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A NOTE TO MY READERS:

I appreciate every one of you.  

––––––––

Dedicated to N.

You are the wind beneath my wings.

And you understand my Daddy fetish.

xoxo

.
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C H A P T E R   O N E

PIKE
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I haven’t felt my heartbeat since I left.  Almost six years have passed since that day, and I still haven’t forgiven myself.  I didn’t want to go, but I had to.  It was the only way, even though it broke me but saved her.  At least that’s what I tell myself.

I left my heart there. 

But took my shame with me.

My cock hasn’t risen at the sight, sound or scent of another woman since the day I married her mother.  The day she poked her head into her mother’s office, just as we were putting our signatures on the marriage certificate.  

Marriage.  

Might as well have been a merger.  That certificate was a business document, nothing more.  I think we celebrated with a glass of bourbon, but it could have been rye.

As ashamed as I am to admit it, even before my feelings for her turned more intimate as she grew into a woman, my interest in any other females in the world evaporated the day I married her mother and saw her sweet face for the first time.  

Who would ever have guessed that a college pact with a friend would truly come to pass?  A mutually beneficial agreement at that particular point in both our lives.  Margaret and I never shared a kiss, certainly never shared a bed.  It should have been simple.

Only, the one part I hadn’t planned on in our deal was her.  

Willow.

I knew that day.  I remember the word repeating in my head at the first glance of her.  Its meaning changed over the years as she grew but it still remains branded into my memory.  Never before and never again will that word apply to anyone but her.

Mine.

I swallow hard and take a deep breath through my nose, trying to re-gain my bearings.  No one around me would know it, but I am in a tailspin, out of control.

The famous Lord Tower, about to crack his façade right here in front of a few hundred of my nearest and dearest.  

Truth is, I know none of them.  Oh, don’t get me wrong, I know their names.  We spend time together.  But I give none of myself to them.  To anyone.  

I’ve saved that for her.  

Unconsciously, yes.  But now I’m done pretending.

Because she’s here.

And I can hardly believe my eyes.

I’m riveted, watching her move through the crowd.  She has three friends with her, or to be more precise it looks like she’s with them, following with wide eyes on the room, taking in the sights, smells, sounds.  I know how intoxicating it can be.  Inside my head the room goes silent.

I reach to the pair of binoculars I keep on the table of the balcony.  Using them allows me to be sure even from a distance that the rules of the club are respected.  That no one is in over their head.  Consent is king and it is my ultimate responsibility to keep a keen eye out for everyone that comes through my doors.

At a moments notice I can push single button and all activity with my club will stop.    From my perch above the floor of the club I raise the binoculars and tighten the sight onto her face.

The face that’s swirled in my dreams for so many years.

The face I imagine as this woman I see now, only dripping with my cum.  Covered in me as I am with her.

In my dreams she is feral, mewling, writhing at my feet as I coax her to show me who she is.  Who we are. 

Together.  Always together.

My cock is fully erect.  Tearing at the cloth of my vintage Armani tuxedo trousers with claws that seem to have sprung to life since she came through the door of my club and straight back into my life.

Where she belongs.

I know in this instant...never again will I live without her light in my life.  There exists no force on Earth strong enough to keep me from her this time.

“Sir?”  The young woman in front of me registers only the most essential amount of my attention.  The rest is reserved for Willow.

“Yes, Vexxie, thank you for coming so quickly.”

She’s a petite, delicate thing, well put together and loyal to a fault.  One of the few members of my staff that I trust with the most important aspects of my life.

“Of course, Sir.  How can I be of service?”  Vexxie lowers her eyes, as most of the staff do when I look directly at them.

The dress code for staff is all black.  That’s non-negotiable. Her above the knee, skin tight dress leaves nothing to the imagination.  Black latex.  High neck.  It’s appropriate attire, designed to flatter and reveal, not to cover.  But from me she draws nothing but professional attention.

“You will service table seventeen tonight.  I want you to give them your most impeccable service.”

“Yes, Sir.  Friends of yours?”  She blushes as her voice quivers.  

A simple conversation with me has her barely able to form words.

I consider the question for a long moment, then speak softly.  “No.”  The simple word is tinged with regret.  When I continue, my jaw is tight.  “Not friends.”  

With a tip of my head the conversation is over.  Vexxie lowers her eyes and dismisses herself as I step back onto the balcony of my office, half hidden behind the black velvet drapery pulled around the gently curved corners.  

I’ve owned this club for twenty years.  In this world, our public names are rarely used.  Here, I am known as Lord Tower and this place is the House of Tower.  A mansion I purchased, renovated and opened specifically for the purpose of entertaining the elegance and dignity of the Lifestyle.  Not the carnival ride of taboo and sex it has become elsewhere.  No, I am from another school.  An ancient time when respect, authority, wisdom, honor and reverence were the character traits most valued in this life.

It’s not just about the sex as so many wrongly assume. That’s a perversion that’s taken on a life of its own in the last decade.  I am a single minded, decisive, dominant man.  I want one woman, one individual, and if nothing ever comes to pass between us then I will not touch another.  Never.  It will be that way until the day I die.

“Lord Tower?”  Sir James stops just outside the open office door.  

The staff know I am available to them at all times.  I care deeply about each one of them.  Well, I am available unless the red light is on outside my door, but that’s only happened once in twenty years.  It wasn’t because I brought someone here with me.  No, it was when I felt most alone and wished for that loneliness to punish me.

I smile at James.  The genial smile comes easily for me but for too long it’s been merely a facial reaction without the depth of joy it should represent.  “Yes.  Come in.”

“May I ask a favor?”  James is attired in a black suit that absorbs any light, seeming to stay pressed and sharp without a single crease as he moves forward into the room and takes a seat in one of my white wingback chairs.  My office is a blend of purity and decadence.  Fresh cream and white, splashes of gold, moments of rich red the color of blood.  

Seems that is the theme in my life and it repeats itself in places I didn’t realize until right now. 

“Of course, Sir James.  What can I do for you?”

My club has kept the old school dignity of the lifestyle alive in this area. This world is not what it once was.  She changed everything for me the day she swept my heart from my chest with a single glance.  

I am still the Lord of this House, but I have not raised a hand, a tool or a touch to anyone since that day I met my stepdaughter.  She was too young then, of course, and my feelings toward her were simple, pure, paternal.  Nonetheless, the essence of her heart shifted something in my very DNA. My being changed that day.  

At first I was her protector.  A custodian of her in every way.  I took joy in her joy.  Pain in her pain.  I provided for her.  Loved her.  Kept her safe. I knew she was destined to be mine.  A part of me in some way for the rest of my life.  

As the years moved by, what grew in my heart shook me to my very core.  As she grew into a woman, my wanting changed.  

Then, the want became too much. Too acutely painful.  As she blossomed under my very nose, the beast inside of me grew and roared to life.  It was wrong.  She was too innocent and I knew I would destroy her if I stayed.  

So, I left.  My shame multiplied tenfold as I said goodbye and kissed the tears from her cheeks.  Secretly dying inside as I tried to explain to her not only why her mother and I were parting, but why I was leaving.  

As I struggled with the decision to stay or go, my fate was sealed.  My other life, my life as Lord Tower threatened to be exposed by a former business advisary who wandered into my club one evening.  Most in the life are discreet, respecting the decency of keeping this part of our life out of the public eye.

Unfortunately, not all men are honorable.  Imagining Willow being exposed to this other part of my life at her age made me realize just how much she would be hurt by me if I stayed.  If it wasn’t this person, I feared it would eventually be someone else that would bring to a public forum my status as the owner of Club Tower.  If it were to happen, I wanted the damage to her to be minimized. Couple that with the growing desire I had for my stepdaughter, the pain I was sure to cause her if I stayed, I could no longer put my need to be close to her in front of her need to be safe.  To enjoy her innocence and find a life for herself.

Because if I stay I will hurt you.  And I will kill myself a thousand times before I could ever let that happen, my sweet Willow.  My Caramia.  

Thinking of the endearment I’d given her so long ago, a true smile lights my lips.  I recall how she’s corrected me with that sweet, sassy nature.  Making sure I knew that the correct Italian words were ‘cara mia’.  I knew she was right, but the name I gave her was for me.  A deliberate alteration of the words that represented what she meant to me.

Today, as I stand here looking into her face through my binoculars, I feel a pain like being crucified.  Or redeemed.  Perhaps both.  Because she’s walked into my life again.

The aching I’ve pushed away for so long is balled now into a fist of iron and spears, deep in the pit of my stomach.  

I want her.  So strongly it’s as though she invented wanting itself.

She has brought the life back to my beast in the space of a few seconds.  He roars inside of me with a vengeance and the word that has repeated itself in my head every day since I met her pound like hammers in my temples.  My fear now is she will never understand.  But, I will not lose her again.  If it takes the rest of my life, she will understand the true meaning of the that word.

Mine.  Mine.  Mine.

Now, it’s time for my stepdaughter to meet her destiny.  

C H A P T E R   T W O

WILLOW
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I’m not sure what started it, but in the limo ride over to the club we got into a discussion about happiness.  Specifically, are we happy?  Like, each of us, and what does ‘being happy’ mean, exactly, anyway?

Once we got down to it, none of us really seemed to know.  The three friends I had with me couldn’t come up with anything.  And the only thing I could think of after the conversation turned from existential to downright absurd was how that question actually applied to me.

The best thing I could come up with?

Meh.  I’m happy.  

Ish.

Happy-ish. Let’s leave it at that.

And I have left it at that.  As all of us have, because we’ve all gone a bit quiet, which is leaving me looking out of the window and staring in awe at a mansion so enormous it puts Downton Abbey to shame.

Once the limo comes to a stop in front, and we have been escorted through a ten foot tall door that looks like it belongs somewhere in Mordor, the first thing I see inside has my girl parts tightening up and my head tossing up a whole stack of question marks.

“You’re going to cum for me again, aren’t you?”  A man’s voice, such a deep bass that it shakes my core, coming from a frame dressed impeccably in a dark suit that isn’t quite black.  He’s standing behind a gorgeous blond, his hand touching her only at her neck as her head rests back onto his shoulder.  Her dress is black and white lace, an evening gown that covers everything and yet somehow seems to accentuate her sensuality.

I note the veins on the back of his hand, standing over the bones.  I’m that close as we pass by that I see him squeeze.  The woman’s eyes roll back in her head and I watch her shudder.  And this is no ‘When Harry Met Sally’ fake-it, restaurant orgasm.  The woman cums so hard she passes out and the man behind her smiles, catching her before she crumbles to the floor.

I’ve never been to a club like this before.  When my friends said let’s go out, they didn’t give me specifics.  

It’s an invitation only club and we have an invitation for four.  Club Tower.  I’ve been dying to go.  

I should know better than to trust Murphy.  She’s been my alter ego since we were ten.  We met in the bathroom at the country club where our parents belonged.  Well, my mom and Murphy’s mom and dad belonged.  I didn’t have a dad.  Not until later.

That single thought has my belly flipping.  All these years later just the thought of him sends my senses into overload.

That day in the bathroom, Murphy was smoking and I was crying.  I don’t remember why, because it happened so often.  Something my mother had said to me.  I remember that much.  Enter Murphy, the sarcasm to my sweet.  The next year, we ended up at Wentworth Academy in the same class and the rest is history.

“What the heck.”  I mumble, tearing my eyes away from the beautiful couple and such a public intimate sight.  They were completely unaware of the throngs of people around them.  The depth of his attention to her almost scared me.  

How can someone cum, fully clothed, from just a few words and a hand clutched at her throat?  It seems unreal, and yet it was ever so real.

The scent, sound and vibration of lust is everywhere here. It’s in the spaces between the words I hear all around me.  Twisting into the perfume of my friend Whitney, who is leading me through the crowd.  My eyes dart to and fro.  I’m not sure how I feel.  I want to gawk. Rubber neck and giggle like a nervous little girl.

Instead, I grab the back of Whitney’s perfect little black dress and let her drag me along.  She’s as tall as most of the men around us and my own five feet two inches dwarfs me in the crowd.  Even if there are women here my height, with all the six inch stilettos I see you would never know it. I’m the token munchkin it would seem.

I’ve been back in New York two weeks and it’s already home again.  My two years in Paris were wonderful, but my Manhattan heart is beating again and it’s amazing to be back with old friends as so many things in my life are new.

I compare my own outfit to Whitney’s and roll my eyes.  When her limo picked me up outside my mother’s apartment on Central Park South I knew I was out of my depth.  

All three of my friends were dressed in black.  Me?  No one bothered to give me the dress code, did they? So here I am in my boho-chic, multi-colored patchwork skirt and hemp tank.  Both of which are a bit too tight. The button on the back of my skirt threatening to pop off and nail one of these uber elegant club goers in their lustful eyes. 

My matching canvas shoes top off my elegant ensemble. I’m surprised they let me in the door. A sore thumb would blend in better.  My entire body feels tight and a headache is threatening to erupt behind my eyes.  This is so not my world.  And yet, I’m captivated by everything here.

There’s this sudden realization that I’m counting.

One, two, three, four, five...

I’ve done it three times in a row.

Breathe. Count to ten.  When you get to ten, then start again.

It’s what he taught me to do when I was younger.  When I was scared, or thought something was too hard, he taught me to count.

Count to ten, then if it’s still too hard, still hurts too much, go back to one and start again.

I’ve been doing that ever since.  When I’m uncomfortable. When it hurts or I’m just confused or in a place of indecision.  I count and it centers me.  Tough, I’m not sure it’s the counting that achieves that goal.

It’s who taught me to that.  When I count like this, I feel him with me.  

The calm.  The power and the peace I felt around him.  

“Come on!”  Adam reaches back and tugs at my upper arm. He’s 6’6” and weighs about the same as I do.  “Table!”  His voice is always tinged with laughter, no matter what the subject.  He’s been a touchstone in my life, just like Murphy and Whitney. I appreciate having them more than I think they even realize. When I landed my first real, paying design job at Tuck and Burton I was over the moon.  Knowing that Adam works there as well, I was over the moon and stars.

I use the term ‘paying’ loosely here.  I’m a glorified gopher for Lucielle Gladstone, the CEO of the design house, but a thousand girls would give their eye teeth for my job.  It’s make or break.  With Lucielle’s endorsement, careers are launched.  So for now, I’ll take the measly paycheck for the expected payoff later.  

If I survive Lucielle that is.  And survival is no gimme, let me tell ya.  I’ve averaged four to five hours of sleep a night since I took this job.  There are no off hours in Lucielle’s world.  I’m as apt to get a call at 3:00 AM to run some errand or make hotel reservations as I am to get her coffee every morning.

My friends weave us through the crowd like that video game Centipede until we snag a decent table.  Not all the way on the back wall, but not so far into the mix of the party that I feel like I need to inspect my shoes the whole night.  Not that I have on bad shoes, but they’re a far cry from the stilettos I see on most of the women in here.  Whatever, a good canvas loafer suits me just fine.

As soon as we all plop in our seats, a petite woman with jet black hair cut into a razor sharp bob, wearing Gwen Stefani lipstick is standing at the edge of our table.  I didn’t even notice her arrive.  She just sort of appeared there.

She’s not smiling, but neither is she surly. She’s attentive and yet a bit amused by us.

She just seems completely confident in her second skin, black latex dress.  A belly roll nearly identical to mine looks somehow sexy on her, whereas even tonight I cursed my mirror as I tried to find something to wear that would magically turn me into a cellulite free size four.  Yeah, right.

I sit up straighter, pull in my stomach and tug my shoulders back when she looks directly into my eyes.  

“Good evening. Welcome to Club Tower.”  The slightest of smiles curves her lips as she hands us something that looks like an elegant, gold embossed wedding invitation.  “The play rules and etiquette are here.  If you have questions, there are three Dungeon Masters walking the floor and Lord Tower is always watching.”  Her smile turns to a smirk as she looks quickly over her shoulder at a balcony above the crowd then turns back.  “Please don’t look so worried, you’ll be fine.  No one touches anyone else without explicit consent.  Now, drinks for anyone?  There is a two drink maximum.”

Maximum?  I’ve never heard of a drink maximum.

Her smirk doesn’t drop as she responds to my unspoken question.  “No one plays unless they are fully able to consent.  And in Lord Tower’s opinion, after two drinks, that is not possible.  Being substance impaired is grounds for removal from the club.  His house, his rules.”

She takes our drink order.  I don’t drink alcohol at all, so I settle on the only bottled water they have.  Fillico.  $175.00 a glass.  Thank God for trust funds.  

Whitney, Adam and Murphy are chattering away as the woman moves away from our table.  They take turns jabbing at me for my still-wide eyes, but my heart is settling down.  The room is painted black.  Walls, ceiling, fixtures, everything. Black on black on black.  The lighting is hard to figure out.  

It’s gold.  And yet silver.  

Gilver.  I think to myself and giggle out loud drawing the eyes of my friends.  

I’m still such a little girl at heart even though I try to hide it, it sneaks out when I’m not prepared.

The shimmering metallic lighting is sparkling on the walls and off the bodies that move and writhe and walk and moan all around.  

The music is elegant.  Almost hypnotic.  And not so loud we can’t talk.

“So, you miss Paris yet?”  Adam throws back his head, laughing again.  He thinks everything is funny.

“No.  I’m happy to be back.”  I say, looking into his smiling face.  His hair is shaved on the sides of his head and perfectly styled into a hardened faux hawk on top.  

“Sure, Mommy’s penthouse all to yourself.  The dream job at Tuck & Burton.”  Whitney smiles.  She’s screwed up like the rest of us, but her heart is bigger than a Texas republican convention.  “Black Amex at the ready.”

“Shut up.  I hate being under her thumb still.  Did I tell you she left me a voicemail this morning?  Putting some new condition on my trust fund and staying at the apartment.” I realize what a brat I sound, but I can’t help it.  

It’s more than just the money.  My mom uses it to control me, but in my heart I don’t care so much about that.  I just can’t seem to break away from her emotionally.  I still have this loyalty to a woman who has treated me like a business deal gone bad since as far back as I can remember.  I’ve spent a few years in therapy trying to figure it out.  This sick co-dependence we have on one another.

I can only surmise it has something to do with her having me so young.  She was a mother at seventeen with no father in sight to help emotionally or financially.  She succeeded beyond most people’s wildest dreams in spite of me and I guess somehow, in some sick way, I feel guilty for having been born.  For being a hardship for her.

I’m ashamed that I can’t just say goodbye to her and let the chips fall where they may.  I can’t, because the only other person in this world I care about is also at her mercy.

“Poor trust fund babies, all y’all.” Adam points toward each of us before tossing his drink back and shaking his head.  “I feel sooo sorry for you.”

“Stop.”  I attempt to keep my voice light.  “That came out wrong, Adam.  I’m sorry.  I’d love to be free from her but I...”  Our fun night is turning depressing, so I take a deep breath and swallow it back.  “All I want is to nail this job. Get a reference from Lucielle Gladstone and be able to make my own way in this industry.  Have enough of my own money to take care of me and Maisy.”

They all know my grandmother.  She lived with me and my mom for years up until her dementia became an annoyance to my mother and she moved her into her own apartment with full time round the clock care.  I’ve always called her by her first name.  She insisted on that when I was still a little girl.  

Said she would never be the needlepoint and cookie baking grandmother type, and besides, she loved her name and it would be a shame for her favorite person in the world to not address her by it.  She always made me feel important even if she never fit the typical grandmother role.

She’s almost fully dependent on the staff now and even when I offered to move in and take care of her when I moved back from Paris, my mother refused.  No real reason except she could see it was something I wanted.

My mom wields her power like a Samurai’s katana.  Refusing to even consider my offer to look after my grandmother.  Instead, she makes sure I know that if I don’t toe the line I won’t even be able to see Maisy, let alone help take care of her.  

My dream is to never, ever be dependent upon anyone again.  After I’m free from my mother, I will never put myself in this position again, at the financial mercy of someone else.  It’s clouded every choice and judgment my entire life and I know most people look at my life and think the grass isn’t just green on my side of the fence, it’s also dusted with glitter and icing sugar. 

But, truth?  I almost see a freedom in having less.  

In living within whatever means I can manage for myself.  But every which way I turn, I feel my mother’s pull.  I look in the mirror and I see a weak-willed woman staring back.  So every day I can achieve just a little bit, make something of a name for myself with Lucielle Gladstone, is a day I’m moving toward my own independence.

I look around at the trio of my best friends chattering away and I’m grateful for each of them.

Murphy and Whitney are both stunning in their own way.  Murphy has jet black hair, coupled with the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen and two of the deepest set dimples in the world, which is sort of a twist of fate since she is one of the most jaded people I know.  But on her, it’s almost charming, not whiny.  

Whitney, well, she could walk the Victoria’s Secret’s runway.  Probably make the other girls jealous, too.  She’s also armed with a PhD in Neuroscience and a Masters in Bioengineering.  She finished her degrees concurrently and has gone on to do absolutely nothing with them. 

That’s her way of telling her parents to go fuck themselves.  I don’t agree with it, but she’s got her reasons and she also has a trust fund that could run a small country, so who am I to judge?

Adam is the only one of us that actually needs his paycheck, just another one of the differences between our ragtag little group.  We’re all a bit of a disaster in our own ways.

“Oh!”  Murphy waves a hand in front of her, grabbing our attention.  “Guess who I saw this morning coming out of fucking Starbucks for crissake?  Who the fuck still goes there, anyway?”  Murphy screws up her face with disdain.

“Uhhh, everyone.”  Whitney deadpans and Murphy sticks her tongue out.  

“Whatever.  Anyway, what was I saying?”

“Starbucks.  You were about to tell us——”

“Yes!  Guess who I saw?”

Murphy sits there, staring around at each of us, actually expecting us to guess, like there’s some way we might be able to narrow it down from everyone in the whole world.

Murphy smacks my shoulder before going on.  “No idea, huh?  I ran smack dab into Derrick Marcus the thiiiiiiirrrddd.”  She draws out the word, rolling her eyes until all we see is white.  But my stomach turns.  My fingertips turn cold.

If she’s expecting me to say something to that, she’s going to be disappointed.

“What the fuck?” Adam glares at her. “Even if you saw him, you didn’t have to bring it up.”  He shifts in his chair and gives me a sympathetic side eye.  

“What?”  Murphy raises her eyebrows, genuinely clueless.  That’s her.  I won’t hold it against her.  “I thought she would want to know.  You want to know, right Willow?  I thought he was living in LA, but he said he’s back.  So shut the fuck up, Adam, she has a right to know something like that.  I think she needs to know.”

“It’s fine.  I’m fine.”

Yeah, okay, nice attempt at lying, Willow.  If that’s true, then why am I sweating? Why can’t I stop swallowing the spit that is gathering in my mouth?

“He was living in LA.  He switched from the west coast office of the law firm to Manhattan.  Lots of rich people in trouble on both coasts.  He’s in demand from what I hear.  Does a great job manipulating the criminal justice system.”  Whitney leans in. Her eyes soft on me.  “But he has some big deal he’s working on with Daddy as well from what he said.  Honestly, that family is the one percent of the one percent of the one percent, and they still can’t stop there.  Derrick is back in his father’s good graces. But you know, with them it’s not even about the money. It’s about winning. Or more than that, it’s making sure someone else loses.”

Adam spins his glass half a turn back and forth on the sleek onyx-granite tabletop. 

“I still can’t believe your mom didn’t believe you.”  Adam whispers, dropping his eyes and leaning over at the waist.

I shake my head, not wanting to discuss it.  Instead I lift my eyes and try to distract myself with some of the sexual energy that pulses in the room.  Around us, there are mainly clothed humans.  But toward the back of the enormous room, I catch glimpses of flesh and the noises are distant but distinct.  Pleasurable moans twisted with yelps and cries of pain.  It makes for interesting background noise.  The distraction doesn’t help me to ignore the way my gut is turning in and over on itself.

“Don’t you think it’s time you had a boyfriend?  Or a girlfriend I don’t care. You haven’t even dated anyone have you?” Murphy chimes in and this time Adam and Whitney both give her side eyes.  “I mean besides when Derrick stalked you your sophomore year if that counts.”

“I didn’t date him and he wasn’t my boyfriend.”  I correct.  “He apparently thought he was, but he was not.”

“Sorry.”  Murphy shakes her head.  “Wrong word.  But you haven’t had a boyfriend.  I’m not wrong about that.”

Truth is, I’ve never had a boyfriend.  Boys have never appealed to me.  

I try to push away the image of the man that still haunts me.  The man that makes all other potential suitors superfluous.  

The man I can’t have.  

Shouldn’t want.  

And can’t forget.

“Leave it to you to be the one to have a legit stalker.  It’s the sweet ones they latch onto.  Me?  I’m like fucking Teflon.”  Murphy tosses back the rest of her Macallan scotch and releases a sigh.  “I think I should become a Domme.”  

“He’s not a stalker, either.” My chest is tight.  “He asked me to the dance sophomore year. I said no.  The rest is ugly history at this point.”

“Yes, but you are the only girl at Wentworth Academy that ever turned him down. The. Only. One. A guy like Derrick takes that shit personally.  In his mind you’re the bad guy in all this.”  She checks her manicure and looks bored.

Whitney clears her throat.  “How’s your mom?”  She sucks her pink drink through the skinny black straw, her auburn hair falling down over her shoulders.  

I’m relieved for the change of subject, but turning from Derrick to my mom is not much of an improvement.

“Fine.  She seems happier.  She took over the London office and came out.  She’s chasing down the next big deal, of course.  She’ll be Managing Partner at Gibson, Cromwell & Reed as soon as she can secure the next big client.  Whatever, it makes her happy to win at all costs.  At least she’s across the pond, so to speak, so our relationship has improved with distance.”  I sip on my water, trying to gauge just how much each sip is worth.

“Your mom is an original.”  Murphy chuckles. “She’s not like the other moms, that’s for sure.”

The movement of a tall gentleman dressed in a black suit draws my eye.  As he moves through the crowd, everyone steps away.  He’s parting humans like Moses parted the Red Sea. I can’t see his face but he’s clearly a force.  I feel it from across the room.  

Out of all the other black suits in this massive space, something about the way he moves tugs at me.  I only see him from the back, but my eyes are instantly glued.  The lights glint and reflect off his hair and the color reminds me of cool pint of Guinness. It’s trimmed just above the collar of his white shirt in a perfectly symmetrical edge. 

Something about it makes me think of running my tongue along the crisp line.  I shake away the thought.  I’ve not had that reaction to a man in forever.  Not since...I shake my head again.  The memories making me flushed and irritated.

Adam stands up and I breathe a sigh of relief at his interruption.  “I’m going sightseeing. I didn’t come here to sit and yap with you old bitties all night. Y’all coming?”  He looks at his three dates for the evening and we all know we are not even close to being the kind of sights he wants to see.  Our XX’s are not on his menu. He’s an XY fan.

“Sure.”  Whitney stands to join him, tugging down on her black skirt to cover a another inch of thigh.  Seriously, her legs are insane.  I shift my ass in my chair, feeling uncomfortable as I look at her.  

I’ve gained five pounds since I came back to New York, and that’s on top of the fifteen I gained during my time in Paris.  Everything there is cooked with butter and served topped with butter.  

“Margaret.”  Murphy shakes her head as she blurts out my mother’s name.  She is apparently stuck on my mom and my family life this evening.  “I remember the day you called me, when Pike left.  You were more upset that your stepfather was moving out than your mom telling you she was a lesbian and their marriage had all been for her to put on the right show and feed her career.  But, I never understood what he got out of it.”

“Why are you bringing this up tonight?”  I snap.  Thinking of this right now is irritating me more than is logical, but Murphy has a way of saying things that demands a response.  Like, if I don’t say anything then I will be the one who’s being rude.  

“They were college friends.”  I temper my irritation with a side of monotone.  “Made one of those stupid pacts.  If they weren’t married by the time they were thirty-five or something, they would marry each other.  Just turned out that it also coincided with my mom needing a husband to cover for her female interests.  Seems a lesbian as a partner was not in the cards and Pike was a catch, what with his family name and all the zeros in his bank account.  Marrying Pike Richards of Richards Holdings was apparently the magic ticket to the next step in her career.  She made partner that year.  Anyway, whatever, go walk around.”  I flap my hand over my head.  “Enough about me and my family for tonight. I’m going to stay and guard the table.”

They give me a minute of fuss trying to get me to follow them, but I stand my ground and they disappear into the black on black of the crowd.

I lean over and cover my eyes with both hands, try to recall my reasoning for why I was happy-ish.  I should be happy, right?

Yes, I should, I have my dream job.  Or, the first step towards my dream job.

I don’t worry about money, only because my mom still underwrites my life, and that makes me feel less than adult, I suppose.  I have friends, such as they are but I love them.   

Family, okay, well that’s a fairly empty hole right there.  Except for Maisy.  

But all in all, my life is charmed, so why do I feel like this?  Like I’m clawing at the rock walls of a well, looking up at the world above.  I’m a spoiled brat, that’s why.  Stuck on the one person that I shouldn’t want and can never have.  

As much as I’ve tried to forget, it — I mean he — keeps coming back.  

In my dreams.  In every other thought.  I imagine him.  

What he would be thinking.  Doing.  Saying to me.  All these years later, he’s still with me more than he should be and I need therapy.

Or pharmaceuticals.

“Excuse me.”  A male voice from behind my left shoulder drenches me in ice.  Followed immediately by flames that flicker around my feet then rise up and over me in a whoosh that nearly causes me to black out.  “You shouldn’t be here.”

C H A P T E R   T H R E E
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A vacuum of silence envelops me.  I’m squirming in my chair and my eyes flutter in disbelief.  The most stunning man I’ve ever seen is standing over me.  

An entire lifetime comes alive in this single moment.  Sitting here in this wickedly beautiful room, surrounded by people who are confident in their own proclivities and lust.  It sets an obscene backdrop for the rush of primal, animal desire that shakes me.  Desire for the man that I called ‘Dad’ for a few years of my life.  A moniker I gave him freely, even after he entered my life for such a short time.  

“Willow.”  He says my name as though he doubts I’m real.

“Pike.”  His name feels unnatural slipping from my lips, but he is no longer who he once was to me and I’m not sure who he is now.  Or what he’s doing here.

For a moment, I forget how much I missed him, lost instead in the green pools of his familiar eyes.  The lines around his mouth a set a bit deeper now.  His face is pure masculinity.  Imperfect and yet beyond stunning.  His full lips look warm and inviting. His left eyebrow sits slightly higher and at a different angle than the right.  The silver scar on his cheek still visible from the day he slipped on my stuffed hedgehog I left on the kitchen floor. He fell into the corner of the cabinet, slicing open his skin and gaining him six stitches.

He never made me feel bad about that. He just said he would have a permanent reminder of me every time he looked in the mirror.

One, two, three, four, five...the counting he taught me to do long ago starts immediately, instinctively.

The dark arch of his eyebrows, set on a brow that juts out, square and proud and unashamed.  The years have been good to him and I fight the thundering storm that is growing into a tempest down deep in my center. 

Ice.  Think of ice.  Glaciers. Siberia.  Anything that’s colder than your lust right now. 

“Something you need?”  My voice turns to granite.  

A flicker of gold dances in the green of his eyes before a sadness swoops down over his face.  I feel the change in him.  It’s palpable.  And the thump in my chest gathers in my throat preventing any more words from forming.

“You look more beautiful than ever, Caramia.”

“Don’t call me that.”  I bite back.  

I grip the sides of my chair and scoot myself backward.  Pike is standing too close for me to think straight. But, just like he always did, he reads me before I even read myself.

“Don’t retreat. Please.”

I fight against the involuntary smile, hating my body for reacting the way it is.  Only Pike would use such precision of language.  Most people would say ‘don’t leave’, or ‘hey, wait’.  But not him.  

His hand comes out to twist in a curl that is hanging in a spiral over my left eye.  He used to do that before.  Wrap one of his fingers in a curl of my hair and tell me I was the prettiest girl in the world even when I knew it wasn’t true.  

Intellectually, I understand I was too young for there to be any interest on his part for me.  I was a child when we met and I know he is a man of honor.  He would never have seen me as more than what I was: his stepdaughter.  

But that hasn’t prevented me from the heartbreak I’ve felt over the years whenever his face comes to mind.  How I wished whatever it was between us could have been so very different. Even as my brain tells me it couldn’t be.  Wrong or right.  I wanted him to want me.  And not just as a legal obligation.

“I’m here with friends.”  I see Adam towering over most of the crowd, heading back to the table.  I grab my glass and empty the last of the water, trying to cool the flames that are melting me from the inside out.  

“Caramia, I’ve missed you.  Come with me to my office.  Give me a few minutes.”

“Hi.”  Murphy saunters straight to Pike and offers her hand.  “I’m Murphy, remember me?”

“Pleasure.”  Pike replies in his signature elegant politeness, but he doesn’t take her hand, doesn’t even seem to notice it hanging there in the space between them.  “Welcome to Club Tower.  I’m Lord Tower.”  He knows my friends, but he’s in some kind of character.  It’s a bit odd and at the same time, this persona only makes him more wildly attractive.

He nods toward Adam and Whitney, who are staring at him like he’s glowing bright orange or something.  Earlier they had described the story of the owner of the club to me as though he was some sort of mythical God. At the time, I shrugged my shoulders and scoffed that someone would call themselves by such a pretentious moniker.  They had any idea the owner was my former stepfather.

Lord Tower.

But now that I see Pike standing here, he is Lord Tower and it fits him as well as the tuxedo he wears.

He’s that stunning.  People stop and turn when he walks by.  It’s been like that from the time I met him when I was eleven.  The day my mom called me to her office, had the limo take me from school and meet her there.  To introduce me to my new stepfather.  After the deal was already done.  Romance was not a part of their bargain.  

“Hello.”  Adam laughs as he crosses his arms and doesn’t hide the way he takes in every inch, from head to toe, then back up to settle his eyes on Pike’s crotch.

Suddenly, I’m eleven years old again.  That same electric rush covers me that I felt even then, only now it’s zapping me in places that have my thighs tight and my mouth dry.  I hate to say, my eyes drop with Adam’s to the fly of Pike’s pants. 

Only, I’m remembering the time I waltzed into the workout and sauna room just off our indoor pool area without knocking.  The enormous bathroom in there had this shower with these pulsating jets I just loved.  It was just weeks before Pike left.  I was sure Mom and Pike had both left for work, but I found out quickly just how wrong my assumption was.

Enter sixteen year old me into the bathroom, then there I am, standing face to face with my naked stepfather, my eyes stuck on the inches of length that hung down to his upper thigh.  When those inches filled and stood tall in a matter of seconds, something inside me changed.  I think something inside Pike changed as well, but even when he tried to talk to me about it, I would shut down and make excuses to get away.

What he didn’t know, what he will never know, is how I hate to admit how many times I’ve pulled that memory back out of storage as I lay in bed at night, my own fingers dancing between my legs.  Imagining the sound of his voice in my ear, telling me things a stepfather shouldn’t.

Touching me in ways that always made me ashamed. 

They also made me cum.

Daddy.

“Willow.”  Pike says my name and I turn six shades of crimson as my three friends look from Pike to me, then back realizing I’ve been lost in my own world for who knows how long.

“Everyone,”  I swoop my hand out in front of my friends before turning it palm up toward Pike’s chest.  “You remember my stepfather Pike Richards.  Adam, this is Pike.”  

I hear Whitney snort.  They know him already and my faux pas makes it clear how flustered I am.

“Yes, we remember your stepfather.”  Murphy juts out a hip and steps in front of Adam to position herself at Pike’s left shoulder.

Adam’s hands come up to the sides of Murphy’s head and jerk her right back into place.  Adam is doe eyed and giving up his point position next to Pike brings out his inner bitch.

“Your stepfather?” Adam bites his lower lip as his eyebrows jut upward. He’s the only one of us that hasn’t had the pleasure of meeting Pike before.  “Willow failed to mention her stepfather owned this club.”

“Former stepfather actually.” Pike corrects with a soft smile my way then continues.  “Willow did not know about this place.” Pike raises his chin and looks at me, while putting his hands down into the jet black pockets of his trousers.  

The last thing I notice before my panties soak through and my knees threaten to buckle, is the way Pike subtly shifts his hips and adjusts those inches of length I recall so very clearly.

C H A P T E R   F O U R
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“You shouldn’t be here.”  I repeat unable to stay the fury of why she is here.  

I fight to hold back the anger in my voice even as I savor the sight of her.  Her tank top swoops low enough for me to see the way she’s filled out.  Rounded and tempting.  My mouth waters thinking of drawing the peak of her nipple onto my tongue.  Setting my teeth there tighter and tighter until she gasps and begs me to stop.

I’ve garnered a private suite for her friends in order to get her alone.  After settling her three companions, I set about the task of getting Willow to my office because I need her away from here and alone with me like I need my next breath.

“Oh, I shouldn’t be here?”  She huffs.  “Is that right?”

The way the right side of her face pinches together when she’s trying to be tough only sends more blood driving and pounding into my already full hard on.

The moment she walked in here, the mixture of emotions sent me into a spin.  Having the joy of seeing her beauty again, and at the same time battling the roaring, possessive beast inside me, has my head pounding.  

I don’t want her here.  In my club.  I don’t want anyone else looking at her.  Wanting her.  Thinking of the same things I wish to do to her.  Only me.  That’s the way it should be.

“No, Willow.  You shouldn’t.”  The hypocrisy is not lost on me.  I get that.  It doesn’t make any difference right now.

I think this lifestyle is a beautiful dance when done with respect and reverence, but that doesn’t stop the bubbling jealousy inside me.  The thought that she would be with anyone else. That anyone else would even be thinking of her in that way.  It is impossible for me to fathom.  

“Come with me princess.”  She gives me a look of defiance but I know she wants to come.  I can see it in her eyes.

“Maybe I don’t want to come with you.” That little brat inside her only makes my heart beat more wildly.  

“Maybe you don’t.  But you will.”  I use the tone in my voice that she needs and it works.

Stepping forward without another word, I swallow and soften my hand into the small of her back. Guiding her through the crowd, each patron steps aside to give us room.  I don’t miss the whispers, or the looks. The club goers have never seen me escort a woman through the floor here before and many of them have known me for years.

“You were over the top with my friends.  Giving them a suite is unnecessary.  They have money.”  She turns to look up at me as we step into the private elevator, heading for my office.  The elevator doors silently slip shut, leaving us encapsulated in the lush black velvet walls and low seductive symphony of Vivaldi, drifting down from the speaker above our heads.

“It takes more than money here to garner a suite Willow. Everyone here has money.  I will be sure they receive the VIP treatment.  I wanted to do it.  It would be rude to take you away from your friends without leaving them with some consolation prize.”

“Well, like I said, just a few minutes.  That’s all.  Then I want to get back to my friends.”  Her lips pull together as she shifts her eyes from me to the black granite under her canvas shoes.  

Her earthy style does nothing to hinder the seductive sway of her hips.  Her ass is calling for my mark, and forgotten dreams of all the ways I’ve ever imagined putting it there flare up in my mind.  

She is an absolutely stunning mess as usual.  Much to her mother’s disappointment, Willow’s own style was clean and fresh. Unassuming.  Not made up and glamorized.. Her fascination with fashion was somewhat of an irony because she cared little as to how she looked.  But her artistic clothing designs are a far cry from how she chooses to present herself.

Tonight Willow is make-up free, her warm brown hair in waves looking windblown and perfect around her shoulders.

“How was Paris?”  I don’t want her protests to continue, so I change the subject.  

Her hazel eyes light up as they meet mine for a split second.  Her hair is an inch or so shorter than the last pictures my private detective sent to me before she left for Europe.  

She’s been in the sun as well.  Her nose is dotted with a few additional freckles and the highlights in her warm brown hair frame her face in gold.

“It’s Paris. I hated it.”  Her sarcastic reply hides what I think is pleasure regarding my interest.  The music in the elevator spins around and seems to gathers her perfume sending my senses into overdrive.

If she only knew.  In the years between when her mother and I dissolved our partnership and she left for Paris, I’ve kept track of her every day outside of the first two months I was gone.  I tried to stay away at first, of course, but I failed.  

I have files on my computer of all the information the men and women I hired to follow her reported to me.  It wasn’t until she left for Paris that I stopped.  My obsession consumed me and I knew it couldn’t go on.  I sat in my limo at the airport after I followed her that morning, watching as she disappeared into the terminal.  

And again, I tried to let her just go.  Hoping beyond hope that she would find her own happiness across the ocean, far away from me.

The doors to the elevator open into my office.  The walls are white, contrasting with the black of the rest of the club.  Thick, cream colored rugs overlap on the wide planks of the wood floor.

This is my sanctum.  An original Picasso hangs behind my desk.  The bright primary colors pull Willow’s eyes as I key in the lock code on the elevator before turning to the open door of my office.  It shuts down any possibility of someone else with the clearance to come to my office.  Lights up the red ‘do-not-disturb’ light outside my door. The one I’ve only ever used once before.

The day I returned from the airport, after she left.  I sat in my office for two days, unable to leave.  Unable to come to terms that she was really gone.  It took Sir James on the third day to talk me out of my stupor.  From then on, I’ve lived but not well. Not with any emotion.  Until today.

“What would you like?”  I step behind my desk, my fingers on the keyboard of my computer, pulling up my email.  

Her eyes widen and I realize the broad spectrum of my question.  

“To eat.”  I add as I type into the IM program on my screen, ready to order her anything and everything my chef can produce.

“I’m not hungry.”  

“When and what have you eaten today?” I clear my throat.  

I think of eating her.  Feasting on the world’s most delicious treasure. The countless times I’ve dreamt of slipping my tongue slowly between her folds swim back into mind, and my cock loses control.  I hold back the catch in my throat as the tightness gathering in my balls threatens to make me grunt with need. 

She’s being difficult on purpose, but that only drives my aching need to have her.  Images of unwrapping her, of tasting her pink nipples, fly around in my brain.  But it’s more.  I need to know she’s cared for.  And the flood of my obsession returns a thousand fold.

“I haven’t seen you in...how many years?  This is stupid.  I’m going back to my friends.”  She tosses her head back and forth then settles her angry hazel eyes on me.  “Why do you care what I’ve eaten today, Pike?”

She says the words but doesn’t make a move to turn toward the elevator. Her mixed signals mimic my own distress about how much I’ve wanted my own stepdaughter for too long.

“Is that your question, Willow?  What do you really want to ask?”  

I quickly type in a request for a buffet of food to be delivered, as quickly as the staff will prepare it, then look back to see her settle on one hip.  Her hands are gripping the strap of the purse she’s carrying.  It’s not just a purse, it’s in the shape of a book.  

Not just any book, it’s ‘Jane Eyre’ and it’s all I need to know that tonight is not coincidence.  It’s destiny.  A destiny put into motion the first time I saw her sweet face.

She lets go of the strap and one hand comes up to rub the corner of her left eye.  She’s tired.  I want to put her to bed. Tuck her in and let her sleep next to me until I know all her dreams, then only wake her when I can make them all come true.

“I don’t want to ask anything.”  She gives me a resigned smile.  “There’s nothing I need to know.  You seem to be happy.  That’s good.  I’m glad.  Really.”

Her words fall around my feet like shards of a mirror that once reflected back the shame of my feelings for her.  

“Willow, I never stopped caring for you.  I never stopped...”  Loving you.

My heart breaks again as I let my voice trail off, but her eyes narrow.  I step out from behind my desk, making my way toward her, dizzy with her scent.  It’s pulling at my heart and driving the beast inside of me nearly out of his mind.

“I know.  It’s okay.  Mom can be...Mom.”  She shrugs.  

The day I left it was her mother who spoke for her.  Letting me know in no uncertain terms our business deal was over—and that included any contact with Willow.  

At the time I was so lost in my own self-hatred I thought it was what was best for Willow.  That I should just disappear and leave her to find a life without me.  My shame as the growing longing for my own stepdaughter consumed me told me I was doing what was best for her.  And in my life, that has been the only thing that ever made sense to me.  What I clung onto.

To do what is and was and always will be best for her.

I reach to unburden her from the handbag, noting the way she brings her shoulder to her ears as my fingertips brush her arm.

“Do you remember when I gave you the first Jane Eyre book?”

The blush that races up her chest and settles onto her cheeks answers my question.  It was her favorite book and each year after that first time I gifted her a first edition of the novel, I searched for other rare and beautiful copies of the book.  In the years that followed, her collection grew to include over ten copies of the classic story.

“Of course.  My thirteenth birthday.  You said every princess deserves her happy ending.”

“And I meant it.”  I set the bag down on the soft cream velvet tufted chair that sits in front of my desk.  

My other hand dares to settle once again just above the swell of her ass, urging her forward to where the fireplace is crackling and the warmth radiates.  To my honor, she steps with me and her fresh scent reminds me of cherry blossoms and ginger. Complex and soft, but still exotic and pure.  

I lean forward, intending my words to seep directly into her ear, hoping that they will somehow wind their way to her heart. “That was the first time I called you my princess.”

After a long moment, she turns her head to whisper into my chest.  “And that was the first time I called you Daddy.”  

Hearing that last word nearly drops me to my knees.  I take a step away, afraid of the things I want from her right now.  When she continues, I’m holding my breath, trying to take yet another step away.

“And do you remember the last time you called me princess?”  The edge leaves her voice and in its place is the little girl. Again, I nearly trip as it hooks me, and every part of my being knows its purpose.

It’s her.

It has been for too long and I will never let her go again.

Never.
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I settle my eyes on the softest flesh my fingers have ever touched.  Her cheeks are flushed still as we stand together, feeling the warmth of the fire and the crackling tension rising between us.

Her eyes flicker.  Their hazel strands, laced with the reflection of the flames, have me on the edge of reason.  

We’ve talked over every safe and mundane subject possible, avoiding the elephant in the room.  The gravity between us is growing in intensity with every passing second.  I know she’s working at Tuck & Burton. That she’s staying in her mother’s penthouse again, back on Central Park South where we all lived together.

I imagine her in her room.  Tucked into the same bed I kissed her goodnight in, more times than I can count, and yet I remember each one as though it happened right now, in this instant.  

I’m not a depraved monster, believe me.  When she was young, my calling to her was that of a predator protecting its own. But as she blossomed into a woman, even as those protective instincts remained, they were topped with a longing I’d never felt before.  A yearning for something that lay long dormant in me.  She awakened my beast and nothing will ever slake his lust but her flesh.

His ownership of what he knows belongs to him and him alone.

My eyes have not left her face in a long while, and finally in the silence, Willow relents and meets them.  We exchange no words, yet we say more than we have in all the years since we met.

Her chest fills with a deep, settling breath, and her shoulders relax.  Taking advantage of the drop in tension, I inch a step forward, closing the space between us to something far more intimate.  

“What do you feel?”  I ask as my hand comes up to toy with a lock of her hair.  Her lips fall open and her eyelids dance a bit lower.

“I was angry when I saw you tonight.”  She shifts on her feet, relaxing.  “But now...”  She stops herself, and I feel her fear of what might come next.  I’m aroused and desperate to hear every thought and feeling.  I want it.  All of it.

“Just say it.  Say the words, Willow.  What are you feeling right now?”

My other hand comes to her neck, gliding my fingers to the back, snaking slowly up into her silken hair until my fingers close and I feel her melt.  I tangle them tighter, pulling her head back an inch and holding it there, steady, forcing her eyes to stay with me.

“Like I’m in a dream.”  Her words seep over her lips in a slow dance.  My face is down close enough for me to breathe them in.  I want all of her to be part of me.  I want her to melt into me.  To give me all of herself.  So that I can be the man she deserves.  The only man she will ever need.

Need.

I need her to need me.  In every way.

“Is it a good dream?  Or a nightmare?”  I ask as my lips come to her forehead.  I don’t kiss her.  I rest them there, holding her steady, urging her to give more. To offer what I need.

Her body shudders as I listen to her gather a nervous breath before answering.

“I don’t know which it is.  I think maybe it’s both.  Because I’m scared to death, but it feels like all the good dreams I’ve ever had may actually come true. Because you’ve been in my dreams.  For such a long time.”

Her words drive a stake through my heart.  Knowing she’s felt this way tears at me.  It sends the pounding in my cock into overdrive.  My mouth waters as my lips touch her flesh, the thoughts of my tongue slicing into her soaking cunt more than I can bear.

I pull my lips from her forehead, just enough to form the words. “Do you remember the note I wrote in the book?”

She nods and I pull her hair back, our lips fighting to touch.

She doesn’t answer, so I continue.  “You will always be my princess.  Mine.  Then I signed it.  Daddy.”

Even then those were the words I thought of constantly.  She was mine from that first moment.

“And now?  What am I now?”  Her question feels scorching hot, like flames lapping up from my feet to my face.

I close any available space left between us.  Her softness first touches the hardest part of me.  Then I feel the swell of her breasts flatten against the flat of my chest.  The pain of my longing for her folds in and over on itself, thickening my erection.

The green in her hazel eyes darkens and there is no longer any denying the desire in me.  I shift and gently rub my length into her soft curves, feel the way she turns her hips, just ever so slightly, every one of my senses heightened, focused solely on her.  I swear, in this state I can even smell the subtle differences in her desire.  Her pheromones call to me.  The scent of lust as it releases from her skin.

“You are mine.”  I can’t help it.  I won’t let her go again.  “You are my princess.”

I imagine my face centered between her legs.  It’s a fantasy that has played over and over in my mind, millions of times.  I want to taste her. To take her into myself in every way.  Her flesh between my teeth as her cries of pain and desire fill my ears.  I want to love her and hurt her and own her and care for her, in ways most would not understand.  

“And you are...who are you to me?”  Her lips move against mine.  The kiss that is taunting us will set in motion something I may not be able to stop, and I think Willow senses what is at stake.

“Don’t think, Willow.  Just say it.  You tell me.  When you think of me...when you want to call to me, what would you say?”  I grind my hard on against her and listen to the halted breath, the moan she tries to stifle.

Our eyes lock.  Lips brushing lips with each breath and word, as I hold back the quaking orgasm she’s pulling forth within me.  Not even a touch, not a brush of fingertips, but I’m on the edge, cum already seeping out, my balls tight with anticipation.  She is a prize I’ve waited too long to claim.

Her eyes fall shut as she lets go of all the pain, all the heartache.  “I would call you Daddy.”

My lips mount hers in a rush, I let the years of repressed desire go as my cum sprays into my pants.  That word means more to me that she could possibly know.  I cum so hard, I feel as though my body and my soul are being torn in two.

Being a Dominant is about control. But tonight she’s taken my orgasm from me, and it tells me what I’ve known for so long.

I belong to her as much as she belongs to me.

My tongue takes her mouth.  There is no time for subtlety or soft innuendo.  There is an eruption, an explosion, something the beast inside me has wanted for so long.

Our mouths wind around and my fingers tear at her hair, raking, gripping.  She moans, arching her back as I steal the very breath from her lungs, then give it back to her as I see fit.  I shiver as icy heat travels up my spine, the last of my orgasm wracking my body as her flavor spreads through me.

I savor every second of our binding kiss.  Her breath is coming faster now, as our teeth clack together, grinding against each other even as flesh grinds into flesh.  I feel her soften into me.  Our need is clawing at us both.

I want to be as close to her as possible.  I want to feel her body wrap itself around me, giving me the honor of releasing my cum inside her.  I’ve never done that before, not with anyone.  I saved that for her. For us.  

I pull back, watch her eyes close, her mouth still hanging open, tasting the air, gulping breaths.  “Are you okay?”  A smile, small and real, crests my lips as I look into her innocent face.  

“I think so.”  She mumbles, her eyes shut tight.

“You should look at me, Caramia.”

“I don’t want to open my eyes.  I want this dream to last.”

Her plump, pink lips slowly pull up, not for me but for the thought of me that’s inside her head. That smile has been my muse for so long.  Now it’s showing itself to me, and I want to see it every morning, from now until the day I die.  When I wake up in the morning with her next to me, it should be there. I don’t want to live another single day without making her smile.  I will take care of her in every way.

Before I can answer, reassure her that all this is real, there is a loud buzz from the intercom.  It makes us both jump, breaking the moment, her eyes opening wide.  The magic dispelled.

“Don’t move, Caramia.”  I shift and let my hands fall from her hair, give her a moment to find her feet as I step toward the intercom next to the elevator.  

“What?”  My voice is sharp, and I immediately regret it.  I never show emotion with the staff.  It’s a part of my professional image.

Sir James hesitates, his confusion palpable.  “Lord Tower...the food you requested is ready.  May we bring it up?” 

“Are you hungry?”  Willow asks from behind me.  “Because I ate earlier. Right before we came.”  Her face goes red.  “Before we left, I mean.  To come over here.  You didn’t give me a chance to tell you earlier, when you were talking about food.”

She leans against the back of the velvet chair, her arms straight down at her sides, bracing herself there and adjusting her ass up onto the back of the fabric.

I lick my lips, then turn away to whisper into the speaker.  I tell James to hold the food and prepare a larger buffet for her friends, then release the button and step back toward her.  Her skirt shifts, just above her knees, as she crosses her ankles and brings her ear lower to her shoulder.

“In answer to your question, I am hungry.” I rumble, unbuttoning my tuxedo jacket and stepping back in her direction.  I feel the sticky remnants of my orgasm against my still-hard dick.  “But not for food.  I’m hungry for your cunt, my sweet princess.  Your Daddy is going to spread those legs and taste what’s his.  Are you ready for that?”

Her mouth drops open, the smile replaced by a look of shock,  but her eyes give away the fire in her center.  My words ignite something within her that only makes my beast more ravenous.

I’m on her like an animal. Whipping her around her ass in the air, sliding her skirt up the backs of her legs, running my hands up the outsides of her thighs, the heat of her flesh searing my fingertips.  

I hear her soft whisper, no more than a warm breath. “Oh my God.” She quivers as my fingertips dig into her hips and I draw her ass back, upward, leaning my body over her until my lips graze her ear.

“Tell Daddy you want his kisses, princess.  The kisses he’s been saving just for you.  Special kisses that will make you his forever.”

She nods and whimpers as my fingers slip down inside the elastic of her cotton panties.  Her body shakes as I slowly move lower, savoring each second her flesh is beneath my digits.

“Who does this belong to?”  I seethe into her ear, my teeth catching her lobe as the tips of my fingers find her bare outer lips.  The slick of moisture, already she’s wet for me.  I nearly come undone knowing she wants me as I want her.

I slide the tip of my index finger lightly into the top crease of her pussy, just above her clit, and hold it there.  Touching her here for the first time, in this first moment, is not something I want to rush.  I want to remember this in my dreams, every night until I leave this life.

My breath is shaking as I feel the slick heat and the softest flesh against my finger.

“Oh my God.” She huffs again as she opens her legs an inch more.  Those tiny, subtle movements mean more to me than anything she could imagine.  

“Not God, Caramia.  Daddy.”  I slip my finger down, brushing her clit, pressing gently on top as my other hand pulls her panties downward.  They fall from my grasp to settle at her feet.  Our bodies are still pinned into each other, my chest against her back, covering her with her skirt clumped around her waist.

The next sweet sounds that come out of her steal my very breath.  She is beautiful, her scent, her sight, her sounds.  I get to my feet and hold her steady as I move around behind, watching her as a lion watches a gazelle.  She gasps and squirms as I sink my teeth for the first time into her flesh, nipping the back of her neck, holding back from biting too hard.  I just need her to know I’m here.  A growl comes from the depths of me and I fight the beast that threatens to take hold.  I will never harm her, but this is mine, and my teeth are the first marks of my ownership she will have.  She will know the pleasure of pain, yet I would never truly hurt her.  Never.  She will know that.  She will trust me, completely.  She is mine to protect, completely.  Her body.  Her heart.  Her soul.

“You are my princess and the things I will do to you my sweet...” My voice shakes as the beast that lives inside of me fights the chains that have bound him for too long.  “I’ve wanted for so long.  I want all of you, Caramia.  I won’t take any less than everything.  Do you understand?  After this, after you are mine, I will never be the same.  I will not be able to stop.  Are you Daddy’s girl?”

I kneel behind her.  Worshipping at the sight of her round ass.  The pink shimmer of the slice of pussy between her full thighs.  She’s my girl.  But she’s a woman.  Full and voluptuous.  And I love every inch.

My heart is a savage drum beat in my chest.  Each thump matched by the same intense pounding in my cock.  But, right now, it’s all for her.  I will wait. My needs will wait.  She will always come first in every way.  

She raises up on her toes, pushing herself back, toward my face, as I bring my hands up to grip her ass, pulling it apart and splaying her soaking pussy before me.  Her luscious scent hits me like a freight train, branding me with her being for all time.

I lift one hand, quickly bringing it up, then back down with a smack.  Her body freezes and she gasps.

“I don’t like to ask twice, Princess.  Who are you?”

A stifled moan precedes her breathy words.  “I’m Daddy’s good girl.”

“God damn right.”  I growl losing my usual refined vocabulary as my mouth comes to cover her drenched cunt.  I never swear, but I am a new man.  

She is what I was born for.  All the years before this were nothing but hell’s waiting room, because I now know what heaven tastes like.

I sink my tongue into her opening, holding it there as her body slowly relaxes and fills my mouth with a nectar so sweet I cannot imagine my life without it.  I dart the point of my tongue in and out, feeling the way her body shifts and clenches, begging for more.  

My hands spread flat on either side of my face, pulling her apart, feasting.  Her body is the buffet of my wet dreams.

My fingers find the slippery outer lips and splay her open as I pull my face back for a moment to take her in.  I stare in awe at the sweet pink folds, at the way she glistens in the low light of my office.  Drawing in a deep breath through my nose, I hold, just for a moment, before my tongue takes the first taste of her hard little clit and she jerks at my sudden eagerness.  Gasping.  Mewling.  She is hot for me and I have to pull back to run my tongue around my mouth.

“I won’t ever let you go again.”  I whisper the words, even as I sink back into her, making her shake, her thighs quiver.

“This is just going so fast.”  Her words are muffled as her face rests on her arms.  

“No, Caramia.  We’ve been fighting this for so long.  You are Daddy’s good girl. You have been for a long time.  Don’t worry.  It’s just us now.  You’re going to cum in Daddy’s mouth, my sweet princess, and that’s all you need to worry about from now on.  You will give me all your cum.”

I attack her body with my mouth. Sucking and licking until she shudders and floods my face with her essence. I swallow, then go right on, sucking more out of her as she yelps and convulses.  I pause, pulling back to enjoy the view, savoring the sight of her for a long moment.  I note the quiver rocking her body, shaking her inner thighs, and a low chuckle of delight comes from my chest.

When her breathing slows, she shifts to look behind her. Her face is even more stunning now than it was in the last moment.  I need more.  More from her.  “More,” I growl. “One more for Daddy, princess.  This one is mine.”  

My tongue starts high, just under the dark star of her ass, and I make a silent promise someday to enjoy her here as well.  But not today.  Today, I have other priorities.  I slowly, firmly guide my tongue to her center.  Holding her upper thighs from behind and pushing her forward without another word.  My teeth skim over the slick inner flesh, and she whimpers in response.  Then I’m moving, up and down, from asshole to clit while the music of her sounds fills my ears.  I’m not gentle, far from it; I want what I want and I can be a demanding man.  I’m gluttonous when it comes to her.  I’ve waited so long, too long.  I am a starved man, finally invited to the feast, and I will not be denied ever again.

I pull back, swallowing and licking my lips.  Kissing the mounds of her ass before I lay another bite next to the already deepening red mark of my teeth.

“My sweet, sweet girl.  Your flavor, so sweet, every inch of flesh.  You like how I kiss you here?  You like Daddy’s mouth on you, don’t you?”  I slip my thumb upward and just inside her opening.  Her body responds by pulling it farther in.  Visions of the first time my cock enters her explode in my mind and my chest tightens.  A tingling starts in my toes, and heat surges through me like a fever.

“Please...”  She moans, tightening her legs together.  

“Oh no, princess. That’s a naughty girl.”  I drop my hand from her soaking cunt and wedge it between her tightened thighs.  “Open your legs for me.  Don’t hide.  Don’t ever keep me from this, my angel.  Daddy needs this and you just need to stand there like a good girl and let me do what I need to do.”

“I’m sorry.”  I love the sound of that word.  She relaxes, opens her legs, bends over another few inches and raises her ass to my face.

“You’re going to cum in my mouth again, princess.”

The resigned moan that escapes her sounds like heaven to me, but her body tenses.  “No.  I can’t.  I can’t cum again.”  She sounds desperate, but it only fuels my need.  I will make her give me what she thinks she cannot.

“You can and you will.  Because you want to give me what I need.  And I need this.”

I center two fingers just inside her opening as I tilt my head down to pinch her swollen clit between my lips.  I alternate sucking and biting while slowly working my fingers in and out of her tight opening until her body relents and her cum flows down my fingers.  

I bring a hand up to lay another sharp smack on her ass, pulling more of her orgasm from her as my mouth and fingers continue to work.  She’s mine.  I drink her in, pulling every drop from her body into mine, until she nearly collapses from the exertion.

My dick is diamond hard, but he will wait.  This is what I’ve waited for my entire life and we have the rest of our existence together.  Nothing will keep me from my princess again.  Nothing.  

She doesn’t realize the depth of meaning to all of this.  The gushing liquid that streams into my mouth and down my throat is making her a permanent part of me.  I draw my fingers out of her pussy once I feel the grip of her walls relax.  I rise up, taking another bite of her ass and listening to her yelp.  I reach down to pull her panties back up.

“Don’t break my heart again.”  I hear her whisper as I adjust the fabric over her full hips, admiring what is mine.  “You could break my heart.  Please don’t.”

My own heart shatters in my chest when I hear those words.  I left her, only to keep from hurting her.  Keeping her safe and protected was all that mattered to me.  But I now realize I was wrong.  I hurt her.  And for that I will never forgive myself.

“Nothing and no one will bring harm to you ever again, princess.  Daddy’s here now.  And in a million lifetimes I will never be able to apologize enough for the pain I caused you.  I thought I was doing what was best.  I thought by my leaving I was keeping myself from hurting you.  I realize now that I was wrong.”

I squeeze the damp fabric between her legs, taking one more piece of what is mine before I settle her skirt back down and spin her around.  My arms wind around, pulling her into my chest, and we stand like that for a lifetime, my inner beast battling his own pent up need.  I struggle to put him away because now is not the time.  

After another minute, her arms wrap around the back of my waist, tugging me farther into her and I melt.  My princess.  She has come back to me.

“Princess.”  I bring my hands to brush the hair from her face.  Tipping her head back so I can swim in the pools of her eyes.  When she’s with me I continue.  “I need to know you are giving yourself to me.  Right now.  Because I can never go back to a life without you.  I haven’t really lived since that day I left.  I need to know you are not going to take this back.  That you won’t wake up tomorrow and decide it doesn’t mean to you what it does to me.”  I brush my thumbs over her warm cheeks, feeling her grip tighten around my back.  “Daddy loves you.  Daddy will never let you go again.”

“I’m right here.  I’ve always been right here.”

C H A P T E R   S I X

WILLOW
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Pike is silently ordering the staff around the small VIP room, not saying a word, yet they jump to his every whim.  Every nod of his head. Or raise of his chin they interpret and do his bidding.

The space is lush and dark, lit from above and below with golden chandeliers and silver lamps that cast glimmering light on every dark surface.  It’s filled with the smells of sauces, prime rib and grilled vegetables.  The warm scent of vanilla from the candles caps off the overwhelming attack on my senses.

Whitney and Adam are drooling over the buffet.  Pike insisted.  Something that he wanted to do for us.  Even as it’s being set out before us I’m still shaking, battling the conflicting feelings that race and stomp around inside of me.  

Every few seconds Pike looks over at me, confirming us.  He won’t look away until I meet his eyes.  My panties are soaked, my body still on a hair trigger, ready for the slightest touch that I feel from Pike would set off another orgasm.

“Did you know this was his place?  I mean I knew about Lord Tower, just from stories and things I heard.  But I didn’t know who he was in real life. Did you?”  Murphy crosses and uncrosses her legs.  She’s sitting next to me on the onyx velvet of a sofa so soft it takes an assist to get your ass back up and out.  “I mean, when you were growing up, did you know?  Did you realize your stepfather was part of...”  She swivels her head up and all around, then her eyes comes back to my face.  “...this lifestyle?”

Since we walked in the club I have been wide eyed in disbelief at the things I’ve seen.  I’m not totally naïve.  I know about BDSM and there’s the movie and books that everyone but me seems to have read and seen.  But here, in this place, it’s unlike anything I imagined. It’s elegant.  There’s a glamour and restraint about the place and the people here.  It’s not the sex fest I might have expected.  It’s something else.

Sure, I’ve managed to catch a glimpse of a few scenes that would have most of the Daughters of the American Revolution clutching their pearls, but it’s not tawdry.  None of it feels dirty or perverse. As a matter of fact, I feel safe and at ease here.  

“No.”  I shake my head.  “Never.  Not that I ever asked.”

Pike raises his chin toward me.  When we finally came back downstairs, he told me he needed to take care of a few matters after he made sure the buffet was set up and that I ate something.  He also made sure I drank a bottle of water and asked about ten times about my friends, what they were doing with their lives now, where they lived and how we’d arrived.  

“Well, your stepfather was hot before—“

I cut her off. “He’s not my stepfather.”  My voice sounds harder than is reasonable, and I soften it before adding, “Not anymore.”

She cocks one of her elegant arched eyebrows higher, a slight smirk playing on her lips. “Okay then.  Your former stepfather was always hot.  But, Jesus, Willow.  Do you know who he is?  Lord Tower is like a legend or something in this lifestyle.  Whitney’s been trying to get into this club for a year.  She’s been babbling on and on ad nauseam. But she didn’t know your...”  She clears her throat. “...she didn’t know Pike was Lord Tower.  The story goes that he is some kind of master, but that he hasn’t engaged with or touched a woman in years.  Kind of ironic.  Instead he just mentors, oversees and runs this place.  Doesn’t play or get involved.  Not anymore.  Rumor is he had his heart broken.  He had a one and only, and when she left he vowed he would never touch another woman again as long a he lived.  I’m not sure if it’s true or not, but makes for a damn good story.  Imagine, a man like that all alone...it’s a crime.”

She raises her voice on the last word and raises a hand, wiggling her fingers in Pike’s direction, but I immediately smack them back down.

“Stop it.”  I’m not sure if I’m more irritated that she’s flirting with him or about the little back story she’s just shared.  “Don’t embarrass me.”  I add, trying for some cover in case she caught the intensifying green glow in my eyes.

“Whatever.”  She rolls her eyes.  “I saw him on CNBC a couple weeks ago.  Richards’ Holdings is about to merge with some telecom something or other.  Will make a billion dollars in share price in a day, or a gazillion, or some decadent, over the top number.  He’s hot as fuck, the CEO of one of the most successful equities firms in the country and a Dom who I would let turn me ass up any day.  And you used to call him Daddy.”  She screws up her face and I give her a little kick.

“Stop it.”

“So what did you guys talk about, anyway?  You were gone for over an hour.”

“Nothing.”  My face turns hot.  “Just catching up.  Last time I saw him was hard.  I think we both needed to...”

I let it go there, my voice falling silent as Pike steps into our circle.  His hand rests on my shoulder as he nods at Whitney, who immediately uncrosses her Victoria Secret legs and opens her knees an inch.  I roll my eyes and look down at my flat canvas shoes, wondering if my feet would ever tolerate the five inch heels that Whitney wears everywhere but to bed.

Actually, who knows, maybe she wears them there too.

I’m a little wistful, thinking of what just happened up in Pike’s office.  The things we said to one another.  In hindsight it almost makes me cringe.  But in the moment, it felt so right.  So perfect.  Like a gift you’ve waited to open for years.   There was no shame, just this strange sense of belonging and peace.

And lust.

Don’t forget the lust.  Because when he dropped that first ‘Daddy’?  I was done for.

“Food is ready.”  Pike’s deep voice covers me like a favorite comforting blanket.

“Well, you don’t have to tell me twice.  I could eat a horse.”  Murphy slaps her hands on her knees and is on her feet.  She saunters past Pike, brushing against him with a flirty smile.  He remains stone still.  Those fingertips of his on my shoulder nearly pin me in place, they feel so heavy.

“We think Murphy has a hollow leg.”  I force a smile and Pike regards me intently.  

“I remember.  She once ate six crèmes brûlées in one sitting.  I recall your friends quite well, Caramia.  Although Adam is new.”

His attention to detail always astounded me.  He remembers the most subtle things.  I could never get away with anything when he lived with us.  Not that I was all that mischievous, but even if I was, I knew from the first weeks with my stepfather there would be no putting anything over on this man.

“Adam’s been around.  He just didn’t come to the house.  Mom didn’t like his family.  You know how that goes with her.”  I swallow hard as Pike lifts his fingertips and grazes my cheek.

“I do remember that, yes.  She has her ways.”  

Pike is also eternally polite and diplomatic.  He’s Switzerland in more ways than one.

I rub my fingers over my eyebrows, trying to make peace with how we are here chatting like distant cousins after what just happened.  In his usual fashion, Pike picks up on my distress.

“Princess.”  He lowers his voice, shifts around in front of me and crouches down, his hands coming to rest on top of my knees.  “Tell me what you are thinking.”

I glance over to see my friends all filling their plates with heaps of gourmet food.  The staff are fawning all over them as they serve and smile.  Pike and I are invisible.

“Tell you what I’m thinking...”  I repeat, licking my lips.  “Not sure I’m able to do that in less than a hundred thousand words.  And I don’t think we have that kind of time.”

His hands squeeze my knees.  Hard enough to catch my attention.  “We have all the time you need.  I’m right here.”  His green eyes pierce my resolve and I’m a little girl again.  The little girl who grew up without a father.  The older girl who fell head over heels for the dark haired, calm man her mother married.  

When she wasn’t even sure if love was real.  

When thick glasses and a back brace for her scoliosis only served to separate her more from any dream that she could ever be anyone’s princess.

He leans in, waiting for me to give him my full attention before he speaks in a low, growly voice that hits me directly in the clitoris and takes hold of my very being.  “I meant what I said.  You’re mine.  Do you like hearing me say that, Caramia?  That you belong to me?”

My tummy does eight kinds of back flips and I nearly gasp out another quick orgasm right here.  He says it with such confidence.  There is no question in his voice, no hesitation or doubt.  

“This is crazy.”  I mutter, lowering my head and tugging at the fingers on my left hand with my right.

Pike immediately takes my hands, cupping each distraught digit into the clamshell of his larger, more powerful hands.  Smiling, shaking his head.  “Crazy...  Crazy is us not taking this night for what it is, Princess.  Fate and coincidence stand separated by a fine line, but tonight was fate.”   He starts to stand, pulling my hands and me up with him.  “Now, I’m going to insist you eat.  So you are welcome to make your own plate, but I prefer to do it for you.”

The way he says it makes me want to give him what he wants.  To please him.  So I nod and bite my lip.  “You know what I like.  My taste hasn’t changed much.”

The smile that opens his lips, flashing the world’s sexiest teeth, warms me from toes to nose.

“Thank you, princess.  Taking care of you pleases me more than you will ever know.  Why don’t you go sit with your friends?  I’ll be right there.”

I look over and realize I didn’t even notice Whitney, Adam and Murphy sitting at a round table, already digging into their plates of food.  I laugh and turn back, just as the light catches in the slightest tip of silver hair that dusts Pike’s temples.  It is in contrast with the precision cut of the rest of his near black hair.  He looks the same to me, only better.  How is it that men age so well?  He was stark, raving hot years ago, but now?  

Jesus.

It’s exponentially hotter.  I swallow hard as he sets his hand once again in the small of my back, waiting for me to step forward before he follows.  He sends me to an open seat at the table with my friends.  I know I should be wondering just what I was thinking, letting myself do those things with him, and I chastise myself silently for getting swept up in the moment. After all, I’ve never believed in fate.

Or that there is one mate for us in this world.

But all those beliefs are swept away by Pike’s scent, filling my nostrils, making my heart beat faster.  My insides seem to move around as I think of him as a man. Not as my stepfather.  

Could we have really known, all those years ago, that we were meant to be this?  Certainly not when I was a child.  I was too young and Pike is a man of honor and integrity. I’ve never been more sure of that than I am right now. 

When he left, he left for me.  Because the pain it caused him was no match for what he felt would be the best for me.  Only what he didn’t realize is how safe I felt during those years he was with us.  How safe I felt whenever he was near.  Then, when he left, the empty hole inside me could never be filled.

“Sit.”  He pulls the chair out and I jump.  I didn’t even realize he was back.

He’s standing next to me with a plate of food and I see a peace in his eyes that I don’t remember seeing before. I let myself drift into a world where we could be together.  A day when no one will care who we used to be to each other. Who my mother is or who Pike is to the outside world.  Not this man, this Lord Tower that stands next to me right now.

If I’m being realistic and honest then I should say there’s no future here, shouldn’t I?  It’s madness to believe otherwise.  A future life for me and my former stepfather?

No.

Absolutely not.

Madness doesn’t even begin to describe it.

And yet I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.

I belong to this man.

C H A P T E R   S E V E N

PIKE
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As their limo eases away from the front of the club, a black hole opens again inside of me.  I want her here, next to me, not somewhere else.  One taste wasn’t enough, it only served to remind me of what I was missing.  I’m more insatiable now than I’ve ever been.

I make my way back through the club.  It’s nearly 2:00 AM but the evening is just getting started for most of my patrons.  The sounds of flesh being smacked, of orgasms being drawn forth, mix with the music and chatter as the elevator doors close and the silence finally envelops me.

“Good evening, Sir.  You’re tea is ready, and——”

“Thank you, Vexxie, that is all.”  Her eyes widen at my sharp tone, but she backs away into the elevator without another word and I drop into my desk chair, pulling a silver key from the inner pocket of my black jacket.  I work it into the keyhole on the top drawer of the dark carved wood, and when I hear the click I jerk it open.

Inside is my phone.  I don’t carry it usually.  I’m not married to it when I’m here at the club as I am at other times.  This is a time and place apart, when I give my business persona a reprieve, when I allow myself to sink into this other world, to recharge, even though I’ve not participated in the physical enjoyments of the lifestyle for years.  I still tune out from the pressures of my business.  Keeping my phone locked away is one of the small joys I take in my time here.

But tonight I break my own rule.  I pull it out and tap the screen, opening up the phone book and adding Willow’s number.  Then I pull up a text screen and start punching out a hasty message.

Me:  Let me know as soon as you are back at your apartment.

I hit send and wait.  My need to know where she is and if she’s safe consumes me.

Five minutes pass and I’m starting to pace the room. The fire is dying and I grip my phone and plant my feet, fighting the urge to have my own car brought around so I can go to the apartment and see if she’s there.

Just as I take a step to my desk, ready to call for my driver, my phone vibrates in my hand.

Willow:  I’m home.  Thanks for the dinner.

Thanks for the dinner?  The dinner?

I don’t know whether to laugh or throw my phone across the room.   

Me:  Willow.  Do you know what happened tonight?

More waiting.  Then I see the three little dots start to strum at the bottom of my screen and just knowing she’s typing something back to me sends my heart rate soaring.  My dick is hard.  I’m losing my mind, anticipating what her reply will be.

Willow:  I’m not sure what that was that happened tonight.  I’m feeling very strange about it all, Pike.

I hate that she used my name.  That’s not who I am to her.  Not anymore.  The fury rising up within me isn’t logical. It’s not appropriate, but that doesn’t dilute the intensity, not one bit.

Me:  Who am I?

I wait.

A minute goes by, but it feels like an eternity.

Another minute.  

My teeth begin to ache under the pressure of my jaw muscles.  The tension shoots up into my ears, I’m grinding my teeth so hard.

Another minute.

Me:  Don’t make me ask questions twice, Willow.

I hit send and almost immediately the little dots start to do their rhythmic pulsing, winding me up even further.

Willow:  You’re my former stepfather.

Me:  Who am I?

I go right back to pacing the carpet between the fading fire and my desk, holding the phone in my hand, staring down at it like it holds the secrets of the universe.  

Even with the distance between us right now, I feel her.  I know her struggle.  I can almost see her tossing her head back and letting out a long breath.  Fighting the answer we both know I need.

Willow:  Daddy

My body quakes and another orgasm nearly shakes me to my core, but I hold it back.  Even that single word from her, glowing on the screen of my phone, has an effect unlike anything I have known before.

Me:  Yes.  Good girl.

I hit send and try to breathe before stabbing out another.

Me:  I want you to take off all your clothes, Willow.  Get into your bed.  Put your fingers inside yourself and fall asleep that way.  Do it for me and think of me while you do.  Know that I’m right there with you.  My flight leaves in a few hours but I will text you as soon as I arrive.  Keep your phone charged, on and with you.  You were never good at keeping it charged, but from now on you will be punished if you do not follow my instructions.  Is that understood?

I realize it’s heavy but I’ve wasted too much time already.  I know she belongs to me and she knows it as well.  Seeing how she reacts to my requests will give me an idea of just how ready she is for everything that our lives together will entail from here on out.

After a minute I get what I need.

Willow:  Yes, Daddy.  I understand.

Me:  That’s my girl.  Now get some rest.  It’s late and you need your sleep. Good night, my Princess.  My world has never been brighter than it is at this moment, knowing you are back in it, Caramia.  Sweet dreams.

Willow:  Good night.  ☺

My heart nearly explodes with delight.
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I’ve kept in touch with her all day.

My meeting went as planned, no last minute surprises for once.  The deal I’m finishing up has hit a few snags along the way, but it’s far from my main focus at this point.  The necessary games, the push and pull of putting together this merger have worn me down.  I was scheduled to stay in LA overnight but I cut my meetings short. I did what was necessary and chartered a flight back to the city.

In the next few days the paperwork will be signed. The board will approve the final aspects of the deal.  The SEC has signed off already.  It’s all but done at this point, just a few handshakes and smiles, some back alley promises to be fulfilled, and that will be that.  Signed, sealed, delivered.  It’s not pretty, but it’s how business gets done.  It’s been my life since I left her: my business and Club Tower filling my time until I was so exhausted I didn’t have the energy to mourn.  Only, that’s a lie. I’ve mourned her every second of every day we’ve been apart.

I did what I could to numb myself.  My business benefited, as did the club, but none of that matters to me now.  

This world is as big as it is small.  The small group of board members let it slip in our lunch that Margaret’s firm has just taken on a group of board members from Axix Telecom as council in the merger.  It shouldn’t be an issue. When we split it was amicable.  The goals of our union had been met and although I think Margaret would have preferred the cover of our marriage to go on for a few more years, to wait until she had secured a few more rungs in her career climb, there was no animosity between us.  There never was.  As hard as she can be at times, we began and ended as friends.  It’s been years since we spoke to each other, but I don’t see any reason why that needs to change.  I was never agreeable to the distance she kept between her and Willow.  Margaret was never cut out to be a mother but she did the best she could as we all do in this life I suppose.

Now my limo is idling in front of Willow’s building.  I texted her when I was pulling down the street and she said she was coming down.  

She comes running out and I lean over to open the door from inside the limo.  She’s wearing a faded pink T-shirt that says “Welcome to Norway” across the front and a loose fitting denim skirt that hangs low on her hips.  It’s almost 9 PM and I’ve been awake nearly twenty-four hours, but I feel more invigorated than I have before in my life.

I love her curves.  The softness of her form.  But my heart clenches because I know she’s self-conscious about it.  When she was younger, she always wore her clothes two sizes larger than necessary, trying to cover herself.  I need her to understand her beauty, the beauty that I see shining bright like a supernova. I need her to know that she is perfect, exactly how she is right now at this moment, and my craving and desire for her is unlike anything I’ve felt before.

“I can’t stay long.”  Her four words set my teeth on edge.  “I have to go pick up some shoes from Louboutin for a photo shoot in the morning.  They need them early so I’m going to go get them.”

“What do you mean? I told you I was coming to get you.  You need dinner.  And, baby, you look tired.  How many hours did you sleep?”

“I can’t, don’t you understand?  Lucielle Gladstone.”  She draws out the name like a bad flavor on her tongue.  “She calls and I answer.”

Lucielle Gladstone.  I know that name, everyone does.  She is the CEO of Tuck & Burton, and she has an ego as wide as the Montana sky.  I know now Willow works for her.  I may have stopped following her once she moved to Paris, but after last night I made a few calls, made sure I knew everything I needed to know about my sweet princess again.  I found out where she worked and who she worked for, along with everything else I needed to know in order to keep her safe.

“Willow.  It’s Sunday night.  She can wait.”  I pull her next to me in the back of the car.  I need to feel her warmth against me.  I’m starved for it, like a man left to wither on a deserted island.  

“I can’t make her wait.”  Willow rolls her eyes. “She’s Lucielle Gladstone.  I have to have the shoes there by the time the photo shoot starts set up at 3 AM.”

“I won’t allow you to be abused.  Whatever she needs, it is not so important it can’t wait until tomorrow.”

Willow sets her jaw and pulls back.  “Don’t do that.”  She’s shooting flames from her eyes.  “This job is the one thing I’ve managed to do on my own.  Don’t you understand?  I interviewed.  I got the job.  Without any favors or family influence.  I want to do something with my life on my own, just for once.  Why do you think I changed my stupid name?  I’m tired of being Margaret Standish’s daughter.  I just want to be Willow Bainbridge. Nobody special, nobody that anybody has a stake in.  Being independent is all I’ve ever wanted and this job is the key to making something of myself, for myself.”

Her anger reddens her ivory cheeks, and her passion stirs something in me.  The little independent girl that was always squashed by her mother’s overbearing nature cries out and my heart breaks for her.  I didn’t know she’d changed her name until the reports came back this morning.  But, it made me smile for some reason.  Her little rebellion against her mother.

“Fine.  Okay.  I’m proud of you.  You will eat first, because I know you didn’t eat dinner.”  I rap softly on the partition between the back seat and where my driver sits waiting to pull away.  As the car inches forward, Willow narrows those eyes at me and her bravado fades to a dimpled smile.

“What is with you and what I eat?  I could stand to lose a few pounds you know. How do you know I haven’t eaten dinner?”  She challenges as I tug her body back, my arm draped over her shoulders, pulling her in tight.

“Two things.” I say sternly.  “You will not lose even a pound.  If anything you could stand to put on some weight although I told you, you are absolutely perfect to me just the way you are.  And second, I just know, Princess.  I know more than you will ever fathom.”

Her skirt rests a few inches above her knees.  I reach down and press my fingertips under the hem, watching her face.

“Kiss me.” I command.

I need her compliance.  Something in me is winding up and my need is starting to choke at me.

“Okay, Daddy.”  Her reply hits me like an electric shock.  Her sweet words are coupled with a devilish twinkle in her eye.  

She shifts her body and my arm snakes around her back, guiding her to sit on my lap facing me.  The length of my cock is at full thickness, craving her.  

“I need you to understand something.”  My hands move to her hips, feeling the ripe flesh and imaging my cock slipping into her as she moans and takes me inside.  “I can’t speak for all men, but for me...”  I shake my head and look up and down her body.  Pride swells inside me, knowing that she’s mine.  “You’ve always been a part of me, Caramia, you know that.  Once I got a taste of you?  It’s unlike anything you could understand.  I will never, ever get enough of you, my princess.  Daddy’s tasted you.  Licked you.  And your flavor lit up lightning inside of me like a re-birth.  Your scent is always on my mind, will always be on my mind.  The sweetness of your cunt branded into me and I crave you like a dangerous drug.  Nothing and no one will ever come close to what I feel for you right now, my princess.  You are Daddy’s girl.”

As she shimmies her hips, her hands come to rest on my cheeks.  My pulse pounds in every throb of my cock as I feel the heat of her cunt settling on top of the fabric covering my hard on.

She brings her lips to mine and my tongue comes out to trace the line between them, parting them, deepening our kiss until her breath comes in tiny gasps.

“Were you a good girl?” I whisper, pulling her face down for a soft kiss before guiding her back so I can see the answer in her eyes.  “Did you sleep with your fingers inside of you like I asked?

She nods with a grin that tells me she followed my instructions.  In the next moment, I’m sure I feel the dampness of her pussy already soaking through my trousers, teasing at my steel erection, ready to send me into orbit.

Her face loses a bit of the joyful luster.

“What’s wrong, Princess?”

She never could hide anything from me and now I’m as connected to her as if she lives somewhere inside of me.   Which she does, in a very real way.

“It’s just...”  She does that little lip twist that’s always melted my heart.  “That club.  You.  How many women are you with? I mean, it’s all about sex there, right?  That’s a big part of your life.”

I let out a long sigh and lift my hands from her hips, settling them on the sides of her head.  I realize that I feel a bit unbalanced around her.  It’s been so long since I’ve really talked with a woman in such an intimate fashion.

I’ve kept to myself my entire life.  

In this moment, I realize I’ve never shared or wished to share so much of myself with anyone.  She’s my first and last in so many ways.  I want to comfort her and assuage her insecurities, let her know how precious what we have together is and will always be.

I let out a sigh as I shake my head.  “No, Caramia.” My voice is deep but soft.  “It’s not just about that.  Not at my club.  That’s what most people don’t understand. The way the lifestyle has been twisted now, into this idea of it being a sexual carnival.  No, my princess.  Have I been involved in the lifestyle?  Years ago, yes. But for me, it’s about the beauty and dance, about two people being more intimate and committed to one another than most couples could ever even begin to understand.  To each their own, my sweet Caramia, but I haven’t touched another woman in more years than I can count.  Years... even before I married your mother.” Her eyes drop.  “Princess, you know I never even kissed your mother?  It was not like that in any way.  Tell me you know that...”

I stare into her face until she raises those sparkling, hazel eyes and nods.

“Okay.  You need to know, I’ve never found the one, not until you.  Never experienced that perfect, intimate dance.  Until you.  It’s about finding the one.  The one person that calls to you and you alone.  That one person that understands you beyond all others. The one person that will die for you.  Yes, but more even than that.  The one person who will care for you in all the little ways and the big ways.  It’s about finding a bond, my princess.  A bond I’ve been waiting my entire life to experience, and never have.  Until you.”

She looks so small all of a sudden, sitting facing me like this.  The battle inside me wages on.  I want to kiss her softly and pull her into me, and at the same time I want to turn her around and fuck her like a beast, even right here in the back of my limousine.  To tear into her flesh with my teeth, to leave her spent and weeping for me.

I shake my head, clearing it, and pull her close.  Feeling the soft warmth of her body melt against me is as beautiful a moment as any sexual act.

But when Willow’s hips begin to move over me, any control I might have found is nearly lost.

I force my feelings down, lock them deep within me, and reach over to where my phone is sitting on the seat next to me.  

“Food first, my princess.  Then Daddy is going to show you something new.  Something he needs very badly.  Something only that sweet cunt can give him.”

I text my cook at the apartment to have a meal prepared and waiting in my bedroom in the next fifteen minutes.

I know what she likes.  And for what I have planned tonight, she will need her sustenance.

C H A P T E R   E I G H T

PIKE
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There are stories about humans being caught in something like an animal’s mating frenzy, losing all sense of self, civility, or restraint.  As a man of dominance and control, I’d always dismissed the folklore.

But now, I understand it all too well.  I’ve always felt a pull towards Willow.  A draw unlike any other human, but now with the time drawing near for me to take her, fully and completely, the fury inside me is nearly tearing me apart.

Keeping whatever this is inside of me under any sort of control is taking all of my willpower.

“Thank you.”  She smiles sweetly at Gloria, who is clearing our plates from the table.  She moves with haste, somehow understanding the urgency, the tension in the air.  

The clink of silverware against fine china, as she goes about stacking plates and dinnerware on the cart, is the only other noise in the bedroom besides the thundering of my own heart in my ears.

“Anything else, Sir?”

“No. Thank you, Gloria.”

“I’ll take care of the dishes and be off then.  Let me know...if you require anything else.  I won’t be back until you call, Sir.”

With that she moves quickly and quietly out of the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

I stare across the small table at Willow.

Her beauty is unmatched.  She is perfection in my eyes. Her hair gathered in a loose ponytail that runs over her left shoulder.  I imagine it in my fist, pulling at it as I tell her all the beautiful, filthy things I intend to do to her.

I absently reach down under the table and give my cock a stroke, trying to calm the growing need inside me.

I shift my chair back and stand, taking the few steps over behind her chair, pulling it back.

“Stand up, Princess.”  

She does as I ask without a word of question or complaint.  Her compliance only serves to heighten the desire I feel for her.  For my sweet girl.

I reach down for her hand, guiding her as she stands in front of me as I step back, then stop to admire her for a long moment.

“What are you doing?”  She toys with the little infinity pendant around her neck, zipping it back and forth on the chain while her other arm belts at her waist.

“Deciding.”  I utter, my mind filling with all the filthy desires I’ve stored up just for her.

“Deciding?  What are you deciding?”  She lets out a giggle, then bites into her bottom lip.

“I’m deciding if I’m going to eat you before I fuck you, or fuck you and then eat you.  If I could fuck you and eat you at the same time, I’d do that.”

Her face turns to a deep shade of pink and she starts to shift her weight from one foot to the next.  In my own way, I love her like this.  A bit off.  Slightly uncomfortable.

Wondering what is coming next.

“Daddy needs you to take off all your clothes, my sweet girl.  Slowly, now.  Start with your shoes.  Then your shirt.  And last your skirt.  Do it now.”  My words harden at the end as my cock throbs and aches for her.

The thought of seeing her naked for me sends my teeth into my own lip. Biting down as she begins to disrobe. Doing exactly as I said, one piece of clothing at a time, until she stands before me, glorious and exposed.

“God, Princess.  You make Daddy so hard.  You know you’re going to take care of me tonight, don’t you?  Let my cock into that pussy.”

She nods and shifts, her hands unable to find where they should be.

“I’m nervous.”  She whispers.

“Are you also wet?”

Her apple cheeks ripen another shade.  “I don’t know.”

“You don’t? Well then, find out.  Right hand.  Two fingers.  Now.  Put them inside you.”  I order and after a moment she drops her hand down between her legs.  

I nearly cum at the sight of her touching herself.  The way her mouth opens as her fingers slip between her outer lips, then move back and forth, exposed for me to watch every caress, every movement. I want my mouth on her there.  I want to eat her.  For the rest of my life I want to eat her.

“Well?”  I cross my arms, waiting for her reply, my eyes pinned on her face.

She giggles.  “Yes.  It’s wet, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”  I step forward, unable to resist touching her for one second longer.  I cup my hand on top of hers, pressing her fingers deeper inside herself, then slowly guide her movements up and down, pressing her open palm into her clit, her mound, and watching as her eyelids flutter.

A soft moan escapes as her eyes lose focus.

“I’ve decided.”  I growl into her ear, listening to her quickening breath as my hand moves over hers, increasing the friction and pace of her play.  Her hips begin to shift and pulse against our moving hands.  The wetness seeping through her fingers begins to cover mine. The heat and dampness are making me lose my mind.

“Okay...”   She moans as I press her hand down and move her middle finger along with my own, up into her drenched opening.  I think at this moment she would accept any decision I made, any desire I wanted to fulfil.

She yelps and my other arm reaches up her back, into the mess of her hair, latching on and tugging her head back.

My teeth come down until they rest just beneath her jaw as together we finger fuck into her cunt.

“Cum for Daddy, princess.  Then these fingers are going to be replaced by my cock and you will be mine in every way.”

She shudders as my words leave my lips, gushing over our hands as I shove our fingers up into her clenching, drenched opening.

“You are a dirty little girl aren’t you, princess?  Soaking our hands with your cum.  Such a good, dirty little girl.”

Her nipples harden as she cums.  I feel them pressing into my chest as I slam our entwined fingers up farther still, fucking her in and out, drawing as much of her orgasm from her as I can.  She’s so tight, I couldn’t bear to think of her with anyone else but the years away have me going mad wondering but I let it go.  She’s mine and nothing will change that no matter what’s happened in the past. 

I can’t wait any longer.  She’s still quaking when I drop our hands from inside her and loop my arms around her back, swinging her body up and onto the bed.

Her arms fly up and over her head as her legs bend and open for me, welcoming me in.  I love that she doesn’t close them, doesn’t even try.  Exposing all of her beauty to me.

“Oh God, Princess.  That pussy is so pretty.  I love that you’re showing it to me right now. That you already know it’s mine.  And you do, don’t you?”  My husky voice comes out slow as I work my clothes off.  I toss them into a heap on the floor without another thought. 

My hand moves to grip my erection, the tip already slick with pre-cum, and I see her eyes go wide.

“Daddy...”  She squeaks.  

“It’s going to hurt, Princess.  But Daddy needs you to be his brave girl.  I’ll make you feel so, so good, don’t worry.  But you have to take my cock inside you, my angel.  All the way.  To make me feel good, okay?”

“It’s too big.”  Her voice goes higher, playing into our fantasy, and my desire grows tenfold as she turns her head to the side, giving me a coy look.  

“You want Daddy to eat you first?  Get that horny little cunt good and ready for me?”

She nods, grinning, and my balls begin to tingle.  The thought of delivering my sperm into her womb explodes in my mind like it’s the fourth of July.  I’ve never thought of it before. Never considered it before.  But I want her belly full of me.  I won’t stop fucking her until that happens.  Can’t.

“Ask for it, Princess.”  Bringing my hands to rest of her knees, I press them apart, lowering my face to look right into her pussy.  

It’s beautiful.  I love the sight of it.  The shades of pink. The elegance of the folds, ripples of skin like a perfect, one-of-a-kind flower, made only for me.

I breathe her in, taking in her scent.  

When she doesn’t answer, I raise my eyes to see her looking down at me, mouth open, her tongue darting in and out to lick her lower lip.

I dig my fingers into her knees and shove her legs apart to their limit.  She yelps.

“Ask for it, Princess.  You want Daddy’s mouth?  Then ask.”

Her pussy is soaking. I watch a single thread of clear liquid run down her labia and onto the top of her ass. She’s running for me.  Needy.  

Her aroma spinning around in my head.  It’s been with me since the first moment I tasted her. A craving that will never be sated.

“Please.”  She whimpers as my hands push her legs apart.  Splaying her open farther in front of my face.

“Please what?”

“Please, Daddy.  Eat me.”  She throws her head back with the last word as I attack her with my open mouth.  

Her breathing turns ragged as I take a long, slow lick from her clit down to her anus, then back up again to rub my face into her juices, spreading her all over my nose and chin. I need her scent all over me, covering me, making me hers when I fuck her for the first time.

“God, you are delicious.” I suck and lick, swallowing every drop she gives.  “I’m never letting you go, Princess.  You know that don’t you?”  

I look up to see her watching me.  I love the lust on her face.  The innocent wonder mixed with desire.  She nods, unable to speak through her heaving breaths, and I need more.  More of her, more for me.

I find her clit with my tongue. It’s swollen and sensitive.  Her body jerks as I suck the nub into my mouth then grind my teeth against it, top and bottom.

I squeeze gently until her hips rock on my face.  Her voice raises to the ceiling and I suck as hard as I can, pinching with my lips until she gushes on my face.  Soaking me until her pleasure runs off my chin.

I don’t wait, I can’t.  I need this. I need her.

I rise up her body and bring the tip of my cock to her entrance.  Her body is still shaking and her opening clenches, pulsing as I enter her in a forceful thrust.

My head falls back on my neck.  I’ve never felt anything like this moment.  I’ve bonded with her. I pull back and shove as much into her as I can.

She cries out but her hands fly forward, gripping into my forearms pulling me against her, strong like I never expected from one so small, her muscles working close to their full capacity.  Her body, too, has found a strength over and above its size, clenching, pulling my cock farther into her tight heat.

“Oh my God, princess.  You want that huge cock all the way in there, don’t you?  You like how it hurts you, don’t you baby?”

“Oww, it hurts.”  She turns her head to the side but her hands only pull harder at me.  

I move one hand to grab her chin, turning her face so she’s looking at me as I fuck into her.

“Look at Daddy.”  I wait until her eyes focus.  I stroke my cock in and out, enjoying the way her body is pulsating around me.  The flood of her juice as it makes my movements easier and easier.  “You know what I need from you, baby? What would make Daddy so, so happy?”

She shakes her head and I release her face from my hand, bringing it down between us.

As my fingertips begin to strum her clit she arches on the bed.

“Cum on Daddy’s cock.  That’s what I need.  For you to cum on me.  And you want to give me what I need, don’t you?”

I’m close to my own orgasm but I need her with me.  I muster up any control I have left as I move deeper and faster in her tight cunt.  My fingers press down onto her clit, moving in a circle, increasing the pressure until her breathing comes fast, her hips following my every movement.

“Owww.” She winces as I thrust as deep as her body will take, my girth tearing at her.  “It hurts so bad, Daddy.”  She cries, a single tear coming out of the corner of her eye has me on the razor’s edge.

“Cum with me, princess.  God, please, cum on Daddy’s dick right now.”

“Daddy...” Her head presses back into the bed.  Her single word has me done.

“I’m going to cum inside you, princess.  Daddy’s cumming inside you...”

I slam all of me into her, taking her mouth in mine and swallowing her scream as she cums, flooding me with her orgasm.

I convulse with the most violent orgasm of my life.  Both of us are moaning and jerking as my balls empty jet after jet of my release into her unprotected body.  The thought of my seed finding root inside my precious girl sends my body into orbit.

My lips share her flavor with her in our kiss. Our bodies shaking in our embrace.  Our every breath a fast struggle.  I kiss her soft, licking her lips then pulling back to look into her face.

“You feel like heaven.” I whisper, moving my still hard cock in and out through our combined fluids.  I need her again.  Once was just the beginning.

When she lifts her hips to meet my thrusts, it is so beautiful.  She is so beautiful.  

I work in and out of her slower this time.  Then faster and deeper until we are both gasping and clawing at each other. Then, she delivers the death blow.

“It hurts, Daddy, but don’t stop.  I like how you hurt me.”

I cum that instant, along with her, and I am sure I see forever in her eyes.

C H A P T E R   N I N E

WILLOW
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Pike finally passed out with his cock still hard inside of me.  I lost count of how many times he took me in the hours after dinner, before I had to leave or face the wrath of Lucielle.  From the moment he took me to the bedroom, if his cock wasn’t inside me, his mouth was on me or his fingers were playing me like a Stradivarius.

Holy orgasms, Batman.

I could write a year’s worth of articles for Cosmo about how the multiple orgasm is alive and well, thank you very much.

Pike wasn’t that far behind me. In my limited amount of knowledge I’d gathered over the years from friends, co-workers and the internet, it’s rare for a man to have more than one or two climaxes in a session.  Well, let’s just say, Pike is highly unusual.  

Highly, highly unusual.

In fact, his cock was hard the entire time.  Cum was streaming down the insides of my thighs.  I begged and he came in my mouth; only once, but God it was heaven.  It felt amazing doing that for him.  Knowing I gave him that pleasure.

He’d already been awake over twenty-four hours, so by 1 AM he was dead to the world and I wiggled out from under him. It felt strange not having him inside me though, I will admit.  In that short amount of time, he’s become part of me in so many ways.   I waited until his breathing became steady again, then I slipped out of the softness of the bed and tiptoed over the glossy wood floor of his top floor apartment. 

It may seem dumb.  A girl like me, so focused on this job that doesn’t even pay me enough to get a decent apartment, but it’s a stepping stone.  And it’s mine.  All mine.  Something I made for myself.  Not something my mother deigned to grant me.

I texted Lucielle when I dropped off the shoes to the photo shoot.  I swear that woman must be an android because she doesn’t sleep.  Never.  Whenever I text her, all hours of the day and night, she replies.  Like she did just now.

Lucielle:  It’s about time.

I roll my eyes and wait for her to send something else. Some other mundane duty to fulfill.  But after five minutes my cell phone is silent and I let out a deep breath.  

It’s not my job that is weighing on me, though. It’s Pike.  

It’s this thing we have.  Whatever this thing is.  I shake my head and look up and down the street, my arm ready to hail a cab.  I’m wearing just my favorite pink T-shirt and the loose denim skirt, and it’s gotten chilly tonight.  My nipples are twinging and reminding me of the way Pike used his teeth on me just a few hours ago.  The other twinge, the one between my legs, is reminding me of the way it felt when he entered me the first time.  The pain, yes, but also the connection.  The two were intertwined, inseparable. 

He doesn’t ask for anything and yet I long to give him everything.

When the first raindrops hit my nose a chill covers me.  A wind whips down West 28th Street and goosebumps run up and down my bare legs.  For June it’s cold tonight, or maybe I’m just more sensitive than ever before.  Summer in New York isn’t quite as amazing as summer in Paris, but it’s pretty close. But right now, I’d do just about anything for a cab.  Or a coat.

“Thank God.”  I flail my arm like mad as I see the lit up sign on top of a yellow Caprice Classic on the street.

I plop into the backseat and for a moment think of where to send the driver.  I settle on Pike’s address, and when it leaves my lips a sense of peace comes over me as the driver hits the gas and the inertia settles me back into the seat.

I pick up my phone and log on to Facebook.  It’s not even thirty seconds before my mom is pinging me on Messenger.

Mom:  Willow.  You up?  I’m Skyping you now.

She doesn’t give me a chance to answer before my Skype ringer is going off.

“Hello, Mother.”  She’s in London so it’s a perfectly reasonable hour there, I guess.  She doesn’t even consider what time it is here.

“What are you doing?”  Her voice is sharp.

I sigh.  “What do you mean?  Like what am I doing at this moment or is this a broader question?  Because if it’s ‘what am I doing with my life’ I don’t think I have time right now——”

“I got a call from Pierson Marcus.”

Pierson Marcus.  Derrick’s father.

My heart stops beating and the cold that was outside on the street is suddenly in the back of the cab with me.

“What did he want?”

Truthfully, I don’t want to know the answer.  From my mother’s tone I can already surmise this is not something that is going to make me do a tap dance and sing a show tune.

“They are considering retaining my firm. He sits on the board of directors for Axix Telecom.  He and his group want us to represent them in the final stages of the merger with Richards’ Holdings.  And if that deal goes well, then they may consider us for representation ongoing.”

“Okay, so that’s wonderful.  I’m very happy for you.”  I deadpan my reply, knowing there is more to this conversation than meets the ear.

“It is wonderful, Willow. Or it was wonderful, until about twenty minutes ago.”

“Mom.  What I have to do with any of this is beyond me.  It’s the middle of the night here and I’m not all that great at decoding things at the best of times, so please, can you just give me the condensed version of whatever this is?”

“Don’t be smart with me, young lady.  You want to keep living in my penthouse and spending my money?”

No.  I want to snap back but I don’t.  Instead I count to ten, the cloak of my shame covering me with each number.  “Sorry, Mother.  What is it?”

“I hate to bring up the past...”

Oh, sure you do.  Like Elvis hates peanut butter.  “But...”  I say, looking out the window as the rain starts to create glistening streaks of water across the glass.

“This ugliness from high school.  With his son.  All that nonsense.”

I’m shivering even with the blazing heat inside the cab.  Words are caught in my throat as I sit up straight and my free hand wraps around my waist.

My mother’s voice deepens.  “I’ve done my best to support you, Willow.  Even you said that you were drinking that night. Drunk because you said yourself you don’t remember it all. Now, Derrick and his father need you to clear this up once and for all.  The silly accusations you made.  Derrick is one of us.  It’s time you straightened this out.  I won’t let one night of childish nonsense ruin one of the biggest retentions my firm will ever have, Willow.”

You call it drunk. I call it I tried one glass of champagne and ended up black out drunk.  I’d say that drink had more than bubbles in it, but you didn’t seem to want to hear that part.

Instead of saying what I should, I hold my temper and ask, “What are you talking about?”  

The stinging in my eyes is not from lack of sleep.  I hate that she can still wield this power over me.  Like I’ve not grown up at all.  The day after the party when Derrick was on top of me, his hand over my mouth and my innocence stolen from me, I’d cried to her.  

Cried my eyes out.  Sobbed and tore at my hair as she sat behind her desk, her arms crossed, telling me in an admonishing tone, ‘These things happen, Willow.  You can’t just put yourself in the position to tempt a man, then expect him to not take what he needs.  Especially when you are drunk.  Willow, really.  Just let this go.  You are as much at fault as Derrick.  More so, in fact.’

Her voice swims into my head, through the mists of memories, into the cab.  “...need to apologize to Derrick and his family.  Say you are sorry it’s taken you so long, but you want to make things right.  The accusations were unfounded, you know that, and you were the one that enticed him that night.”

My stomach threatens to release, right here in the back of the filthy cab filled with the scent of street hotdogs, mustard and a locker room.

My mother wouldn’t go to the police. But she did make me go to the doctor.  They gave me a pill, ‘just in case’ my mother said.  She said what happened was a private matter.  Even back then I knew rape was not a private matter, it was a criminal offense, even if I was intoxicated and couldn’t fight back.  But I deferred to her.  Then, when my brain couldn’t take it anymore, I blurted to Murphy at school.  She was the one who went to the headmaster, who then called me to his office.  

I knew I shouldn’t say any more to the headmaster.  I knew my mother would hate me for it, but for once in my short life I defied her.  I told him what happened.  The party. The drinking.  How I remember even in and out of consciousness that Derrick was on top of me.

The school opened a quiet investigation but no law enforcement was called.  Just my mother.  And Derrick’s father.

It was humiliating.  Sitting there in front of the group while Derrick told his side of the story.  In the end, it was kept out of the legal end of things, hushed up and kept quiet.  But to Derrick and his family, his golden name had been tarnished.  By me.

“This is bigger than your ego, Willow.  There is a lot at stake.”

“Isn’t there always?”  I mumble, trying to fight the sickness and anger bubbling up inside me.

“And...”  Her voice hardens and I turn to ice.  She’s always got an ace in the hole.  “This whole tawdry business with your stepfather?  That would be so unfortunate.  If it all came out, I mean.  Pike’s merger is at a critical point.  He doesn’t need bad PR right now, does he?”

Right then my phone dings through the Skype app.  It’s Pike calling.

“Mom.  This has been lovely, as always.  I’m hanging up now.”

“Oh no you don’t, young lady.  You want to see your grandmother?  You want a place to live?  That little black Amex in your wallet that pays all your bills?  That’s not an entitlement, my dear.  So you listen to me...”

I let Pike’s call go to voicemail as I lean over and curl my torso over my legs, holding the phone to my ear as my mother’s voice hits me in all the tender places.

“Anyway, there’s no need for any of this to turn nasty.  I love you, darling, you know that.  You will just write up a formal letter, recanting all those ridiculous accusations regarding that night with Derrick Marcus. You will meet at the offices of Stern & Bergman in the morning, 10 AM.  Derrick and his father will be there, you will apologize to them, you will give them your letter and everyone will get what they want.  My firm wins. Pike wins. Marcus and Derrick win.  You learn a valuable lesson. This is how life in our world works, my dear girl. I’ve coddled you too long.  Yes, time you grew up.”

Voices in the background on the other end of the phone are talking to her as the cab pulls off in front of Pike’s building.

I can’t help but ask, “Why does he even care mother?  It’s been so many years.  Who even cares anymore?  It’s not like anyone did anything about it anyway.”  My voice raises, higher with each word.  

Who cares?  I do.  I care.  

And if I can let it go, then surely they can let me do so.  The desperate anger I felt back then is coming back with every instant.  My own mother sided with my attacker back then and she’s doing so again now. In a even worse way now.

“It does matter to him, Willow.  If you were wrongly accused of something, you would want your name cleared as well.  It may not have gone to the police, but it still embarrassed Derrick and his family.  It’s time to set things right.  Time to grow up, stop being a petulant child, stop spreading nasty rumors like some spoiled little girl.  This is about business now.  Grown up business.  Do you understand?”

I sigh.  “Yes.”

“So you will write the letter.  You will go to the meeting.”

“I said yes.”

“Good, because——”

I end the call.  I can’t listen to another word from her.

Pike and my mother were already divorced when what happened with Derrick happened.  I don’t want him to ever know.  Last night, when we were together, I didn’t think for a second about it.  What happened between me and Pike was my first time.  I will always consider it that way.  Derrick will not take that away from us. I won’t let him.  He’s already taken so much.

The cab pulls to a stop in front of Pike’s building, just as my phone buzzes again in my hand.  I rummage in my bag for the $20 to hand the cab driver and stare at the screen of my phone.

Pike:  HEY.  Where are you?  You don’t just leave like that princess.

Even in the short time we’ve been together, I feel the impact of that single word.

I thank the cab driver, smiling a smile I don’t feel, and pull the handle on the door.  The deluge from the sky is picking up as I step out into the street, drenching me in the short space before I get to the protective canopy where the doorman is running to me with an umbrella.

As soon as I’m under some cover I text Pike back.

Me:  Sorry.  I had to take care of Lucielle.

It’s 2:40 am and I’m beyond exhausted.

Pike:  When I call you need to answer.  When you don’t answer, I will come and find you.  

Me:  Okay

The doorman opens the door and I step into the warmth of the lobby.  My hair is dripping into my face.  My pink T-shirt is plastered against my body and my canvas slip-ons squish water between my toes with every step toward the elevator.  I’m covered in goosebumps.  A shiver running up and down my back and tightening my muscles into knots.

Pike:  Okay?  That’s your answer?  

I heave out a sigh and let the back of my wet head rest against the elevator wall.  A chill starts in the middle of my back, spinning outward until it shakes me from top to bottom.  My phone buzzes with another text.

Pike:  I’m glad you are getting on the elevator right now.

My eyes snap open and I take a quick last glance around the lobby to see if Pike is watching me.

Me:  How do you know that?  

Pike:  Taking care of you means many things, Caramia. You will learn all of them. I’m waiting by the elevator upstairs.  We will talk about you leaving without saying goodbye as well. There will be new rules for you princess.  Rules that when broken will earn you punishments.  

His commanding voice rings in my ears even with the simple text message.  I feel his presence around me.  My belly tightens and...

My pussy is drenched.

Dripping.

C H A P T E R   T E N

PIKE
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I swallow hard and lick my teeth as I wait for the elevator to reach the fifty-first floor, to reach my apartment, delivering the world’s most precious cargo to me.

I woke an hour ago to a ringing phone.  Not my personal cell.  That one is reserved for very few.  

No, it was my work cell.  The one that is used only for business and only when there’s an emergency so urgent it can’t be left to anyone else. My life has been my work.  The closest I’ve come to anything resembling a personal life would be my time at the club, and even that is at best an arm’s length venture.  

I count very few of my many acquaintances as friends.  

Not a single one as family.

I lost my parents when I was a teenager.  They moved here from Hungary when they were newly married, and I was their only child.  They were good parents.  Hard working.  Kept to themselves.  Loved one another in their own obligatory way.

My father died in a construction accident on the job.  Two months later, my mother was diagnosed with stage four liver cancer which had already metastasized.  When they died within a few months of each other I was left to make my own way.  And I did.  I did it well.  But family was never in the equation after that.  My life has been work.  Until Willow.

The pain I felt when I left Willow is something I said I could never endure again.  

Love is the greatest risk of all.  I never dreamed of anyone but her and now that she’s finally back in my life, finally making me whole again, the wound is being torn asunder.  One phone call, unanswered, and I can barely breathe.  I would give anything—not just my life, but everything I’ve ever owned or accomplished in my life—to be sure she doesn’t get hurt.  

I do my best to put the call that woke me out of my mind.  To promise myself I will find a solution other than the one that will destroy me to save her.  

I’m fighting off the anger I’ve managed to soften in the last twenty minutes.  First it was the business call.

Then in the next minute, I realized Willow wasn’t in the apartment.

After I finished the unpleasantness on the call, I dialed her and she didn’t answer.

It took me only a more few minutes to log on to the tracking app I’d installed on her cell phone earlier in our evening.  She was in the shower, singing Sweet Home Alabama, and I didn’t even try to fight it, the need to be sure, from this moment forward, I would know where she was.  If she was safe.  How to find her.

I didn’t expect to have to use the service so quickly, but it only instilled in me even further the validity of my actions.  I will keep her safe, no matter what.  Stalking isn’t a bad word when it comes to what I need to do for Willow.

The elevator door slides open and I see her, hair dripping with rainwater, the death stare she perfected between the ages of twelve and thirteen.  It takes a huge force of will not to chuckle at the sight.

“You have a tracker on my phone, don’t you?”  She cocks one eyebrow and blows upward, attempting to detach a wet string of hair from the front of her left eye.

She holds her iPhone out in front of her like a shield and blinks as water drops catch on her eyelashes.

Her T-shirt clings to her body, showing the taut peak of each nipple through the thin cotton bra.  I see the indent of her belly button as her skirt hangs a few inches lower than usual with the weight of water, stretched out from the soaking rain that is still hammering against the windows of the apartment. 

The wind is whistling, sneaking in through any tiny crack it can find as she steps onto the cream color carpet.

“Yes.  I told you I’m not losing you again.”  I reach out to clench her elbow, bringing her into my chest in a hug so tight I feel the pulse of her heart beat against my body.

“I had to go to deliver the whatevers for godammed Lucielle.”  Her muffled voice is hot yet playful and that little girl comes out as she stomps forward. She’s clearly frustrated and I find it amusing.

“I have to fly back to LA in a few hours.  Something’s come up.”

“What?”  Her head tips back and her greenish-grey eyes darken.  That little girl clings to me as Willow’s arms clutch around my back.  “Is something wrong? I don’t want you to go.”

“Nothing I can’t handle, princess.  Don’t worry.  Daddy will be back in a couple days.”

“Days?”  She pouts.  It seems like it’s been an age since I first saw her again at the club, but it’s only been a couple days.  

Time doesn’t exist in a linear fashion when it comes to us.  So long we were apart, yet we’ve packed so much into the short time we’ve had that being away from her for even a few hours stings like it will be an eternity.

“I’ll call you every chance I get.  You keep that phone with you, every second, and you stay here.  I have the staff coming to cook for you and make sure you have everything you need.”

“What do you mean?  The staff?”

“You’re staying here, Princess.  Daddy can’t stand to think of you sleeping anywhere else but in my bed from now on.  Your meals will be prepared as well.  Whatever you request, as long as it is a healthy meal, will be yours. It’s not about weight, don’t mis-understand, it’s about keeping you healthy.  I’ve already told them pizza and soda are allowed only once until I get back. And chocolate chip cookies...two a day.”

I raise my eyebrows as I look down into the face that has graced my every dream for as long as I can remember.

Her eyelids droop.

“Come. You need more sleep.”

“What about you?  You’re all dressed.”

“I was on my way out to find you.  But I’ll let you take all my clothes off again, angel.  I plan on spending some quality time inside that sweet cunt of yours before I fly off.  Daddy won’t leave you needy, I promise.”

I peel her wet clothes off right there and guide her to the living room.  The apartment is warm tones of beige and brown.  The lights of the city twinkling in the wall of windows behind the sofa.

I center her on the thick soft rug in front of the windows.

“Take my cock out.”  I demand.  I’ve dreamed of her mouth on me for so long, it’s time.

She doesn’t hesitate.  Her hands move with haste as her eyes stare up and into mine, wide and wanting.  

The eagerness she shows has my ready to nut before she gets my solid erection out of my pants.  

She doesn’t ask for instruction.  Doesn’t show a flicker of doubt as her tongue comes out the lick around the head, lapping at the pre-cum already dripping out.

“Mmmmm.”  She moans as my flavor spreads over her tongue.  “I like it Daddy.”  She whimpers then opens wide and takes me wet and deep in one long slow suck.  Her tongue moving and dancing on the underside of my cock in time with the sucking motion of her mouth.

“Oh Jesus.”  I throw my head back and bring my hands to the top of her head.  I don’t need to thrust, she’s taking more of me than I could have dreamt.  I feel her tonsils at the sides of the head of my dick and her throat opens taking even more.

One of her tiny hands grabs the base of my penis and starts to squeeze and pump.  Her eyes look upward as I find the strength to look down.  Seeing the joy in her face with my dick in her mouth is more than I can take.

I lose it there like a twelve year old opening his first Hustler. 

“Fuck, yes.”  I groan as my cum fills her mouth and she swallows like my perfect, greedy little princess.  “Swallow it all for Daddy, baby.  Such a good fucking girl.”

I cum for so long the room starts to spin and my breathing is ragged.  

My cock doesn’t lose one bit of hardness as I pull her up and take her in a deep kiss.

After a long kiss, I push her back slightly, her nipples hard and I need inside her now.

In a flash of hands we both know what we need.  In a few seconds we’ve managed to strip me as well and I settled sitting on the sofa pulling her down to sit on top of me.  My cock already fighting his way to get inside that sweet tight cunt.

“Slide down on Daddy’s cock, angel.  Show Daddy how badly you want me.  Make me cum again with your tight, wet little pussy.”

She does more than that, my minx leans forward and presses her glorious tits to either side of my face as her body sucks me inside its wet warmth.  My girth still feels like it’s tearing at her, but she’s so wet I slide inside in one movement nearly making my heart stop.

It’s not long until we are both moaning and cumming.  My seed inside her once again with her rocking and bowing herself into me.  It’s so beautiful I freeze the moment in my mind.  Savoring her and wishing I could make this moment last forever.  

My baby.  My princess.  My Caramia taking me joyfully, willingly inside her with an orgasm blushing her cheeks and my cum dripping from her cunt.  Life can’t get any better than this.
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Watching her sleep, the juxtaposition of her huge heart and the world of win-at-all-costs that swirls around her tear at me.  How her mother raised such a pure soul, I’ll never know.  

My phone buzzes and I know who it is before I look.

Margaret:  When does your flight to LA land? 

My anger bubbles up.   These people live in a world most would cut off body parts to experience, and yet they always want more.  More money.  More power.  More of whatever it is that gives them their next thrill.

But above all, they want to win.  

No matter who loses.

Pike:  Doesn’t matter to you.  I’ll take care of the business, you will get what you need.  You just keep our agreement.

My stomach sinks.  When you deal with the devil there are no winners.  

I listen to the slow, even breathing of the one person that makes this life worth living.  Knowing that if I don’t walk this minefield just right, everything we’ve started here will be gone.

Again.

Ripped from me like it’s my own beating heart.

Margaret:  Meet with my client.  Convince your last few hold-out board members to agree to the terms of the merger as discussed.  Willow stays safe.  But you will break it off with her, Pike.  That is non-negotiable.  For God’s sake, if word ever got out about you being involved with my daughter, it will blow this deal for me.  Blow any chance for Managing Partner. And for you, too.  And that is not going to happen.  Don’t force my hand, Pike.  If I go down, you go down farther.  I’ll not lose one minute of sleep over you two.  Leave her alone, Pike, or the world will get a whole different view of who Pike Richards is.  A man with a taste for the young woman he called his daughter.  A man who took liberties with a young woman before the age of consent.  The puritans of America don’t care about the truth, your reputation and your company will go down in flames.  Don’t push me.

It’s a lie, of course. I never touched Willow until we met at the club.

Margaret knows it as well, but none of that matters.  It’s all about perception and Margaret is a master at twisting and packaging information to her liking.  Her firm represents two of the largest media conglomerates in the world.  If she wants something spun and plastered all over every tawdry news channel and internet media rag in existence, she can do it. And I will not put Willow through that.  The thought that her own mother would throw her to the wolves to get what she wants turns my stomach, but I have no doubt that she would. She wouldn’t even hesitate.

I turn my phone face down and slide it across the dresser.  I adjust the knot of my tie until it grabs around my neck.

Walking over, I set a kiss on her sex-messy hair.

“See you soon, Princess.”  I whisper, stroking the wild tendrils that lay on the pillow.

I’ll die before I allow her to be dragged through the mud in public.  As long as Willow is kept out of it, I’ll sacrifice myself a million times over.  If I have to convince the last hold outs with less than accurate data, I’ll do what I need to do.  Accept the consequences as they fall.

I settle my fingertips on my temples and squeeze hard, trying to settle my head as the elevator door closes.  As I travel down from the penthouse it goes over again in my mind.  I have to find a way out.  But if I don’t, I’ll have to set her free.

Again.

No matter how much of my soul it costs me.

My throat tightens and a weight sits on my chest.  How can I keep her safe and keep her in my life?  A sob threatens me as the elevator lowers me to the lobby.  My car is waiting out front and my mind quiets.  

I think of her, sleeping in my bed, as my driver opens the car door and I slide inside.  How she looked there.  Like she belonged.  

And she does.  She belongs with me.

C H A P T E R   E L E V E N

WILLOW
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––––––––

I heard him leave but I couldn’t bear to open my eyes to say goodbye.  I almost broke when he kissed me and called me his princess, almost cried out as he left the bedroom thinking I was sound asleep.

I flop over onto my back.  My eyes are burning, the stinging rivers of tears sneaking out the corners of my eyes to run over my temples and into my hair.

My stomach turns when I think about seeing Derrick face to face again.  The smug smile he will be wearing is already haunting me.  All these years later, he’s still able to hurt me, and I haven’t even spoken to him.

Yet.  

I have to be at the law office in less than two hours.  

I stumble to the shower and sob as Pike’s scent fills the steamy glass enclosure, the hot water stinging my skin.  There is not a spot on my body he hasn’t touched since the night we opened this box between us.

I wish I could have told him. Wish I could have him next to me when I go through this final humiliation with Derrick and his father.  But I must be strong, must keep my resolve. I must play their game and finish this once and for all, even if it means my final humiliation and his victory.

I’m dressed and out the door in the next twenty minutes.  Thank goodness Lucielle is on a flight to Milan and will be out of touch for the next twelve hours.  I hold the sealed envelope in my hand.  The letter I wrote in the last five minutes before I left Pike’s apartment has my head spinning and my fingertips tingling.

Inside the cab, I give the driver the address.  I’m early and I need to make one stop on my way.  The one person besides Pike that can give me strength.

Ten minutes later I’m sitting at her bedside.  Her soft gray hair styled, her lips wearing her signature tomato-red lipstick as she turns her head on the pillow toward me. 

“You look beautiful, Maisy.”  I brush my fingers over the thin, silky soft skin of her arm.  Deep purple bruises dot the exposed flesh.  

“I look like a harlot.”  She snaps.  “All these men around here are after me but I’m not giving them the time of day.  They want a piece of ass but I’m not that kind of girl. It doesn’t matter.  They come around still.  Men are stupid.  You know that, Willow?  Most of them, anyway.  Not my Henry.  He’s coming back soon and we are going for a carriage ride in the park.”

“Yes, Maisy.  It’s a beautiful day for that.”  The morning light tickles the lace on her bed linens.  They are lavender and green and she fusses with the lace that trims the edge of the comforter.

“Willow?”  Her voice changes from that wispy, far off lament, into something sharp. “Yes?”  I can see from the sharp focus in her watery blue eyes that she’s back in the present with me.    She does this, her lucidity waxing and waning as she comes and goes, to and from the dream world and reality. I’ve learned to simply go along for the ride. 

“What’s wrong?”  She lets out a low groan and sits herself up a little higher on her pillows.

“Nothing.  Nothing’s wrong.”

“Liar.”  She pokes her finger into my face.  “You tell me what’s got your face in a twist like that.  You can’t lie to me.  You never could.”

I sigh and pull my lips to the side.  She’s right. She knows me.  She has always been someone in my life I know I can always turn to.  She always accepted me and loved me for exactly who I was. For who I am.

“It’s just something I have to do today.  It’s got me irritated.”

“It’s something to do with your mother, isn’t it?”  Maisy shakes her head.  “I don’t know where I went wrong with that girl.  She lost her heart somewhere along the way and I’m sorry you paid for it.”

“Don’t be sorry.  It’s not your fault.  I just have to do something unpleasant, one little thing, but then it will be done and life goes on.”

“Stop being so vague.  It’s annoying. Spit it out. What do you have to do?  And do not give me some other round-about answer like I’m going to break into tiny pieces if you tell me.  What more do I have to lose?  Most days I can’t even get myself to the bathroom on my own, sometimes I don’t even know what year it is.  Nothing you tell me is going to make things any worse for me, Willow.  So, spill. Right now.  And details.  I want details.”

I sit back in the bedside chair and cross my legs.  The next few minutes the story tumbles out of me, leaving me feeling like a black cloud is about to spill rain all over us both.

“Really.”  She pinches her bright red lips together.  The lipstick beginning to seep into the tiny wrinkles around her mouth.  Her face turns from angry to amused in the space of a second.

“What?” I ask.  

“I’m having a good day, Willow.  I may not remember what I had for breakfast.  Or who’s running our country.  But sometimes I remember things just as clear as they happened.  And I think I’ve got something that may help you today.”
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“Who do you think you are, little girl?”  Derrick wads up the paper in his hand and throws it from across the conference table at me, hitting me in the shoulder.

He would be attractive if he wasn’t so ugly on the inside.  But all I see is the well-dressed entitled smirk and I want to kick his stupid overly whitened teeth down his gullet.

Every muscle in my body is trembling but I keep my feet planted firmly on the colorful rug of the conference room at Stern & Bergman, the law office where Derrick is one of the prize defense attorneys.  Shocking, perhaps, that he’s made a career out of defending the rich from crimes that would have a regular Joe incarcerated so fast your head would spin.  But in their world that’s a fair result.  Money talks.

And Derrick’s family thinks they are untouchable.  My mother thinks I’m her pawn.  Well, today things are going to change.  I’m going to change.  I’ve picked up my phone to text or call Pike ten times since I left Maisy but put the phone down every time because today I’m going to stand on my own two feet.  

It doesn’t mean I’m not still scared.  It just means I’m not going to be frozen by that fear any longer.  When I get into the office, Derrick’s there but his father is nowhere to be found.  Derrick made some excuse about his father being called to an emergency meeting but my fear immediately re-doubles knowing without anyone else here anything could happen.

I push through and deliver the letter into his hand anyway.  Watching as Derrick’s face goes from smug to furious.

“So, that’s not the contrite apology you were expecting?  I’m so sorry.”  I snap, watching Derrick’s face turn red.  His frustration isn’t hidden by his hand made suit or blood red tie.  I think if I wait here just a little longer I will leave sprayed with blood from his exploding big, fat head.

My palms are sweating and my heart is racing but I’ve never felt more powerful.  More free.

“You little bitch.”  He shakes his head and starts to walk around the conference table.  The floor to ceiling windows are letting in the morning light and it’s casting a halo around his dark form.  His slicked back, black hair shines under the conference room’s fluorescent lights.  He is big, too.  Bigger than I remember.  With balled fists at his sides.  A monster, stalking towards me.  A nightmare from my own past.  Finally, my resolve shows its first crack as I take a step back.

“So we’re done here?”  I shrug my shoulder and turn on my heel, my heart starting to pound.  My hands grip the strap on my bag as I force myself to focus and take a side step toward the door.

“Oh no.  We are not fucking done here.  We are so far from fucking done, Willow.” Derrick comes up from behind me and snatches my arm, pulling me backward and nearly off my feet.

My mind is blank.  No words will form.  I can feel my fury and fear and shame all rising up inside like bile.

“You are not going to do this.”  He laughs in my face.  “You’ll end up with nothing.  Your mother will cut you off.  My family will be sure you lose your little job, Willow Bainbridge.  Your mother’s firm will lose the Axix account and she will never forgive you.  You know that’s true.”

I jerk my arm back, tearing it from his grip.  Fear turns my head to a buzzing shell.  But I count.  One, two, three...  Centering myself.  Four, five, six, seven...  I feel taller and above all his threats.  Eight, nine, ten...  I can do this.

“Do you think my mother really cares about you?  Or all this?”  I lean down to pick up the wadded paper off the floor and toss it right back in his face, hitting him square between the eyes.

His eyebrows come together and I see the vein in his forehead standing out under his skin.

“You don’t know how this works, Willow.”  He spits the words at me.

“Oh, I do.  Very well.  I grew up in the same world you did.  I just didn’t let it turn me into an inhuman creature like you.  I know my mother.  I know what she wants.  And it has nothing to do with you and your reputation.  You’re not winning this time, Derrick.  I’m showing up for the game this time.  Suited up, so get ready, don’t forget I’ve been taught by the best how to play.”

His face twists.  His hands fly up.  And before I can get a scream from my throat they are around my throat, and the pressure makes me panic.

“You fucking fat, little cunt whore bitch.  If you show anyone that report...You always thought you were better than everyone didn’t you?  Little high and mighty princess.  I know your type.  I know what you want.  What you need.  You pretend to be all innocent but I know better.”  His wet lips spray spit into my face as he cuts off the air from my lungs.  My hands pull and tear at his wrists but his grip is like forged steel.

My purse falls from my shoulder and for a moment I remember his face the night of the party.  Glimpses and flashes of him, angry and red faced, just like he is now.  I remember telling him ‘No’ and that set him off just like now.  

I can feel my eyes bulging.  My face feels ready to explode.  He is looking at me with such hatred and for a split second I wonder if this is really happening or if it’s some sort of flashback.  How can this be the final moment of my life?  All because a boy wouldn’t take responsibility for his actions.  Because he couldn’t get what he wanted.

“You were the only girl at Wentworth that ever turned me down, you know that?  Well, guess what?  I’m taking what I didn’t take that night.  I’m taking it all this time.”  The tendons in his neck stand up above his pressed white shirt collar as his jaw muscles clench.

He slams me, face down, over the conference table, making the crystal water glasses in the center jump with the force.  His hands release my neck and all I can do is gulp grateful air, only barely aware of him, tearing at my skirt from behind.  In one motion, he lifts it up, pushing it over my ass as his leg pushes its way between my own, forcing them apart.

My ears are ringing from the impact of the side of my head against the wood.  Derrick is three times my size, but I can’t let him do this again.  I do my best to kick back at him.  I flail my arms, desperate to reach any part of him.  To stop it before it starts.

“Time to finish what we started, Princess.”  He growls from behind me, but instead of crying I struggle with renewed strength, shifting, trying to gain any sort of leverage and get out from my bent over position.  I hate it even more that he’s calling me ‘Princess’.  That he’s tainting that word, the word that reminds me of Pike and the beauty of what we have together.

Just as I realize my futile struggling is no match for his strength and fury, the door swings open.  I see him from the corner of my eye, like a knight in a fairytale, and my heart nearly leaps from my chest.

“Get your fucking hands off her.”

Pike crosses the room in what looks like one step, and in an instant both his hands come to Derrick’s throat, tossing him like a rag doll, off of me and across the room.  He stumbles over the chairs and falls like a rotten tree onto a small table in the corner, spilling his cup of coffee right onto the crotch of his perfectly pressed gray suit pants.

“You okay?”  Pike’s panicked attention is on me as he pulls me up to face him. His eyes are wild as he runs his hands over me, looking up and down.

“I’m fine.”  I gasp, hoarse, my throat still raw.  “He tried, but nothing happened.”

He turns his head to the side, giving Derrick a look that would topple kingdoms.  

“Pike.  I mean it.  I’m fine.  I will be fine.  Let’s go.”  More than anything I just want to be out of this room and away from whatever might happen next.

“Go?  Oh hell, no.  This piece of shit is getting what’s coming to him.  We’re calling the cops.”

Pike’s phone is in his hand in the next instant.  

Derrick is on his feet, panic washing over his face, but Pike just points at him.  There’s no mistaking his meaning.  Stay put.  To my shock, Derrick stops dead in his tracks. 

Pike relates to the 911 operator the general scene he encountered, answers some questions, then he shoves his phone into his pocket.

By now a crowd has gathered outside the open conference room door and Derrick is trying to look cool with his wet crotch.  He pulls out his own phone and frantically starts typing away on the screen.  After a moment his eyes come to rest on me.

“She wanted it.  She was begging for it.”  Derrick says, pointing his phone at me.  I’m not sure if he’s speaking to Pike or to the group of nervous looking lemmings gathering around the door, but his words sound weak, desperate.

“I didn’t want it, you ass.  Just like I didn’t want it when I was sixteen.”  I yell the last word.  All the years of holding back come out of me in that moment.  “This time, no one is going to shut me up.  No one is going to say it didn’t happen. Not now and not then.  So you better lawyer up, asshole, because this time I’m not staying quiet!”

There’s a bit of a ruckus behind the gathered crowd and I see two officers in blue uniforms parting the bodies and heading our way.  Pike drapes his arm over my shoulders and squeezes.  I straighten my back and take a deep breath.

The next hour, we give detailed statements to the police.  Derrick’s father shows up spitting venom in my direction and threatening Pike with ruining the merger.

When they take Derrick away in handcuffs, his dad shouting legal nonsense at them, Pike stands right behind me.  Having his hands on my shoulders as we both stare him down makes me feel safe.  Derrick is beaten and he knows it.  As he passes us, his eyes are glued to the Turkish rug.  It’s a walk of shame, everyone knowing what he did, everyone can see it.  He’s led away, out into the open area of the law firm where he was once the golden boy.  The lawyer of the rich and famous called upon to get them out of trouble.  Now he’s going to learn what it feels like to be in the limelight on the opposite end of the law.

C H A P T E R   T W E L V E

PIKE
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On the way back to my place in the limo, I ask her about the details of what happened with Derrick.  My heart breaks as she talks but I see her strength.  I’d kill him if I thought it would help her.  Tear down kingdoms to make it right, but right now, I can see she just needs me to be her for her, which I will do until my last breath.

I explain to Willow why I didn’t make it to LA.  I got on the plane, but I couldn’t leave. Something tore at me. Told me to get off that plane and come back.

The tracker in my phone told me where she’d been.  I saw she’d visited Maisy, then arrived at the law office address.  As soon as my car pulled up in front of the building, my stomach sank.  I knew something was wrong. 

I tore through the offices until finally someone with some sense pointed me in the direction of the conference room where I found her inside, bent over the desk.

I decided right then that I would kill for her if I had to.  But, instead, it was more important for me to live for her.

“Okay.”  My voice has stopped shaking as I take her by the hand and then set her down on my lap on the sofa.  Back safe in the living room of my apartment.  “So, Margaret knew all along that Derrick was guilty of assaulting you and she just kept you quiet about it?  Why?”

I knew Margaret was always focused on her career.  When we married, it was a benefit for us both.  I know that.  There is an advantage to a good partnership marriage, and for Margaret, it certainly helped her career.  And fulfilling an old, albeit silly, college promise for us both seemed the thing to do at the time.  It made sense.  Even for me, having the comfort of taking someone to functions whom I knew understood the business world we lived in was an advantage.  Looking back, I’m not sure what I was thinking.  It was a stupid thing to do.  Except that I’m a man of my word.  When Margaret said she needed me and our old promise came to pass, I felt obligated. Stupid, perhaps, but nonetheless.  

Only, the woman that she turned into is not the friend from college that I once knew.  The woman Margaret has become is beyond evil.  To sacrifice her own daughter for the sake of her own professional interests turns my blood cold.  

If only I hadn’t left when I did, maybe I could have saved her.  If I hadn’t let those two months go by before I started keeping track of her maybe I couldn’t have prevented it.

I shake my head.  I did what I thought was best and that will forever be my pain to carry.

“So, she kept those test results all these years.”  Willow rests her head on my shoulder and I stroke her back as she tells me what she found out.  “Just to have leverage over Derrick and his father.  Just in case she ever needed it to win the game.  That’s all she cares about.  Everything is just part of her game.  Even me.”

“Not anymore.”  I shake my head.  “Never again, Princess. Daddy’s never leaving you again.”

Right then, Willow’s phone rings.  I reach into her bag and turn the screen up to see Margaret’s name and number.

Willow looks at me.  Her eyes darken as I turn the phone so she can see who’s calling, and her voice comes out in a powerful burst.

“Put her on speaker.”

I hit the button and Margaret’s voice seeps out of the phone like poison.  I’m on guard, ready to pounce and protect my girl, but I can see in Willow’s eyes a tigress has been released and it’s my job to stand behind her now and let her go.

“Willow!  What have you done?  I just got a call from Pierson Marcus!  I told you what would happen if you didn’t—“  

“Shut up, Mother.”  Willow sits up straight on my lap. Her hands coming to rest on my shoulders.  “It’s my turn to talk and your turn to listen.”

Silence.  Willow’s tone was enough to quiet a battlefield.  She takes a deep breath, then continues.

“Listen, because this is going to be a short, one way conversation and you need to hear what I have to say.”  Willow shifts her hips, consciously or unconsciously rubbing herself on my erection, raising her bravado another octave.  “You won’t expose me or Pike.  You will also not be getting your new client.  Your managing partnership or anything else upon which I was the fulcrum of your plans.  Because I know about the DNA test.  I have the physician's report.  Okay, so Derrick may not have had intercourse with me, but you knew there was sexual contact.  You knew it was his semen they found on me and you did nothing! You did less than nothing, you made me feel like I was the wrong-doer.  The liar.  When all along you had the proof!  And you know what?  I was sixteen years old.  And Derrick was eighteen. You know, even if I couldn’t prove he took advantage of me when I was impaired, it’s still statutory rape, mother!  And you didn’t report it.  Failing to report felony sexual abuse on your own daughter?”

She knows if this gets out her career is over.  The physician’s report shows she had knowledge of the sexual contact.  Derrick never denied it happened, just denied the little detail about consent.  That’s enough right there to ruin her. 

Margaret screams.  “You’ve ruined not only my deal, but you’ve ruined Pike’s merger as well, Willow.  You may think you’ve won, but you’ve ruined everyone with your little show.  Pike——”

“Margaret.”  I brush my fingertips along Willow’s cheek as I chime in.  “After all these years, you should know me better than that.”

Silence on the other end of the phone as Willow leans down to kiss my cheek and nestle her head into my neck.  I draw her tightly against me before I deliver the final blow.

“Your little group of investors?  They were more than happy to accept double the share price of their position with Axis and controlling shares in Richards’ Holdings.  They all sit on my board now.  Oh, except Pierson Marcus.  You are more than welcome to represent him.  Only, since he was also privy to the DNA test and the events of that night, he may need a different kind of attorney as I don’t think you two will be in any position to be concerned with my little merger if you are facing criminal charges.  Oh and one more thing, you should be smarter than to text a threat to lie about criminal activity in order to get what you want Margaret.  That little blackmail text you sent me, remember?  This deal means nothing to me.  Less than nothing.  Winning isn’t important to me, Margaret.  Money means nothing to me.  Willow means everything to me.  So in the end, I win, because I have everything I’ve ever wanted or needed right here.”

Margaret continues in her high pitched panic.  “You can’t do that! You’ll pay for it in the press.  Taking advantage of the daughter of your former wife?  They’ll have a field day.”

“She’s not going to be my former step-daughter for long, Margaret. She’s going to be my wife.  And I’m going to plaster that little announcement all over the media myself.  I’m proud as fuck of Willow and what we have together.  I’ll never hide her away.  So don’t think that gives you any leverage here.  Because as soon as Willow gives me the nod, our wedding announcement is about to become public knowledge.”

Margaret’s voice is screeching as I hit the red button and end the call.

Willow sits up straight on my lap, grinding her crotch over my erection with a smile that lights up my heart.

“Are you asking me to marry you?”

“Not asking, princess.  Informing.  I’m decisive.  And I’ve decided.  My private jet is waiting to take us to Las Vegas.  We’ll be married by lunch time.  How does that sound? Or do you want a big wedding?  Mother-of-the-bride and all the trimmings.”  My sarcasm is met with a playful whack on my shoulder with her fist.

I let one hand drop from her hip and reach into my inside jacket pocket, pull out the worn, rust colored leather box.  The gold embossing is weathered but it still shimmers on the antique leather.

“Marry me, Willow Bainbridge.  Make me the happiest Daddy on the planet.”  I flip open the box. Inside is an emerald cut diamond.  It’s the size of a dime, surrounded by smaller emeralds and mounted on an antique filigree white gold band.

“Oh my God.”  Her eyes tell me she knows exactly where the ring came from.

“You don’t think I would ask you to marry me without talking to Maisy first, do you?”

Her lips come to set on mine as I take the ring from the box and slip it on her finger.

“When?  How?”  Her eyes dart from my face to her hand, then back.

“Princess.  You know I’m always two steps ahead.  When I went to LA the day after we were together at Club Tower, I stopped first and went to see your grandmother.  I knew that night I would never let you go again. But I also know how much Maisy means to you, and I wanted her blessing.  She gave me that, along with her engagement ring from your grandfather.  Told me to take good care of you or she would come around and kick my butt.”

I hold her hand up and kiss the ring.

“Daddy.”  She whispers and my dick is on point.  She knows how to control me with that single word.  “But I have to work tomorrow...Lucielle.”

“You really want that job princess?  You want to work for her?”

“I want to succeed.  I want to follow my dream.”

I kiss her nose.  “Tell you what.  You let me call in a favor for you this one time.  I know people that know people.”  She squinches up her nose and I hold up a finger to her lips.  “Just this once.”

“Fine.”  She can’t fight the smile.  “I sort of hate Lucielle.  Maybe I’ll just start my own business.  Take a risk.  I’m tired of being abused by her just hoping for her endorsement.  I think if she fires me, I’ll figure something out.  If I can stand up to Derrick Marcus and win, I can handle Lucielle.”

“My princess.  My Caramia.  Daddy loves you more than you will ever know.  Now, let’s go get on that plane.”


E P I L O G U E

WILLOW
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Six months Later

“I’ll come over there and give you a wallop you don’t get me my brandy.”  Maisy rolls forward to where Pike is pouring her a drink.

The lights are still twinkling on the Christmas tree.  It’s been an incredible few months and this New Year’s Eve is just another celebration of the amazing life Daddy and I are building.

“This is your last one.”  Pike turns around and hands Maisy a snifter of her brandy.

“Don’t you tell me when it’s my last one.”  She snatches it from him and spins her wheelchair around with her free hand.  Pike winks at me as I rub my belly.

I’m only three months along and I can’t wait for my belly to be bigger.  I thought I would be insecure about getting even rounder, but Pike has taught me just how beautiful I am no matter what I think.  My curves turn him on and seeing that in his eyes has repaired some of the years of self-loathing I had regarding my full figure.

“You tell your husband to mind his business Willow.  I’m ninety-two years old, what am I going to do if I have another drink? Die?”  Maisy settles in a spot by the roaring fire Pike made.

Who knew such a refined businessman could turn all lumberjack whenever we come here to the cabin.

He’s even wearing flannel for God’s sake.

And it’s hot AF.

“Hey, lumber-Daddy.” I wink back and Pike gives me that look.  The one that says in no uncertain terms, ‘You’re getting very close to a spanking young lady.’

“Willow.”  He draws my name out in playful admonishment. 

“Sorry.”  A pout and an eyelash flutter grants me temporary asylum. I see the twinkle in his eye. 

Pike comes over to stand in front of me.  Kissing my forehead.

“Get a room.” Maisy chimes in.  “And tell all these other men to leave me the hell alone. I’m not going home with any of them tonight. And when my Henry gets here, if they don’t back off, he’s going to knock them into next week.”

She jabs a finger in the air point toward nothing but what she sees in her mind. 

“They can’t help themselves.” Pike says.  “A woman like you drives men mad.  It’s a miracle I can hold myself back.”

I swat his arm.  “You better hold yourself back Pike Richards.”

He leans down to my ear.  “You know holding back is not in my vocabulary only when it comes to you Caramia.”  He leans down and kisses me with that raw passion that takes my knees out from under me.

His tongue swoops into my mouth.  I can still taste myself on him from when he flipped my skirt up and ate me from behind as I put the finishing touches on the candy buffet that covers the kitchen island.

My pussy gushes.  I’ve learned to just live with being wet nearly 24 x 7.  Pike likes me that way and it’s darn good thing, because just he sight, sound or thought of him can put me on the edge of an orgasm in the blink of an eye.

“Come with me.”  He finishes our kiss and grabs me by the hand.  He looks toward Maisy who is having a conversation with someone only she can see.  “Maisy.  We’ll be back.  Veronica is right here if you need anything.”

Pike smiles at the stout gray haired woman sitting reading a Harlequin novel.

“I don’t need anything but these men to quit following me around.”  Maisy quips.  “And another brandy.”  She holds her drink up toward Veronica who sighs and looks toward Pike.  Maisy snorts, “You don’t need his permission to give me a damn drink.”

Pike nods.  He plays the tough guy but both Maisy and I have his number.

“You’re a sweet Daddy.”  I lean into his side as he drapes his arm over my shoulders.  “Where are you taking me?”

“You’ll see princess.  Just come with me.”  He has dark circles under his eyes.

Pike has been working so much.  He’s tired and I do my best to not be demanding of his time, but I miss him so.  This house I hope will be our sanctuary.  A place where he can come and recharge but sometimes I wonder how often he will be able to take time.  His company runs him to the brink of exhaustion. 

He leads me down the hallway from the great room. The slick floors are made from antique pine planks.  The walls are alternating stone and plaster with barn beams imported from his families land in Hungary. 

We visited there on our honeymoon.  A tour of Europe that culminated in Pike meeting his family for the first time.  Aunts, Uncles, cousins all gathered and welcomed us with open arms.

His Grandparents left some land to his mother.  He didn’t know until we were there and his mother’s brother gave him the deed to an old farm that had been in the family for gnerations.  There were several century old buildings on the property that were not repairable.  Old stables and a huge hay barn. So, Pike had them taken down, but saved all the lumber.  Shipped the beams and planks back here to build this country house for us.  It was completely just before Christmas and we’ve been staying here as a family for the holidays.

As we get close to the bedroom, Pike stops us.

“Princess.”  He shifts, taking me by the shoulders to face him.  “You are part of my very soul, you know that don’t you?”

“Yes Daddy.”  I smile. The look on his face somewhere between concern and joy.  “What is it?”

I watch him swallow hard.  I know this look.  It’s something that comes over him often.  I see the responsibility he feels for me.

“Just come in to the bedroom.  We need to talk.”

My heart sinks but he traces his hands down my arms and pulls me by the hand.  Once inside, he settles on the end of the bed, gathering me forward to stand between his legs.  His hands on my hips. 

I’m near tears because I see the tension in his ace.  Something is wrong and he’s doing his best to hide it from me I can feel it.

“Daddy, something’s wrong.  You’re scaring me.”  I put my hands on his cheeks.  The rough scratch of his unshaven face under my palms.

“Baby nothing’s wrong.  I just think we need to make some decisions.  Or I need to make some decisions and I hope you will understand.”

My heart is in my throat.  I swallow and wait.

“I want to make some changes in our life.”  His brow comes together and even muscle in my body tenses.

“Okay.  Like what?”  I mumble barely able to get the words out.

“First off, I’ve already talked to my board.  As of March 1st, I am stepping down as Chairman.  I will be a majority shareholder, but I will no longer be involved in the daily operations of Richard’s Holdings.”

He pauses, his green eyes searching my face as I wait for the other shoe to drop.  Pike managed to save the merger in spite of all the drama and chaos caused by Margaret and the Marcus family.  It was a miracle, but it made him an obscene amount of money.  Half of which he immediately turned over to a number of charities.  

“Is that it?”

“Is that okay with you?”  He asks and I can see he really isn’t sure.

“Are you kidding me?”  I throw my arms around his neck.  “I’m so happy.”  Tears spring to my eyes.  “Is that it?  Really?  That’s what you wanted to tell me?”

“Princess, I wasn’t sure if having me be the powerful business man was part of what appealed to you.  Part of why you loved me.”  His voice hints at the truth in his words.

People think of Dom’s as impervious to emotion.  That their hearts are somehow made of different stuff than the rest of us.  But I assure you they are not.  Pike is as sensitive and loving as many man on this earth and he has insecurities just like the rest of us.

“I love you even more Daddy.  Because this means I get more time with you.  You get more time with me.  With our family.”  I release my grip and take his hand to place them on my belly.  “We could be living anywhere and I’d be happier with more time with you than any position or job you would have.”

“Well, I have another thing.”  His full lips turn up.  “I want to move Maisy in here with us.  And, I’ve set up a construction company to build you a studio on the property.  A design studio for your maternity clothing line.  I think you should let me take care of the baby as much as you need.  I want you to pursue your own dreams princess.  I’ll be here to support you however you need.  Mr. Mom, financial backer and grandmother management.”

I giggle at the idea.  The powerful Dominant Lord Tower taking on the domestic roles so his wife can follow her dreams.  He stepped down from running Club Tower the day we got married.  Turned it over without looking back to his friend and trusted manager Sir James.

“You are full of surprises you know that?”  I lean down and kiss him.  The feel of his tongue moving into my mouth never gets old.  I give him wink.  “You sure you an handle Maisy without a full time staff.”

He laughs and reaches around to give my bottom a smack.

“I didn’t say I would have a staff.  But, baby, I’m ready to be fully immersed in this new life Caramia.  This life I’ve dreamed of for so long.”

My cheeks ache from the smile I think will never leave my face. 

“Daddy.”  I love him so much.  He’s given me my wings under his guidance and control.

“You happy princess?”  He asks squeezing his legs together and pulling me closer, his hands moving to grip my ass.

“I’d be happier...”  The heat raises on my cheeks.  Even after this time together I still find a shyness comes over me when I want certain things from him. 

His eyes light up, because not only does he know what it means when I blush and turn coy, he loves to see that little girl in me come out.

“Does my princess need something from Daddy?” 

I run my hands through his hair.  He’s let it grow out just a bit and I love the way it feels between my fingers.

I lean down.  My lips brushing against his ear.

“Special kisses.”  I whisper and the words draw out a moan from him.

“Say please.”  He returns, his voice thick with lust. 

“Please Daddy.  Pretty please.”

With that he’s got me turned around and on the bed.  My skirt already up around my waist as I giggle and open my legs.  He’s taught me well, never keep him from what’s his.  

“Good girl.”  He says before his mouth is on me.

When he says ‘good girl’, I hear ‘I love you’.  I’m ready to cum within a minute.  I arch into his mouth, filling the room with the words I know he loves to hear.

“I love you too Daddy.  Forever and ever.”

––––––––
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Need even more Daddy time?  Try Angel, her Daddy knows what a good girl needs.
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ANGEL

Chapter One

_______________________________________________

MAGNUS
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“You are wound too fucking tight, man.  When’s the last time you got laid anyway?  Go find some fucking chick and just get it done!”  Erik smirks at me as he spreads his fingers on the polished birch.  The desk used to be mine, and it was big even for me.  Erik isn’t small, not by everyday standards, but he looks like a toddler playing like he’s some big shot behind that desk.

He’s wearing a fucking idiot grin, and I have half a mind to wipe it off with a quick shot to his jaw.  

What he doesn’t know is I get laid a few times a day.  In my mind at least and by my own hand.  I got laid a couple hours ago.  Laying back in my bed, my fist around my rock hard shaft, trying to talk myself out of jerking off for the second time before six a.m. as I thought about my angel.  

I lost that battle, just as I’ve lost hundreds exactly the same over the last few months.  As I gripped myself, squeezing and jacking up and down with the sheets tossed off my body, my thoughts had drifted to what her lips would taste like, the way they curve and stay full when she smiles.  Thinking of that gorgeous smile as I would sink my tongue so deep inside her I become part of her fucking DNA.  The image of myself placing her on her knees in front of me, her willing eyes looking to me for reassurance...

My fantasy unfolds with the first brush of her tongue on the slit of my cock, drops of pre-cum seeping out just for her.  The things I would say to her.  How she would smile when I told her she was my good girl...  The weight of her magnificent tits in my hands.  

The taste of her pussy.  Her legs spreading willingly for me.  Then that smile again.

Every time it happens, I imagine teaching her, guiding her, showing her everything I want her to know about sex.  About how I was made to please her and her me.  Making her mine in ways most men would think perverse, but it’s not.  The ways I want her are beautiful.  The ways I wish I could have her.  Take care of her.  Possess her beyond anything most rational men would understand.

My Angel.

My babygirl.

But it’s what I need.  It’s what I’ve always needed, I just didn’t know it until I met her.

I would tell her to open her legs for me, order her to play with herself so I know exactly what she likes, how to reward her when she is a good girl.  Fuck, I gripped my cock so tight, thinking of how her pussy would feel.  My stroke sessions are more fits of lust-filled anger than pleasure.  I want her so badly it hurts.  I need the release because I’m sure I will never truly have her and that is my own private torture.

Pulses shoot up my cock, thick and hard simply from the memory of my morning fantasy, and I shift in the chair where I sit facing the front of the desk, hoping my brother won’t notice the hard-on that is beginning to fill the front of my pants.

That’s never happened before at the mere thought of a woman.  Hell, I haven’t gotten hard for anyone in so many years I don’t even bother to count anymore.  Until three months ago, and my cock seems to be eighteen years old again.  Wiley and half hard twenty-four seven.

I rub an open hand over my jaw and mouth, unconsciously grooming my beard in an attempt to regain control of my pulse.  I twist my neck and let out a huff as I try to shake away the endless fantasies of her, a girl who shows absolutely zero interest in me.  A girl I can’t get out of my head.  

My angel.  My Cassie.

The four words out of her mouth that first day I met her told me I was a goner.  You would have thought they were more provocative than, ‘Can I help you?’.  But that’s all it took.

“I even have a few girls in mind.”  Erik soils my daydream.  “My cast-offs, shall we say.  I’m sure they would be happy to take one for the team.”  My baby brother doesn’t know when to shut the fuck up sometimes.

“Fuck you, Erik.”  I point a meaty finger in his direction.  “Getting laid is not the answer to everything.  And those women should kick your ass not sleep with you.  You need to learn to treat them with more respect.”

I turn away so that I won’t see his reaction. This is the exact same room I walked out of last year.  Nothing has changed, and everything has changed.  Erik has managed to turn what was my center of organization, my control room, into something more chaotic than I could ever find comfortable.  But it doesn’t matter. He’s the Chief Executive Officer of Foundation Demolition now.

Right or wrong, that chapter of my life is over.  

“I just think getting laid couldn’t hurt but okay, bad joke.”  He scribbles on a yellow legal pad in front of him then his eyes snap up to me with something I think might be pity.  “Look, you weren’t wrong about letting the demo go forward that day.  You did everything right.”  Erik puts down the pen and drums his fingers on the desk, watching me as I avert my own line of sight from his. He knows me well enough to realize I’m still stuck on that fucking day but him bringing it up every time we see each other pisses me off.  

He’s ramping up for another lecture on how I should come back to the business.With a thrust of my chin I set him straight. “Well, I clearly wasn’t right either.  I don’t want to talk about it.”  My fingers squeeze my knees and I shake my head.  “We’ve run circles around this and it’s better this way.  You’re doing a great job and I’m not bringing unnecessary attention to the business.”  I shift back and forth in the chair, bring a palm up to run a few hard strokes over my head and as belly twists tight.  I want to be somewhere else.

Erik’s upper lip twitches the way it does when he’s nervous.  “You were the best though.  No one knew how to rig a building like you did.  It was almost magical, how you just knew where each impact should go.  Every detonation in the right order.  Like you were conducting a symphony of destruction.  Dad taught us both well, but you had something else.  Like Rain Man for building implosions.”

“Except being the best didn’t save that girl, did it?” The harshness in my voice reminds us both how fresh the pain is for me.

Pain.  I shake my head thinking of the word, trying to clear it, wondering how I can think what I’m feeling equals pain.  I’m fucking alive.  This isn’t pain, it’s just emotion.  I’m an asshole.

Erik’s chest rises and falls with a deep breath and he rolls a pen back and forth under his fingers, but I’m done here.  I shoot him a look that says “no arguments” as I grunt and push off on the chair, rising to my feet.

My foot, I should say.  

Singular.  My constant reminder of that day’s error in judgement.

“Do you need anything else?”  I clasp my hands together, rubbing them until the friction creates heat.  My forehead draws tight as the sun assaults my eyes looking out the window so that I don’t have to see his concern.  We’re on the seventh floor of the Foundation building, looking across the Detroit River to the Canadian Club sign.  Somehow it helps settle me.  That sign has been in my memory since Dad had his first office on this site. Seems like a thousand years ago.

Foundation Demo’s first location was nothing more than a single story, brick square, with bars on the windows and no running water.  Two more office buildings were added to the group after that first one, then seven years ago we built this glass and metal monstrosity to house the new, international team of demolition experts.  We’re the best, no one doubts that. 

“No, I don’t need anything else.  What I still fucking need is for you to let this other stuff go.”  Erik has a habit of thinking he’s right about everything and he’s the one that needs to learn to let stuff go.  We’ve gone a few rounds over the years because he refuses to see things any way but his.  “I mean, fifty thousand to another rehab? Fifty thousand? Do you even know how much that is?”  He rubs the back of his neck as I shift my weight off my prosthetic as I move behind the chair. The new one they just fitted me with is still a bit stiff and it’s digging into what’s left of my calf muscle.

I do know how much money that is, and it’s not like I don’t have the cash.  He’s just pissed because he sees it as a waste.  Never mind he’s the one that has a garage full of vintage motorcycles, a Porsche 911 Turbo and two Aston Martin Db5s.  He fancies himself the James Bond of building demolition.  Somehow those trinkets are worthy of the expense in his mind, but not my spending money on trying to fucking help people out of a death spiral.

“What the fuck do you care?  It’s my fucking money.  My percentage of the profits, Erik, this is what I want to do with it.  Don’t cock-block me man, you’ll lose.  You know I won’t fucking back down.”  I suck my lips against my teeth with a quick crack of my neck.  I love my baby brother, but we’re not too old to throw down if need be.  He’s sandpaper on my nerves right now and he knows it.

If Mom was still here, the only thing she’d say to us is, “Take it outside, boys.  Supper’s at seven.”  

“That’s enough, man. Come on.”  Erik cracks his palm against the desk, toppling the picture of Mom and Dad sitting at the corner.

I reach over to right it and he’s drumming his fingers again, making heat start to rise from my core. God, I miss my parents.

He should know he’s pushing for a brotherly beatdown, but he keeps going anyway.  “Some junkie broke into your demo site.  You didn’t do anything wrong here.  Fucking tweakers looking for a place to squat for the night. One dies and it’s her own fault and now it’s your responsibility to save them all?”  He throws his hands up and his voice hits a high note. 

“Do you fucking think people want to be addicts?  You think they enjoy that fucking life?  ‘There but by the grace of God go I.’  That’s what Mom used to say.  You should think about it.”  I point at the photo, then raise my hand up to cover my eyes and pinch at the corners of my forehead.  The pressure from my fingers somehow relieves the pressure inside my head.

Erik huffs a dramatic sigh as I rub my temples.  I’m thinking about her, the woman they found in the rubble.  Thinking maybe if someone had given her a chance, showed her they cared, maybe she’d be alive today.

I know Erik doesn’t want to hear what I say next but I don’t care.  “Do you know Sarah Templeton had been on her own since she was fifteen?  Ran away from home because her mother’s boyfriend thought she was his personal sex toy?  Then she found a new ‘boyfriend’ who promptly beat her ass until she went to work for him.  He also made sure he got a needle in her arm, so by the time she was sixteen she’d already been arrested eight times for prostitution and four times for possession.  But, yeah, I guess she just needed to pull herself up by her bootstraps, right?”  My nostrils flare as I stare him down.  

He’s the baby, and sometimes he needs the hammer between the eyes because he can’t see things from any perspective but his own.  “Not everyone has the same foundation as we had, Erik.  Keep that in mind.”  After the accident I wanted to know everything I could about the woman that died.  Sarah Templeton.  Even then I hated how the company lawyers tried to paint her as a low life.  They wouldn’t even use her name.

Like somehow her life mattered less because of her background.  I didn’t notice it before this all happened, but people assign a different value to women when they sell their body.  When they have an addiction.  It was so clear to me during the investigation and the case that somehow to most people, the human that was Sarah Templeton didn’t matter all that much and it infuriated me.

My brother stares right back at me, calculating whether it’s in his own interests to keep poking the bear.

Erik, my sister Cindy and I had an amazing childhood.  Even when we were dirt poor and supper was the one meal you could count on, we were happy.  Erik doesn’t seem to grasp the trauma some people go though in their lives.  Most of the addicts I’ve gotten to know since the accident have something horrible in their past.  Something that finds their weakness and turns them to the dark road.  He has no fucking idea how lucky he is.

From the way he settles back in his chair and his shoulders fall a few inches I think he’s decided to keep his mouth shut for the moment.  Smart choice.

“Now.  Are we done?”  My voice thickens as I stuff my hands down in my pockets.  The muscles in my shoulders ache and twitch.  My mouth is dry and I just need to be out of here.  I can’t stop thinking of where I want to be.  Even if it’s just looking at her.  I came here to sign some IRS shit for him but the conversation quickly turned and I’m ready to be gone.

“Yep.  I guess we are.  Thanks for coming by to sign. Fucking IRS wants to know every fucking thing.” Erik leans back in the chair.  He’s got Mom’s fair skin, Nordic light hair and lean build, while I, on the other hand, take after our father.  Mom used to say Dad and I descended from some ancient human-grizzly hybrid and from the view I get in the mirror every morning she’s not far off.  Even my voice comes out of me as a half growl most of the time. “I’m changing your direct deposit like you asked.  Once a month still fine?”

“I don’t care.  Whatever.  I don’t need the money.”  I pick up the picture of Mom and Dad from the edge of the desk, looking at how they still smiled at each other after fifty-two years of marriage.  It makes me happy and sad at the same time, and I dust the top of the frame with my index finger before setting it back in place, turning it to face him.

I’ve left the business in any official capacity, but Erik and my sister insisted I keep drawing a salary.  I also have a lot of zeros behind my company profit sharing account, but I only use that now for donations and contributions to the rehabs I support.  I’m starting a scholarship sort of deal with three of the best rehabs across the country.  The ones where the fucking celebrities go when they need to dry out, the best places.  The programs that actually work, where you’re not a junkie, you’re just a hero in need of a rest. But the real addicts, the folks on the street with nothing and no one, don’t get to go to those facilities.  No money, no help.  I want to change that.

“You earned your checks, man.  You turned this business around in the last ten years.  I just hope I don’t fuck it up.  You ever want to come back, no questions.  The whole wine business thing with Cindy—”  He laughs and pushes back in his chair with a knowing grin.  “We both know you’re just there to get her started.  Hell, you don’t even drink...” 

He busts out with a hearty laugh as I back away toward the closed door, anxious to get back outside in the fresh air.  I’m done.  The room starts to feel smaller and smaller, and my heart is starting to pump faster knowing the sympathetic stares and averted eyes I’m going to get from the staff when I walk back toward the elevator.

“Hey, it’s something to do. Cindy needed some help.  I’m a glorified gopher over there, but if she needs me, I’ll stick around for as long as she wants.”  

“So now both of you are off doing your wine thing and I’m here steering the ship.  Not sure that’s what Dad had in mind when he left the company to all of us.”

“Cindy never cared about blowing shit up.  She’s happy as hell now that she’s bought the distributorship.”

She’s doing well. She has around seventy employees and the new building is almost ready.  The warehouse is state of the art.  Ten sections kept at perfect temperatures for the different kinds of wine.  Fuck if I know anything about it, but she’s in hog heaven.  I just do what I’m told and that’s fine for now.  Keeps me busy.  I can even bring my two mutts, Tinder and Leopold along to the offices. 

I’m almost to the door when I turn around one last time to see Erik look at his watch then his fingers click on his keyboard.

“Okay.”  Erik stops typing and reaches up to the ceiling, stretching and leaning side to side.  “Well, I have work to do.  You go run your little errands for sissy and take care of those in need and those vicious dogs of yours.  I’ll be here blowing shit up.”

As I turn, I can’t help but think of where I want to be.  Who I want to be talking to.  I step forward, my gait slightly off balance.  My fingers grip the cool metal handle of the door and a rush of blood streams down south.  I know when I leave here my next stop will be to see her.

I lean to my right.  The pressure from my prosthetic needs adjusting.  Finding a specialist that could form fit and teach a six-foot-seven-inch, three-hundred-and-seventeen-pound man how to walk again with the bottom of one leg blown off hasn’t been an easy road.

Erik pushes back from his place behind the desk and steps forward as I start to open the door.  I pivot taking one quick look back his way.  Squinting into the morning sun as it streams through the floor-to-ceiling windows.

“One more thing.”  His voice changes, the lightness gone.

He nods slightly and looks down at a thick folder at the corner of the desk.  For some reason he can’t meet my eyes.  

Our mutual discomfort heightened by the fact that one black boot is sticking out from under the hem of my charcoal gray slacks.  Where the other boot should be, there’s just slick, curved metal.

“We settled the last of the claim.”  He flips up the corner of the folder, then closes it again.  “It’s done.  I know you don’t want to talk about it, but I wanted you to know.  It wasn’t your fault, but we settled and accepted all of their terms just as you asked.  Now, you just need to settle it with yourself, Magnus.  It was an accident.  You weren’t at fault.”

I sniff. My hand tenses on the door handle, the veins traversing the bones leading to each finger in thick rivers.  My desire to turn the knob falters as the words tumble out of my mouth. “Tell that to Sarah Templeton.”  My head starts to pound.  “Oh wait, you can’t, can you?”

I force my wrist to turn my hand.  

The click of the handle, the blast of air as I jerk open the door.  I feel like I’m watching the whole thing from somewhere else. The irony of the entire situation is that Sarah’s piece of shit mother came out of the woodwork after her daughter died.  Found some TV attorney to take her case of wrongful death against me and the corporation.  Erik wanted it to go to trial, but I put my foot down.  We paid off that worthless bitch because there was no way I was letting Sarah’s name be dragged through the mud.  Her mother did jack shit for her until she was dead, then all of a sudden she was the grieving, long suffering, maternal figure.  Sarah deserves some peace, even now.  The ancillary benefit of settling out of court was it kept both Sarah and the entire sad event out of the media.

I shoot off one final barb. “Doesn’t feel settled to me.”

Erik shakes his head and looks down, but I finally walk away.  I turn the corner out of his office away from the elevators and onto the stairs, sparing us all the forced smiles and averted eyes on my way out.
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Valentine’s Rose
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The last fifteen minutes of the hour-long drive to her flower shop my dick is diamond hard.  Visions of her laying under me as I drive her into the bed taunt me as I try to steer.  

Her skin is the perfect shade of pink.  I imagine her blonde tresses that usually hang down in waves to brush the swell of her amazing tits, turned into a wild, fresh-fucked mess in my mind. And all because of me.

But unfortunately that’s all in my head.  More than likely, it will always be in my head. Because there’s a damn good chance that my perfect woman will never speak to me and there’s no way in this life I will ever look at anyone else.  It’s been a good six years since I touched a woman and until I can touch my Rose, it’s just me and my shower gel until they put me in the ground.

Thinking of her makes the last few miles of winding mountain road even more treacherous. It divides my concentration so that these fucking hairpin turns become a deathtrap. They’re already a bitch to maneuver with the slush left on the road and the less than tight steering on my delivery truck.  

“Steady there, boss.”  Norman, my part-time help at the greenhouses and full-time pain-in-the-ass, taunts me from the passenger seat.  

The fact that I can’t fight my hard on, even with a dude sitting next to me, tells you just how gone I am over this girl.  A girl that’s barely spoken ten words to me in the last three months.  

“Shut up.”  Ninety percent of the time when responding to anything Norman says those are my two go-to words.  

I’m fluent in the English language, but my need for it is minimal.  The few people that attempt to converse with me usually take me for stupid or possibly lacking a tongue.  I don’t care much what they think.

“You got the whole lumberjack-no-one-understands-me thing going boss, but I know better.  You’re up there chopping wood for that furnace and doting on those roses like each one sprang directly from your own loins.  You’re not so tough.  Maybe, you know...if you soften up a little, maybe she’ll toss a few words your way in return.  Stop being so scary with your Grizzly Adams beard and fuck-y’all attitude.  If I was that sweet gal I’d—“

“Shut the fuck up.”  My heart's already pounding.  Just knowing I am heading to her shop today had me in knots all night. 

He’s right though.  On the outside I’m all crunch.  On the inside, at least when it comes to Rose, I’m the creamy center. 

“Fine.  I’ll shut up.”  He eyes me with playful disdain tapping his fingers on his knees.  “But you’ll miss me when I’m gone.  Who else gonna put up with your grunts and finger pointing?  I need a raise.”  He cracks himself up and looks out the window.  The thick pine trees that line the narrow road are fading as the sun gives up the last rays for this evening.

He doesn’t shut up though.  He never does. 

But I have the ability to tune him out.  Tune anyone out really.  Except for her.  The few words she’s graced my ears with play over and over in my head day and night.  You’d have thought she offered to drop to her knees and suck my damn cock the way they make me hard in an instant.  

No, her words were simple, but they meant more to me than she could know.  

“Hi.  I’m Rose.”  That was the first thing she ever said to me and behind those three simple words I’ve lived an entire lifetime with her.

“Bye.  Thanks for the lift. I’ll get myself back to the greenhouse in a few hours.  Good luck, lumber-grouch.  I still think you’ve lost your damn mind with this crazy plan.”  Norman shuts the door on the truck.

I grunt in reply, watching as he walks up the steps to his mom’s place before I pull down away heading down Cypress Street to where Rose’s shop sits on the corner of Cypress and Main.  

Duncansville, Washington, population 4390. Not exactly the Mecca of anything much, but it’s home to the girl that I’m in love with, and it’s home to where my rare roses grow a few miles up into the mountains.  

I called yesterday to let her know I’m coming.  Had to leave a message because I know her caller ID shows my number and she never answers.  Her assistant will answer, of course, which chaps my ass as much as Rose not answering. But oh well.  She can toss her silicone in my face all she wants, nothing will sway me from my single-minded focus.  Which is Rose.  She’ll be working today though, she always is.  She lives and breathes that shop.

And, it’s Valentine’s Day.  Every florist in the world is working today.

I know what’s going to happen.  I walk in the shop. She’ll take one look at me, turn and swish that sweet ass into the back room.

Thirty seconds later her employee, Kandi, will come flouncing out, twirling her hair, wearing a smile that sets my teeth on edge.

But I live in the vain hope that maybe, just maybe, today will be different.  That maybe today is the day I’ll finally get Rose to see me.  

Really see me, the same way I see her.

Because I have plans for her.

I park and hop out the driver’s door.  My worn black boots splash a little slush around in a spatter.  My gray and black checked flannel matches the darkened sky.  It’s February, and even during the day that means the sun has forsaken us.  Now, as evening drops a desaturated landscape of Duncansville’s short Main Street sprawls in front of me.

I squeeze a hand down the course hair that covers my face as I work my way to the back of the truck.  Inside the back storage area there are six roses in a crystal vase.  Not just the cheap glass ones 1-800-FLOWERS throws out there with every delivery.  Nope.  My roses deserve the finest Baccarat crystal and so does Rose.  

This is my gig with Rose and her shop.  I drop off samples of my roses to her every thirteen days.  Exactly thirteen.  Don’t ask me why, except in my crazy head fourteen days was too long and anything less felt like I was stalking her.  Which I am, she just doesn’t know it.

Except there’s one thing that gives me fucking nightmares.  That damn ring on her finger.  

Not just any finger. The finger.  Ring finger.

Left hand.

Yeah I know what you’re thinking. Let this one go. She’s taken. 

Fuck.

It’s been haunting me since the moment I laid eyes on her.  I’m not proud, but I’m not ashamed either.  I followed her home that first night after I walked into her shop with a few sample blooms.  I watched her go inside her little bungalow on Market Street.  I sat there all fucking night, watching for signs of a husband. 

I had to know.

That was the first night.  I did that for the next four fucking nights.  Nothing.  No sign of anyone else coming or going.  It’s been a struggle but I only allow myself two nights a week to follow her home now.  Again, two nights a week seemed okay.  Any more was excessive.

And, okay, I get the creepy factor here is high but I don’t give a shit, I went through her damn mail too.  More than once.

Less than twenty times.

Again, I counted. I stopped at nineteen times because, well, just because.

Nothing addressed to anyone else besides Rose Everhart.  So since I’m no tech wiz, I enlisted Norman. Fucking hell he gave me grief, but he also did a full public records search on my girl.  No record of a marriage license anywhere. 

So I’m thinking she’s not married, right? But then, why the damn ring? It bothers the fuck out of me.

Oh well, I’ll find out what’s up with that at a later date, but today something’s going to change.  It has to.  I can’t live like this.

I stomp over the wet sidewalk as I make my way to the door of Ever In Bloom, her flower shop.  

Her shop lights cast white light out onto the street.  The weather is strange around here.  I mean, it’s February. Gloomy is part of living in this part of the country, but the temps are nearly always mild.  It’s perfect for my plants to thrive.  See, my roses take five times as long to grow and mature as the standard commercial Franken-GMO roses you find at every corner gas station and grocery store.

Mine are heirloom hybrids.  Originated from antique seeds.  Unique.  Then, over the years, I’ve spliced varieties together to create what are the best, longest lasting, largest, most colorful and fragrant roses in the world.  And that’s not pride speaking.  I’m not lying on any of that, no bravado, just facts. 

Roses are my life. 

Until Rose.

The irony is annoying.

It started as a hobby.  My mom was a rose gardener and my dad was a botanist.  He showed me how to create hybrids when I was maybe six or seven years old.  It took root and I’ve been obsessed with growing roses ever since.

My free hand grips the aluminum door handle to Ever In Bloom and I say a little prayer because it can’t hurt my chances, right?

My heart is racing like I’m running for my life, and in a way I guess I am.  How can an ugly fuck like me think he’s got any chance with a beauty like her? 

Okay, maybe I’m not ugly, but I also realize I’m a little scary.  I don’t walk, I stomp.  I don’t talk, I grunt. 

I’m bearded.  

Grouchy as hell.  

Never been a player.  

I wouldn’t know slick if it slept next to me. 

I’m all flannel and muddy boots.  But I know what I want and I suppose I’m just too dumb to know any better because here I am once again, throwing myself on the altar of humiliation just for a glance at my girl.

Yep.  My girl.  

I’m so fucked.

Deep breath, I tell myself, but my cock is already soaking my thick-duck-cloth khaki work pants.  I’m commando just cuz that’s just my way, but when I get around Rose I should be wearing a few extra layers to help hide my size XXXL hard on.

I always feel like a bull in a china shop when I stop here.  My hand grips the bottom of the crystal vase holding the six Ever After roses and the muscles in my shoulders twitch.  

Rose is so soft, so delicate, and I’m so not.  Every part of me is oversized and I know it makes me even less approachable than my general bear-like demeanor.

The cluster of little door bells make this sort of fairy-dust tinkling sound when I walk inside.  My eyes are already locked on her and everything else in the world fades away.  She’s fresh faced as usual and more stunning make up free than any cover model.

She’s sporting her lime green apron with an ivory sweater and skirt under. That little dot of a mole above her lip calls to me.  I wonder what it tastes like.  I wonder what all of her tastes like.

Bombs could be lighting up the street outside and I wouldn’t know because she’s here, and I don’t just see her, I catch her scent.  

In amongst all the thousands of flowers that fill the air that compete for my olfactory attention, it’s only her I can process.  

She’s like winter and honey.  That clean smell when it gets cold in the mountains and you know the first snow of the year is imminent.  But it’s tipped with this thick sweetness. Something that took time to develop.  Not like processed sugar or cotton candy.  No, it’s like raw honey.  Natural and purposeful.

I live in this second because I know it’s going to end.  She’s fussing with an arrangement of common red long stems and in a way I hate that she has to touch such regular flowers.  She’s rarer than the roses I grow, and in my mind they are the only flowers her delicate fingers should touch.

She huffs at the arrangement and turns to see me approaching.

It’s her eyes that turn my heart beat to a hummingbird pace.  They are deep set and mysterious, a rich, heavy blue like the indigo on my mother’s blue willow china, and cracked with black speckles like opals dusting her irises.  

I’ve memorized every stunning detail of her face in the two or three times she’s allowed me to be close enough, taken hours by myself, eyes closed as I committed every freckle and texture to memory.

In my head I’m telling her all the things I wish I could say.  But I have to hold steady as I approach the little counter, my heart breaking as I see her hands freeze and begin to tremble.

Please, don’t walk away this time.  

“Rose.”  I love just saying her name.  It feels so right on my lips.  I nod and do my best to soften myself but around her my entire body hardens.

Her soft, pink lips tighten and her teeth set into her lower lip.  I know she won’t reply, but just having her eyes on me is enough to ignite a lust that streams through me like molten lava.

“I brought you these.  They’re my latest. I call them ‘Ever Afters’.  No one has them yet. I have a waiting list of buyers at three hundred bucks retail a bud, but as always there’s no charge for you.  Just samples.  You can charge what you want, but I wanted you to have them here first.”

Her cheeks brighten as I set the vase on the counter.  The six roses have buds the size of my fist.  The petals are a shade of lavender that doesn’t even look real, with swirls of white through them like marble.  They will bloom and last for three weeks or more.  

She’s told me in the past that she can’t afford to carry my flowers. And she’s probably right.  Her little place is artistic and well run, but the market in our little town isn’t ripe for selling a three hundred dollar single rose.  So I keep dropping off the samples to her for free and she can charge what she likes.  

She tips her head to the side.  A stream of cream colored waves nearly cover her face and I see she’s preparing to turn and head into the back room like she always does.  

I have to stop her.  I have to change this.  I have to have her.  

Just as my next words are forming on my lips, Kandi, her part-time help, bounces out of the back room with that tooth-rotting smile and tugs her T-shirt down to expose more of her cleavage.  With an eye roll toward Rose, she gets to the counter in three steps and her fingers reach to touch the Ever Afters.

“Wow!  These are beautiful!  You name them after me this time?”  Kandi chomps on a piece of gum and my brow tightens into a knot.

I grab the vase and lift it from the counter before she can touch it.  No fucking way are her fingers touching these roses before Rose’s.  She’ll tarnish them and I can’t have that.

“Rose.”  My balls are heavy and my cock stretches my skin tight as it thickens.  

I’m not waiting.  No more opportunities will pass.  I have to do something and do it now.  My fingertips tingle and heat covers me from head to toe.

Before I think it through, I’m speaking again.  “I have some paperwork I need to go over with you if you have a second.  I have exclusive sellers now and you are one of them, but my fucking...”  Fuck, did I just swear?  Shit. I squint one eye as Rose tosses a questioning look my way.  I’ve never cursed in front of her before, but my blood is boiling and things have to change.  Too late to go back, the only way is straight through.  “...my fucking lawyers say I need to have exclusivity agreements with all my sellers.”

I shrug. Not my fault. Lawyers, huh? What are you going to do?

Kandi chomps her gum, looking from me to Rose.  I’m a desperate man.  I just made that shit up on the fly about the damn paperwork.  Part of it is true, my lawyers did say I need exclusivity agreements.  But still, I don’t give a shit about that right now and that will never apply to her.  I’m going to get her alone and get some answers. And hopefully get my lips on hers.  
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Thank You.

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

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

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions as well as the other professionals that

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

Sybil, another book and you still put up with me.  Not sure your motivation but 

I’m eternally grateful.  Nicola, for our special kind of crazy

that somehow makes more sense with you.  Celia for your tits and always

Putting a smile on my face.  Neda for listening and being the

Mama bear.  Nicci for your work and effort.  Richard for your talent

And straight talk.  Gi for being a lovely human being and the eagle

Eyes I count on.  There are more, so many, thank you all.

Every day that when we support each other

everyone wins.  

xoxoxo
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