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        A NOTE TO MY READERS:

        I appreciate every one of you.

        

        Dedicated to the rule followers and

        the Daddy’s girls.
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        What does it mean to be HIS? From baby making to babygirls, you'll find a bit of whatever melts your panties in this ode to Father's Day. From five of your favorite steamy, safe authors (and one hot newbie) come a group of six stand alone books dedicated to Daddy's everywhere.  You will get your fill of everything from alpha men focused on securing a baby in their woman to filthy Daddy Doms who know how to care for their princesses. So, hold Daddy's hand and see what's in store!

      

      
        Out Now: His Everything by Frankie Love

        Out Now: His Obsession by Roxie Brock

        Out Now: His Rules by Dani Wyatt

        June 12th: His Temptation by Amber Barden

        June 14th: His Girl by Aria Cole

        June 16th: His First by Jenika Snow

        

        Find out more on the collection HERE!
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      One bite of the tofu chipotle burger at his latest venture capital investment and Rueger Marshall is hooked.  But not on the food.   He has eyes for the sweet and clumsy waitress with the twenty-six sloth buttons on her apron.  If he has his way, she’s about to find out just what it means to be his babygirl.  And, what it means to follow the rules.

      Lexi Chase has three misdemeanors and a new probation mentor she’s supposed to meet.  Her job at the vegan deli doesn’t offer much excitement, until the day the man with the lumberjack beard and the handmaid suit sits in her section and teaches her about destiny.

      Can Rueger ever come to grips with the fantasies of Lexi wide-eyed, looking up at him with the name ‘Daddy’ on her lips?  Or will questions of hidden agendas and a stack of incriminating photos end their fairytale before it can start?

       

      Author’s Note: Grab your candy heart panties and an ice pack, because these two are about to teach you just how hot a list of rules can be.  Sit back, wiggle your toes and settle in for a decadent, dirty ride with a to-die-for Daddy Dom and his one-and-only baby girl.  As always, this is a happily ever after safe read with unrelated adults finding their happy place with a bit of DD/baby girl fun. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 1

        

      

    
    
      
        Rueger

      

      “I know what you want,” Lexi half shouts as she approaches me, pointing her order pad in my direction with a smile that lights up my very soul.

      You have no fucking idea what I want. If you did, you’d be probably be running.

      But I’d be chasing you.

      Moe’s is busier than usual today, but even when it’s quiet, it’s loud. Customers shout orders, counter workers shout right back.

      I nod and watch the pencil slip from behind her ear to between her fingers, flicking a loose tendril of hair so that it glints in the sunlight. She scribbles down my usual order before spinning on her heel, and without another word, she’s heading toward the kitchen.

      The shouting is part of the shtick here.

      Moe’s Loud Vegan Deli. The name says it all.

      I shift a bit in the hard, wooden chair, trying to keep my growing erection from getting too painful inside my boxers. The lunch line trails right out the door, disappearing beyond the long expanse of windows that cross the front of Moe’s.

      My venture capital will do well here. It will be my last handpicked baby before I turn over the reins of my company completely. I’ve got zero worries about making sure our return on our investment pans out on this one.

      Even without me to handhold things from here on out, it’s a solid play for a few million and the guidance from my team on the expansion. Fuck, the first time I took a bite of Moe’s portabella and tofu chipotle burger two months ago, I knew I would invest in this little chain of vegan delis, and nothing I’ve seen since has changed my mind.

      The day I came here was the day I was sent to meet the young lady who was to be my newest individual sponsorship through my Count On program for low-risk offenders on probation. For each sponsorship, I pick a new state from an old hat that belonged to someone special to me, which I keep in my office. Inside are the remainder of the fifty states I’d written down on folded scraps of yellow legal paper six years ago when I started this.

      New geography for each mentee immerses me in their world. Allows me to focus on them and to see life from another perspective. Every city has a soul and a vibe of its own.

      My program has been successful for years, with over six thousand mentors across the country. It’s another baby of mine, and that day I was here to meet her.

      Little did I know how much my life would change that day.

      Lexi Chase.

      Female. Portland, Oregon. Three arrests, all for petty theft. What caught my eye was what she had stolen.

      First offense was for stealing a stuffed sloth toy from some swanky gift shop.

      Second offense was for lifting three of those candy necklaces from a drugstore.

      Third, and this one still has me shaking my head, a package of adult diapers.

      Since we’ve been spending time together, I found out the story on that last one.

      Turns out a care worker for an older woman in a previous apartment building mentioned them to Lexi and also mentioned the woman’s monthly check hadn’t arrived, so she wouldn’t have the money to buy them until it came. Lexi had balls enough to stuff a package of them under her T-shirt at the grocery store and try to pretend she was pregnant and walk out. When I asked her about it, she said she’d had four dollars, but when she got to the store, she saw they were far more expensive than what she thought, and no way was she letting the poor woman go without until her check came.

      My program helps give current or former foster kids now on probation a mentor. Someone to count on. Someone to help keep track of their employment. Secure, decent housing for them. Give them a new vision of what their lives could be.

      But it’s not my financial investment or merely checking up on my sponsorship that brings me here; that’s just the pretense under which I sit here in the center of this chaos twice a week.

      No, I consider her my investment. My most precious one ever. I want to invest my knowledge. My wisdom. My care. My everything. I want to invest my very soul.

      In her.

      And I want to invest copious amounts of time with my mouth on her pussy. And with her pussy taking my cock.

      That pussy was made to be mine.

      I’ve known it since the first moment I laid eyes on her. Her pussy exists solely for my pleasure. And the rest of her exists to be under my care. To receive my love.

      I’m just not sure she will understand the enormity of what that means. So, here I sit. For the sixteenth time since I first saw her. Ordering a triple espresso and pie-sized cinnamon roll, contemplating how she will ever understand who I am to her.

      Who we were meant to be together.

      I watch her through the window of her studio apartment, watch her coming and going, watch her bringing in her groceries, or just taking out her fucking trash.

      I rented a place directly across from hers for the sole purpose of watching her. I also bought a house. That same day. Cash on the spot because something in my gut told me someday this would be home.

      That’s how fucking gone I am over this girl.

      Is that wrong? Maybe. Am I a sick fuck for watching her like I do?

      Probably.

      But truth is, I don’t know what the fuck to do with all these feelings. I’ve never felt anything like this before.

      For all my success, I’ve lived in an emotional safe zone since as far back as I can remember. A place where I have never cared enough for someone to risk the pain of losing them. The risk versus reward just never seemed like a good investment for me.

      Until now.

      I’m sure I’ll fuck it up. I’m terrified I’ll fuck it up. That’s why I’ve been planning so carefully. Since that first day. I’ve been planning.

      Hoping if I can control it all, she’ll understand.

      The rules.

      It’s how I’ll love her. Control her. Own her.

      When I’m allowed the luxury of being away from my corporate office in Manhattan, it’s here I come.

      To Portland.

      To Lexi.

      I sit for hours in the window of my sparsely decorated rented apartment just waiting to catch a glimpse of her. I’ve jerked off to her dancing around in her little efficiency kitchen. Even seeing her reading or sleeping has me stroking myself.

      Fuck, she could open a damn pickle jar and I’d be hard.

      But God help me, the dreams I have of pushing my cock into her slick, hot pussy as she sleeps are the ones that drive me to the verge of madness. In those dreams, I slip into her room, hold my hand over her mouth from behind and whisper in her ear to be quiet for Daddy.

      Just open your legs and let me do what I need to do, Babygirl.

      Fuck if I’m ready to spray in my pants just thinking about it.

      My thoughts don’t surprise me as much as they did when they first started, but still. I can’t believe she could ever understand the effect she has on me. The longing that clutches in my heart when I think of her.

      So many filthy things I want to do to her innocent body.

      I’d never even wanted to be involved with anyone before her. Sure, I dated in my younger years, but with her, it’s like I’m alive again. Like I’m awake for the first time in my life.

      I never dreamed these dreams I’ve been having until I met her, but the time is drawing close when I’ll have her under me. I can feel it. I can’t hold off forever, I just can’t, and I’m not even sure why I’m still waiting. Well, that’s not entirely true. In my heart, I know. Deep down, I know. Just a little more time.

      I just need a little more time.

      And I pray she’ll understand. Because I’ll never let her go. I can’t. Lexi belongs to me, right now. And I won’t lose that.

      As scared as I am, that’s exactly what will happen. I’ve got just twenty-four hours before I have to be back in New York. After this afternoon, I’ll know. She’ll know.

      She comes spinning out through the kitchen doors, carrying my order, and I’m already rock hard. Without even thinking, I’m already scanning the crowd, making sure no other fuck has got eyes on her.

      Never before her did a jealous hair rise anywhere on me. But all that’s changed. I’m now a possessive motherfucker when it comes to everything Lexi Chase.

      Even though we’ve never shared as much as a kiss.

      “Here you go.” The harmony of her voice resonates directly into my soul. The flash of her smile is captivating. Her hands are graceful, pointing like a dancer’s hands as she places white porcelain serving items in front of me. Each of her fingernails is painted a different pastel color, matching her hair.

      “I love it,” I say as I bring the espresso to my lips with one hand and ever so gently touch the lavender end of a tendril with the other. “It suits you.”

      Pink heat colors the tops of her cheeks, and I delight in the way she tries to hide it with her hand, fingertips brushing the skin as she absently twists a stray lock of hair around her finger. That action threatens to set my cock ripping out the front of my pants it’s so fucking cute. And she doesn’t even know it.

      Nearly black hair crowns her head, contrasting with her pale skin, and straight bangs cut across mid-forehead. But today, the ends of her hair are tipped in a sea of pastel colors, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything more beautiful.

      “Um…thanks.” She squints her left eye when she smiles and wrinkles her nose. “Anything else right now?”

      Yes. You. On your knees. Looking up at me and calling me Daddy while I feed you my cock and spray my cum down your throat.

      “That’ll do.”

      She knows I won’t order anything else. I’ve ordered the same thing sixteen times. Never a variation. But after two months, she’s still unsure. She’s eager to please, and that only makes me want her more.

      “Okay.” Lexi tucks her bottom lip between her teeth, pulls her mouth to the side and raises an eyebrow, hesitant, expecting me to say something else. She sniffles and quickly rubs a tissue under her nose, then wads it up and puts it into the front pocket of her apron.

      Just as much as she knows I’m not going to order anything else, I am going to say something else. I’m nothing if not a man who knows how much my girl relies on my routine. On me providing order to her world. Making her feel safe. That she knows what to expect from me.

      But for my own pleasure, I like to watch her like this, the little girl inside a bit uncomfortable under my gaze, knocking her off-balance. I can’t help myself.

      The first time we spoke, she nearly knocked my espresso all over me as she stumbled. Then, so embarrassed, backing away as though I could ever be angry with her.

      I take another quick sip, enjoying the sight of her for a long moment before granting her the relief of my next words. “I’ll be back at two o’clock. The sun is out.” I twist my head, just enough to glance outside, but not so much that I lose sight of her. “In Portland this time of year. Imagine that. We will go to the zoo.”

      The tension in her face is broken by a sudden smile, and though I’m careful to keep my easy façade, my cock nearly breaks in half inside my pants. Nothing in the world brings me more joy than seeing her smile.

      My eyes drop casually, away from her smile, alighting on her chest. Her ripe tits push out from under the cheerful yellow canvas of her apron. I take her in an inch at a time. The strap of her apron is sporting a new sloth button today. That makes twenty-six sloth-themed buttons, pins, and patches on her apron. I’ve counted them more than once. I’ve kept track of everything about her, everything I can see.

      Some things I can’t.

      “I love the zoo. I hope they still have the sloths.” She twists her hair absently again, and her brown eyes twinkle. “I haven’t been there since I was a little girl.” She does this little hop and claps her palms together three times.

      You’re still a little girl. You’re my little girl. Daddy’s special girl.

      God, give me strength. This is killing me. My fear lights up. Does she really still believe I’m just her sponsor?

      I’m going to tell her everything in just a few hours, and I’m so sure she will be afraid of me. She’ll think I’m perverse. She’ll think I’m vile.

      Daddy.

      I need to hear her call me that. I imagine it in every dream. Inside each second of every day. Hearing that single word will complete me.

      I notice another sniffle and turn a frown on her. “You are not feeling well. No zoo today. You need a doctor.” Without another thought, I’m pulling out my phone to make arrangements for her to be seen. Right now. She can’t wait.

      The disappointment in her eyes makes my stomach tight.

      “No.” Her rainbow-pastel-tipped hair spins as she shakes her head. “It’s just an allergy.” She lowers her voice to a whisper and leans toward me, making it nearly impossible not to reach out and pull her close. “Some lady in my section is wearing way too much perfume. I’m allergic to perfume, the chemicals in it, I mean. I’m fine. Really.” She lets out a little giggle. “Unless you want to go douse her with a nice bucket of soapy water for me. She’s right there. Wearing that god-awful bedazzled ball cap.”

      I’d do that in a heartbeat. Anything for you. Anything.

      “Sorry. I shouldn’t be saying that.”

      I shrug one shoulder. “What’s the rule?”

      “I have to tell you what’s on my mind.” I love that she no longer has to hesitate before answering.

      “That’s right.” I smile, then make a show of sighing with regret. “Get on back to work, then.” I nod toward the busy central area of the restaurant. “Make me proud.”

      She’s already learning the rules we will live by, and she doesn’t even know it.

      Her hand darts to her face, and she presses her knuckles over her teeth, covering the smile that explodes at my words. I have to bite the inside of my cheek until the metallic tingle spreads over my tongue. If I don’t distract myself right now, I’ll have her up against the nearest fucking wall or lose it inside my goddamn pants.

      I won’t. But she makes me feel like I could.

      I have more control than a twelve-year-old boy finding his first Hustler. But, Jesus Christ, I could happily come. Even the innocent way she bites her lip is fuel for a week’s worth of fantasies and stroke sessions.

      “Yep, I’m back to it. I won’t screw up this job. I’m thirty days from my six months. My probation will be over, and you won’t have to keep checking up on me all the time.” I see the question in her eyes, and I let it hang there, just for a moment, before throwing her a smile and watching the relief. “Okay, well, see you at two?”

      I nod.

      I’d burn down kingdoms before I’d miss a moment with you.

      She turns on a heel and skips away, hips swinging. I take another sip of espresso, then cringe as I see her feet tangle under her. Losing her balance, she crumples left and nearly topples over, throwing her hand out to grab a chair, right into a table full of patrons. Recovering at the last second, she shoots a quick look over her shoulder, glancing at my table, humiliation already covering her sweet face.

      I quickly avert my gaze, looking out the window, pretending not to see a thing. I might love her discomfort when she’s with me, but I don’t want her to feel embarrassed while she’s trying to work.

      I remember the day I finally asked her about the sloth pins and buttons on her apron.

      She had said, “Sloths are my spirit animal.”

      When I’d asked why, she explained, “Sloths are very clumsy on land. But in the water, they are very elegant. Graceful, even. Sort of like me. I’m not sure where my feet are most of the time when I’m walking around. But…” She’d hesitated, looked over her shoulder to be sure no one could hear, then continued in hushed tones, “I am on the synchronized swimming team at the YMCA. I’m about forty years younger than everyone else, but I don’t care. I love the water. It makes me forget how clumsy I am.”

      Even so, I secretly love how clumsy she is.

      I love everything about her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

      

    
    
      
        Lexi

      

      “Seriously? He’s never kissed you? Never tried to feel you up? Nothing?” Heather pokes me playfully in the cheek with her index finger, fighting a grin. “Not even a peck right here?”

      “Stop!” I swat her hand away. Living and working together has made us like sisters. “You don’t need to be all up in my Cheerios.”

      I reach around to untie my apron, wrinkling my nose in melodramatic disgust. The dandelion-yellow fabric is dotted with bits of today’s special: deep-fried stuffed spinach cayenne tofu balls with basil kefir drizzle. The lady with too much perfume and the glittery ball cap knocked it all over me as I was setting down her plate. Apparently, whatever she was talking about required some especially expressive hand gestures.

      I take a whiff of the apron and roll my eyes. Lucky I have plenty of quarters for the laundry. I wad it up, kefir side in, and stuff it into my messenger bag with the “Live slow. Die Whenever.” sloth patch sewn onto the front.

      “What are you doing tonight?” I ask Heather as she follows my lead and folds her apron neatly before putting it into her backpack.

      “Not sure.” Heather tugs the rope on her raw cotton tunic tight at the waist then loops it into a loose bow. “There’s a PBS Hitler documentary on. It’s only a four-hour series, so after that…dunno.” She reaches up to tighten her messy bun. “Probably Salinger. Or Vonnegut.”

      A single strand of golden hair hangs from the crown of her head, directly down her nose, and she does nothing about it. It’s driving me mad. But even so, I can’t help but think that hair like hers could send legions of men into battle, like some sort of heroic Greek saga. It’s that beautiful, hanging nearly to the center of her back in perfect Californian waves.

      Not that she’s ever set foot out of Portland. Her parents were part of what’s known around here as a co-op. Everyone else would call it a cult.

      You can check in, but you can’t check out sort of deal.

      When she was eight or nine, even she isn’t sure, the Feds raided the compound, and Heather was removed, placed in state care due to severe neglect. She weighed just thirty pounds. Horrifying. And her hair, which is now so stunning she could pass for a Victoria’s Secret model, had to be shaved from her head; infested with lice, it was matted into one huge dreadlock, dulled to brown with muck.

      Since then, it’s been foster homes and now probation. Like me. The probation, that is.

      “I’ve got a half pound of filet coming my way,” she adds. “Ricky promised me.”

      She’s a closet carnivore, which around here is the worst of the seven sins. And on our budget, most of our food comes from our job at Moe’s. Not that I’m complaining. One of the perks of this job is you get two full meals a day to eat in or take out. No charge. Even when you have the day off.

      When I was seven, when my life was normal and my biggest worry was if I could stay up to watch another episode of something on Disney Junior, my parents took me to Kentucky Fried Chicken one night for dinner. I remember the moment of revelation that evening. That the drumstick I brought to my mouth was actually part of a chicken.

      From that day on, my natural inclination has been to avoid meat. Since starting at Moe’s, I’ve sipped more of the Kool-Aid and slipped fairly easily into a vegan diet. Thank goodness for the free meals there, because eating vegan isn’t always for the budget conscious.

      “Ricky?” I groan, adding an eye roll for good measure. “Please, don’t let him back in our room.”

      Our efficiency is just around the corner from here. Another benefit of the Count On sponsorship program is we get a decent room in a good area of Portland. It’s not free but subsidized as part of the program which Rueger’s company funds.

      “Don’t worry, I won’t. I’m picking it up in the back alley behind the butcher shop, like some sort of seedy drug deal.” She grins.

      Ricky has a room in the same house as us and works part time at a local co-op, grass-fed, hand-raised, humane butcher shop.

      That’s an oxymoron if I’ve ever heard one.

      Ricky is half Spicoli and half Rodney Dangerfield, with a bloodstained apron. He gives me the creeps because he’s just always around, you know?

      “Okay.” I cross the strap of my bag over my body then reach around to try to discreetly tug my underwear wedgie free. “Well then, I guess I’m off.” I take a quick look in the cracked mirror over the sink. My hair is my hair. It’s not Heather’s, but I do love the little colorful rainbow tips she did for me last weekend.

      Rueger and I have spent enough time together that I shouldn’t be so nervous. He’s always been the perfect gentleman. More than a gentleman, actually. Sort of a father figure. Makes it kind of awkward that I have all sorts of dirty thoughts about him, but still. I know his interest in me must be purely public relations, because he’s never stepped out of line. Not once.

      “Have fun. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” She winks, and I choose to ignore it. “Hey, we need to have a budget meeting tomorrow. The internet bill is going up to freakin’ ninety dollars.”

      I raise my eyebrows. “Christ.” The curse slips out immediately, making me wince. Memories of one foster home in particular where a curse word earned you tobacco on the tongue flood back.

      Heather and I both have an obsession with knowing where our money goes. You’d think we were Warren Buffetts in the making, the way we manage our funds. As limited as they are.

      And it’s another reason we’ve been able to stay friends even when we work and room together. We are Excel spreadsheet sluts.

      “Okay.” I nod, heading toward the door from the employee break room out into the restaurant. “I don’t have plans tomorrow. So we can squeeze the budget a little more.”

      Heather twists her lips, staring at my outfit. “I like the shirt. It suits you. You deserve to be a Daddy’s girl.”

      “Thanks.” I look down at the shirt then back to Heather. “I thought it was cute for fifty cents. And, I was a Daddy’s girl, once. For a while.” I swallow hard, grit my teeth, and try not to get lost in the memory of my dad. He and Mom have been gone for almost twelve years now, but the sting is still there.

      I run my hand quickly across the glittery letters topping my boobs. I stopped into the Howard Street Thrift on Thursday after my shift. That’s the day they have 75 percent off everything that’s been there more than a month. It’s usually all crap, which is why it hasn’t sold, but this week I found this white T-shirt with the script letters spelling out “Daddy’s Girl”. I shrug, holding a shoulder to my ear before I reply. “It was my size, so I guess it was fate. I had fifty cents, they had this T-shirt. Win-win.”

      I flash her a smile and walk out into the restaurant, taking a look at my phone. 1:54. My stomach does enough twists and flips for a gymnast’s floor routine. I know Rueger will already be here.

      Parked out front.

      He’s never late. Never even just on time. Always early.

      Just the thought of him ignites a quivering inside me. Not only in my belly or between my legs, either. It’s in some core, deep down inside me. But he’s just doing this for PR, I remind myself. His company sponsors the Count On program, and for some reason, I’ve become his PR poster child.

      Or at least, that’s what I figure.

      But it’s funny because he never draws any attention to the time he spends with me. I’d think if it were purely PR, he’d have pictures taken or something. Truth is, I don’t care if it’s all just business. Any time I get to spend with him makes me feel good.

      Not just good. Special. I can’t explain it.

      He keeps me at arm’s length, but somehow, he still manages to make me feel cherished. I suppose I’m just an easy mark for that sort of thing.

      I push my way through the crowd inside the deli, squeezing past the never-ending line of customers that trails out the front door. I can feel the tightness starting in my ears.

      Yes, my ears.

      Then it traces down each side of my neck and spins like vines, trapping me in this feeling that’s somewhere between all-out panic and full-on schoolgirl crush. I know he’s seen me before I spot him, leaning against his classic Jeep Wagoneer, wood paneled sides and all.

      “Right on time.” He looks at me with that brilliant, cockeyed smile tipping his full lips, and I’m 100 percent swoon.

      “You don’t like for me to be late,” I respond, not even thinking about it before I recite the words. “Didn’t take me long to learn that.”

      In the time I’ve known him, he’s been clear about things he likes and doesn’t like. Even making little rules for me, which I secretly adore. I’m sure most women would tell him to go shove his rules up his perfectly taut ass, but not me. It’s just another thing that draws me to him like a moth to a flame.

      I watch him shift his weight and push up from where he was leaning to stand tall. His close-cropped brown hair contrasts with the length of groomed, trimmed beard that covers his face. He’s a man of contrasts, his nearly Viking roughness balanced with an impeccable sense of effortless style.

      His raw sex appeal balances with a nurturing, warm heart that makes you want to curl up in his lap for a nice hug and a slap on your ass.

      Not to mention he smells soooooo good. Like he’s been hung out in the summer breeze to dry after his shower, then sprinkled with just a hint of what I imagine a forest would smell like after a rain.

      He takes a deep breath, arms crossed over his gray T-shirt. Today is casual day, and I’m not sure which look I find sexier. I’ve seen him in an array of expensive suits, each of which sends my panties dropping to my ankles. But then he has this side of him, the casual side. Still flawless, but with an air of easy comfort. Always classic Levi 505s, though. Button-fly, of course.

      I’ve looked.

      Oh, how I’ve looked.

      And wondered just how long it would take me to rip that fly open with my teeth.

      “You are a quick study, Lex. You know how much I like my rules.”

      “Yes.” I squeeze my thumbs under my fingers and turn the toes of my right foot inward. “I’m beginning to pick up on some things about you.” I cross my fisted hands over my chest, feeling the sun warming my back, and a quick breeze fluffs my skirt around my thighs.

      “Is that a fact?” Another deep breath stretches the gray jersey fabric across his chest. I see the indents and pressure from where the muscles of his torso create an almost X-ray effect on the fabric. He’s thick everywhere I can see. Not overly bulky.

      And in height, he dwarfs me. He’s got to be six foot five, because my dad was about six three, and Rueger has a couple inches on that memory.

      “You ready for the zoo?”

      The smile on his lips is inviting, the sapphire blue of his eyes hypnotic. I’d never really considered what makes a man sexy to me until Rueger.

      He’s far from slick. The words pretty boy would not apply. He’s a bit crooked, even, when I think about it. His nose sits a bit to the left, which balances the way his full upper lip lifts slightly upward at the right corner from the scar that pulls there.

      He looks happy today, but suddenly I think it’s more than that. More than just contentment. He looks pleased. I remember seeing a look like that in my father’s eyes whenever I did something that made him proud.

      His eyes wander over me and come to rest on my chest. I swear he’s never done that before.

      At least, not so obviously. And, my God, those eyes of his. I think Facebook stole their blue from his eyes. I’ve never seen eyes like that; they deserve their own patent.

      “New shirt.” He clears his throat and brings a hand to grip over his mouth, holding it there for a moment, then shaking his head and finally breaking his gaze from my chest.

      That’s another reason I think I’m so drawn to Rueger. He has that same genuine interest in me. In seeing me succeed.

      And it’s not as though he’s dating me. Even when I think about the few boyfriends I’ve had, none of them seemed to care at all about what made me tick, what was inside my head. They all seemed more interested in what I could do for them.

      Hindsight being twenty-twenty and all, it didn’t save me from letting a couple of them get what it was they wanted from me a few times. I shake the thought away. Those fumbling, insecure boys from the past are nothing compared to Rueger. Even if I will never be more than his mentee, I savor every moment we are together, fueling my foolish, girlish dreams that there could ever be anything more.

      I pluck an invisible bit of lint from the front of my new shirt before I reply. “I saw it and liked it.” I bounce up and down on my toes, having a hard time controlling my nervous energy when he’s close. “I’m ready to go when you are.”

      Who would have thought a twenty-three-year-old waitress with a petty theft arrest record and a semicolon tattoo would be taking so much joy in a simple trip to the zoo with her probation project sponsor?

      “Okay, then let’s go. We are sloth-ward bound.” He unfolds his right arm in an arc toward the front of the Wagoneer, urging me forward. I straighten in anticipation of the gentle contact I know is coming. His hand at the small of my back as I step in front of him.

      Even knowing it’s coming, I can’t help the reaction even the slightest touch from him ignites inside me, the flames that shoot down the backs of my legs. Such a gentleman in such a rugged physical form.

      The next minute, he’s got me securely fastened into the passenger seat, leaning over me as he snaps my seat belt into place. I think of pressing my lips into his beard. He’s so close I can see the coarse hair a mere inch from my nose. I’m barely breathing when he closes the door and works his way back around to the driver’s side.

      As the engine growls awake with a turn of the key, I clutch my bag tight on my lap, biting my bottom lip to keep from showing just how thrilled I am to be here. With him. Right now.

      Only this time, he doesn’t immediately drive away. He looks over without a hint of shame, his eyes roving over my chest again, making the heat pool between my legs and on the tips of my ears.

      His gaze sticks on the points of my nipples as they start to tighten into knots, his hands gripping the steering wheel at ten and two, tighter and tighter until his knuckles are white and the veins on the backs of his hands dance like vines.

      Oh God, his hands. What is it about his hands? They send my stomach toppling up and over itself at a simple glance.

      “Everything okay?” I ask, wiggling a little in my seat, and I nervously cross my ankles.

      When he doesn’t immediately respond, I uncross them and cross them the other way, dropping my eyes and studying my feet like they’re the most interesting things in the world. The red Converse Chuck Taylors he got me for my birthday last month rasp against each other, the huge-looped lavender laces trying to tangle.

      Oh my God, I wish my heart would slow down. At this rate, I’ll have to start to worry about a cardiologist at my age.

      He takes a deep, loud breath through his nose, holding it. A second passes, then another, and I find myself holding my own breath right along with him. Another second, another. The moment seems to stretch into eternity. The rust-colored vinyl seat sticks to the backs of my legs as I try to shift and find some comfort.

      Something is different.

      He feels different.

      Anxious, maybe? Something is off. As always, he’s cloaked in his reserved calm, but I feel something vibrating just under the surface.

      I turn to watch him, his eyelids closed, his face serene, his breath held. It seems like the whole world is silent. Then he opens his eyes and turns away, looking out the driver’s window, the Jeep humming below us.

      “I’ll be right back.” The sound in his voice matches the pained look on this face as his hand moves from the steering wheel to the door handle, jerking it upward. “I just need a second.”

      A moment later and he’s out, slamming the door behind him, leaving me sitting there wondering what the heck is going on. He’s never been like this before. Never out of sorts or ill at ease.

      I look down at my outfit, wondering if something about me is unsettling for him. I know he likes the shoes because he gave them to me. I’m wearing a gauzy white skirt and the T-shirt from the thrift store. Nothing out of the ordinary.

      Nothing too revealing.

      My heart is thundering in my chest as I turn to watch Rueger walk around to the back of the Wagoneer, hoping he isn’t sick or he isn’t going to tell me we can’t go for some reason. His hands grip the back of his head as he walks, then one moves to pinch the bridge of his nose, and he stands still, breathing heavily.

      Something is definitely wrong, and I have a horrible feeling I might know what it is: these afternoon outings are beginning to wear on him. I mean, he’s got his huge company to run. I have no idea what kind of pressure that puts him under. What the heck is he doing spending so much of his time with a nobody like me? I Googled him. His company, Viking Ventures, is not on the Fortune 500 list, but it’s up there.

      Not to mention I’ve spent a few devastating internet searches looking at photos of Rueger at events with a stunning brunette on his arm and a few blondes in older photos. I’ve saved myself from the humiliation of digging too deep into who he is or who they are. Not wanting to pop the bubble of my fantasies about him. He’s told me he’s never been married. No kids, but still that little voice inside my head sometimes chirps at me. Reminding me that the world is full of liars.

      Flames light up my cheeks, and I have to turn away. The little part of me that still held a fantasy about being more than just a PR opportunity begins to disintegrate inside my heart.

      One last glance back and he’s stepping up onto the sidewalk on my side of the car. I hurry and grip the door handle. If I get out and tell him maybe it’s time we stopped these little adventures, at least I’ll leave here with a sugar packet-full of my ego intact.

      I swing the door open as Rueger steps up off the curb, his eyes narrowed and locked on to me. I’m climbing out, trying to act as nonchalant as possible while my heart thunders around inside my chest. I have to be first. I have to get my words out and run before the inevitable letdown I feel coming at me like a runaway train.

      “Hey, I think we should maybe not go today—”

      Before I get the rest of the words out, my feet tangle, and as if in slow motion, I crumple onto the cement of the sidewalk, going down headfirst like a comic high-diver, hands shooting out to break my fall.

      I yelp as the heels of my palms smack and scrape across the pavement at the same time as one of my knees, rasping hard as gravity and momentum finish the job.

      “Shit,” I grunt, my face only an inch away from the grit. I can’t even pull myself up to rescue any dignity I have left because my other foot is stuck in the air, the enormous loop of my shoelace caught on the position adjustment control on the side of the passenger seat.

      “Jesus, Lex.” Rueger is right there in front of me in a flash, crouching down to the sidewalk, his hands gently running up and down my body. I’m sure he’s only feeling for injuries, but his touch is leaving fire and lust all over my skin. “Are you okay?”

      His voice turns hard, pained, as I wince and push up on my hands, trying to right myself and failing. Humiliation washes over me in waves, mixing with pangs of nausea. My legs are spread apart and my body twisted like a pretzel, hair hanging in my face and stuck between my lips.

      Just how much I have fallen for this man swells up inside me, and in the next second, tears are burning my lower lids, threatening to spill over.

      “I’m fine.” My words escape in a harsh stab, because I need to be mad right now. I need to not care. It’s the only way to keep me whole. But I’m losing, I can feel it. A tear fights its way from the corner of my eye and streams down my cheek like a tiny, traitorous river.

      I flip my head the other way so some of my hair falls to cover the humiliating tears.

      “Hold on.” He growls, and through the rainbow tint of the hair in my eyes, I see his long arm dart out to free my shoelace from the metal bar where it’s looped. “I’m so sorry, Babygi—”

      He stalls on the cutoff last word, and I stop breathing.

      Babygirl? Did I just hear that right?

      He clears his throat as he eases my foot down from the car.

      “I think maybe the zoo isn’t such a good idea,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady and figure out how to breathe. “I mean, I’m really busy and I know you need the PR, but maybe you should find another girl to—”

      “PR? Is that what you think this is? Some sort of PR opportunity?” His voice is thick with tension and a low, bubbling anger.

      His hands are under my arms, helping me to sit up. Then a moment later, they come down softly to smooth the errant fabric of my skirt back down my legs. I hadn’t even noticed it was flipped up over my hip, showing off white panties covered in a variety of Valentine candy hearts.

      As well as the wet spot between my legs.

      “Hold still.” His voice is gentle again as he rises up, his body bridging over to open the console between the car seats before he comes back with a small white box clutched in one hand. He settles back into a crouch next to me. “I’ve got Band-Aids. Let me see those hands.”

      I turn them palms up, and he dusts off the dirt and grit.

      “I’m okay, really.”

      “Hands look okay, but…” He clicks his tongue. “…that knee. That knee needs a Band-Aid.”

      I look down to see the pinpoints of blood on the surface of the scraped skin, then have to look away. I watch as Rueger’s hands work open the top of the bandage box and then realize what I’m looking at.

      “They’re sloth Band-Aids?”

      “Of course. I bought them for you. Had to search the internet. Not every corner drugstore carries bandages with sloths on them.”

      He’s got a bandage out and onto my wound in the next second, then tosses the box back into the car. His hand comes to hover over the exposed flesh of my upper thigh.

      There is a moment where time seems to evaporate. Rueger’s hand brushes down the top of my thigh, smoothing over the fabric of my skirt, then it stops. His fingertips rest there, and in that second, nothing else exists except the low sound of a groan that releases from his throat.

      Tunnel vision takes over. All I see are his fingers on my skin. There. In such an intimate place. Such a soft touch with firm digits. His spicy cologne swirls around me, making me dizzy. His breath is on my cheek, warmed by the sun and my arousal. He moves in so close I hear the air move through his nose.

      Then I hear the word.

      “Babygirl.” It’s lower than a whisper. I’m not even sure it’s more than the wind dancing through the trees. “You’re coming with me and not to the zoo.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 3

        

      

    
    
      
        Rueger

      

      The entire ride to my place takes all of ten minutes, but it may as well be years. My plan is moving faster than I intended, but I no longer care. She didn’t question when I said we weren’t going to the zoo anymore, which only fueled the fire that is quickly consuming me.

      We sit in silence for the first half of the journey to my house here in Portland, but I’ve got her hand clutched in mine and it feels more than perfect. It feels right.

      Why I waited so long I don’t know because I’ve missed out on the joy of touching her. I wind the Wagoneer through the streets, trying not to hit any of the many bike riders that use the streets here as much as the autos.

      “You okay?” I turn to see her bat her eyelashes and take a breath. So beautiful. So fresh and free.

      So fucking mine.

      “Yes.”

      “It’s a lot, I know. But I couldn’t pretend anymore. Then, goddamn, you show up wearing that fucking T-shirt today. The day I planned to tell you—”

      I grit my teeth and swallow. I’m getting ahead of myself. I don’t want to scare the shit out of her.

      “It’s okay. Tell me what?” She squeezes my fingers, and just that simple gesture has my dick ready to spend in my pants.

      I look over and see her eyes wide, her lips slightly open. Her brown irises seem full of glitter today. They sparkle and call to me just like those words scrawled in shimmering script across her chest.

      Daddy’s Girl.

      “The rules,” I manage, waiting for her to pull her hand away. But she doesn’t. My chest is barely containing the pounding of my heart. The need inside me is gripping around my throat, making each breath a struggle.

      When I saw that T-shirt today, I knew it was a sign. No more waiting. No more holding back. Today, I believe in divine intervention because it was a sign from on high.

      “The rules? I know how you like rules, but I’m not sure I understand…”

      “Open the glove box,” I say, and it takes her a moment, but her free hand moves to do as I order. Inside, there is a white envelope. It’s been there for months. Waiting.

      But today is the day.

      Everything seems to move so slowly as I watch her take it out, lay it on her knees, close the hinged door. I can’t wait forever.

      I bring the back of her hand to my lips, holding it there as I palm the wheel and ease us down the street to the Victorian house I bought the same day I met her. Paid cash. Because somehow, I knew, from that very first day, I would make this my home with her. One look. One conversation and I knew.

      It’s taken me a few months to get my affairs in order, get my head out of my ass, and make my move. Running the business busied me for years. Brought me as close to what I thought was happiness, until I knew better.

      The front of the envelope reads “Daddy’s Rules for His Babygirl,” and I watch her pick it up as I bring the Wagoneer into the driveway of my house.

      With her inside, it will finally be a home. Our home. She just doesn’t know it yet.

      “I’m taking you inside my house, Lexi. The house I bought the day I met you. Then we are going to open that envelope. Are you ready?”

      So many things unspoken, and yet I can see in her eyes she understands completely. The connection between us is uncanny. I’ve never come close to feeling this way, how I feel with her. How I feel about her.

      “Yes. I’m good.” Her eyes dart from me to the house as we approach, a smile starting to tug at the corners of her mouth. “This is the most beautiful house I’ve ever seen.”

      My eyes glance toward the hundred-year-old gingerbread-trimmed structure. It’s painted a fanciful green and highlighted in deep purple with a touch of bright yellow.

      “I picked the colors because they reminded me of you. But it will be a lot more beautiful when you are inside.”

      That tugging on the corners of her mouth gives way to a flash of her teeth. She’s so fucking sweet I want to steal her away from this world and never give her back.

      “You know I want things from you, don’t you, Lexi? You know I need things?”

      She nods as I pull the car into the circular gravel drive and put it into park. Wide wooden steps lead up to the porch, putting images in my head of holding her hand to bring her into her new world. Her new life. Her new home.

      “Yes. I think I do know.”

      “Good. Because I’m done wasting time. And you need me too.”

      “How do you know I need you?” Her whispered words are not a challenge; they are her way of asking me to reassure her. To take her where she belongs.

      I lightly kiss her hand before letting it go to get out of the car. I’m making my way around to her side. No longer will she be required to open her own door, to risk falling ever again. I’ll be there to do it for her, because that’s my job.

      When I open the door, I take the envelope from her hands and put it in my back pocket. We will get to the rules soon, but I need her safe and sound inside first.

      Once she’s out of the car, I guide her toward the front of the house, helping her up each step. “Do you remember when you were at the supermarket checkout four weeks ago and then discovered you didn’t have enough money to pay for your food?”

      Her eyes flash with confusion before answering slowly. “Yes. How did you know about—”

      I cut her off and continue as we reach the front door. “There was a woman behind you. About forty years old, dark hair in a ponytail, she gave you the difference and said it was her good deed for the day?”

      Lexi’s face twists a little with the effort as she tries to understand. I punch in my key code on the electronic lock, and the front door swings open. I may have bought a hundred-year-old painted lady, but I’ve spent a good half a million in renovations and upgrades to make it perfect for our future.

      My hand grazes just above the swell of her ass, ushering her through the door for the first time. She’s quiet, looking around, taking in her new surroundings as I ease the door closed behind us.

      “Then twelve days ago, you were walking home after your shift. It started raining, and you had to run? You tripped and fell, but you didn’t hit the ground. Instead, you found yourself caught in one hand by a monster of a man holding a red umbrella?”

      “What is going on? How do you know all this?”

      “He walked you home. Told you about his mother, who lives just around the corner from your place. You’ve waved to him since then because he turns up now and again, doesn’t he?”

      I relieve her of her bag, setting it on the turquoise blue upholstered chair in the foyer, before reaching down for her hand and guiding her into the living room. I turn her to sit on the white velvet sofa, and her eyes pin onto my face as I see her swallow hard.

      “I need things from you, Lexi. And you need things from me. But the one thing that is nonnegotiable, the one thing I will always do above all else, is keep you safe. I’ve been doing that as best I can since the first day I saw you. I’m sorry, don’t be scared, please. I hired people to follow you when I couldn’t be here. I couldn’t sleep at night. Couldn’t function if I didn’t know you were okay.”

      “I should be completely freaked out right now.” She turns her toes inward, and her hands come to rest in little fists in her lap as I crouch down in front of her. “You’re like, stalking me. You’re a stalker. Like, a legit stalker. I mean, you hire people to do the actual stalking, but still.”

      I accept her accusatory title for me. As far as I’m concerned, it’s a moniker I’ll wear proudly. She doesn’t know I watch her from the rented apartment, but I decide that extra information could push her over the edge right now.

      There is no fear or malice in her words. I even note a hint of joy dancing on each of them. Somehow, I knew she would understand.

      “Call it what you like. Tell me truthfully that, in your heart, it doesn’t please you, knowing I care so much. Are you scared or happy to know that? Don’t tell me what you think you ought to say. Tell me what you really feel. Because that’s one of the rules, isn’t it?”

      She sucks her bottom lip into her mouth, wiggles a bit on the sofa, and I take her hands in mine. The discomfort of my erection pushing upward distracts me for a moment. I swear I can smell her building lust from here, and it’s turning me into an animal. I’m tortured by visions of my fist in her hair, tearing her skirt from her body, fucking into her with her sweet candy panties torn off to the side.

      “This is…” Her voice trails off, and the room goes silent. The only sound is the thumping of my heartbeat in my ears. When her eyes come back up to mine, I see the glimmer of tears, and for a split second, I think I’ve ruined everything. I’ll never forgive myself. If I’ve hurt her, if I’ve made her hate me… I’ll spend the rest of my life in exile. I’ll never be able to get over the shame. But, no. These tears are different, unlike the ones I saw after she fell out of the car. These are tears of joy. I see it, and I can barely contain myself. “No one’s ever cared that much about me. I mean, my parents, but since they died…nobody. I should be totally freaked out, right? Everything I know about the world is saying this is crazy…” She shakes her head. “But I’m not. I feel…”

      She tips her head back to gaze at the ceiling, and I let go of one of her hands, bringing my fingers to her chin. Pulling her wide eyes back to me.

      “You feel what, Babygirl? Tell Daddy what you feel.”

      Daddy.

      That word hangs between us, heavy and in silent motion like a pendulum, counting out the seconds in which she studies me, and I wonder if I’ve pushed her too far. I watch the intensity in her eyes multiply, the flush rise up her neck in a pink cloud.

      I hold my breath. Will she shut down at the word? At my name? The one name I need so badly for her to use.

      Her lips come out in a quick pout before she answers.

      “I feel safe. Daddy…”

      Finally, I release my breath. Hearing her try that name on her lips makes my head light. I need her. I need her right now. Before I can stop myself, I’m leaning forward, taking her mouth with mine, drawing a kiss from her because I have to have it; I have to have her.

      I reach around and draw the envelope from my back pocket. I want this now. It’s time. As much as I want to lay her down and spread her pussy lips with my mouth, I want to start out right.

      Our life.

      Daddy’s rules.

      “Okay, princess. Let’s read your rules. You understand what this means?”

      I sit down next to her, then pull her snugly into my lap, handing her the envelope.

      “I’m not sure. Maybe I do, but I—”

      She’s stammering, so I help her out.

      “I want you, princess. And not just in my bed. In my life. And this—” I tap the envelope with my index finger “—this is part of who we are. We are special, Lex. We’re not going to be dating, or boyfriend and girlfriend. What we have is bigger than that. And it started the first time I saw you. You know that, don’t you? We’ve been building this since then. And this just makes it official. So open it, and I want you to read Daddy’s rules out loud.”

      She accepts the envelope, and her index finger pushes under where the flap is sealed.

      The paper separating tears into the silence. My heart is the only other thing I hear as she slips the folded page from the envelope and opens it.

      Her eyes dance across the words before she looks at me, and I nod in encouragement.

      Her voice falters at first. Then she takes a breath, clears her throat softly, and begins to read. I hug her closer into my lap as each word binds us together.

      

      THE RULES:

      1.	 Always tell Daddy what you are feeling. Never be scared to tell him anything and everything.

      2.	Daddy’s decisions are final, but remember he always wants the best for you.

      3.	When Daddy tells you to take off your panties, you do it.

      4.	Always ask for permission to touch your princess parts.

      5.	When Daddy gives you permission to touch yourself, only think of Daddy when you do.

      6.	You belong to Daddy and Daddy only.

      7.	Always answer Daddy’s phone calls and texts.

      8.	It’s your job to make Daddy happy. You will never say no when Daddy needs to fuck his Babygirl. That’s part of making him happy.

      9.	Always tell Daddy if you don’t want to do something, then Daddy will decide. You always have a voice, but Daddy makes the decisions.

      10.	You are to wake up Daddy with your mouth on his cock.

      11.	Show Daddy your pussy whenever he asks. Never keep your pussy from Daddy.

      12.	Always remember how beautiful you are. Be confident in your body and your value. You are priceless.

      13.	Keep your body clean and healthy. No candy, soda, alcohol, or junk food without asking permission first.

      14.	If you feel sick, anything hurts you, you must tell Daddy immediately.

      15.	Shave your pussy every day.

      16.	Always answer Daddy when he asks you a question. Do not make Daddy ask twice.

      17.	Daddy decides what you will wear. If he is not home to pick out your clothes, you are to text him a picture of what you want to wear before you dress so he can decide.

      18.	Always tell Daddy if you break the rules.

      19.	Take your punishments like a good girl. Because you are Daddy’s good girl.

      20.	As we love and grow together, rules may change, rules may be added—always at Daddy’s discretion.

      When she’s done, she holds the paper in her trembling fingers, staring down at it.

      Her ass is soft on the raging hardness under my pants. I didn’t think it possible, but I want her more than ever. I need to taste her and own her with my body.

      “Here.” I take the papers from her hands and set them next to us on the sofa. “Now, look at me.”

      Her eyes come to mine, a small smile teasing her lips as I wrap my fingers behind her neck and pull her forehead to my lips for a soft kiss before releasing her.

      “So, you understand the rules?”

      “Yes.”

      “How does that make you feel?” This is the moment of truth. What she says now will make or break me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 4

        

      

    
    
      
        Lexi

      

      There is a sensation that I’m floating. Rueger has me secure on his lap, one hand gripping the back of my neck and his other sending wild vibrations up my leg.

      Reading the rules sent me into this place where I am now, where I feel disconnected from everything else in the world except for him and where our bodies are touching.

      “I feel…” He’s asked me a direct question, and more than anything right now, I don’t want to break a rule.

      Disappoint him. But my head is spinning, my body feels weightless, and I’m having a hard time forming clear thoughts, so I blurt something out. “I feel…little.”

      Immediately the pressure from Rueger’s grip on the back of my neck tightens again. I see his beard flex from the hard set of his jaw. The hard-on that’s been pressing into my ass since I sat on his lap, I swear, thickens and hardens even more.

      His eyes turn nearly black, and heat engulfs me from my face to my feet in an inferno. I’ve never felt anything like this; it’s as though we both just had a revelation. A visceral reaction to my single word.

      Little.

      “You are my sweet little babygirl. You know who you are, don’t you?”

      I nod as the hand he held at my ankle begins an upward movement. Fingertips light and grazing up the inside of my calf. Moving up. My knee.

      The inside of my thigh.

      I can’t breathe.

      Without thinking, I open my legs a bit. Wanting more and willing to take whatever he offers.

      His breathing speeds up, his chest moving up and down under me as the iron grip on the back of my neck holds me firmly in place.

      “Yes,” I whisper, answering his question as I melt into the moment.

      His fingers pause on my tingling skin. Lust invades every cell in my body. I want to exist for him to do this. To touch me and use me for his needs. To be his plaything.

      His mouth comes to mine. The warm wetness of his tongue opens my lips as his beard rasps on my skin. He kisses me solid and deep. There is no hesitation; he takes the kiss from me and leaves me breathless.

      Our mouths open to each other, tongues winding, and little whimpers catch and release in my throat. When our kiss seems ready to knock us over into something more, Rueger pulls back.

      “Do you want Daddy’s fingers to go higher?” His sapphire blue eyes lock on to mine.

      I inhale sharply as he moves them up just an inch. Teasing me as my legs fall open and I nearly topple over into an orgasm from his words and the longing I see burning in his eyes.

      “Yes, please, Daddy.” The words flow out of me so naturally, it heightens my arousal to nearly unbearable levels.

      I’m shaking. Quivering here on his lap with the hardness of him under me and his eyes and fingers feeling like they are connecting to my very soul.

      Before I can take my next breath, he’s got me up and off his lap. Placing me onto the center cushion of the sofa and standing before me, taking off his shirt in one fluid motion and tossing it onto the armchair to our left.

      The sight of his massive body turns me to jelly. I’ve imagined how he looked under his suits and T-shirts. But the reality is a thousand times better than any of my fantasies. His muscles are taut. Deep valleys run between them, and he bridges that perfect balance between thick and bulk. He’s a man. My belly twists, and all the muscles in my core lock down.

      My panties are soaking. I feel the heat between my legs as he stands there silently regarding me for a long moment.

      When he does speak, I’m helpless, willing to give him whatever he needs, hoping beyond hope he will give me what I need.

      “Baby, lift up your skirt and open your legs for Daddy. I want to see if you are wet for me. Show Daddy how much you want him.”

      I do as he asks, my fingers shaking but moving the white fabric of my skirt upward until the cooler hair hits my skin and I feel it chill the soaking fabric between my legs.

      I open them, watching as his brow knits together and the tendons in his forearms shift under his skin. The hair on his arms moves with the muscles underneath. My eyes manage to fight their way to his face, hoping I will see that he is pleased. But what I see make me shiver.

      “Do you think I can see how wet your panties are like that?” His voice turns dark, hard, and instead of igniting fear in me, I’m more aroused than ever.

      “I thought so,” I manage to squeak out.

      “Get your fucking heels up on that sofa. Scoot your ass down a little and spread your legs properly for Daddy. What you have right there is mine now, and when I want it on display, you give it to me. Make sure I can see it. You understand what I mean, Babygirl?”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I do as he says. Wiggling lower on the sofa, raising my feet so my heels dig into the soft cushion, I open myself wide, my knees falling to the sides as my hands still hold on to the fabric of my skirt.

      Then I see it in his eyes before I hear it. Words I didn’t know meant so much to me.

      “Good girl.”

      Rivers of tears spring from my eyes, and I note an even deeper sense of pleasure from him at my emotional response. This sort of connection with another human being is something I didn’t know could exist. I knew from the first time I met Rueger there was a deep draw toward him, but honestly, I thought it was just me.

      I mean, look at him. He’s every woman’s version of lumberjack bad boy turned successful millionaire.

      He lets me sit there for what feels like an eternity. The afternoon light is dimming, and what’s left is throwing shadows across his bare torso, accentuating the look of a carved statue.

      The waiting is only fueling my need. It’s building like a pressure cooker, and if he leaned down and touched me right now, I’m sure he would throw me into the deepest orgasm of my life.

      “I’m not going to fuck you today, Lexi. But I am going to taste you. Put my fingers inside you. And then, if you’ve been a very, very good girl and come a few times for Daddy, you know what I’m going to let you do?”

      He uncrosses his arms finally and steps forward. My voice catches in my throat, but I concentrate and force my answer out. “No, Daddy.”

      His massive hand comes down to rest on my open knees, spreading them farther. My sightline lands on the clear outline of a hard cock that is bigger than I thought possible.

      “Daddy’s going to let you kiss his cock. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, princess? Let you take it into your mouth. Then, and only then—if you do everything just as I ask. You suck me just right. I’m going to come down your throat. You’ll swallow every drop then you will thank me.”

      My hips come up and off the sofa at his words, jerking and twitching with a need so deep I think I will die if he doesn’t touch me soon. I nod and pray for forgiveness. I don’t even believe in God really, but right now, I feel like he is my God. His eyes bore into me, and I would do anything he says right now if only he will relieve me of this gripping need.

      He drops to his knees, rough palms sliding down the sensitive flesh inside my thighs until they stop right at the little soft part inside my legs, just before the elastic of my panties grips on either side of my pussy.

      “I do like these panties.”

      His thumbs begin to graze over the wet fabric, sending me into a quick orgasm that has me shaking and throwing my head back.

      I hear a low rumble of laughter come from him as I steady my breathing and look into his face.

      He’s smiling, and a gush of moisture comes out of me.

      “Daddy’s going to move these panties aside, Babygirl. He needs his first taste of you. I can smell you from here. How much you want Daddy to kiss you here. Such a good girl, coming for me already. I can’t wait to swallow it all.”

      The next moment, I’m gasping for air, and my hands fly to the back of his head.

      My panties are pulled aside, and his mouth takes me open and hard. I feel the hair from his beard on my outer lips. Then his tongue slides up inside me farther than I ever could have imagined. My hips take on a life of their own as a calloused thumb circles my clit and his tongue begins to fuck in and out of me without mercy.

      I’m so close when he stops, kissing his way up my outer lips, then looking up at me.

      “You need to come on Daddy’s face now, princess. It’s what I need. It’s what will make me happy, and it’s your job to make me happy.”

      The sensations overwhelm me as his mouth comes back down onto me. Tongue flicking and lips sucking my clit until I am utterly unbound. I’m screaming into the ceiling and tearing at his hair, but he’s relentless. He eats me until I’m unable to form words or thoughts. One orgasm layering on top of the next until I’m panting and helpless.

      I’m still trying to regroup when I focus to see him stripping off his jeans. Working the button-fly down, and I’m rapt.

      The next minute, he’s naked in front of me, and I see all of him for the first time. Fear and desire flood me. His huge erection is outstretched, looking nearly painful how the skin is shiny and tight.

      “You were a good girl. You filled Daddy’s mouth with your cum. Now, it’s your turn. Sit up.” Looking at his face, I see my wetness glistening in his beard. His tongue comes out to lick his lips, and he lets out a low groan, tasting what I’ve left there for him.

      He centers himself in front of me as I struggle to do as he says. My muscles don’t want to respond; everything feels like jelly, but I manage to get myself sitting up. His cock head is slick already, and I see drops of fluid seeping out of the tip.

      “I want you first to just kiss it. Show me how much you love Daddy’s cock.”

      He reaches down and grabs my hands, bringing them to the base of his shaft, then stands back up.

      I’m frozen. Not in fear, but I’m mesmerized. I’ve never really looked at a man before. Not like this. With Rueger, my inhibitions fly away because I’m not in control. I am here to do as I’m told, and that relieves me of any embarrassment. It’s as though what we are doing is so right. So perfect and I want to please him.

      My hands tighten around the steel shaft. The skin so soft over something so hard as I lean forward and gladly follow his instructions. Kissing those drops of liquid and feeling the first taste of them soar through me.

      I kiss and kiss, down the underside to where his balls hang thick and heavy, then up the side, running my tongue along a vein that threatens to burst through the skin.

      When I hear him moan and his hands move to the back of my head, I’m in heaven. Connected to him like this is more than just sex. It’s making us whole. Giving myself to him.

      “Open your mouth, baby. Take Daddy slowly. I want to feel every inch, enjoy every second…as much as you can take today, princess. Just try. We will practice. I know I’m more than you can take. Try so hard for Daddy.”

      His words send my body nearly into orgasmic convulsions as I get the head of his cock spit-slick then begin sliding him over my tongue. Working my way down as he increases the pressure on the back of my head.

      “Good girl. Such a good girl.” His voice is low, pulling out of his chest on a low groan.

      He hits the back of my throat, but I don’t stop, taking him deep and holding him there. Tears burn my eyes as my body begs for air, but right now, I’d choose making him happy over breathing.

      “Fuck.” The word falls out of him, and I’m joyful. It’s the sound of a man engulfed in pleasure, and I’m the one doing that for him. For Daddy.

      I slip him slowly back out, desperate for air, then do that a few more times as he begins to flex forward with my movements, fingertips tangling in my hair.

      When I get to the head of his throbbing cock, I stop, kissing the tip and looking up. At the loss of my mouth, he looks down. At that moment, I know exactly who I am. What I’m meant to be for this man.

      “Daddy.” The words that come shock me and yet feel perfect. “I’m trying so hard to be a good girl. Are you going to give me my reward?”

      “Jesus Christ.”

      I devour him, turning into someone I barely know as he fucks in and out of my mouth a few more strokes before hardening to another level between my lips.

      “Take it, Babygirl. Take it all for Daddy.”

      He holds my head and fucks deep into my throat, cutting off my air. The head of his cock grows, and then I feel the first hot jet of cum spray.

      “Fuck yes. Goddamn, my sweet little princess. Swallow it all. Swallow like a good girl.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Are you happy, princess?”

      Daddy tucks me in to bed, patting me on the head and placing the stuffed sloth he just gave me under the covers with me. I am happy, but I’m also sad because he’s leaving.

      “No.” I pout.

      “I’ll be back. Daddy has some important business to tend to before morning. While you sleep, I’ll do what I need to do. Then tomorrow, you know we have something very special we are going to do together. You are going to make Daddy so happy again.”

      “Fine,” I manage. It’s shocking even to me how quickly I’ve fallen into this part of me. This little girl that comes out with Rueger. A part of me that feels so natural around him.

      “Now, be a good girl. No pouting. Sleep. You need your sleep.”

      After a bath, Rueger and I snuggled in his bed for a couple hours. He even brushed my hair. Made sure I drank a bottle of water, and then he ate my pussy again until my legs shook and I forgot my own name.

      He also made sure I texted Heather to let her know I was all right. When she asked where I was and I told her, the only reply I got from her was a drooling emoji.

      Now he has to go do some important work, and although I’m exhausted, I don’t want him to go.

      But even through my pout, my eyelids fall. I’m half asleep when he kisses my forehead and clicks off the lamp on the bedside table.

      The last thing I ever expected today was this. As I drift off, that mean little voice inside my head tries to steal the joy from me a little. Telling me things I don’t want to hear. Things that give me a moment of doubt, but I shove them away, letting the drowsy warmth of Daddy’s voice carry me off to my dreams.

      “You are Daddy’s girl now. I’ll take care of you forever.”
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        Rueger

      

      I never had a family. Not really. I grew up in foster care after my mother gave me up for adoption when I was just an infant. I thank her for that. From the little I know, my life could have been infinitely worse if she hadn’t made the decision to let me go. So, for that, a woman I don’t remember, I give thanks every day. My life is what it is, and I am who I am because of all the good and bad that has formed me over the years. I can’t blame anyone in my life for the pain, and at the same time, not credit them for all the joy. Fair is fair.

      There were adoptive parents, but after a year, I guess they got fed up with me too. One foster family after another tried to use me to milk the system, let me run wild. Nobody cared all that much when I fucked up then spent a couple years in prison.

      It wasn’t until probation that I met the first person who actually cared what happened to me. Levi was a good guy, one of the best. As my mentor, he set me straight. The reason I started my Count On program to try to give back in his memory. One person at the right time in your life can make all the difference.

      But I never had a family.

      Until now. And, yes, two people can make a family. I know that now, down into the very marrow of my bones.

      And since I met Lexi, an obsessive need to be a father has begun to consume me. I see it in every moment. Lexi round with my child. Her body ample and showing the world to whom she belongs. Visions of us lying in bed with a baby snuggled between us light up my soul.

      The sun drifts through the partially closed shades, throwing light and shadows across the room. My work is completed for now. I’m still dressed in my suit from the early morning two-hour Skype call I had with the board of directors. When I finally got them to agree to the handover timeframe and my new appointee, it was nearly ten in the morning. I’d only grabbed a couple hours of sleep through the night, but now I’m as awake as I’ve ever been.

      But that’s all behind me. All that exists for me now is her.

      “You will do as you’re told, won’t you, Lexi?” I twist a bit of her hair in my fingers, watching her eyes search my face. “You liked Daddy’s rules. I could see it in your eyes last night.”

      Her nod is all I need. I’ve never been so proud. To know she’s mine is my greatest achievement, and I will do everything in my power to take care of her for the rest of our lives.

      Our lives.

      She is my family.

      During our dinner last night, we talked about family. She told me about her parents. The tragic car accident that left her an orphan. I gave her some of my background. Our mutual understanding of the unique life of being a child part of the care system here in this country. More and more, we find things that bring us together. Things that would be so hard for anyone else to understand.

      I told her how I found my birth mother briefly. Then that I had reconnected with my sister. Every part of her life she shared with me, I tried to balance with something equal about myself. A giving of our history to each other. We have so much to catch up on, but still, nothing feels missing.

      “Good girl.” I’ve also never been so goddamned hard.

      She’s done exactly as I asked, every step of the way, and her compliance is more of an aphrodisiac than most people would ever understand. She’s put on the clothes I left next to her on the bed as she slept. She’s followed the instructions I left in my note to the letter. Her respect for my commands is ramping up my already fevered desire.

      On the nightstand, I see the plate with remnants of the breakfast I left for her in the warming oven in the kitchen. Such a good girl doing as she was told.

      I’ve never been a man of God, but I swear there are hymns beginning to play in my head because I’m as close to heaven as I’ve ever been.

      She’s wearing the pink nightgown. It’s cotton with white lace trim. Tiny roses dance in generous bouquets over the sheer fabric, her nipples pushing through, hard and ready, waiting for my mouth.

      But what’s got my head really spinning is the white ruffled panties. I can only see the vague outline of them, waiting for me under the nightgown, but in my imagination, I see every detail. They’ve been my fantasy since the moment I saw her. The many ways that I want her are beyond any sensible measure, and now, knowing she understands what this is between us, only makes it more beautiful.

      More right.

      Not wrong.

      It could never be wrong anymore.

      Before, I was so terrified she would think me vile. Indecent. But it’s just another sign we are one another’s destiny. She is the one woman born to belong to me, and no matter what happens, there will never be another.

      Not for me.

      Not ever.

      She is more than mine.

      She is bound to me.

      And I to her.

      And now is the moment to show her just how our life will be from now on. Nothing held back. No more fear. Just us, who we will be, what we will share.

      “You’ve followed Daddy’s instructions so well. I’m so proud of you, princess. You look perfect.”

      The same smile that curves her lips tightens my balls. My cum belongs to her, and I’m more than ready to fill her with every inch of me.

      “Thank you. It feels a little funny.” She looks down at the outfit I’ve picked for her. Her hands fret with the lace trim around the neckline as her cheeks and chest stain pink with her uncertainty.

      “Does your pussy feel funny too, Babygirl?”

      Her eyes dart to mine. At first, filled with surprise, then twinkling, darkening. She shifts a bit on her bare feet, her knees rubbing together, and I imagine how wet I hope she is right now. For me.

      She pinches her lips together and observes me from beneath her lashes.

      I run my tongue over my teeth, admiring her discomfort. I watch her hands drop from her neckline, feel them settle against my forearm before running down to my hand. I love the feel of her as she touches me. The knowledge that she needs me.

      “You need to answer me when I ask you a question, baby. Don’t just stare. Daddy doesn’t like to ask twice. Does your pussy feel funny? My pussy.”

      I bring my hand down, and both of her hands grasp on to me. I step sideways, pulling her behind me toward the bed. My room has never looked more perfect than it does with her in it. I need her on my bed. Now. Making this place truly a home.

      “Yes, Daddy,” she whispers as we reach the side of the bed. “Yes, it feels funny.”

      The way we’ve fallen into our relationship roles is more than magic. It’s destiny.

      “Hop up here.” I pat the edge of the bed and let her hands go. They instinctively smooth down the front of the nightgown, catching on her nipples, emphasizing the curve of her magnificent tits.

      As she turns to settle on the bed, the light coming through the window falls softly on her shoulder, her hip, silhouetting her curves as they move beneath the light fabric. My mouth starts to water at the sight of it, as I watch her gently bite her lip, shifting to make herself comfortable, looking more perfect there than anything I could dream of.

      I imagine the way her tits would feel in my mouth. The memory of her cunt on my tongue is still fresh from yesterday. How I’d wanted so badly to take her completely last night, to tie her to my bed for my own pleasure.

      But this is better. I had things that needed to be done, business that needed to be taken care of. Now, with all that out of the way, I am free to enjoy her. Leaving her last night was the hardest thing I’ve ever done, but it was right.

      Her hands clasp together in her lap, the little pastel accents on the tips of her hair making her look truly like a doll. And that’s exactly what she is. My doll. Like some imaginary laboratory created her just for me.

      “Now.” I step forward, pushing my thighs between her knees, opening a gap exactly my width for me. A hand instinctively goes to her hair and gives it a rough tug, forcing her to look up into my face.

      Without hesitation, I lean down and take her lips with mine, listen to the deep breath she takes when my tongue pushes inside her mouth. Her body shivers as I deepen our kiss, my beast raging inside as the momentum builds.

      In my mind’s eye, I see my cum dripping from her. From her sweet, freckled nose. From her chin. From her cunt. I see it everywhere, and it’s beautiful.

      I brush my hands over the thin fabric that covers her tits, feel the resistance of the nipples, taste the scent of her cunt as it comes up to mix with our kiss. I have to break our connection, have to give myself time to take her mind as well as her body. I shift back a step, leaving her legs open and her mouth agape.

      “Who’s in charge here?” I ask, watching her swallow as my words harden.

      “You are…” Her lips still shine with our kiss. Her eyelashes flicker, covering and uncovering her doe-brown eyes.

      “Who is?” I grunt. If she’s read the rules I left for her last night, she will know she’s fucked up. The way she immediately swallows and shoves her hands under her ass, I can see she’s just realized the slipup.

      “You are, Daddy.”

      The beauty of my name on her lips is unlike any musical masterpiece my ears have ever heard.

      “I’m going to let that one go. We are just starting out, after all. But in future, if you do not use my name when you reply to a direct question from me, there will be consequences. You understand me, Babygirl?” I center my forefinger under her chin and make sure she’s looking directly into my face.

      A tiny yelp catches in her throat, and she nods, eyes focused on me, while her answer drips slowly from her lips like honey. “Yes, I understand, Daddy.”

      I reach down and twist her nipple through her nightgown, enjoying the shudder that shakes her little shoulders. The scoop neck on the nightgown shows off the flush covering her body, her natural acknowledgment of the power I hold over her. I’m shocked to notice my own hand shaking ever so slightly. The amount of restraint I’m forced to use right now is having an effect on me.

      She yelps and mewls, unable to contain her pleasure. I move my hand to find the other nipple and tweak it even harder than the first, watching as her legs jerk and try to come together. But I’m already ahead of her, shoving my knee between them and shaking my head as I shoot her a stern stare.

      “I know you read my rules, sweet girl. I also know it will take you time to make them part of who you are. But trust me when I say, if you ever close your legs on me again, you will be sorry.”

      Tears start to fill her eyes. The salty water threatens to spill over her lower lids. It does not deter me in the least. In fact, it only sends the animal inside me raging. I see my little girl, the one I’ve waited for my entire life, and no amount of restraint will stop me from taking what’s mine.

      “I’m sorry, Daddy,” she whispers, her voice almost cracking as she leans her head back and takes a glance at the ceiling. I see her trying to be strong. To fight off the quivering chin. And it only tells me more about what she needs.

      I step back a few inches. “Take off your nightgown. Do it slowly.”

      Her trembling fingers dance at the hem before raising it slowly up her creamy thighs. Her skin is like alabaster, in such stark contrast to her to her dark eyes and hair. I can’t wait to see if she followed my orders and made sure she is clean and bare for me.

      Her hands gather the fabric into fists. My eyes sting with passion as I get my first glimpse of the pure white ruffled panties. I want to lean down and chew them off her sweet cunt. As she raises the gown up over her head, the pink fabric tousles her hair, throwing it into a mess of rainbow colors and dark, dark depths.

      “Throw it on the floor.”

      I want a mess around us when we are done, and that idea surprises me. I’ve never thrown clothes on the floor before. I’m usually such a neat and tidy person. But right now, I want to ruin everything around us. I want to ruin her.

      The sight of Lexi sitting on the edge of my bed, her legs dangling down, wearing nothing but the sweet little panties is something I will never forget. This moment is burned into my mind forever.

      “I’m scared.” She mutters, lowering her chin. For a moment, I wonder if she’s playing, toying with me, pushing her luck and my buttons, but there is the ring of truth in the tone of her voice, and I can barely contain myself.

      I brush the backs of my fingers up the milky white skin on her inner thigh, her eyes following as I move upward. Her skin trembles under my touch as I get closer to the heaven between her legs.

      “What are you scared of?” I ask, wanting more than anything just to throw her back onto the bed and sink into her sweet cunt, to stay there for eternity.

      A single errant tear falls from the tip of her nose, breaking against the back of my hand as she shakes her head. My fingers press just inside, where her inner thigh meets her outer pussy lips. The contact makes her jump, and her hands fly to cross over her belly as she holds herself.

      She releases a soft whimper, and I tangle my other hand in the hair at the back of her head, gripping, taming her while my fingers pinch the ruffles between her legs and pull to reveal what’s mine.

      "Shh, Babygirl. Daddy just needs to push your panties aside. Be still. I need to see how wet you are before I fuck you senseless." I seethe the words into her ear as my fingers push beneath the elastic, feeling the slickness of her wet folds.

      Her scent is already filling my nose. My mouth waters for a taste, and my cock is ready to blow.

      “That feels good, Daddy,” she whispers, her legs inching apart, and I nearly come undone at the sight of her.

      “It’s going to feel so much better, Babygirl, when you give me what I need. And I will take good care of you, princess. Such good care.”

      I knew last night when my tongue got its first taste of her sweet pussy that I was done for. It was like a bomb exploding inside me. She branded me, and I drowned in her taste. I’m ruined by her. There will never be another.

      “But I have to know, you have to tell me if I hurt you, okay?”

      I lodge my fingers at her soaking entrance, listening to her sweet breath catching in her throat. Her scent fills my nostrils, clouds my brain, and I draw it deep into my lungs, making her a part of me. Her cunt is on fire, wet and hot, as my fingers push barely inside her opening, ready to finger-fuck her just to the edge of orgasm then hold her there.

      “Yes, Daddy. I will.” Her breathy words sound so vulnerable and trusting. It makes me fucking crazy.

      With one hand, I reach up into her hair, tugging her head back so she is forced to lock eyes with me. Then with her immobile, I shove two fingers deep into her cunt. Her juices are already dripping down my hand as I stroke her front wall with my fingertips, making her mouth fall open in a wide “O.”

      I grit my teeth and grunt my words. “Kiss Daddy.” I watch her wide eyes flick to mine, searching for comfort, and lower my voice to a hiss. “Kiss Daddy like a big girl.”

      I bring my face down, leaving an inch between us, and loosen my hold on her head just enough to give her the freedom to move forward.

      She gives me exactly what I want, bringing her tentative lips to mine in a soft, sweet kiss. I want to jam my tongue down her throat, but instead, I stay steady. I have to let the little girl in her please her Daddy with her sweet lips.

      When she draws back, I see the need in her eyes. The desire and lust. Desire to be sure. To be safe. To know she’s pleased me.

      “Good girl,” I whisper and see the relief in her eyes at those simple, powerful words. I let my fingers sink inside her until they tap at the hard tip of her cervix, making her shudder. “No one else will ever be here. You understand you belong to me now, don’t you? Daddy owns all of this pussy. All of this body. I’ll do what I want with it, when I want, and for how long I want.”

      I bring her to the edge, fucking her fast and hard, pressing into that sweet spot and listening to her need grow with each shaky breath. Her pussy pulses and she’s ready to go off, but I want her beautiful, pleasured song to be part of me as well.

      “I’m going to never put anything between us ever. You want that, don’t you?”

      The thought of my seed finding home inside her sends rampant possessiveness through my brain.

      “Yes.” Her breathy reply says more than the word. She nods, and her pussy nearly pulls at my dick until it breaks. “I want that. I want us inside me. Growing.”

      Knowing she wants the same thing nearly sets me off, and it takes all of my power to keep it under control. I slow down. Breathing and focusing until the tightening in my balls subsides a bit. But in this moment, thinking of her carrying my baby, I’m happier than I’ve ever been.

      I take my time, watching her every move. The way she takes a few shallow breaths through open lips. Then closes them, swallows with her eyelids drooping shut.

      I feel the subtle changes in her inner walls pulsing and grabbing, the way her body responds to my every touch. I know that I am peeling each layer of her back while my fingers learn everything they can about her from the inside out.

      Over and over, I bring her to the edge of release, time and again, forward and back like waves rocking against the shore, crashing over her serene face. I feel her approach delirium, and I know that she’s ready. I want to feel her go off and soak my hand.

      “You going to come…” I grunt, “…come for Daddy?” I watch her eyes roll back, and she nods vigorously.

      Her hands fly up to dig into the tops of my arms, clinging to me for dear life. “Do it,” I bark. “Now.” I flick her clit with my thumb, and the scream that begins in her throat ends inside my kiss.

      I take her mouth with mine, pulling more of her orgasm with my fingers, digging deep inside her, reveling in her body’s natural reaction as her hips roll and jump on the edge of the bed. Her cunt squirts into my palm, dripping down my wrist.

      Her fingertips claw at me, and I know in this instant her pussy is going to rule me for the rest of my days. Her body releases another flood of cum, and I’ve never felt anything more beautiful in my life.

      Drawing out my drenched digits, I bring them to her lips and paint the glistening evidence of her pleasure over her own face.

      “Taste it,” I order as her breath begins to slow. Her eyes open and focus on my face. “That belongs to me, you understand? I’ll share it with you as I see fit. From this day on, all your orgasms belong to me, to do with as I please. You don’t come without me. Not ever. You don’t touch yourself without my express permission. All this is mine. You understand?”

      She nods as I bring my hand to my mouth and lick her essence off my fingers while my mouth waters for more.

      “Yes, Daddy. I do.” The fingers that a second ago bit into the flesh of my arms even through my shirt now come to rest on the sides of my face, sweet and soft and needy. I realize how desperately I have wanted her to need me. How it fulfills a part of me that has long lain empty and forgotten.

      How I suddenly feel complete as she looks to me for her everything.

      Just when I think my dick can’t get any harder, it surprises me and pumps fuller, longer, thicker. Last night when I got her sweet lips on me, I thought that was the pinnacle, the fullest extent of how big and solid my boy could get. But from the way my dick is fighting its way up under my belt right now, I’m not so sure anymore.

      “I want those hands on your nipples Babygirl. I want you to squeeze and pinch them for Daddy. I need to see you do that, do you understand?”

      She pushes her chest out on her own accord as her flesh is exposed, and her hands drift down from my face. I miss them but she’s doing as she’s told, and that’s a pleasure that is hard to explain.

      “Like this?” Her thumb and forefingers come to the top and bottom of her pink peaks, and her eyes twinkle as she teases me.

      “No,” I growl. “Harder. Do it harder.”

      She makes a little gasp as she follows instructions and pinches the delicate flesh, using her nails to add to the sensation.

      I reach over to tug a couple pillows from the head of the bed and stuff them behind her back. I need her in position for what’s next, and I’ve played this out so many times in my head, I know how I want it to go. It needs to be perfect.

      My need to fall to my knees and shoulder my way between her legs is starting to blind me. “Keep pinching until I tell you to stop.”

      My hands come to her ankles and lift each squirming foot to the edge of the bed, resting them there, leaving them wide apart as I watch her hands toy with her breasts. Smelling the scent of her arousal in the air has me snorting like a beast. I want to see if she’s going to give me the same beautiful hip motions as she did last night.

      “Now.” I bring a finger under her chin, my thumb resting on her lower lip, pulling her mouth open, watching her gulp back the need rising within her, a feral look on her face. Laughing, I grip her tight, pinching the skin, making sure her focus is on me. “You keep those legs spread wide for Daddy, Babygirl. I’m going to fuck you with my mouth now. Get you good and ready. Then you know what’s going to happen, don’t you, little girl?”

      She squirms and shudders before answering. “You’re going to put it inside of me.” Her voice takes on an innocent, childlike quality. Her words are playing into our mutual dark fantasy and feeding the beast inside of me. “Aren’t you, Daddy?”

      With that, she lifts her ass and I work her panties down and off her feet, nodding, maintaining eye contact. “Yes, baby. I am. All the way inside you.”

      I’m on my knees in the next heartbeat. My mouth open and watering as I shoulder my way into position with one last look up at her beautiful brown eyes.

      “Kiss me, Daddy.”

      I explode at her words. They are all the encouragement I need. Driving forward with my tongue, entering her as deep as I can in one motion. Her noises raise the roof, and I love them all. I love how noisy she is.

      How reactive.

      With a jerk of my head, I brush my nose back and forth across her swollen clit, making her yelp as I drive my tongue in and out, tasting, swirling it back and forth over her lips, into her slit, trying to scoop up as much of her sweet nectar as I can, drinking it down, quenching my thirst. Knowing she is soaking into my beard, and I will never want to wash her off.

      She raises her hips, pushing her lips up so that she can ride my face until I feel like I’m going to shatter into a thousand pieces. My dick wants her, dripping inside my pants, salivating at the thought of what’s going to be his. Her sex is primed and dripping. Ready for me.

      Knowing I’m pleasing her means everything to me.

      And as much as I want to stay down here for the next three lifetimes, I need more. I need my cock inside her, driving home the single final point that she belongs to me, now and forevermore. I’ll bind her to me in such a way she can never leave. We will be one. I’ll be her leader, her lover, her best friend, her priest, her teacher, her fucking accountant. I will be everything to her and more. More than she even realizes she needs.

      I dine on her perfection until she fills my mouth, coming on a high-pitched whimpering yelp that seems to shatter the air around us. Her thighs quake, slapping against my ears, making me punch-drunk, dizzy with it all, sounds echoing in my ears like being back in the womb.

      I bite her swollen outer lips and listen as she squeals, wordlessly raising her voice to praise whatever God created her, then I dive down and lick her from ass to clit one last time, taking in as much of her juice as possible.

      Panting, sweating with the heat, I talk in a hoarse whisper. “Whose sweet girl are you?”

      “Yours…” Her voice is vague, distant.

      I rise up to my full height between her open legs, my chest heaving as I lower my zipper. Her eyes focus, dropping lower at the noise, her hands still pinned on her tits.

      “Whose?”

      “I’m yours, Daddy.” She shifts her body back a little, retreating onto the pillows, resting there as she waits for what’s next.

      “Yes, you are. And you’re about to become even more mine. You’re about to become joined to me in a way you don’t even yet understand. Keep your legs open for Daddy, sweetheart. I’m going to take care of you like I said, but it’s going to hurt. If you need to cry, you can cry.”

      She pushes out her bottom lip in a pout that has me on the edge of my own orgasm before I even get myself out of my pants.

      I want to fuck her like this, with me in my suit. I don’t know why, but it’s how it needs to be this time. This first time.

      “I don’t want anything between us. I’ve never felt anyone like this. Like we are doing, no condom, Babygirl. Daddy’s going to come inside you, princess. You know that, don’t you? I won’t pull out. I can’t. My cum belongs inside you.”

      With a little bite of her lip and a slight nod, she’s with me, and it only drives me closer to the edge.

      It’s a fight, but I manage to tug my thick erection from my pants, stroking my dick while she watches. Her eyes darken as she sees what’s about to go inside her. Even though she got a taste of my dick last night, right now, I see the fear in her eyes as she realizes all this is going inside her.

      Even I know it’s not going to be easy. She’s tight. So tight, I’m pretty sure it’s going to hurt my fucking dick, not to mention her. But I don’t give a shit. I need my cum inside her. I need to own her from the inside out.

      “Now.” I step forward, closing the heated space between us. “Daddy needs you to be still. Be quiet, okay, princess?”

      Her cunt nearly scalds the head of my cock when I slide it up and down through her slick folds, teasing her for a moment before centering myself at her opening.

      For us.

      “Daddy, please,” she whimpers, and that’s all I need. I jut my hips forward, driving the first of many inches inside her.

      I nearly go off right then. Nothing has ever felt like this. The sensations overwhelming me start in my toes and engulf my entire physical being. I’m so fucking happy I saved this for her. For us. Flesh-to-flesh for the first time.

      But it’s more.

      It’s not just my body that’s alive.

      It’s my very soul. She’s reaching into me with those magic little hands and squeezing parts of me never touched.

      “You ready? I won’t be able to stop, Babygirl. Daddy has to do this, you know that, right? You have to be his best little girl right now.” I guide another slow inch inside her and watch her mouth drop open in a silent scream, even as her eyes light with pleasure. “Take it for me, baby. Take it for Daddy.”

      With that, I lose all ability to hold back. I drive forward, sending inches and thickness tearing into her, spreading her, taking her. Her hands fly to the bedding, and her knuckles turn white as she fists and holds on, her jaw straining, her mouth wide.

      “It hurts! God!”

      She shudders as I rock my dick in and out, in and out, sending more of me inside her slick opening with each stroke. The walls of her pussy lock on, nearly pinching the tip of my dick right off, I swear.

      “Breathe, baby. You have to breathe and relax. Let Daddy get off, baby. I need this.”

      She nods, raising her ass, pressing into me even as I see tears start to fall from the corners of her eyes. Her eyes are open, locked on to mine, looking at me with such devotion that I have to bite my lip to keep from filling her sweet cunt right there.

      There’s no way I am going to last long. I can’t. I’m barely hanging on by a thread right now, but I need to hold off until she comes. I want us to come together. That’s another first for me. Besides never being skin to skin with a woman before, I’ve never wished so hard for her pleasure to match mine. I want every part of this, of us, to be storybook perfect.

      “It will get better, Babygirl, I promise. Just hold on to Daddy.”

      I take a breath and reach down to pull her hands from the bedding and put them around my neck. Then I lean down, bringing us face-to-face. I need her to know that I am right here with her, every step of the way.

      I grit my teeth to fight off my climax as her body shifts and tightens around me. I’m halfway in right now, and the next stroke will give her as much as I can give.

      I pull out and tense, barely holding on to my sanity.

      “Look at Daddy, princess. Look at me.”

      When her eyes meet mine, I draw a quick breath, then slam forward, sending almost all of me into her tight, young body.

      “Holy fuck,” I grunt as her juices start to flow, easing my work and leaving me free to pound in and out, unable to stop myself from taking her hard any longer. “You okay, Babygirl?”

      Her half-lidded eyes strain to focus on mine as her fingers grip my neck, holding on for dear life as I pull back out before sliding forward fast and hard, slamming my cock inside her tight, wet hole.

      “Yes.” The word comes out on a dark breath as I seat myself balls deep, feeling the sweet surrender of her soft body around my hard cock. Her body feels like it’s on fire, searing my most delicate skin as I pass the point of no return and take her as hard and fast as I need.

      The slapping of our flesh and the whimpers and cries that stir from inside her wrap around my head and sing the song of ownership into my ears.

      “Daddy…” She yelps the word as she goes off.

      My hands tighten their grip on her ass, pulling her pelvis high and hard against my thrusts. Her opening is so fucking tight I’m not even sure the cum that is trying to work its way up to release can get past the choke hold she’s got on me.

      Her eyes roll back in their sockets, losing any last focus on me, and I lean down to take her kiss as her voice cracks and her pleasured sounds become part of me, part of my very being as I become part of her. My cock jerks and the spasms rock my balls, then I’m lost in the strongest orgasm I’ve ever had.

      We both come and kiss and cling tightly to each other. Her tiny body hangs onto me as I raise her up and off the bed, holding her gently cradled against me as I finish us off by stroking my cock slowly in and out of our combined fluids.

      I let out a low chuckle before finally breaking from our kiss, inching my face back just enough to focus on hers.

      My voice is ragged when I speak. “That little cunt of mine likes Daddy’s cock.”

      Her hands are still gripped tight around my neck, rubbing softly as I set her ass back onto the bed and crawl over her. Rocking us slowly together, I realize happily that the front of my suit pants is soaked with our release.

      “It does?” Her eyelids flutter, and I note a wince as I push myself deep inside her.

      “It’s holding on like a little girl, clinging to her Daddy. You’re not about to let me go, are you, princess?”

      Her inner muscles loosen for just a moment as a wry smile curls those plush, pink lips. Then just as quickly, her body clamps back down on my dick, nearly pulling me into her belly.

      “Are you my Daddy?”

      More beautiful words have never been spoken to me. “Oh, Babygirl. I am. I am your Daddy, now and forever. Never forget that. Even when I am fucking you like my dirty little whore, I’ll always be your Daddy.”
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      I wince as the hot water hits my tender spot, gritting my teeth against the pain.

      “It’s okay, baby. Slowly does it. It will feel better once you’re in the water.” Rueger stands next to the tub, wearing only a pair of jeans, holding on to me as I lower myself into the water. After we were done making love, he tore his clothes off and joined me on the bed. Lay down with me, together, skin-to-skin. His body holding me, blanketing me while he made love to me again, gently this time, with both of us naked.

      “It stings.” I brace my locked arms on the sides of the tub and push myself back up above the water, refusing to put my butt down any farther.

      “I know, princess. But it’s what’s best. Down you go. Don’t make Daddy spank you.”

      He gently pulls my hands from the cool porcelain and guides my naked body into the water.

      I whimper as the heat hits my beat-up pussy. A yelp escapes as the water comes up around my waist, and Rueger secures me down and against the back of the tub.

      “Good girl.”

      My belly flutters at those simple words.

      The stinging subsides, and I start to relax, breathing deeply as Daddy pulls a chair next to the tub, then reaches toward the vanity where he’s set a copy of The Secret Garden, my very favorite book from when I was a little girl.

      He opens it on his lap, lets it rest there as his hands reach forward to stroke my hair, then starts to read. The sight of such a mountain of a Viking sort of man, sitting next to a bathtub reading to me, has me pinching myself to make sure this is all real.

      His smooth, masculine voice drifts around the room as he reads. Seducing me with each word while the oversized claw-foot tub cocoons me in the warm, bubbly water. My eyes become so heavy, but I don’t want to sleep, I just want to find a way to live inside this perfect moment forever.

      Rueger’s deep voice fills my ears and my heart as he reads. I never imagined this, all this pampering, a man reading to me while I soak in a bath he drew for me. All this is mine, just for me, and to top it off, the gravity I feel between us is like a living being. It pulls at me, clutching at my gut, and draws my fingers out of the water to grab his knee, just to have that moment of contact. I wish I could put my head there and disappear forever into this sort of comfort and peace.

      My eyelids feel so heavy.
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* * *

      I don’t know when I dozed off, but I must have done. Because the next thing I know, Daddy is pulling me up, out of the cooling water, his hands gently easing me into him, hugging me tight to his chest.

      “Let’s get you dried and dressed, Babygirl. Daddy has to go take care of his business in New York, but I promise I will be back tomorrow by bedtime.”

      I want to stomp my feet and throw a tantrum, but I also don’t want to seem petulant. In the rules, Daddy clearly states that I am to let him know whenever I am feeling anything that’s upsetting me, but right now, I just feel selfish.

      He dries me off and then dresses me in a soft pair of ruffled panties. Then a skirt and lime green, button-up sweater with a cute little silver sloth pin on the left side over my breast.

      When I am dressed, we go downstairs, and he sits me on the counter in the kitchen while he moves about and brings me a sippy cup full of water.

      “Drink, Babygirl. You need to drink lots of water to replace the fluids your body has lost. Otherwise, you’ll be sick, and that would break my heart.”

      For a moment, I hesitate. I mean, it’s weird, right? The purple glittery cup with the sealed top should offend me. Shouldn’t it?

      But it doesn’t.

      All it does is make my pussy wet. Especially the way Rueger is holding it to my lips, the way he looks at me with such devotion in his eyes. Without another moment of hesitation, I reach up to wrap my finger around it and tip it up, taking a long, deep suck and swallowing the cool liquid.

      I know he has to go. I may not like it, but I understand. He explained that he has a big meeting back in New York, but it should be one of the last times he has to leave Portland. I believe him, I really do, but a small part of me is doubting his reasons. I mean, over the last two months, he’s always left again after he’s seen me. Been here, then gone. And I have to wonder if there is something back in New York that will always keep him there, away from me.

      The brunette maybe, my subconscious whispers.

      No, he wouldn’t cheat. Never.

      But what if he did?

      I shake the thought from my head, wanting to be everything he needs me to be right now. Trusting. His perfect princess, the one he needs so badly he will come back quickly to see her.

      “I hate that I have to go,” he says, meeting my eyes, reading the doubt there. “I didn’t expect this to happen right now. I have business I’m wrapping up, and it can’t wait. But I’ve left you a refrigerator full of food. There are clothes in the closet for you. I bought you this, too.”

      He pulls out an iPhone from his back pocket and hands it to me.

      “I want you to keep this with you all the time from now on. You remember rule number six, don’t you? Always take Daddy’s calls. And rule seven. Always answer Daddy’s texts. You know why I have to have those rules, don’t you?”

      I nod, but I want to hear him say it.

      “It’s because I worry about you all the time, Babygirl. Every minute of every day. You are always on my mind, and when I call, I need to hear your voice. When I text, I need to know you are okay. I’ll be the kindest Daddy you could ever have, but I also won’t hesitate to turn that little butt of yours bright red if you break the rules. You understand, right?”

      I nod again and hold the phone in my free hand. I take another sip from the cup and set it down next to my hip. Daddy moves forward, spreading my legs with his body and his broad chest, chiseled even beneath the fabric of his shirt, and calls for my hand.

      I lay it flat over his heart, feeling the soft beat underneath. Wondering how we could feel so much so fast.

      “That’s all yours. Just so you know.” Rueger leans in and kisses me. Sweet and slow, his tongue sweeping over my bottom lip before entering my mouth. He tastes me, touching each of my teeth, before pulling back and kissing the tip of my nose.

      I look down at my phone, and my stomach sinks. I know Daddy has to leave, but I desperately wish he could stay. We’ve just begun to discover what we are to each other, and I don’t want to be alone here. It feels like a home with us both here, but without him, it will just feel big and empty.

      “I have to go, my sweet girl. You keep that phone with you. Call me for anything. I mean that. Anytime you need me. You don’t work until the day after tomorrow, so you just stay right here. Invite Heather over if you like. She’s always welcome. But you girls behave. Break the rules, and you’ll face the consequences, Babygirl.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” I push out my bottom lip and wrap my legs around the backs of his thighs, pulling him close. “I don’t want to let you go.”

      “I have to. I wish I didn’t, but I do. Now, don’t be bratty. Let Daddy’s legs go, princess.”

      I grudgingly loosen my hold, and he kisses me once more before turning and grabbing his computer bag and kissing me goodbye.
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* * *

      “Just get over here,” I sob into my old flip phone. The iPhone Daddy gave me is on the bed upstairs, surrounded by condoms and the pictures of the brunette I found in his office.

      “Jesus, get a hold of yourself, would you? I said I’m on my way. I had to stop at the butcher shop. I didn’t know it was a flippin’ emergency. Stupid Ricky took forever bringing my cutlets to the back. Keeps asking me about you.”

      “How far away are you?” I press at my temples with my fingertips, too upset to care about stupid Ricky right now. “Tell me you’re close.”

      “Five minutes. I’m peddling as fast as I can, Lexi. Coming around Delancy and Maple now.”

      I push the curtains aside and crane my neck to see if I can spot her coming down the street on her bike, but I can’t.

      “I’ll open the door, you can come straight in. I don’t know what to do. I can’t believe he’s got a wife.”

      My heart is in my throat.

      A few minutes later, she’s here, out of breath and holding on to the white waxed-paper package full of pork cutlets.

      “Hey.” She pants. “Can I put this in the fridge?”

      “Ugh. Yes, whatever, just listen.” I stomp toward the kitchen, and she follows. I grab the package from her, swing open the stainless-steel door and throw the meat inside the huge commercial refrigerator, knocking over a jar of pickles inside before slamming it shut.

      “Okay, so… Jesus, a lot has happened in twenty-four hours. But what’s got your jammies in such a snit.” Heather fists her hand onto her hips. “And Jesus, speaking of jammies. What the hell are you wearing?”

      “Follow me.” I don’t bother to respond to her fashion editorial. Instead, I ball my fingers into fists so hard my fingernails dig into my palms.

      I take the stairs two at a time and plop down on the edge of the bed, waving a hand around to indicate the evidence strewn all over the sheets.

      I look down at the handwritten note that turns my stomach.

      “xoxoxo, Big boy. Miss me. See you soon.”

      Heather’s hand comes out to finger the roll of condom packages, then she lifts up a few of the pictures before placing them back on the bed.

      “It’s why he comes into town then he’s gone for a week or more, then back. I think he’s married. Or a girlfriend or something.” Tears flood my cheeks. I hate the evidence in front of me, can’t believe everything I felt from Rueger is a lie, but here it is.

      After he left, I got nosy. That little voice inside my head poking at me. Telling me this is all too good to be true. So I went to Rueger’s office. Then around the house. It’s tastefully decorated but lacking in a homey feel. Nothing is out of place.

      When I came back to the bedroom, I fought the urge, but I finally gave in, pulling open his dresser drawers and searching for something that stupid voice somehow knew I would find.

      “Shit.” Heather holds up one of the pile of pictures of Rueger and the brunette, toasting with champagne. He’s wearing a tux, and she’s wearing what I would describe as a late-in-life-second-or-third-marriage wedding dress. Lace, but sleek. Fitted down over her hips. Low-cut in front with a pearl choker around her perfect, long neck. Rueger is smiling, his arms draped around her shoulder as her head leans into his chest.

      I hate it. More than I hate Brussels sprouts.

      A billion times more.

      “I’m leaving.” I jump up and stomp to the closet, tearing off the nightgown Daddy told me to wear. He even had me send a picture to him as he boarded the plane, showing him how I looked. Well, I’m not his plaything, a doll to dress up and use while he’s bored. “Right now, Heather. I’m leaving right now,” I shout to my wide-eyed friend sitting on the bed.

      I’m jerking and tugging myself into the dirty white skirt and the Daddy’s Girl T-shirt I wore yesterday. It seems so long ago I fell out of the car and started this cascade of events. So much has happened. Time truly does bend and stretch because we’ve fit so much into such a short period.

      “Goddammit.” My arm gets stuck trying to shove it through the sleeve of the T-shirt, and I nearly tear the fabric forcing it to yield.

      I don’t want to wear this either, but I don’t want to take anything from Rueger.

      Cheating jerk.

      “Lexi, wait.” She puts a hand on my arm, and I can see the concern in her eyes. But I just want to be out of here. “I mean, I get that this all looks suspicious. God, it looks damning. But you also said you Googled him. It didn’t say he was married, did it?” Heather twists her face and flops across the bed on her stomach. “Google knows that shit.”

      “He told me he wasn’t married. I don’t care. Men lie about that stuff all the time.” I blink away tears, not willing to let them flow for him. “And I didn’t do some public records search on him. I just looked him up and his company. At the time, I wasn’t thinking I was anything more than a hard case to fluff his PR image. I’m an idiot for thinking I’m anything more than some kinky fantasy he can’t get his wife to fulfill. Come on, let’s go. I’m done.”

      I throw the iPhone across the room and lift the strap of my messenger bag over my shoulder, centering it across my chest.

      Heather huffs but gets herself up and off the bed.

      “Why’d you call me all the way over here if we were just going to leave again?”

      “I needed you to see. I needed someone else to witness this…mess. Just come on.” Tears sting in my eyes, but I don’t want to show her. I’m sick of being weak and vulnerable. A man like Rueger could smell that on me. I was an easy mark for his little game. “Stupid sloth Band-Aids.” I reach down and rip the plastic strip off my skinned knee, leaving it on the floor as we leave the bedroom. “Get your dumb meat out of the fridge, and let’s go.”

      “Okay, okay, we’re going.” Heather stomps behind me down the stairs and into the kitchen.

      I’m already out on the porch waiting when she comes back out with the white waxed-paper package under her arm.
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* * *

      “How am I going to go back to work?” I mutter to myself as I start up the four flights of stairs to our apartment. Heather is dealing with her bike. She told me to go on up.

      Something makes me turn around as I hit the fifth step. At first, I don’t know what it is that’s got me spooked, but then I spot him, Ricky, standing just outside the door to the street, taking a picture of me.

      “Stop being such a creep!” I shout. He’s always been a little stalkerish, showing up at odd times, watching me, or just sort of being more attentive than a neighbor should be. But this is the first time I’ve ever noticed him taking pictures. My anger is already boiling, and this sets it off on a new level. I force myself to walk up the rest of the steps and manage to get myself into our apartment before bursting into tears.

      An hour later, I’m still sobbing when Heather holds the first spoonful of Ben & Jerry’s vegan peanut-butter-chunk ice cream to my snot-covered lips.

      “Jesus. You are a mess.” She shakes her head as I reluctantly take the creamy goodness into my mouth. “I hate seeing you like this.”

      A few bites later, I’m ready to form words again, even though my heart is in sharp, jagged pieces inside my chest.

      “What is it with my life? Stupid Ricky taking pictures of me now? Did you know about that?” The words come out thick and slow, my tongue frozen by the ice cream.

      “No. Really?” Heather looks toward the window, then down at the ice cream before taking a small scoopful for herself. Her eyebrows draw tight, and she swallows before continuing. “I just saw him across the street in the window of another apartment. He had the window open and a fucking camera with this crazy lens on it. What the hell? I didn’t put it together, but that window looks right in here.” Her voice turns hard.

      Heather bounces up off the bed and practically runs to the window.

      “Little motherfucker! He’s coming in the front door now. That’s enough of this shit. Creepy, I can handle. Hell, I can even give it a little respect, but he’s crossed the line.”

      A knock pounds on the door.

      “No, don’t.” I’m up and behind her as she makes it to the front door of our apartment, swinging the door open, ready to go postal on Ricky. “Holy shit.”

      I drop the pint of ice cream, and Heather freezes in mid-attack.

      Rueger is standing there, looking perfect in a black suit. His crisp white shirt contrasts with the orange and red striped tie.

      No one else could wear that tie and look so amazing.

      Only my Daddy.

      I shake that thought from my head, remembering the pictures and the prophylactics.

      “What are you doing here?” I put on my best effort at indignation, but on the inside, I’m melting. “I don’t want to see you.”

      He ignores my protests. “You know what I want.” His smooth, deep voice only makes it harder to do the unthinkable and tell him to go away. I know his secret, I remind myself.

      “I thought you were on a plane to deal with business. Maybe some family business? Maybe two kids, a wife, and a picket fence sort of business?” The battiness in my voice makes him narrow his eyes.

      “Don’t you think I know you left the house?” Rueger raises his chin, and the look in his eyes flips my stomach. “Jesus, Lex, I’ve had people following you for two months. You don’t think now I wouldn’t still be keeping track of you? I almost got arrested trying to get off the fucking plane before we took off. The alarm system on the house and the security camera showed you leaving. It alerted on my phone, thank God, before I had to shut it off. I wasn’t going anywhere knowing you weren’t safe.”

      Rueger nods toward Heather, then addresses her with a polite smile, his tone commanding. “Excuse me.” He steps around her and into the apartment.

      “Get out! This isn’t your place to just come—”

      Ricky is there in the doorway, and Heather goes pit-bull on him. “Get the fuck out of here, you freak! Taking pictures? I ought to call the fucking cops. Get out! I’ll do it! I’ll call the cops if you come near her again!”

      My head swivels from Rueger, who is advancing toward me, and Ricky, who is standing in the doorway with his hands up in surrender. He looks different. He’s looking at Rueger then at me, then back to Rueger.

      “It’s okay.” Rueger turns to Heather. “He works for me. As soon as the house alarm alerted me, I had him following you. To take a picture and send it to me to assure me you were okay.”

      “I don’t fucking care! In fact, no, I do care. That makes it a hundred times worse. Get out!”

      “The butcher shop is just a cover!”

      Heather stops, glances over at me, and I can’t move. She looks back at Ricky, who takes a deep breath, then raises his shoulders in a shrug.

      “A hobby.” Ricky’s voice is different. Calm, professional. He looks over at Rueger. “Please tell them.”

      “Okay, what the fuck is going on?” Heather latches her fists to her hips and stares down Rueger with fire and ice.

      My ears are ringing, and it’s hard to stand. The room starts to spin, and just as I begin to sway, Rueger’s arms are around me.

      “Baby, come here. Sit. Why did you leave?” He walks me toward the little café table we picked up at a yard sale and gently lowers me into the chair.

      Heather moves to lean against the kitchen counter, still giving Ricky the stink-eye as he steps just inside the door, squaring off his shoulders and crossing his arms over his chest.

      “I found the pictures. The condoms,” I hiss. “And I’ve seen your picture with her on Google, too. At company functions and parties. You’re married, aren’t you? Just tell me the truth. That’s why you only come to town for a couple days, then you’re gone for weeks.” I confront him with what I know must be the truth, but I hope like a sinner at church that somehow I’m wrong.

      “Cheater,” Heather snaps, and Rueger turns to smile at her.

      Ricky chuckles under his breath.

      “You shut up, too, stalker,” Heather adds. “Somebody better start talking because I have eight dollars’ worth of ice cream melting.”

      Rueger runs a hand down my cheek and I fight the urge to pull away, but somehow, it just still feels so right. I hate myself for being so weak. I want him so much. I want us. I want my Daddy. But I know that if I can’t have him all to myself, then I can never have him.

      “Babygirl. I would never hurt you. Not in a thousand lifetimes.” Rueger steps to pull up the other chair and sit right in front of me. His hands move to rest, warm and heavy, on my knees. His eyes dig into my soul as I try to look away. Try and fail. He has me captivated.

      “Who is she?”

      “His sister,” Ricky adds.

      “I’ve got this.” Rueger looks over his shoulder, and Ricky raises his hands again and moves back to lean into the doorway. “He’s right. She is my sister. My twin sister, to be precise. My twin sister that I only knew about six months ago. Remember I told you I found my sister?”

      My head is swimming as Rueger’s thumbs start to lightly rub back and forth on the inside of my knees.

      He continues as my heart thunders in my chest. The blood rushing in my ears barely allows me to hear what he is saying. “Ricky found her, actually. He’s been part of my security team for over ten years. I found out I had a sister when I searched for my birth mother. It took five years to find her, and when I did, she told me I had a sister. Another two years later, I found Rita. And yes, she comes to functions with me. No one knows who she is, and we don’t tell anyone.”

      “Your…sister?” I shake my head. “That doesn’t make any sense. Why the pack of pictures? Why the condoms? The note.”

      “Yeah.” Heather tosses in her own challenge.

      Rueger takes a breath, licks his bottom lip, then answers. “I’ve never had a relationship. Not a real one, anyway. And Rita and I, well, from the first time we met, we had this uncanny connection. Best friends immediately. Like we’d known each other all our lives. And well, she thinks it’s funny that I’m practically a monk. She also thinks she’s funny. And sometimes, she is.” He clears his throat, and I watch his Adam’s apple shift under the dark scruff of his stubble. “She stuffed that envelope in my suitcase when I told her I was moving to Portland last week. Told me to get the pictures framed so my place didn’t look like a showroom and to try to have some fun for once.”

      “But…” I’m running out of excuses. I can feel myself softening. “But…why do you leave all the time?” I don’t fight when his hands leave my knees and come to take mine from where they are locked together in my lap. “And, wait, why are you back now?”

      “Ricky called me the minute he saw you leave my place. Then I had him follow you, of course. He’s lived here, keeping an eye on you for me. Until I could finish up a huge transition back in New York. After this trip today, I was going to be done. I’m turning my business over to my partner, 100 percent. Then I’ll be here. With you. I had to make one more trip, just one, like I told you, because it was already scheduled. Lawyers, the board, they were all there. But when Ricky said you left the house, I turned around and came right back. I knew something had to be wrong, because you wouldn’t break the rules otherwise, would you, Babygirl?”

      I bite my lip and try to let all that is happening soak in.

      But then Rueger gives me that look, and I’m a puddle.

      He leans in, his breath on my cheek, then asks so no one else can hear, “You are Daddy’s girl still, aren’t you?”

      I kiss his cheek and answer back into his ear. “Yes, Daddy. Always and forever your girl. I’m sorry.”

      “Good girl. Daddy loves you so much,” he answers, and my belly does a thousand flips. “Now, I’m going to take you home and show you just what that means.”
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      “Damn.” I throw my head back as my hands tighten on the sides of her head, driving my cock deeper into her throat, feeling the impending explosion tightening my ball sac into my body. “Your mouth belongs in the fucking Smithsonian, princess. You make Daddy so proud.”

      I lower my gaze because watching her is equal to or better than the physical sensations of everything her magical mouth bestows upon me. Tears are streaming down her cheeks with the effort. She doesn’t even fight for air, giving that up in order to please me, which is a gift unlike anything I ever could have imagined.

      Her gaze fixes on mine, the flickering behind her brown eyes telling me exactly what she’s thinking.

      “Love me, Daddy. Approve of me. Tell me I’m a good girl.”

      Her throat opens as I intensify my thrusts, driving beyond her tonsils and basking in the way her throat tightens around the head of my dick. She drops one hand from the spit-slick base of my cock, her fingertips leaving a trail of erotic thunder as she lightly traces them down the inside of my leg until they rest for a moment on her knee.

      Again, those eyes. Jesus, her eyes talk to me, and I give her the slightest of nods. This will be my undoing; it is every time.

      “Good girl.” I moan as her fingers disappear between her legs, her mouth sucking harder and with more devotion that I thought possible.

      I watch with the fury of a man on fire as her hand strokes her sex, her mouth moving in time with her own self-giving pleasure, and when I see the far-off look in her eyes, I’m done.

      “Come with Daddy, princess. Come with me now.”

      That’s all it takes. We both shudder, and my cum sprays out of my dick into her throat with a force that has my hamstrings cramping. My balls twitch and pulse.

      I hold on to her head, not just to keep myself rooted deep in her mouth as I go off; it’s to keep me from toppling over onto her from the ecstasy of my release. My entire body shakes, and I grunt and moan, filling the bedroom with my pleasured fury.

      Her own muffled sounds of climax vibrate around the head of my cock lodged in her mouth. She takes it all, swallowing desperately, knowing how much I dislike when any of my gift to her drips out from around those pouty, stunning lips.

      “You are Daddy’s best girl.” I loosen my grip on her head and slide out a bit to allow her a breath. Her lips spread slightly, and I feel the air move from her desperate inhale over my wet, slick shaft as she draws in life-giving oxygen. “Did you come hard for Daddy?”

      She nods as she licks and cleans my cock as she should. After a few moments of her service, I withdraw, reaching down to where her hands raise for me to allow her to stand.

      “Yummy Daddy.” She licks her lips and twists back and forth on tiptoes before I draw her into my chest, both of us breathing fast. Our meeting flesh is warm and slightly damp from our effort.

      “Yes, Daddy’s cum is only for his princess. And you always need to tell me how thankful you are I allow you to swallow it. How much you enjoy my taste.”

      “Yes, Daddy. Thank you,” she whispers into my chest as I stroke her hair. She’s growing it out a bit; the rainbow tips on the ends have turned into long stripes of purple and pink. I wrap one tendril around my finger as we bask in the glow of our moment.

      “We won’t be late, will we?” She draws back, looking up at me with wide eyes.

      “Do you really think I would allow us to be late?”

      She shakes her head. “No. But I just want to get there and see it and everyone. I just want the day to start.”

      “Okay, Babygirl. Lie back on the bed, and Daddy is going to lick all that sweet juice out of you then we will get dressed.”

      At the quick smack of my hand on her ass, she yelps and scurries over to the bed, assuming the position with her knees bent, hands pulling her legs apart, with her pussy at the edge of the mattress, waiting.

      “Have I told you today how much I love you?” I ask as I step toward her, dropping to my knees and admiring what’s mine.

      “No, Daddy. Not yet.”

      “Oh, bad Daddy. I love you, princess. Like only Daddy can.”

      With that, my mouth is on her slick folds, sucking and drawing every drop of her orgasm from her and taking one more just for good measure. I swallow every delicious drop of her. She’s ruined me in more ways that I can count.

      However, as my appetite for her pussy is relentless, my little princess has me on a diet that leaves my inner beast howling for a good ribeye. Or some deep-fried chicken. She’s turned the house vegan, and as much as I want to please my Babygirl, some days a man just needs to gnaw on a bone.

      Each time, tearing myself away from her cunt is one of the most difficult things I’ve done in my life. I could fucking live down there, honest to God. Her flavor seared my soul that first day like an internal branding iron. Her taste was designed just for me, and I’ve been a hopeless addict ever since.

      I quickly get her dressed and follow suit myself. The sun is streaming in the bedroom window, and the clock on the wall shows 8:36 a.m. Guests will arrive at ten, and I know Lexi will want to spend some time inside the new exhibit with her furry, slow-moving friends before everyone arrives.

      “Now go get Daddy his coffee.” I kiss her forehead, and she skips to the coffeemaker on the buffet against the wall. She loves to please me, and in turn, it only makes my need to protect her and love her stronger every day.

      She’s back a moment later with a proud grin. Dropping to her knees in front of me, holding my coffee cup up in her palm, the handle pointed in my direction just as I’ve taught her. “You are so good. Now, let’s go, princess.” I take her hand, raise her back to her feet, and lead her to the bedroom door.

      “Did you hear from Rita?” she asks as we make our way down the hall, my hand gliding down her back to rest just above the swell of her ass, sipping on the hot coffee as we go.

      “She texted, yes. Her flight got in around two a.m., but she said she will be there this morning. Wouldn’t miss it for the world, she said.”

      I see the smile bloom on her lips. It’s a huge perk than Lexi and my sister Rita have developed a friendship of their own in the last six months. Just another sign that what we have was not only meant to be, it is magical.

      “Cool. I’ve got a surprise for her.”

      “You do?”

      We are down the stairs and out the front door into the morning sun. Lexi takes my coffee cup and holds it as I open the door of the Wagoneer for her to hop in. She does, securing my hot drink in the mug holder then turning back to me with a glimmer in her eye.

      “Yep. And you too.”

      “Okay. Let’s go. We want to be sure everything is ready to go when the guests arrive.”

      This was all her idea that we hold our wedding and reception at the zoo. We combined her love of sloths, her almost obsessive need to give them a better habitat, and my need to marry her into one event. Only my Babygirl would want to be married at the opening of the new sloth exhibit that I funded, while announcing to the few friends and family we’ve invited we are expecting our first baby in seven months. Lexi is wearing a white sundress and nothing else. Barefoot. No panties. My cum in her belly and her scent on my face. I couldn’t be happier if you told me Lexi was going to let me have a steak for dinner.

      It’s going to be quite a day.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “You may kiss the bride.” The justice of the peace nods toward Lexi and me, and I seal our vows with a deep kiss. The small group around us releases a collective sigh as they sip on champagne or eat the rainbow-colored cake balls Lexi insisted be available before the brunch meal which will follow our quick ceremony.

      “I love you, Daddy,” she whispers into my ear as she throws her arms around my neck. When she clings to me like this, I feel so complete. So proud to be the man to whom she belongs.

      “I love you too, Babygirl. Don’t you ever think for one second I don’t. Not ever.”

      With that, we turn to accept the hugs and congratulations from the ten or so people we invited.

      Rita is here with a man she’s dating. His name is Ted, and much to my surprise, I find myself surprisingly protective of my older—albeit by six minutes—twin sister, even if we are both turning forty in a few weeks.

      Three of the women from Lexi’s synchronized swimming group are sipping champagne and swooning at the back of the group. Their gray hair is freshly teased and sprayed into place with enough Aqua Net to put a hole in the ozone you could drive a semi through.

      Ricky is cutting up with Heather as they hover toward the edge of the group. I can’t be 100 percent sure, but there seems to be a growing connection there. It certainly defies conventional wisdom. The two of them are as night to day, but far be it for me to figure out what the intricacies of the heart entail. You love who you love, and if you are lucky to find that, more power to you.

      “Now.” Lexi tugs on my arm, giving me an exaggerated look toward Rita.

      I look around the room quickly. The new habitat is housed in the Lexi Chase-Marshall Sloth Playground. I paid for it, and she named it. Behind the wall of glass, there is a live forest, over an acre under cover and another half-acre outside for when the weather is conducive.

      “Okay, baby, let’s see what your surprise is.”

      “One sec. I have to get something from my bag.”

      She runs off, shuffles in her bag for a second, and is right back standing in front of Rita and me with an envelope decorated with pink and blue hand-drawn hearts.

      She shoves it toward us. “Open it together.”

      “What are you up to, little girl?” My eyes narrow as Rita and I both pinch the envelope and bring it toward us, our feet stepping inward to bring us closer together.

      “It’s not going to explode in pink and blue glitter all over us, is it?” Rita reaches out to pull Lex toward her in a half hug.

      “Nope.” Lexi bounces on her tiptoes. Whatever it is has her about to explode with her own excitement. “Just open it already.” She claps and her eyes glow.

      “Better do as we are told, huh, Daddy?” Rita teases.

      Lexi and I don’t use our titles all the time in public, but in our home, with friends and family, we decided we will not hide who we are. Even if it does give Rita fodder for teasing me whenever she gets the chance.

      Rita and I manage to tear the flap of the envelope together, then I hold it open while she slides out the card inside. More pink and blue hearts drawn by Lexi’s endless supply of magic markers and art supplies decorate the front of the card.

      When Rita finally slips it open, the black-and-white ultrasound picture is there, with two arrows drawn on it in pink and blue. I nearly drop to my knees.

      “Oh my God!” Rita screams, and both of them are yelping and hopping up and down hugging each other, while I’ve forgotten how to breathe.

      Heather and Ricky are there in the next moment.

      “What the heck?” Heather comes around, and Lexi turns and jumps toward me.

      “Daddy’s going to be a Daddy times two!”

      “You’re having twins!” Heather snatches the card from Rita. “You have to name them Minnie and Paul!”

      Lexi giggles then looks up at me to say, “It’s too early to know the sexes yet, but I’m hoping for a boy and a girl.”

      “God, I’m so fucking pissed I missed your appointment.” I shake my head. I wanted so badly to be there for her first ultrasound, but I was stuck on a flight delay coming back from New York.  I was finishing up a bit of consulting I’m doing for the Moe’s expansion. Seems I couldn’t quite sever my connection to that little deli, and I have kept my toes in the water as far as that deal is concerned.

      The week after we officially became who we are to each other, we finally did have our date at the zoo. I remember how devastated she was when she discovered the sloths from her youth, Minnie and Pearl, were gone. Heather was there with us that day and continues to be a positive and integral part of our lives.

      I’ve even given Heather the task of developing a new component to the Count On program. She has a talent for budgeting in real life. A way of communicating with others like herself, kids raised in the system. I offered her a position in our program teaching mentees how to manage their funds. She travels around to different cities, helping members of the program learn how to set up a budget and connect with some simple, but necessary, fiscal skills.

      A sea of new congratulations fills the room. Sloths move behind the glass as a burning gathers in my eyes.

      “Baby.” I swoop both arms around her waist and swing her around in an arc, nearly taking Ricky’s knees out in the process.

      Everyone takes a step back as they laugh and watch me swing my girl in a circle until she’s squealing and laughing so hard her own face is wet with tears.

      “I didn’t think I could be any happier.” I set her down and don’t even bother to wipe away the tear that slides down from the corner of my eye.

      Lexi reaches up to pet my beard as she likes to do when she’s looking deep into my eyes.

      “You proud of me, Daddy?”

      “I couldn’t be prouder, Babygirl. You’ve made the day more perfect that I could have dreamed in a thousand lifetimes.”
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        What does it mean to be HIS? From baby making to babygirls, you'll find a bit of whatever melts your panties in this ode to Father's Day. From five of your favorite steamy, safe authors (and one hot newbie) come a group of six stand alone books dedicated to Daddy's everywhere.  You will get your fill of everything from alpha men focused on securing a baby in their woman to filthy Daddy Doms who know how to care for their princesses. So, hold Daddy's hand and see what's in store!

      

      
        Out Now: His Everything by Frankie Love

        June 7th: His Obsession by Roxie Brock

        Out Now: His Rules by Dani Wyatt

        June 12th: His Temptation by Amber Barden

        June 14th: His Girl by Aria Cole

        June 16th: His First by Jenika Snow

        

        Find out more on the collection HERE!
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      “I’ll come back around in about five minutes.” My father’s deep, booming voice is little more than an overlay to the sounds of merriment coming from every direction under the July sun. “Five, Lela.” He holds up his open hand, splaying five fingers high over the surrounding fairgoers. “I want to see the parade start, have a drink with the regulars and we don’t have much time. The rig is waiting, and time is money. I’ll grab you when I come back around.”

      My gruff, roughneck father turns into a fifty-six-year-old kid in front of my eyes at every Renaissance festival we attend. And in all our years on the road together, there have been more than I can count in more states than I remember. He’s at his best here, the happiest I ever see him, completely carefree. Here is where it’s not only acceptable but encouraged for grown adults to act as though they are on a day pass from some medieval mental hospital.

      Dad and I have an affinity with these nomadic people, and these fairs have been one of the few constants in my gypsy life. One of the few traditions we’ve managed to adopt, however unorthodox it may be.

      “Sounds good,” I shout back, pointing in the direction I want to go, but Dad is already striding off into the crowd. “I’m going to see the knife guy.” He’s already too far away to hear me, so I lower my voice, leaving the last words to mumble to myself. “He’s new this year,” I finish, shaking my head and looking over at the crowd that’s forming around a pillar of smoke rising from the metal forge that sits centered on the wet grass behind a makeshift rope fence.

      I take one more glance backward at the fairgoers, jester’s hats swirling around and away, as my hardworking, rugged father does a little sway and skip. He’s so light here it makes me smile, his balding head burning under the summer sun as it pokes in and out of the drifting clouds.

      Like rock stars on tour, some days I forget what state we’re in. I take a deep breath and ponder that for a moment then remember the state line sign I saw from the passenger seat of Dad’s latest Ford F-250.

      Ohio.

      We are in Ohio.

      It’s cool here for the time of year, though, cooler than the last Renaissance fair we attended. My thin T-shirt and khaki shorts aren’t quite enough to take the edge off, and I shiver and hunch a little in the breeze. Squinting one eye, I step forward and look around at the maple and oak trees swaying in the wind.

      This will be our last road adventure for a while. I’m checking out of our Airstream lifestyle to see what it’s like to live among more average humans. Ones who actually put down roots.

      Above the crowd noise from behind the rope barrier, a loud clanking echoes toward the sky. I note the crowd that’s gathered there. I watch as people are starting to rubberneck—straining to see something near the plume of smoke, alternating up and down on their tiptoes. For a moment, I join in, pushing upward and clenching my calf muscles to steady myself. But even the two or so inches of height I achieve does nothing to improve my view.

      Giving up on the tiptoes, I go flat-footed again and step between people dressed in corsets and codpieces in the direction of the noise and smoke. I look over to the edge of the crowd and see the sign that reads, “Medieval Sword Forging Demonstration—Noon, 2:00, 4:00.” The arrow points toward the clanking sound, and even more than a moment ago, I want a better view of the action.

      Muttering a few “excuse me’s” and shouldering my way forward, I breathe in. The air is a blend of incense, smoked turkey, and warm beer, and it’s at once fondly familiar and simultaneously causes a bit of a knot in my gut.

      A minute later I’m off to the very edge of the crowd, wiggling through the last few bodies on my trek to stake a claim on a small patch of soggy grass, eager to get my first glimpse of the forging action.

      And what action it is.

      The goosebumps on my arms nose dive downward until they erupt on the backs of my legs. Tingling erupts in my body’s most tender places, and my eyes are instantly riveted.

      In all my years of Ren fairs, this sight before me is by far the greatest of wonders I’ve seen on the road. And I’ve seen plenty. In fact, there aren’t many wonders in this country I’ve missed. Dad and I have crisscrossed from one end to the other, up and down and side to side.

      When I turned eight, my mom decided homemaking wasn’t her thing. Being the kind of woman who didn’t care much for gender stereotypes, she went out for a pack of cigarettes and a pint of vodka, and I haven’t seen her since. Dad took over without missing a beat, and that next week we hit the road and never looked back.

      But nothing, not Mount Rushmore, not the Grand Canyon, not even the graveyard for departed Ben & Jerry’s flavors has ever inspired me like the view in front of me right now.

      The scent of burning hardwood and a hint of sweat hit me like a freight train, knocking the breath from my lungs. My jaw drops, and there is this invisible cord that begins to wrap around me, starting at my ankles before tightening my knees together. It spins around my hips and continues up over the tightness in my chest until it’s got me around the throat.

      Clank-clank.

      Clank-clank.

      Clank-clank. The raising and lowering of the hammer make repetitive sounds as it strikes the glowing orange steel as the forger turns it over and back methodically on the anvil.

      Anvil.

      I have to say this is the first time I’ve really taken note of an anvil in real life. I’m sure I’ve seen one before, but as far as I was concerned, before now, they were just something for the Road Runner to drop on Wile E. Coyote’s head.

      Right now, I’m stunned at just how fucking sexy an anvil can be.

      As a matter of fact, an anvil is the sexiest inanimate object I’ve ever seen. And it’s being pounded upon by the sexiest man I know I’ve ever seen.

      I’m frozen in mid-gawk when his hammer slams down with such force it sends a shiver racing from the base of my neck down to my heels. The onlookers surround me stand frozen in suspense waiting for the rhythmic bounce of the mallet. Anticipation tightens inside me, urging the forger to draw the hammer high and take the next thwack at the heated metal.

      Instead, his hand lifts the hammer off the anvil slowly. Unlike the powerful motion he used a moment before, he lowers the hammer to his side. Hanging it down next to the soot-stained suede chaps that cover his dark canvas trousers, he straightens his back, and I hear a collective sigh from the unsteady crowd.

      The suede apron, darkened to a gray swirling soot pattern just the same as the chaps, only partially covers a torso that sings the praises of what must be millions of whacks of that mallet onto molten metal.

      The glory of his arms shows the indent and bulge of muscles I don’t remember from my homeschool human anatomy class. It’s as though God created new musculature to be bestowed upon him as a symbol of masculine perfection.

      Oh my God. He twists his head then shrugs his shoulders as though he needs me to rub his neck. A task for which I would gladly raise my three fingers and volunteer as tribute.

      As he shifts and stretches, there are ripples of tendons and layers of hardness I see that defy all logic and reason. And all of it covered in this shiny, slightly gritty, warm-tan skin that is crying out for my lips.

      My fingers grip the shoulder straps of my ever-present backpack as I try to find my breath, try to gulp back the dryness in my throat.

      I’m not a purse sort of girl. Backpacks are more practical. My mind wanders to what sort of girl this metal-pounding god desires? Because right now I wish to be her in such a way it’s making my head and my heart ache.

      I bet she’s leggy, right?

      And pouty.

      Stacked up top and pinned in nicely at the waist.

      Which is fine. I think we all are who we are. Honestly, I’m comfortable with my body in all its glorious perfect imperfection. I don’t fat shame or skinny shame or shame at all.  I just imagine him having a strong preference for someone not as average as me.

      I’m just saying.

      I think he has a type.

      And possibly a new one every night, judging from the gawking crowd of women practically flashing him their goods in order to draw his attention. I’m sure they don’t give a hoot about sword forging.

      I dip my chin and look down at myself.

      I’m leggy, I tell myself. I have two of them, this I know. And any more than that would be greedy, wouldn’t it? So I’m leggy because I have legs. Plural.

      Although, my thighs are a little thick. My hips round and flared out more than most. And I have a backside that would surely meet the criteria for ample.

      On the other hand, I’m stacked up top. But my boobs do descend a fair amount as soon as I release them from the medieval torture device that is my bra.

      The crowd begins to shift and mumble as the iron Adonis stands there, looking down at his creation, hammer hanging by his side as his chest rises and falls with grateful breaths of fresh air. Sunlight shines off the sweat that coats his body, glowing bright, drops of it falling from his protruding brow and sizzling as they hit the sword lying on the anvil.

      His eyes raise as he lifts and positions the cooling metal into the arched opening of the forge for a minute, then those dark eyes set below the serious brow scan the crowd. I instinctively shrink back as his gaze heads in my direction.

      His tongue comes out to lick this perfect spot on his bottom lip. He withdraws the sword again, placing it precisely on the solid metal of the anvil.

      He raises the hammer back in the air, only to cross it over his body to wipe his forearm across his eyes and then hang it back down at his side. It’s as though he’s completely alone. In a bubble of silence without any awareness of the tense, frothing crowd around him.

      I observe him assess and dismiss each member of the crowd in turn, watching each muscle flex and tighten. But when his dark eyes focus on me, they stall. I twist my head to the side. Pulling a shoulder to my ear, trying to hide, but his gaze fixes solidly upon me.

      The intensity in his eyes lightens. His eyebrows loosen, and he cocks his head slightly to the left as his eyes trace up and down, such a quick movement most people would have missed it. I notice it more as a feeling than anything tangible, as every inch of my body tightens as it falls under his line of sight.

      Just when my heart feels ready to seize, he drops his eyes from me and turns to the silent, fair-haired man standing behind him, raising his chin in a jerking motion. The man steps forward and takes the hammer and the half-forged sword from the hands of the eye candy, then shifts sideways and back before raising the hammer in the air, silencing the murmur moving through the crowd. “Just a minute. We just need a minute.”

      To my horror and delight, the forger steps forward, and his eyes once again fix on me, like a predator on its prey. I turn my head to glance over one shoulder then the other, convinced I must be letting my imagination get the better of me again.

      Surely there must be a tall, beer wench with breast flesh spilling out of her corset behind me, right?

      When he steps from behind the ropes, the crowd parts like Moses is holding his staff above the Red Sea. Half of them are hawk-watching, eager, as the sweat-covered forger strides around the edge of the crowd. But his eyes are pinned on me, even as I try to shrink back and find myself entangled in the round belly of a bearded fairgoer with crumbs in his facial hair and a glazed look in his eye.

      “I’m sorry,” I mutter, turning one way then the other, looking for a means of escape, but my boots are frozen to the soggy grass.

      “That’s okay, little lady.” Dirty beard grins and bobs his eyebrows, and my first instinct is to look down.

      What is going on today?

      I’m caught between the advancing forger and this beard man with lust in his eyes. I don’t understand what is happening. I’m not the kind of girl men usually notice. I’m the kind of girl who wears the same pair of Timberlands until the leather starts to crack. Normal girls have closets full of high heels and flats and shoes for every purpose, but one pair of hiking boots is it for me. Life in an Airstream teaches you to live simply.

      But right now, I’d do anything to have just one decent pseudo feminine outfit put aside. Because he is here. I say a silent prayer, staring down at my worn boots as the growing dark wetness covers the toe from the mushy footing.

      I feel him near me before I hear him. I notice the way the beer-belly man is pushed back by some unseen force, notice the prickling over the left side of my body, like a low current has been spread over the skin. Then, as much as I can’t believe it, he lights up the rest of my senses—the sound of his breathing. The mix of smoky, salty and sweaty, somehow more of an aphrodisiac than I could imagine.

      I’ve been around sweaty men before, obviously. Trust me, living on the rig sites with my dad, those men out in the middle of nowhere with no women around do not cotton to hygiene.

      But this is different. The forger has a scent. Not a smell and it’s got my mouth watering and ears ringing.

      If someone’s scent can make your ears ring, you know you are in deep guano.

      “Name.” His single word hits me like blunt force trauma to the head, knocking me senseless and rendering me unable to respond.

      Instead, my eyes stick toward the ground, fixed on his black boots, my hands digging down into the front pockets of my shorts, fingering the dog-eared letter from Dan Sullivan. The letter that spells the end of my nomad life. The ringing in my ears turns to an eerie, low hum. The same sound you hear when you hold a huge conch shell to your ear.

      The next thing I know, my senses are all focused on a single point of contact, as a rough fingertip applies pressure beneath my chin. An unsteady chirp escapes my throat.

      Gentle yet firm motion shifts my gaze from the black boots. Moving my eyes upward, taking in every inch of the view as they go. I focus on the dark chest hair that peeks out from the top of the soot covered suede apron.

      The pressure from his single finger turns to a pinch of two as he adds his thumb to the front of my chin, lifting, raising my gaze further. Any other stranger, at any other time, touching me like this would be on the receiving end of an uppercut or a knee to the groin. Valuable lessons I learned from the many pseudo fathers and brothers I’ve had over the years.

      “Name.” That word again, and just as it hits my ears, my eyes take the leap and look into his face.

      A tremor starts at the crown of my head, slamming down my body until my knees threaten to buckle.

      His eyes are near black. I’ve seen brown eyes, even very dark brown eyes, the kind that look like midnight on a dirt track, but his are the color of Guinness. They have a hint of golden flecks around the edge of his iris, drawing me in. I’ve never seen or dreamed of eyes like that, but on him, there could be no other. They are perfect.

      He is perfect.

      And I am barely touching the ground.

      Name, dummy. He asked for your name. An admonishing voice in my head breaks the trance.

      Okay, so what is it?

      “My name?” My half-wit reply turns my cheeks fifty shades of embarrassed.

      He doesn’t show any amusement at my clearly addled brain. He simply regards my words and my face with such a calm intensity that any rational thoughts I had left fall out of my ears.

      “Yes. I’m hoping you will tell me what it is,” he says. His words rumble out from between full lips that I imagine kissing their way down my body. Enjoying every inch on the journey where they end planted smack between my legs.

      That thought alone has my heart skipping beats. I’ve never thought anything like that before. And I’ve certainly never done that before. I’m shocked at my own crudeness, my own base sexual craving.

      He drops his fingers from my chin.

      “Maybe this will help you remember,” he whispers as his lips come down and press into mine.

      Everything stops. For a moment, there is nothing. No sound, no time, no universe.

      And then something new starts.

      The kiss is soft but demanding, needy. His warm lips hold on to mine for a long moment. Not taking more than he should. His tongue sweeps out of his mouth, glancing along my lower lip, going no further.

      It’s as though he’s not just tasting me, but savoring me. When he’s done, he stands back even taller. His shoulders hitch up then back, and I watch in awe as every muscle and tendon seems to turn to solid iron. Each one stands taut and stretched under his skin, as though they are spring-loaded and ready to go off.

      Our eyes are locked. His hand comes to graze down the front of my neck and rest there at the base, without hesitation, as if it belongs right there. His fingers tighten, ever so slightly, in a way that is possessive and yet not threatening.

      The sunshine that covered us evaporates. A cloud of gray pushes in front of the yellow fireball and turns all the hues around us soft and desaturated.

      My lips open. I’ve remembered my name. I’m ready to give it to him, to let him take it and hold it, but somehow the spell breaks, the magic dissipates, and the sound of horns and shouts of merriment break through the hypnotic draw of those eyes.

      “I’m—” I start.

      I dare to look into his eyes. His face is that of a man who needs nothing from anyone else. He is as rugged as he is refined. His left eye droops, just a bit, along with the eyebrow above. Crooked, yet perfectly so. Somehow, he is the sexiest specimen of maleness Mother Nature ever created.

      I take a breath, calm my nerves and try to continue. “I’m Le—”

      An arm loops around my waist and jerks me backward, nearly pulling me right off my feet.

      Just then, a resounding bang comes from the demonstration area. I glance forward to see several drunken fairgoers have ignored the rope barriers and are grabbing up hammers and forged knives from the display, banging them on the hot furnace and laughing. Another miscreant grabs a sword and holds it in mock triumph over his head. The derelict crew is swinging them around, hitting the furnace and coming dangerously close to each other.

      I stumble back into whoever has grabbed me, unable to regain my footing, while keeping my sight on the action in the front of the dissipating crowd. The forger’s assistant struggles to control the escalating situation, but the four men are clearly substance-impaired.

      The blacksmith flips his head around to regard the commotion, then back to me. Then back to the forge again. Distress clouds his dark eyes as I find my feet and turn to see my dad’s smiling face over my shoulder.

      “Come on, you,” he says, and I smell the hint of Guinness on his breath. “Time for one last parade before we have to leave. Our last one, sweetheart. Let’s enjoy it.” His voice is a strange mix of joy and melancholy.

      He’s too lost in his excitement to even notice what I was doing.  He clearly missed the kiss in the chaos of the parade.  I want to stay, but how can I deny him?  I’ll be back.  I’ll come back after the parade.  I will.

      I nod, feeling myself being sucked into the Royal Parade with him. I can’t, I wish for just one more moment.  “Just one sec,” I nearly beg, turning back to find the forger stepping forward, following me, but the chaos behind the ropes is heading for disaster. “It’s my dad,” I tell him. “I have to—”

      An angry shout from his assistant rises over the other noise, and he turns from me. The parade shifts behind me, bodies pressing in all around, and the wave of humanity carries me forward with my dad beside me, a smile on his face, unaware of what he just interrupted. His hand comes down to grip mine, and his voice rises in excitement. “I’m going to miss you so much, Lela. Thank you for today. This is the perfect send-off for my little girl.”

      I twist my head around, but I’m surrounded by bodies. My five feet two inches has me lost in a sea of taller fairgoers, and the forger is gone. Panic grips me.

      I will never be back here. Doesn’t anyone realize? I’m going away. The letter from Dan Sullivan in my pocket says it all. My little training video impressed him. I’ve been hired. An actual job of my own, training dogs for a living. For a famous The Animal Channel celebrity. Doing the thing I love most in the world.

      And all I can think is, I’m never going to see the forger again.

      “Wait, Dad!” I gain my footing and strain my neck, trying to peek over the crowd.

      Another earsplitting boom from the direction of the forge, and the flashes of polished silver spark above the crowd. Swords are raised into the air like some sort of medieval declaration of war. Voices from the demonstration area turn angry.

      I give in, allowing my dad to pull me away and let go of the few moments of fantasy that still lay in my chest like a flower frozen in mid-bloom.

      “Lela,” I whisper toward the ground, to no one in particular, as I let the momentum of the parade and my dad’s joy carry me away. “My name is Lela.”
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