any more.  I am not sure what has become of them either, but sometimes that’s okay too. Family is not who you are born into, family is so much more.  And Stas understands that now as well.

“I better go check on dinner.”  

“I’ll go with.”  Geraldine follows me through the crowd and we gain a few other of our friends on the walk.

Our Thanksgiving tradition is for Stas and I to make some of the main portions of the meal, but our friends all have access to the obscenely large kitchen and everyone brings ingredients to cook and help with the meal as well.

When we get to the kitchen, it is alive with sound.  It’s mostly the women cooking and gossiping and they greet me with hugs and smiles as we move into the loving fold of the scents of comfort food that fill the kitchen.

“So.”  Lennie, one of our other friends, comes over with a warm hug.  “When is the next one coming?”

They all tease me that I’m a baby making factory.  For some reason, they think I’m crazy, but I love being pregnant.  I love the craziness of the kids and the way the house is always in a state of disorder to some extent.

“I don’t know.”  I laugh and rub my belly.  “It’s been six weeks.”

“I don’t know how you do it.  I didn’t let Roman touch me for three months after Cinco was born.”  Lennie adds, going back to mixing the bowl of greens and rice.

“I’m crazy, I guess.”

They all laugh in agreement and I feel the twitch of fullness in my breasts as the sound of Elijah’s crying filters through the other noise.

Just as I turn to the door, Stas appears holding the sobbing baby.

“He needs you, Babybear.”

Stas tips his head to the hallway that leads off the kitchen and I follow without hesitation, knowing exactly where we are headed.

Inside the guest suite, Daddy locks the door behind us and I take my seat on the small sofa, unbuttoning my blouse.

Daddy places Elijah in my arms and I unclip the tops of my nursing bra and settle the baby to feed on me as Stas takes a seat next to me and puts his own mouth on my other breast.

“You are a mess, Daddy.”  I giggle as he looks up at me but he doesn’t stop sucking.  “Don’t take too much or our little glutton here will fight you for it.”

Daddy nods and makes a contented sound as he reaches down under my skirt and begins to strum my clit.

We’ve carved out a life of our own.  We do things our way.  And although some of our friends have picked up on our particular lifestyle, no one here judges us.  

I call him Daddy or Daddybear in front of anyone and everyone.  It is who he is to me and he calls me his Babybear without shame.

We love each other madly. We love our family with the same passion.

I don’t regret any of the challenges we’ve faced.  It hasn’t always been easy.  Like Daddy said a long time ago, we will screw up. We will hurt each other now and then. 

But, we will love each other.  We will learn. We will grow.  And we will be better for everything we go through as long as we go through it together.
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E P I L O G U E  T W O
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Stas
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TEN YEARS LATER

“I still feel like I’m sixteen around you.”  I pull my hand back and lay a stinging swat on Ginger’s ass as she sashays by, holding our youngest, Elliot, on her hip.

He’s just turned three and we decided he will be our last.  The house is full and wonderful with eight children and a yard full of animals—so many I’ve lost count at this point.

Out in the yard, the other seven kids are playing Red Rover with a gang of friends that are spending the weekend in a crazy sleepover that we host once a month.

Our friends think we are crazy.  But truth is I can’t imagine a different life.  I mean, once you have eight kids of your own, what’s adding another ten or so for a weekend?  It multiplies our joy listening to all of them hoot and laugh.

Sure, there are fusses and struggles, but for the most part I find if you let the group figure things out, they usually do. Ginger and I are around to referee if things get out of hand, but it’s rare we have to intervene. 

By ten o’clock, nearly all of them are passed out on the giant padded floor we installed in a playroom off the back of the main great room.  There’s a huge screen TV, blankets, pillows and enough room for everyone to sleep comfortably on the floor.  It’s quite a sight, and Ginger and I spend most of our days laughing and yawning.

But I wouldn’t trade a moment.  I can sleep when I’m dead.

“Daddy!”  Her voice breaks me from my daydream.

“What, baby?”  I push off from where I was leaning on the kitchen counter and she hands me my cup of Earl Gray.

“Your tea, Daddy.”  She does this little curtsy as she holds it out in her open palm and Elliot smiles and giggles, one hand tugging at her hair.

She’s only become more beautiful with the years and with each child.  Her tits have not been without milk since our first was born and my sharing that part of her has been a sweet, intimate part of our life ever since.

“Thank you.”  I reach over and pull her face to mine, opening her lips with my tongue as I take the tea from her hand and taste the sweetness of her kiss.

An hour ago, I was deep in her cunt following eating her to a few orgasms, and the scent of her sex is still on my face.

“We’re going to be ninety and still caught up in the tinsel.”  She smiles as we pull back from our kiss.

“God, I hope so.”  I brush her hair from her face, then move my hand to give a playful squeeze to Elliot’s rosy cheeks.

“Are you sure you’re okay with the change?”  Ginger turns to the refrigerator and pulls a bottle of juice out, handing it to Elliot.

“Yes.  I’m ready.  We don’t need the money.”

I’ve quit working this last week.  I’d pulled back over the last year but finally just made it official.  We live well here, I made some investments that paid us back in spades and frankly—besides food and things for the kids—we aren’t big spenders.

We seem to have everything we want right here with each other and our life.

“Well, if you keep buying presents like you have, we may need the money.  I looked in the storage room.  You are going overboard this year.”

“I know.”  I nod, admiring her curves and feeling my cock twitch.  “It’s just, with us officially off the baby making circuit, I’m feeling it more.  And you know I love Christmas here.  I love seeing the magic in their eyes.”

“You are the best husband and father I could have ever hoped for, Daddy.”

“And you are the best babygirl a Daddy could ever dream of.”

What she doesn’t know is, I have the best present coming for her.  We lost Romper and Geisha last year, a few days apart.  It was horrible.  Somehow they got into an old bag of fertilizer in a shed.  They pushed open the door and made a huge mess and we didn’t realize what had happened until it was too late.

Ginger sobbed for days and the kids—God, the kids—I thought they would never stop crying.

We had a little service and I buried them in the meadow, where we have buried other pets over the years, and planted an orchid garden over where they lay.

It took Ginger a month to stop going out there everyday and coming back red eyed and pale.

I have eight miniature donkey babies coming on Christmas morning.  One named for each of our children.  I have a new pasture and stables being built as well.  I told Ginger it was just for the animals we already have. But on Christmas morning, when we all take our walk like we do after breakfast everyday, they will all see the real reason for the changes.

I look over to see Elliot sucking his bottle and his little eyes drooping closed.

“Let me take him.”  I step to her and extend my arms, taking his warm little body and pulling it against me. “Nap time for this little man.”

“Thank you.”  Ginger smiles and she still nearly stops my heart every time she does. 

Waking up next to her every day, I know I am the luckiest man alive.  The universe, or fate, or whatever you want to call it, put her in my path that day at the greenhouse and changed me into the man I should have been.

“No, thank you.”  I lean over and slip a hand behind her neck, pressing my lips to the top of her head.  “Meet me upstairs in ten minutes.  My cock needs you.”

“Yes, Daddybear.”

In all these years, she’s never broken my rule.  She’s never denied me when I’ve reached for her, and I sure have never denied her.  We are as needy for one another as ever but it’s so much more.

I laugh more with her than I thought possible.  We just fucking love being with each other, whether it’s doing things with the kids, playing rough with each other, doing projects or sitting quietly after everyone else is in bed...everything is just better with her.

I have another surprise for her coming just after Christmas, too. Seems after we left, George hired Sarah as well as Contessa.  Now?  George and Sarah are married, a baby on the way and Contessa is still their housekeeper and soon to be nanny.

I decided it was safe enough after all this time and got in contact with George. He’s out of the life too, gone straight like me. They are all coming for a visit just after the holiday and it will be another Christmas morning surprise for Ginger when I tell her.

“See you upstairs, my love.”

“Anything in particular you’d like me to wear?”  She asks on a seductive smile.

“That new babydoll nightgown I bought you.  And I want pigtails and ruffled socks. Be on your knees, Daddy’s cock needs your mouth first.  Be ready like a goodgirl.”

With that I’m down the hall, listening as she races up the stairs to do as I ask.

Like I said, I’m the fucking luckiest man in the world.  
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T H E  R U L E S
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THE RULES FOR BABYBEAR:

#1 Never say ‘no’ to Daddy.

#2 Never lie to Daddy.  

#3 Goodgirls say please when they ask to cum. And you will always ask to cum.

#4 You will not talk badly about yourself. You belong to me and will show yourself the respect you deserve as my babygirl.

#5 You will address me as Daddy, Daddybear or Sir.

#6 Daddy is the boss.  You have a voice, but the final word is His.

#7 Get permission before eating or drinking anything that is unhealthy.  

#8 When Daddy raises his finger, it’s time to stop talking and listen.

#9 Worship Daddy’s cock. Worship Daddy.

#10 Keep yourself smooth and clean as this is Daddy’s preference.

#11 Always be ready for Daddy to have you at his pleasure. All of you, all of your holes, belong to Daddy.

#12 Remember, when you dress, that Daddy enjoys looking at you. Dress to please Him. Ask each day if you are to wear panties or not.

#13 Always tell Daddy what you are thinking and feeling.  Do not hold back, this is part of you and in order for Him to take care of you, you must be open at all times.

#14 Always use your safe word, ‘RED’, if you need Daddy to stop any activity that is pushing you too far.

#15 In everything you do, you represent Daddy.  You will do your best to be your best and strive to make me proud.

#16 You will refrain from cursing and using undesirable language.

#17 No touching yourself without asking Daddy first.

#18 We are a team.  You will use respectful language with Daddy and never speak ill of him to anyone else. 

#19 You will make Daddy his tea in the morning when you wake, and just before bed. It will be presented cup in your palm, handle outward.

#20 You belong to Daddy and only Daddy.  

#21 Trust and respect Daddy always.  He wants what is best for you.

Rules may be added, changed and removed at any time at Daddy’s discretion.
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The Parting Glass
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Oh all the money that e'er I spent
I spent it in good company
And all the harm that e'er I've done
Alas, it was to none but me 
And all I've done for want of wit
To memory now I can't recall
So fill to me the parting glass
Good night and joy be with you all

Oh all the comrades that e'er I've had
Are sorry for my going away
And all the sweethearts that e'er I've had
Would wish me one more day to stay
But since it falls unto my lot
That I should rise and you should not
I'll gently rise and I'll softly call
Good night and joy be with you all
Good night and joy be with you all




1

Brann
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YOU WILL ONLY UNDERSTAND when you understand.

My father’s words come back in a rush as I step into the war-torn Parting Glass pub and my eyes land on her.

She comes out from behind the bar and I forget how to breathe.  The restraint it takes to hold back the rumble that wants to tear from my chest hurts. 

It’s not simply the way her ass would fit perfectly in my hands. Or that her hair teases for me to clutch it at the roots and pull her lips to mine.

It’s the fact that—I swear to Christ—there’s a fucking halo over her head.

And bells are ringing in my ears.

I blink a few times adjusting to the dim light inside from the mid-March snow glare in the street. But even the lower light does nothing to minimize her impact on me. 

And on my dick.

Peanut shells crunch under my steps, and the open space of the bar floor is set with a haphazard selection of empty mismatched wooden round tops and chairs.  The few patrons seated along the massive carved wooden bar look as much as fixtures as the line of antique beer tap handles lining the back wall.  

The uneasy buzz of the neon Guinness sign tells me it needs a new ballast. This place could use a few dollars in its maintenance budget but it’s warm and inviting and I feel like I’ve come home. 

The dusty light filtering through the expansive cracked front window adorned with the name of the pub in chipped paint catches in silky waves of red fire that pop from the top of her head in a single ponytail.  The length of that waterfall of red falls back and down to settle beneath her set jaw brushing skin that reminds me of the inside of an oyster shell.  

An easy smile hinges on her lips as she speaks to someone sitting at the bar and I love the way it extends all the way to her emerald eyes.  Bold, unapologetic eyes that contrast with her fragile, doll-like complexion.  Her nose wrinkles a little as she smiles, the action puts cute at a whole new level, animating an arch of freckles decorating her nose as she circles a spot on the bar with a white towel.

Her eyes catch mine as she flips the towel up to rest over her shoulder and I stutter on an inhale, my chest tightening as I fight to release our glance wondering if she’s truly seeing me or just looking out the window. 

But I’ve seen her. 

God, I’ve seen her.

She moves away from the customer, but the smile stays perched on perfect pink lips that are moving even though she doesn’t appear to be addressing anyone in particular.

Five more steps inside and closer to her, my ears prick at the sound of her voice. She’s singing The Parting Glass, the song after which I can only assume the pub is named, and the sound is like crystal wind chimes from some long-forgotten dream.

My cock is high and tight as I fight for my next breath.  

I’ve not gotten hard at the sight of a female since I was a freshman in high school back in Cork.  My interests in girls, and later women, has always been complicated.  

For me, there was always something missing.  I wasn’t like most guys. Their main objective seemed to be getting into a girl’s pants, but not me. Made me the mockery of a lot of my friends back in the day. Inner-city schools in Ireland can be tough.  

Hell, even more recently as an officer in the Garda my lack of interest in the more banal functions of most of my comrades raised their eyebrows, but fuck if I care.  

Like an old clock or a dusty sideboard that’s been handed down from generation to generation we have a family legacy that is burned into our genes and twisted around our hearts.

As the legend goes, it is impossible for the first-born male in my family to lay with any other woman besides his one. And that one could take a lifetime to find, because she could be anyone, could be anywhere, but one look and everything will come clear.  

When that happens, it will be as though the world before existed in tones of black and white and suddenly you see everything in brilliant color for the first time.  

The family legend always did sound crazy to me. Truth is I wasn’t a believer until right fucking now.  Those old stories told to me by my father and my grandfather suddenly reverberate inside of me as if we were sitting around the stone fireplace back home.

But even if I didn’t quite believe the legend, I’ve still always been my own man. And the hell if I’m sticking my dick in anything that isn’t right for me. My whole life, I couldn’t seem to find anyone that made me want to connect with them.  Couldn’t find anyone that made me sit up and take notice.

Until this moment. 

I take my seat at a table and admire her sashay as she makes her way to me still singing and smiling.  She’s wearing faded green Doc Martens and I note the way she walks with her left toe slightly pointed inward.  

“What can I get for ya?”  She shoves her hands into the back pockets of her jeans and shifts her weight back and forth.  

Her waist is the tightened center of an hour-glass form and it has my mouth watering and my head pounding with thoughts of how her ankles would look resting on my shoulders. Not to mention the view that would give me looking down.

The thought has my dick pushing up on the waist of my canvas work pants and I swear it’s about to unbuckle my belt trying to get to her.

A low growl precedes my question as she bobs her head back and forth on her neck like she needs me to rub her shoulders. “You serve your Guinness room, do you?”  

There’s a little more Irish lilt in my voice than usual, responding to the undercurrent in hers.  I grew up in Cork but spent a handful of years in America attending Stanford before returning home, so my accent is thicker sometimes than others.  Most Americans barely pick it up, but I can see in her eyes she’s not like most.

“Course we do.  Is there any other way?”  She tugs her bottom lip between her teeth, holding back a grin, but the action makes her nose crinkle and I nearly cum in my pants.

She’s almost too beautiful to be real and resisting my need to reach out and touch her has me pushing my limits of self-control.

I force myself to take a breath before ordering.  “Pint.”  

I want to say more but I’m overpowered by her.  By her scent, like daybreak and honey.  There’s an innocence about her that is contrasted with a sharp edge that I think is the mask she wears around here.  Pithy Irish pub in down town Pittsburgh, a girl like her needs to develop survival skills.

As she nods and steps away, I scan the place for potential threats to her. I wouldn’t think she’s here alone, but whoever might be her back up isn’t out here in the bar, and that irrationally pisses me off.  

What if she was in danger?  What if some fuck grabbed her or smacked her on that incredible ass? That thought tightens my throat and a wave of anger rises in me.  

Place like this can attract a diverse crowd if you know what I mean.  I’ve seen my fair share of shady deals going down in the traditional pubs back home even as families sit with neighbors on a Sunday afternoon.  Fights break out at the mention of the wrong football hero, or villain, as it may be. 

And, this place, The Parting Glass, is as close to an authentic Irish pub as I’ve seen this side of the Atlantic right down to the cracked plaster and uneven floor boards.

Truth is, there is one other Irish pub in this city and from what I see in here, I wish it ran more toward this old school establishment style. That other pub...well, it is my reason for venturing back to the States.

My family lived on the poor side of poor growing up.  By rights, I should have kept to my station, lived out my life scraping by working manual labor, or maybe even some low-grade criminal.  I was voted most likely to serve a life sentence out of lower school, so I certainly can’t rule out the possibility I could have ended up busting heads on the wrong side of the law. 

Life and luck sent me down a different path though.  I never got arrested, thank God. And what had always been just an anomaly for me in school took a blossoming thug from the wrong side of Cork to Stanford of all places. Fucking California. Returned with an education unlike most where I come from and a best friend that is more like a brother.

Meeting Henry at Stanford, understanding his world and his background as well as in my Junior year when my father died working a loading dock back home, helped change the direction of my life yet again. Henry’s own tough upbringing drew us together, but where I had had the benefit of a family all my life, such as it was, a chance encounter with a lowlife crack addict had robbed Henry of his.  Then losing my father shocked me into a new view of my life.

Made me realize I had to use my life to change the world or at least myself for the better.  Make it count for something. And simply selling my brain to the highest bidder so they could whore out my talents for their own profit.

So, with a degree in Mathematics and Computational Science, I went back to Ireland, and I joined the Garda. At first, my mum was more than perplexed.  Why go through the trouble of getting that degree just to serve and not use what I’d learned?

I don’t know, it was a calling I guess, and I did well, made it into the National Organized Crime Bureau and left as an Inspector after an injury in the line of duty. I lived simply, spending money on things didn’t interest me and I saved almost all my pay over those years.

Then, I started investing as a hobby more than anything, buying shares in small companies with potential that were going broke and took a hand in making sure they came back from the brink. Bought currency just before it went high every time. 

Made enough money that if I didn’t want to work again I could get by quite comfortably.  Invested the lot right back into more stocks and shares, and it just kept increasing.  To look at my checking account, you’d think I was an average Joe with a bit saved for a rainy day, but my less liquid portfolio tells a different story.

So, when Henry asked me to invest in his Irish pub, I didn’t hesitate. I mean, I would have bought the place for him without a thought, but he wouldn’t ever have accepted a handout, he wanted an investor. He’d managed to scrape together some money to have some skin in the game as well.  We shook on it and I let him run it however he wanted. Then two weeks ago, he called me up, told me I needed to come out here.

Something we needed to discuss. In person.

His call just came at the right time for me. After leaving the Garda, I’d lost focus, purpose. A trip to the US felt like an opportunity to break out of my funk.

Turns out, my funk is being broken, but it’s not by visiting Henry or my investment.

It’s her.

The sway of her hips hypnotizes me as she walks. Even her simple movements behind the bar as she reaches for a glass and pulls a pint are mesmerizing.  I’m consumed by the thought of how she would taste, fuck the pint.

But, I mean, she’s too young, right?  Far too innocent and perfect for an ugly fuck like me.  What is she?  Eighteen?  Nineteen? There’s no doubt technically I am old enough to be her father.  I’m pushing toward my forth decade fast.  None of that realization manages to change the gnawing need that she’s ignited in me.

By the time she returns and sets the glass in front of me, I’m half-crazed.  As the creamy froth spills over the rim and down the darkened glass, instinct darts my hand out to capture her wrist.  The feel of her skin sends a chill from my neck to my toes and I draw a sharp breath, then look up to find her glaring at me.

“Don’t touch.”  Her voice is a confident command, and it almost fools me. She looks down where my massive hand engulfs her tiny wrist and adds, “Or I’ll have to hurt you.”  

Her tough exterior is an act and besides she doesn’t pull away.  It only serves to thicken my cock, which before I stepped through the door here was in its usual lazy position down my pant leg but now is battling the fabric to rise and get at her.

As wrong as it feels, I release her.  My need to touch her has been quenched for the moment.

Just for the moment.

“Sorry, darlin’. I didn’t want you to walk away without this.”  From my back pocket I pull my worn leather wallet and take out a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill.  “Keep the change.”

She squints, but the way her cheeks and neck have turned from pearly white to cherry blossom pink tells me I may be affecting her as she is me.  Maybe wishful thinking on my part considering I still can’t imagine such perfection giving me a second glance.

“You trying to impress me?”  She takes the bill and holds it up between us, snapping it between her fingers giving the paper a visual inspection. “Takes a lot more than money.”

Her tits press out on a gray tank top, stretching the chunky black lettering that spells out The Parting Glass.  The shirt is worn around the hems, the lettering a bit cracked and faded, but it does nothing to diminish the magnificence of the female flesh beneath. 

She spins on her heel and her ponytail flies in a circle around her head, making me want to grab onto it and pull her face to mine.  

Mine. 

The word comes back in a pulse, pounding in my ears.  She’s fucking mine.

“I’d be disappointed if it didn’t.”  I mutter as I pick up the pint for another sip, hoping it will calm the fire that is engulfing me.  A crazy thought is pulsing through my brain, one that I know doesn’t make any sense, but I can’t seem to shift it.

How long will it be before she agrees to marry me?
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Are you a goodgirl? 

Join GoodGirls where we discuss all about Daddies, 

Daddy's girls, and Daddy books. 

We also have Daddy chat with a real Daddy with 'Ask the Daddy' 

Who's interested?

Join Now
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Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day she decided to start writing them down. Her uber alpha heros have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky and worry about having too much muffin top. With her books, you can count on a heaping helping of HOT, a dash of rough and always a happily ever after. 
When she's not writing (which is not often) she is probably laughing about some irony (like A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), riding her horse, wondering why The Walking Dead can't have a new episode every night, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day
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Thank You.
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I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

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

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions as well as the other professionals that

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

...you guys remind me

Every day that when we support each other everyone wins. 

xoxoxo
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