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Thank You.


A NOTE TO MY READERS:

I appreciate every one of you.  

Dedicated to those living

their own life even if it’s not what’s expected.

For Pixie for reminding me

wishes do come true.
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Now, let’s get on with the show...

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

O N E


[image: image]


Ash

[image: image]

“ARE YOU FUCKING TELLING me I spent last weekend having dinner with Marc Cuban, then sat in a meeting with—among others—Warren Buffet, but you can’t find out who one fucking girl is?  Pay someone for fuck’s sake. Pay whoever needs fucking paying, as much as they need paying. It’s been four God-damn hours.”  The limo hums under me, heading toward my corporate office in Midtown.

Rage and lust surge through me as I replay one of the videos on the ‘Food is my Church’ blog that came to my attention in a email this morning.

“We’re working on it.” My head attorney Larry’s voice is hard on the other end of the phone. “Calm down.  This girl is a ghost. She’s got no electronic footprint besides this blog.”

I’m not usually like this, and as angry as I might be right now it’s not actually Larry’s fault.  But my usual calm manner snapped after I opened the email and I’ve been struggling to get myself under control ever since.  Right after I clicked on the link to that first video, something happened to me.  There was this low concussion in my chest, like a boom of some kind, and I’ve been obsessing ever since.

Tapping my phone screen as the limo takes the turn onto Seventh Avenue, I move to her next video, one that I’ve watched fifty times already.  But I can’t imagine not watching this particular one—easily my favorite—fifty-thousand times more.

“Yeah, well I’ll be in my office in fifteen and there better be some progress.”

I click off knowing I’m going to have some apologizing to do later.  That’s fine, I may be the king of cool in the boardroom, but I’ve got a temper when I’m uber-focused on a goal.  And looking at the ginger-haired cherub smiling at me from my phone screen with her flour covered hands on her cheeks leaving white dust behind, I’ve never been so focused in my life.

Focus has gotten me everywhere.  I took over my family’s chain of five Mom’s & Tom’s restaurants when I was just eighteen, and within two years I’d turned it into a food and entertainment empire of which my parents could have only dreamed.  Since then, I’ve landed on the Fortune 500 list ten years running.  

Since our humble beginnings, I’ve branched out into home delivery meal prep, as well as publishing every hot new diet guru that pops up.  There’s more money in weight loss than even I would have imagined and converting that segregated business into a national single stage empire is one of my current focuses. But in spite of all my success, I like to think I’m an ethical guy.  When something goes wrong, I cop to it, remediate as best I can and apologize.  I haven’t stepped on the hands, heads or feet of others to get where I am, and it lets me sleep better at night.

I press the button on the speaker to my driver.  “When we get there, drop me at the front door.”

“Yes, sir,”  Theodore replies in his usual polite yet emotionless voice.

He’s been my driver for going on twenty years now and is one of probably three people in the world I trust.  The other two are my assistant, Olivia, who doubles as a mother figure; and Deacon, my housekeeper.  

Some people raise an eyebrow at the fact that I have a man as a housekeeper but let me tell you, he keeps my world running and spit-shined like no woman I hired to do the same job before I found him.  Besides, he’s one of the few people in the world that can also make me laugh—and that’s not an easy task.

Knowing I’ve got about ten minutes, I press the lock button on the privacy divider between Theodore and me and settle back into my seat.  I share more with him than most, but there are some things neither of us needs to know about each other, and one of them is about to release itself from my trousers.  

I lean my phone on the console in front of me and press replay on the video.  She’s describing a cashew, raspberry and blueberry tart and the way her blue eyes sparkle as she talks about whipping the cream into the raspberry filling has my cock leaking and needy.

Amazing that just a few hours ago I’d never seen this girl in my life.  When I logged onto my corporate email around four am, after my usual five hours of sleep, I scrolled through the expected deluge of emails.  Being hands on in a business the size of some economies will do that.  Managers need my advice; reports need to be analyzed: updates on new ventures need to be read.

Then one email caught my eye.  I don’t know, maybe some would have ignored it as spam or a crank with an ax to grind, but I felt the hairs stand up on the back of my neck.  The subject line said: “Pretty low stealing your Sin-A-Mon Sriracha recipes from this girl.”  I clicked on that email before I dealt with any of the rest—and they’re all still sitting there unopened.

Our Sin-A-Mon muffins and cookies have been our top seller this last year.  One of my most experienced product developers, who is also a master chef, came up with the concept, then tweaked it for production.  It’s been at the top of our gourmet bakery line ever since.

As I read the description of the recipes, I felt my teeth starting to grind.  The email was sent from a sock puppet account, from an employee who clearly didn’t want to be part of the inevitable fallout, but they’d discovered our Sin-A-Mon muffin and cookie product was a rip off of private recipes published by some barely known food blogger two years ago.

Normally I’d just forward the whole mess to my legal and human resources heads for Decadent Foods and be done with it.  But something about the wording of the email had my interest piqued more than usual, and since I hate being accused of wrongdoing, I clicked on the link to the video blog.  

Just like I’m doing now.  

And just like now, I ended up jacking off at four am.

I did take a few minutes to email my attorneys, and now I’m on my way to get to the bottom of this shitstorm, as well as figure out who this girl is who’s raised my cock from the dead and made my heart slam around in my chest so hard I almost called 911.   

Watching this red-headed, sultry girl go through two episodes making the nearly exact Sin-A-Mon products we’ve made hundreds of thousands of dollars on since we released them, my anger rose like a red tide.  Just like the anonymous email said, her videos were released two years ago.  My chef said he developed the recipes well after her videos came out and the product is so unique, it’s clearly ripping her off.

Her voice is like sugar and sex, and just the sound of it has me releasing my raging hard-on, starting to stroke the tip, slowly spreading the cum that’s already seeped out up and down, until my hand is furiously working the length.

She looks like a forest nymph with waves of red hair falling around her face down nearly to her perky young tits.  As she moves behind the counter talking and working her recipe, I see she’s petite but with curves in the right places.  Half girl, half woman with a sparkle in her blue eyes that connects to parts of me I’d long forgotten.

Her cheeks are decorated with freckles, and she has this habit of crinkling her nose when she says something cheeky like she’s cracking herself up.  She wears no make-up and needs none.  Even on camera, there’s this undercurrent of sweet, sexiness that is hard to find.

As the video comes to an end, she does this little signature movement where she touches or dips her index finger into whatever she’s made, brings it to her lips and sucks it inside as she closes her eyes on a long, Mmmmm moan.

Fuck, I want to hear that moan with my mouth between her legs.

Then she says, “Until next time.  May the taste be with you.”

Then she blows me a kiss.

Me. No one else.  

Me.

And I cum all over the back of the limo.
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THE SCENT OF MANURE and gasoline swirls in the steam from the sink as I drag the back of my forearm across my eyebrows.  The gathering hall where we’ve just served lunch empties as I work on the remaining dirty dishes, listening to the men’s voices fade as they stream out the double doors to finish the work for the day.

Most of them are helping at the Kennedy farm today, getting the dairy cows moved from the old barn to the new one the community raised together last month.  But moving cows is men’s work.  

The ripe scent comes from a basket left at my feet by Papa full of rags waiting to be washed when I get home later.  From the smell, the morning consisted of cow poop and spilled gasoline, and a part of me wonders how long it would take for that magical mixture of chemicals to spontaneously combust if I ignored my chore.

Which I won’t.

Because I’m a good girl.

I do as I’m told because that’s just what women do, isn’t it?

“You want a hand?”  Libertine, the daughter of Abraham a much cooler version of Papa, comes up by my side.

“Noooo...”  I mock on an eye roll.  “Let me finish all these dishes myself, for the simple satisfaction of a task well done.”  I imitate my father on the last few words and Libertine chuckles looking over her shoulder looking toward the older ladies of the community standing around gossiping or praying or who knows what. With a hip check into me, Libertine pushes up the sleeves of her dress and plunges them into the soapy water next to mine.  

“Move over. You better watch your mouth. Mother Nadine has her eye on you.”

“Mother Nadine can kiss my crumbs.”  

Libertine leans into my ear. “Ass.  Kiss my ass is the correct euphemism, I believe.”

“I know,” I whisper looking over at the older ladies. “You are becoming such an outsider.”

Even though I’ve lived here in the community all my life, I know swear words. It’s just that I’ve been so programmed to believe good girls don’t swear, it’s nearly impossible for my lips and tongue to form them even when I try. 

“Not really.  Just trying to balance these two worlds.”

“Wish I could.”

She gives me a sympathetic smile.  “At least your dad let you go to Patriot this year.  That’s got to feel good.  He gave you a little freedom. And you have a cell phone.  My parents still won’t let me have one.”

“I guess.  I just wanted to go to the outsider college like you. And my cell phone?  Yeah, it’s got Papa’s number, Mother Nadine and he just approved Cameron’s number. Although he thinks it’s a girl from class, not a boy. Your parents are so much cooler than Papa.”  

Patriot is a Christian, Faith based college not far from our community which after much begging, Papa finally allowed me to attend. 

I rock my head back and forth as I scrub an enormous pot that is caked with hardened bean soup while Libertine works on the silverware in the adjoining sink.  The water is nearly scalding, but after all these years, I’m used to it, although it still turns the skin on my hands bright red.  

After conceding to my pleas to go to Patriot, Papa insisted I have a cell phone in case of emergencies.  Except, he went to the cell phone store and had them show him how to limit the numbers I can call or receive calls from. We don’t have a computer or internet, so he has to go into town with my phone if he wants to make any changes, like adding Cameron, my classmate at school.

I only got him to allow his number to be added because I said there are occasions when I have questions about our assignments. And Papa insists I get straight A’s. As well, I told him Cameron was a girl.  I’m such a sinner.

“I guess that’s the price you pay for being the preacher’s daughter.  He has to keep up appearances, and you have to be part of the show I suppose. Perfect daughter.”

My stomach drops when I think back on the conversation I had with Papa as I served his breakfast.  

“I know.  This morning, he said he’s found me my match.  We are supposed to meet in a few days.  We’ll get to talk and ask each other questions, then next month at last Sunday dinner we’ll finalize the details before having the ceremony as soon as possible after that.”

My eyes burn at the thought, and my stomach lurches. 

“Wow, are you excited?  Maybe you’ll like him.”  Libertine shrugs and I don’t miss the forced enthusiasm in her voice.

“Maybe.”  I try to keep my own voice steady but fail.  “I have this vision for my life, and I’ll never have the opportunity to see it through.  I’ll move to West Virginia with my match if the families all decide it works and I’ll have to give up Patriot and my blog.”

Libertine is one of the only people in the community that knows I’m doing an online cooking blog.  I do it all at Patriot, which is a faith-based college about an hour away from Thomas Valley, where we live in central Ohio. I get the feeling it’s a little too liberal for Papa’s tastes—they teach that scripture is secondary to accepting and welcoming everyone, no matter their differences—but after two years of begging, he finally allowed me to enroll in some classes on strict conditions.  He required two classes of four to be religious study of some kind, while the other two were my choice albeit subject to his approval, of course. 

He wouldn’t allow me to enroll in a degree track since he expects me to be a dutiful wife and mother to a man of his choosing within our faith very soon, so I am taking non-credit survey courses.  Which is still like the best vacation I could imagine compared to staying home and working with the other women day in and day out.

My two other classes are Baking Basics and Meat Identification.  It’s not my dream education, but it’s still the highlight of my life right now.  And once I figured out I had access to a computer in the library, and I could sign up for a sample making kitchen with video capability?

Well, the “Food is my Church” blog and YouTube channel was born, with the help of several of my fellow students who had to teach me almost everything technical.  I re-paid them with some of my baking and lucky for me, they came back for more.  

One in particular, Cameron—who Papa would definitely not approve of—has even stuck with me to help grow my audience and be my sidekick and producer of sorts.

Libertine and I finish up the dishes as the older ladies file out of the kitchen and back to their homes, where they will continue their days in the traditional ways.

“Okay, I’m off.”  I look at my watch and rummage through the change of clothes in my backpack, hunting for the keys to the 1967 orange Ford pickup I drive.  “And thanks for the clothes.  They fit great, and I love them. I’ll be back after seven if you want to come over.” 

“Makes me feel like a sneaky sinner shopping for vampy clothes for you. I’m lucky I have an allowance, and my parents don’t inspect everything I buy.” 

“Very lucky.”  I sigh.

Papa lets me stray from the strict traditional dresses of our community, but not far.  I still have to wear a skirt or dress, mid-calf length, not too tight, not too low cut and if it’s a skirt, a button-up blouse fastened all the way to the top.  But I do get to wear colors and patterns instead of the traditional white, gray or beige and I have to make everything myself.  

When I started going to school, I tried to get him to let me buy some store bought clothes but he said absolutely not., If he were to see the clothes that Libertine brings me, I would get the ‘you’ve got the devil inside you’ speech, and it’s just too much to bear.  So, Libertine helps supply me with more modern clothes, and I keep them in a locker at school.  

No harm, no foul, right?

Libertine nods.  “Not sure about tonight. Mom said she might want to go into Cleveland for some shopping, get our nails done, have dinner... I’ve been promising her some mom-daughter time.”

A stab of envy pierces my heart.  I know it’s a sin, but I can’t help it.  I wish that I could go with them, sure, but I also wish I still had my own mom too.  As different as we were, from what I remember, it would have been nice to know her the way Libertine knows her mom.  

“Sounds great.  Tell her I said hello.”

“I will.  Wish you could come.”

I shrug on a deep breath.  “Me too, but you know Papa, and it’s not worth the fight.”  

The effort it takes to go to class four days a week is epic.  I have to be sure all my chores are done, or at least at a stage where I can finish them the same day.  His meals have to be not only cooked but prepped in such a way that he can re-heat them in one dish for exactly thirty minutes at three hundred degrees.  

“I’ll be waiting to watch your next blog post tonight.”  She leans over and gives me a hug, which I enthusiastically return.  “Have fun in class.”  

“I will. Thank you.”

We make our way together out to our cars, and I shoot her a small smile before we pull away, still feeling that pang of jealousy.

The entire drive to school, I’m planning the banana, nutmeg and kiwi torte I’m going to blog and film the how to video for before my one evening class.  

I haven’t told Papa the entire truth about my schedule. I could be at campus a lot less and just attend classes, but my blog isn’t hurting anyone, and for the first time in a long time I’m doing something for me that I love and no matter what God I think about, there can’t be anything wrong with that.

I stop at the grocery in town on my way and get the ingredients I need for today’s recipe, then change into my new outfit before continuing the drive to Patriot.  I’ve developed this sort of alter-ego for my video blog, and she’s a lot more fun than the usual Selma.  Her name is Anastasia Snow, and she’s got a flamboyant streak I would have never imagined would come out of me.

As I make my way into the culinary building where I’ve reserved a sample kitchen for my video shoot, I see Cameron sitting on the floor with a few other students I give him a wave to catch his attention, and when he sees me he’s up on his feet and sprinting down the hall in my direction.

He grabs my arm.

“What the heck?”  I giggle as he tugs my arm into the small, dark kitchen, and I reach over to flick on the lights.  “You okay?”

He’s panting because he wouldn’t usually run unless someone was chasing him.  He’s a culinary student, and he loves his work, and it shows.  He’s funny and as unlikely as it seems, we became fast friends the first week of classes.  He’s a freshman, except he’s eighteen as is the norm and I’m almost twenty-one.

He’s from Cleveland, the big city to me, and Papa would never approve of his multi-colored hair and ear piercings, but we are kindred spirits in our own opposite sort of way.

“O.M.G.”  He enunciates each letter, releasing my arm and waving a hand in the air. “Gurl, what is going on with you?”

“What do you mean?”  I set my things down on the side chair, and start to dig out my food items, setting things up for the video. 

“Someone is looking for you.”

Fear heats my face, sure it’s Papa, and he’s found out I’m not just taking classes.  “Who?”

“Some guy.  No, guys. Plural. One slick suit and two goons.  Like from The Sopranos or some shit.  If they weren’t dressed so nice, I’d think it was the Amish Mafia or whatever your people calls themselves after your good girl ass.  But they’re more like Madison Avenue meets Christian Grey.  Seriously.”

Confusion spins inside of me.  “They can’t be looking for me.”

“Oh, yes, they can.”  He bobs his head.  “They had your video, showing it around to everyone they could find. I followed them on the down low until they went into the administration offices.  Gurl, you are either about to have the worst day of your life or the best.”  A little grin spreads over his lips, and I get the feeling he’s having fun admiring whoever they are.

“This doesn’t make any sense...”

There’s a loud knock on the door and both Cameron and I jump and yelp, reaching for each other’s hands.

“Gurl, fate has come calling.”

When the door opens, there’s the most stunning man in a near-silver suit, standing there looking at me like he’s just discovered some long-lost treasure.  He’s enormous, nearly as tall as the doorway, with a chest that fills out the front of his suit perfectly and a deep scar along his left jawline that gives his face an odd but sexy anti-symmetry.

“Anastasia?”  He stares at me so hard I back up into the oven.

I look over at Cameron, who glances at the man then back to me, raising his eyebrows.

Words fail me as I stutter, and Cameron rolls his eyes and takes point.  

“Yes, she’s Anastasia.  I’m her manager, Cameron Collins.”  Cameron steps forward and extends his hand. “And you are...?”

The man considers Cameron for a long moment, then takes his hand and shakes it firmly as he answers.  “I’m the man who is about to change her life.”
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THE WORLD MELTS AWAY.  Nothing exists except her.

The need I had as I watched her videos is nothing compared to what I’m feeling right now.  The raging thought in my brain is: I don’t think I can ever go another day without her.

Beautiful is such an insufficient descriptive. The copper-red hair that dangles around her shoulders in waves is more stunning than I imagined.  Her sky-blue eyes, shocking against ivory skin so perfect it rivals any China doll.  My fingers twitch, wanting to reach out and touch the freckles on her nose and cheeks before letting her know there will not be another day without me.

Because I couldn’t bear it.

I drop the hand of the young man who introduced himself as her manager.  He seems friendly enough, but I’m captivated by her lips as they rub nervously against each other.  The vibrant green tank dress that drapes over her curves makes my mouth water.  

Even from this distance, her scent is hinted with raspberries and cream, and I wonder how she tastes.

I catch her confused stare and introduce myself. “I’m Ash Thompson, and I’ve seen your videos.”

I see her eyes flick to my two bodyguards, who are standing just behind me and the fear in her eyes stirs such a protectiveness inside me I almost lose my cool.  I turn, tipping my head to the door, and without a word, they turn on their heels and step out.  When I look back, she’s more relaxed, but there is suspicion in her eyes.

“Ash Thompson.”  Her friend hoots.  “Seriously?” He does this little jump and backs away, putting a hand on her shoulder, making my pulse race because he’s touching what’s mine.  “I imagined you taller, somehow...”

“I’m six feet six inches.  Taller than that, it becomes rather inconvenient, I imagine.”

Something about him tells me he’s not a threat but seeing him touch Anastasia...my Anastasia...has my heart beating hard, and I feel a bead of sweat trickle down the back of my neck.

“I’m sorry I don’t—” She shakes her head. “—know who you are.”  Her fingertips brush over her forehead, and her eyes narrow.  

I clear my throat and try to stay calm and professional, when inside I’m feeling like a schoolboy ready to ask the prom queen on a date.  

“I’m just a businessman.  I’ve been looking for you.  I run a few companies that are in the food industry, and your videos have come to my attention.”

The boy next to her squeaks and claps silently, looking frantically between us.  “Ash effing Thompson.  You’ve come to the attention of Ash effing Thompson.”

“Wait, but how did you find me?”  There’s concern in Anastasia’s voice, and I hate that I’m making her fearful.

“Please, forgive me.  I know this is sudden, and it must be a shock to have someone track you down.  Know I am here with all good intentions, I want to talk with you is all.”  

It’s a lie.  I want to do so much more than talk with her.

When she crosses her arms over her chest, and the swell of those incredible tits push up into the V-neck of her dress, my cock hardens to the point of pain.  I imagine what her nipples will feel like in my mouth, how they’ll harden, and her back will arch into me.

“You still didn’t answer her question.”  Cameron copies her arm-cross and juts out a hip as he raises his eyebrows.  Part of me wants to punch him, but the other part is thankful that she has someone watching her back.  Although, from now on, that position will be mine.

I need her comfortable.  I need her talking to me.  I need to give her everything in this world she deserves and more.  My instinct tells me she would be frozen in fear if her friend wasn’t close, so for now, I deter my compulsion to take over the role of her protector.

“Sorry, you’re right.  I have connections, but I will admit you were difficult to find.  The other Anastasia Snows we were able to find were all dead ends.  We finally used some technical tracking to find the source and location of your YouTube posts.  It led us here, to Patriot, then from there, we did some digging and finally found you.  Thank goodness.”

I swallow hard, watching her eyes dance up and down my body as she pulls her lips between her white teeth.

“Okay, so what do you want?”

“It’s a bit of a long story.  I’d be honored if you would come and have coffee with me.  Let me explain a few things.  Anywhere you’d like.”

“Well, I honestly am about to do a video shoot. Maybe we can talk another time?” My heart sinks as she half-squints one eye, doing that nose crinkle that drives me mad. “I can’t waste all the ingredients I bought, and my followers are expecting a new recipe to be posted tonight.”

Her practicality and loyalty to her six hundred and twenty-three followers only makes me more crazed for her.  With that number of followers, she’s not going to become an influencer anytime soon, but it makes shrewd business sense to put them first, and that’s something I admire.  She’s smart, talented, beautiful and kind.

That’s a killer package, and I feel like I’m losing control for the first time in my life.  I squeeze my hands into fists, trying to hold on.

“Her people are crazy loyal”  Cameron adds with a flip of his head.  “I’m her manager, and it’s in her best interests to give them what she promised, which is a killer torte thingy posting at eight PM tonight.”

I admire his moxie and her dedication, so I change my approach.

“That’s admirable, and as a businessman, I completely understand.  Would you do me the honor of allowing me to observe?”

She stands up straighter and fidgets with her dress.  

“I’ll sit in the back corner. I won’t say a word, just pretend I’m not there.”

She looks to Cameron who shrugs and tips his head back and forth.  The battle inside me rages because as much as I need to stay and watch her, I’m not sure I’ll be able to stop myself jerking off while she’s making her video.

She pulls her shoulders back and her lips to the side, making the dimple on her right cheek pull inward, and my heart is beating so loud in my ears. I barely hear her reply.

“Fine.  In the back.”

Cameron looks at me with a smirk; his arms still crossed over his chest.  “No talking,” he adds, and as much as I want to hate this kid, I can’t.

My gaze drifts back to Anastasia.  She has one hand on her cheek and the other locked around her waist, and I look down to see her worn, simple loafers.  They don’t fit with the rest of her outfit, and it makes me wonder what the rest of her life is like and whether there’s something the cameras don’t see.  

I know this is a Christian, faith-based school, but I’m not sure what that means in practicality.  All in all, it’s a pretty contemporary campus with a mix of students that look like they range from nearly Amish style dress to, well, Cameron. What is still baffling, is Anastasia.  Or the last thereof. In this day and age to have nothing available about their life on the internet is unheard of.  We even did a reverse face search, and there are no other images of her available on the web outside of her blog and videos.  She’s a ghost in an age where we all leave electronic footprints behind.

Her anonymity only drives me closer to madness.  I want to know everything about her.

I realize she’s staring at me, waiting for my agreement to their terms.

“Great, I’ll sit in the back.  I’ll be quiet.  But after, you’ll talk to me.  I think you will want to hear what I have to say.”
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THE COFFEE SHOP AT the student center is nearly empty.  There’s one other occupied table with a group of girls looking like Cameron’s age.  The only other occupants are the two monsters that come with Ash, darting their eyes around the room like secret service agents.

I wiggle the base of my paper cup full of hot tea on the table, trying to digest everything Ash has told me.

My head is spinning, and I know Ash is looking at me, but I can’t seem to force myself to meet his eyes again.

I looked a minute ago.  I thought I was going to pass out.  

It’s not just the color of his eyes, they look like the full moon.  Gray and silver and luminescent.  His face is angular; strong, but with a calm confidence I’ve not felt from a man before.  He’s clean shaven—almost too clean, as though he shaved just before he came in to find me.  Then there’s that scar.  I want to know the story behind that scar...

“Anastasia?”  He nods, looking at me from under his thick brow.  “I know it’s a lot to take in.  You look pale.  Are you okay?  Are you going to say anything?”

“I’m...fine.  But I’m not sure what to say.” I manage on a croak.  

I bring my hands up to cover my mouth and take a conscious breath.

Something about this man makes me wildly nervous, yet somehow at ease.  He’s also making flocks of butterflies zoom around in my belly, and there’s a throbbing down low that I know is lust.

And lust is something I’ve never felt before.

It’s a sin.  Such a sin.

I’ve been lying to Papa and now this.  It’s the devil tempting me. I’m falling into the darkness, little by little, just like Papa says happens. 

“Well, let’s start with this.”  He reaches to the inside pocket of his jacket and pulls out a checkbook.  “I don’t want to be presumptuous, but I’m hoping this will settle us without the need for any negative publicity.  Recipes aren’t actually protected by law.  Of course, if you want to take independent advice, I can set that up for you, but either way, I want to make this right between us.”  I force myself to meet his eyes, and I see anticipation. I shake my head, unsure what to say. “Know it’s a personal check, but I assure you it’s good.  There will be more royalties to come as well, so I would suggest we set up a corporation for you for further proceeds.”

“A corporation...?”  My upbringing has given me zero preparation for anything like this.  In my community, women do not handle the day-to-day finances, let alone start corporations.

Or blogs and YouTube channels.  

Papa gives me a monthly allowance for the chores and work I do, but it’s always cash.  I keep it in a jar in the back of my closet.  That’s what a bank account means to me.

“Anastasia Snow, correct?”  He glances at me as he writes on the check with a silver pen.

I stare blankly as the pen moves over the paper, then he rips it from the stack of checks and slides it toward me, spinning it around, so it’s right side up for me. 

And there are no words.

After a moment, he clears his throat before talking. “That is the estimated profit share we would have negotiated with you to use your recipe for cinnamon, cashew and sriracha muffins, and cookies, that one of our project chefs stole from your blog.  Plus, ten percent for my conscience.  I run an ethical business to the best of my ability, and I assure you he is no longer in our employ.  I do not condone that sort of action, and I want to make it right with you.”

“I—” I gulp air, trying to keep from hyperventilating.  “I can’t accept this.”

First, what am I going to do with a check made out to Anastasia Snow?

Second, how will I ever explain this to Papa?

It would crush him.

I’m all he has left.  My whole life, he’s guided my every move.  My mother left us when I was just seven, going back to her life on the outside.  I always wondered why she didn’t return for me.  Why I wasn’t enough for her to stay.

She wasn’t from the community.  Papa fell in love with her when she was just seventeen, and he was twenty-one.  She worked at a feed store in Indiana where Papa spent the summer helping on his Uncle’s farm that year.  Against his parents’ wishes, he married her and brought her back here to Ohio.

Only, she could never adapt to the ways of the community.  I remember the arguments over things she was expected to do—and things she was expected not to do—and then one day, she was just gone. No note, nothing.  And my father’s heart was never the same. 

Neither was mine.

Panic grips my throat as I hold the check in my hands. Greed is another sin, and if I accepted this check, I’m sure it would be just another reason for Papa to tell me I’ve got the devil inside of me.

Ash sits up straight, his fingers toying with the knot in his deep-blue silk tie as he considers my comment before speaking.  “It’s yours already.  It’s not an accept or decline offer, Anastasia.  The money does not belong to anyone but you.”

Blood is rushing through my ears, and I’m so hot I feel sweat trickling down my spine.  When Ash speaks again, I’m so lost in my own thoughts, I jump.

“You deserve that and more.  So much more.”  When he reaches across the table, and his hand tops mine, something inside me snaps at the power of that simple touch, and I nearly drop the tiny, powerful piece of paper clutched between my fingertips.  

“I’m sorry.  Excuse me. I need the ladies room—”  I reach down and grab my backpack, stumbling from the table across the common area and into the restroom, close to hyperventilating.

When he touched me, a shiver of something wicked overtook me.  The feeling centered low, in-between my legs.  And all I could hear was Papa’s voice telling me that saving myself for my match is the only way.  He would disown me if I ever—

I’m the preacher’s daughter after all.  I represent Papa.  I can’t disappoint him.

“Please!”  I plead to the ceiling in the women’s bathroom.  “Help me.”

I look at the mirror and see my own wild eyes staring back.  There’s a pink to my face I’ve never seen before, and shame rips through me.  When I close my eyes, all I see is Papa’s face.

I make my way through the restroom to the other entry door that leads to the main hall outside the common room.  Pushing the door open just enough to get my head out and make sure Ash and his two monsters can’t see me. When I see the coast is clear, I run.

Run until my lungs burn.

Run until I’m at my pickup, fumbling with the key at the ignition and turn it hard.  The engine struggles, then turns over and before I pull away, I realize in my other hand, I’m still holding the check.

I look at the crumpled piece of light blue paper and the black-inked cursive writing.

Pay to the order of:  Anastasia Snow 

Amount:  One million, two hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

I pray for forgiveness the entire drive home.  

I’ve disrespected my father by lying.

I’ve been prideful in showing off on my videos.

I’ve lusted after a man I don’t even know.

I’ve thrilled at the possibility of taking an absurd amount of money.

I stop at a gas station and change back into my common clothes trying to stay focused on the life that has chosen me.  The life of righteousness and humility.

By the time I pull up at the house, I’ve prayed every way I know how and a few I’ve made up.

What remains is that throbbing between my legs and a sense that no amount of prayer will ease the devil that Ash Thompson has awoken inside of me.
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“THERE HE IS,”  I MUTTER under my breath as I speed my steps down the hall.

Luck seems to be in my favor as Cameron turns, fisting his hands on his hips when he sees me walking toward him.

After a long sleepless night, I’m pulling out all the stops to find Anastasia again after she ditched me in the college coffee shop yesterday.

We drove this little town until the wheels practically fell off the limo.  And here’s the thing: there is no Anastasia Snow.  That has become very clear.  I called in some favors to do some borderline illegal digging into that name, and no one with that name is my girl.

My body is so fucking tense I could repel bullets.

When I’m within speaking distance of Cameron, I do what I can to keep my voice steady.  “I need to find her.  I know her name is not Anastasia Snow.  It’s important.”

“Oh, okay.  Sure, Mr. Ash Thompson.  Let me just give you all the personal information on my friend so you can go track her down.”  Sarcasm drips from each word, then he shifts his hips and glares at me.  “Not. Gonna. Happen.”

Despite frustration ripping through me like a drug, I respect him for not giving up information that could be dangerous for her, so I take a different route.

“Look, I’m trying to help her.  I think she has talent.  Can you help me get in touch with her?”  I struggle to maintain my calm.  

After I figured out she’d given me the slip yesterday, I’ve been out of my mind.  When I gave up driving around and went back to the hotel, I jerked off so many times my cock is raw.  That single touch of her hand was the final straw for me.  I don’t know what this is, but I’m not going down without a fight.

I’m a man of clear instincts.  They’ve gotten me this far and rarely steer me wrong.  She’s my one.  Mine.  And I won’t stop until she understands what that is going to mean for her.  For us.

“Maybe.”  He narrows his eyes.  “She’s not like other girls.  If you just want to get with her, you can forget it.  She’s already engaged or something.”  He shrugs like the details are a bit sketchy and unimportant.

For me, the world feels like it’s going to open up beneath my feet and swallow me whole.

Engaged?

No fucking way.

My blood surges cold as I try to regain my composure.

“What do you mean, engaged or something?”

“I don’t know. Her family is different, it’s something her father has arranged—”  He stops short, shaking his head and waving his hands. “You never mind all that.  You said you wanted to help her with her videos and blog, not get with her, so what do you care?”

I clear my throat. No matter what, I need to find her. Some engagement isn’t going to throw me off.  I know what I know.  I feel what I feel.  And I’m willing to fight for what is mine.

“I don’t want to get with her.  I want to help her.  I told you.  Can you get in touch with her?  Or tell me when she will be in class again so I can meet her?”

Her scent haunts me even now, and my balls ache.

He twists his lips to the side and crosses his arms.  “Okay.  But you better be on the up and up with her or...”  His voice trails off.  He’s no physical match for me in any way. “Just mind your P’s and Q’s, got it?”

I admire his protectiveness, so I raise my hands in mock surrender.  “Absolutely.  Now, when will she be here again?”

“She has class at ten am.  Twenty-five minutes or whatever.  But here’s the deal.”  He steps forward and jabs a finger into my chest.  If anyone else did that, I’d throttle them, but this kid’s heart is in the right place.  “I’ll walk you over to the Harris building where her class will be, but you are going to stay hidden while I go talk to her.  If she’s okay with seeing you, then I’ll come get you.  If she says no, then the answer is no, and don’t even try to get your wallet out and bribe me because it won’t work.”

“No bribes.  What’s her real name?”

“Seriously?  Everything I just told you, you think I’m just going to up and tell you her name?  If she wants you to know her name, she will tell you. After you show me you can follow directions.”

His bravado is beginning to wear on me, but if it gets me to her, I’ll suck it up for a little longer.  I already tried to pull some strings with the administration, but it was a no go.  Describing her to the stoic tight-lipped woman behind the counter, all I got back was the chills.

I take a deep breath, feeling the tightness in my chest. The word engaged racing around my brain like a poison. I close my eyes for a moment to clear my head, but as soon as I do my mind is filled with visions of her yesterday in that green dress.  The way it showed off every brilliant contour of her innocent body.

“You coming or what?” Cameron leads me out of the main building and across the small campus.  

Inside the Harris building, he leads me down a short hallway to a bench.  “So, you wait right there.  If she wants to talk, I’ll come get you.  If she doesn’t, I’ll come tell you.  We good?”

“We’re good.”  I stand next to the bench, because sitting is impossible, and watch him disappear around the corner, leaving me with my throat tight and my cock hard.

I pull my phone out of my pocket and scroll through some emails.  There’s a few from my assistant Olivia about the interview I did a few days ago with a reporter for a small lifestyle magazine. I knew this was coming, but we were hopeful it would fly under the radar since the magazine doesn’t have a wide distribution. Well, apparently the story broke last night on CNN, and now that small lifestyle magazine has sold out at newsstands up and down the country.

It was supposed to be a light interview piece on what I do to relax at home, but for some reason, we drifted off onto the topic of religion.  I didn’t skip a beat and made my views on the subject clear.  That would be fine; I’m not heavily controversial on the subject.  I mean, even in 2019 being an agnostic for lack of a better label is not always popular.

But apparently the reporter took some of my comments out of context and added some editorial of her own that painted me in a pretty bad light.  She did just enough to make sure I couldn’t sue for defamation—I already had the lawyers look into it—but beyond that, it’s gloves off.  

Even our stock took a hit, but it’s minor, and I’m not worried—it’ll be a blip on the radar.  People move on. They are more greedy than ideological when investing, for the most part.

Trawling through my emails, I answer a few messages. I’m being hounded for the meetings I’m missing, but I don’t give a shit. Some things are more important, and I can’t wait to show Anastasia—or whatever her real name is—just how important she is.  

Work has been my life up until now, but I already know it won’t be again.

In fact, there’s a nagging worry that I won’t be able to get any work done again.  

My cock is painfully hard, and as much as I try to control it, the outline of my massive hard-on is clear on the front of my dark suit trousers.

Looking around, I spot an empty study room across the hall.  Needing relief, I step inside, lock the door, and close the shade. 

I release my erection, stroke my shaft, thinking of her as she stood yesterday in that green dress, her blue eyes wide.  All it takes is the memory of how her skin felt under my fingertips, and I cum hard with a grunt, bracing my arm on the wall.

I cover the head of my dick with my palm, feeling my sticky release fill my hand as I think of how much I want every drop inside of her.

When I can see straight again, I clean up with my handkerchief and toss it in the trash.  My cock is still hard, and I realize nothing will slake my lust but her.  Never again will anything satisfy me but my sweet Anastasia.  My secret treasure.
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BY THE TIME I GET TO school, I’m losing my mind.

I didn’t sleep.

Like, at all.

And I love to sleep. 

In our community, everyone is up at five AM, every day.

FIVE.

A.

M.

Since as far back as my memory goes, unless I was sick or there was some other extenuating circumstance, we were at the morning prayer meeting by five-thirty.  As the preacher and head elder in our community, living by the strict code of conduct in our little world is a driving force for Papa.  It’s his purpose. 

So, to me, sleep is my candy.  My guilty pleasure.  Whenever I can get a nap, I’m there.  Most kids my age are out partying and drinking and trying to get away with God-knows-what.

Me?

I’ll sneak a nap whenever I can.

Sinner.

Papa told me before I left this morning that Daniel and his family would be arriving in the next few days.  Barring some sort of apocalyptic event, I’m going to be a married woman very soon.

I’m knotted up inside as I make my way to class.  In my mind, I see Ash’s silver-gray eyes and remember the sound of his voice and the touch of his hand.

Not to mention the check I still have in my notebook. 

I’m three steps inside the door at school when Cameron comes rushing down the hall toward me.

“O.M.G.”  He grabs my arm like he did yesterday and drags me into an empty classroom and my throat already tight.

“What?”  My heart is already beating like a drum.

“Okay, so he’s here.”  He’s practically panting.  “Again.”

I know who he means this time.  My breath catches, and I feel like my knees are going to give out.  

“Where?”  

“He wants to talk to you.”  He holds up a hand.  “I told him I would see what you wanted.  He wanted your real name too, but I didn’t give him anything.  If you want to see him, he’s waiting.  If not, I’ll tell him, and he can get on down the road.”

Cameron’s eyes are twinkling, and all I can think about is Ash and all the feelings I’ve had in the time since I met him yesterday.  He’s occupied my day and night dreams since I left here yesterday.

Men like him don’t exist in my world, and the heat rushing through me tells me I could be missing something wonderful.

Even if it is a sin.

“So, do you want to talk to him?”  Cameron interrupts my thoughts.

“Yes,”  Anastasia blurts out the answer before Selma can stop her. 

Guilt coursing through me at the multitude of dirty thoughts I can’t seem to stop.

“Okay, stay here.  I’ll go get him.”

The next few minutes feel like ten eternities.  I fuss with the buttons of my blouse and look down at my flat black loafers.  I hadn’t planned on doing any video shooting today, so I’m wearing my usual community-endorsed uniform, and it is the definition of frumpy.

I know I’m not the kind of woman that would draw the eye of a man like Ash Thompson.  I’m still not completely sure who Ash Thompson is, but I know he’s somebody.

When I hear the doorknob click, the heat that’s been building inside of me ignites and focuses between my legs. I’m reminded of my act of rebellion this morning. I left the house without wearing panties. These feelings are wrong, I know, but I don’t care.  I want whatever this is, more of it.

When Ash comes through the door, he’s sexier than yesterday.  Better looking, if that’s even possible.  He’s wearing a dark suit today, red tie, white shirt...and the power he emanates is intoxicating.  He looks like he owns the place, so cool and comfortable as he closes the space between us.

“Hello.”  He extends his hand, and I take it in a limp handshake.  “Anastasia.”  He enunciates the name slowly.

“That’s not my real name,”  I blurt out, shifting my weight back and forth.  “As you know,” I add, glancing at Cameron.

He gives me a knowing nod but says nothing, so I decide to forge ahead even as my father’s voice chastises me.

Cameron chimes in, “I’m going to head to class. I’ll see you there.”  He’s off, leaving me alone with this man that has me unraveling.

“I’m Selma Hoffner.  You met Anastasia yesterday.”  I look down at my outfit, then back at Ash, raising my arms slightly at my sides. “This is Selma.”

There’s an apology in my voice, but when I look into his face, I see Ash’s restrained smile.  

“I like them both.”

My eyes drop and fear sweeps through me as I see something pushing out on the front of his black trousers.  I know almost nothing about sex, except the basics that were taught to me by one of the community mothers as well as some things Cameron has told me.  I know what an erection is, and there is no doubt that is what I’m looking at right now.

Like blow jobs...

And other stuff I can’t think about without turning bright red.

Like I am right now.

I should be so ashamed, but all I can think about is dropping to my knees and seeing that bulge up close and personal. 

Gahhhh.  That’s Anastasia talking, not Selma.  Selma would never think such forbidden things.

Tearing my eyes away, I fuss with imaginary crumbs on my face and the front of my blouse.  I want his touch.  I want to feel his hands on me in ways I’ve never allowed myself to desire before yesterday.

His gaze lowers to my chest, then all the way to my feet before coming back up to land on my face as he reaches over and grabs my wrist, turning my hand palm up and placing his other on top.

“You’ve got something special, Selma.  That check yesterday?  That could be just the beginning.  Anastasia Snow could be a brand.  The next big thing.  You’re young, and you have a natural talent.  But it’s not just that, it’s also your personality.  Anastasia could be a rising star. Would you like that?”

Pride fills me, and guilt comes galloping quickly behind.  

I want to jump up and down and scream, ‘Yes!  What do we do?  Let’s make this happen!’

That’s what Anastasia would do.  In a heartbeat, she would throw herself into this — all of it.  Everything Ash is offering.

But not Selma.  Selma hears Papa’s voice and knows there is no way he would allow her to pursue this dream.

Oh, but Ash’s touch is making me dizzy.  His enormous hands engulf mine, and all I can hear is my heart thudding like a bass drum, so loud I’m sure he must be able to hear it.

“I don’t know...”  I answer.  

“Really?  You don’t know?  Why are you doing all this then?  I’ve watched every video, read every recipe, read all your blog posts. When you interact with your followers, your excitement is contagious.  You swirl so much flavor into the dry words it makes my mouth water.  Why would you not want more of that? I can make it happen.”

I shrug.  There’s no way I can explain how different my life is from his.

Withdrawing my hand, I see disappointment on his face.

I look up to see it’s nearly ten am. “I better get to class.”  

The throbbing between my legs begs me to stay, but I move to sidestep around him. Before I get by, he leans down, a strong hand slipping behind my neck.

“I can make so many things happen.”  His deep words send a shiver through me, and there’s a tingling on each of my nipples that makes me feel ashamed but exhilarated.  When I hear him breathe deep, his face so close to my ear I can feel the air move, my underwear is instantly damp and thoughts of wickedness crash around inside of me.

When I get to the door and grip the handle, Ash’s voice comes from behind.

“I’m not going anywhere, Selma.  I’ll be waiting when you are done with class.  Just come and talk with me, that’s all I ask. Come and talk. I’ll take you to dinner. I have a suite where we could order room service, and I can tell you all my ideas and show you about my companies and me.  This is life changing.  Tell me you’ll hear me out.”

My pulse rate doubles at the word ‘hotel.’  Most people wouldn’t believe it, but I’ve never been to a hotel. That’s where the sinning happens.  Whenever we traveled away from home, we always stayed with other families, never in a hotel. 

There are so many things I’ve never done. So many things I want to do.

Ash can help make them happen.

Before I can second guess myself, still facing the door, I blurt out the answer that’s on the tip of my tongue.  “Okay.  I’ll come and talk.  Be outside the main door. I’ll meet you when class is out.” 

I’m letting Anastasia take control.

As I pull open the door and step outside, I hear his low voice.

“Thank God.”

Yes, Ash Thompson, thank God.  That’s what Papa would say. As I walk to class, I see Cameron emerge from the lecture hall behind a group of our other classmates. 

I furrow my brow as he approaches.  

“No class today.”  He tears a sheet of paper out of his notebook and hands it to me.  “Miss Leonard is sick, but she left an assignment on the board.”

I take the paper and see the bible chapters and essay assignment he’s scribbled down for me.  

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the black suit and turn.

Ash is coming toward us, talking on his phone.  As he approaches, he clicks off his call and places his phone inside his jacket pocket.

“I’ll be outside.”  He gives me a soft smile. “When class is over, I’ll meet you right out here.”  He points toward the double doors.

Cameron reaches over and puts a hand on my shoulder, giving me a soft shove toward Ash, then adds, “No class today.  She can come with you now.”  I glare at Cameron, who smiles at us both before walking away whistling.

“My lucky day.” Ash’s smile grows. “Let’s go. The hotel has amazing food.”  Ash holds the door open, his eyes on me, and two words keep echoing in my mind...

Hotel. 

Sin.
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SELMA’S STEPS HALT when my driver jumps out of the car and opens the back door as we approach.

Taking her hand, I meet her eyes.  “What’s wrong?”  

“I—” She glances across the parking lot.  “I have my truck...”

“I’ll bring you back, or I can have someone drive it to the hotel.”  

For some crazy reason, I want her and everything she owns with me from this moment on.  Last night, laying in my bed, between jacking off to thoughts of her, and the rage that I didn’t know where she was, I even considered buying a house near here.  It’s a world away from New York, but because she’s here, it’s beginning to feel like home.

“Yes, I’d like to have it with me.”  There’s hesitation in her voice, and I imagine having her truck there will give her some comfort.

After all, to her, I’m some guy who showed up yesterday trying to give her money.  She doesn’t seem to have the same knowledge of who Ash Thompson is as most people.  I only hope she feels some of what I’m feeling, otherwise convincing her that she belongs with me is going to be more difficult.

But I’m up for the challenge.  I’m up for any challenge that puts us together.

Because that’s what’s going to happen. We will be together.

“Your wish is my command.”  I turn to the black Lincoln idling along the edge of the parking lot and twitch my head.

Out of the passenger door comes Victor, and I look to see Selma’s eyes widen, and she takes a step closer to me.  When I squeeze her hand, that same jolt of energy shoots up my arm and lodges in my chest, making my heart beat faster.

“Yes, sir?”  Victor keeps his eyes on me.  

Yesterday, after Selma disappeared on us, I gave strict instructions to my bodyguards.  Anyone that looks at her from now on is suspect, and they are to report it to me immediately, and I will decide if I hurt them or not. 

Or order them hurt.  

Didn’t take more than that for my guys to understand this applied to them as well.  

“I want you to drive her truck to the hotel.”  I turn to Selma.  “Keys, baby?”

The term of affection slips out as naturally as my breath, and a slight smile curves her lips as she digs in her backpack and turns over a single Ford key on a piece of twine with a dangling wooden cross to my man’s outstretched palm.

“Thank you.”  Her sweet voice drifts to my ears as Victor nods and Selma points across the lot. “The orange Ford pickup.  You can’t miss it, over that way. You have to pump the gas once to get it to start and let it run a minute before you drive it otherwise it will stall.”

Victor nods then walks away. I squeeze her fingers in mine, and my body screams for her.  I want to feel her naked against me.  Thoughts of tearing her clothes from her body and sinking inside her softness rage in my mind like a madman.  As violent as my thoughts can be, I know I would be gentle with her.  Treat her like the treasure she is and dine on the soft petals between her legs.  Listening to her call my name, her body shaking as I give her pleasure begging for more...

“Mr. Thompson?”  Her voice breaks me from my dirty daydream.

“Yes, I’m sorry.  Get in.”  I extend my hand and drop her fingers from mine, already missing her touch as I watch her climb into the back seat of the limo, thanking Theodore, my driver, as she does.

She’s everything.  Beautiful, sure, but sweet too. Polite and kind.  Smart and savvy in her own innocent way.  She’s different today.  Her clothing, her manner.  She’s a different girl in her videos than who is in front of me now, but they blend perfectly into one incredible package.

Her lavender skirt looks homemade.  The black loafers the same as she wore yesterday are worn, as though she’s walked miles in them for too long.  A light-yellow fabric blouse with tiny lavender roses, buttoned up to the top button by a rounded lace collar looks childlike yet sexy.

Once she’s seated in the back of the limo, I climb in beside her and scoop up her hand again.

“Do you like that?”  I hear Theodore close the door behind me, and gaze into her blue eyes as she holds her knees tightly together.  And my hope that no one has ever touched her before screams through my brain.

I watch her swallow and nod.  “I do.”

Reaching out with my other hand, I touch her cheek.  Her flesh is warm and as soft as rose petals, and I think of what her other flesh must feel like.  How her body would feel, naked, laying on top of mine like a blanket made just for me.  Would she feel safe?  Would she know how desperately I want to take care of her?  How much I want to give her everything?

“Me too.  The hotel is only ten minutes away.  Do you know the Jamestown?  It’s quite nice.  Not a lot of selection in this area, but it certainly does the job.”

She raises her eyebrows.  “The Jamestown? It does the job?” She chuckles.  “Yes, I suppose it does.”  She adds in a mock British, stiff upper lip sort of tone.

In that moment, I realize I will never let her go.  The lengths I will go to, to possess her know no bounds.  My need to make her happy and bind her to me in every way are now my sole purpose in life.  I want her heart to be unable to imagine a life without me.  Her body unable to have pleasure without me.

I’m an ethical man, but what I would do to anyone that tries to keep her from me...I pity them.  She is the one, I feel it, and her blue eyes looking up at me only drive the point home.  She needs me.

And I need her.

“So,” she starts.  “How exactly did you find me?  I mean, I use a fake name.  I don’t give away any information about where I am...”

“I was able to track down the source of the video and blog.  It was that important to me to make things right.  I hired people...”  I let my voice trail off, then decide to be truthful.  “Hackers.  They were able to narrow down where your blog was sourced.”

“Isn’t that illegal?”

I nod.  “Yes, but my moral code said there was more good to be gained than harm to be inflicted by the information I needed to get to you.  Not all laws are just, Selma.”

“That’s true.  Papa and the Bible say the same thing.”

The Bible.

Papa.

There’s a picture of her life forming in my head.

“Selma,”  I say, choosing my words carefully.  “Tell me about where you live.   What does your father do?”

She nods, and I know I’m a selfish bastard for already thinking of ways to take her away from her home and bring her to mine.  The nagging information about a fiancé seems far less important for some reason.  I do not feel any sort of other attachment coming from her.

“We live about fifty miles north, in the Dresden Community.  Papa’s the elder Preacher of our church.”

The Dresden Community, from the little I know, is a strict religious near cult.  They have elements of Amish and Baptist, but with their own tight-knit inner circles that believe in keeping the outside world at arm’s length and their communities closed to outsiders.

“And your mother?”

There’s sadness in her eyes, and I hate it.  “Mama left a long time ago.  She was an outsider.  Papa fell in love with her, they got married, lived in Dresden, but in the end, she needed the outside more than us.”

Her forced smile and downcast eyes gut me.  

“I’m so sorry.”  I reach over and smooth her hair, cupping the back of her head in my hand for a moment.  Her pain shows in the way her body tightens, and she bites into her bottom lip.

“It’s okay.  I’m happy.  I have a good life even if I want things outside that I probably shouldn’t.  Like my cooking, my blog, the videos.  That would not sit well with Papa or the community.  It’s just folly. Soon I’ll have to give it up.”

Over my dead body.

I take a deep breath to calm myself.  If I could, I would take her away today.  Give her everything she wants.  The joy I see in her eyes when she’s Anastasia on the videos is pure and real.  I want to see that joy on her face every day from this day forward.

I’ve spent my life growing my empire, but I now realize that means nothing without her.  I’ve always tried to stay on the right side of things, I could be richer and more successful if I’d been otherwise, but there’s a moral core in me that I’ve managed to maintain, and it lets me sleep at night.

I’ve never needed religion to teach me right from wrong.  And looking at her now, I know I would break every law in the land to protect her.  Like I said before, not all laws are just.

Her videos don’t come close to capturing her true beauty. She’s stunning in her natural state.  She wears almost no make-up today as Selma, but she’s more ravishing than anything the lens captured.

As we pull up to the hotel, I’ve gathered enough information from her to understand the two sides of her personality.  They are distinctive and yet both authentic.  

Selma has been a dutiful daughter, abiding by the code of conduct in her community.  Anastasia has expressed the inner flower that longs to blossom out of Selma.  Her natural charisma, her talent as a chef, her sparkling beauty...they are all parts Selma would never be able to express at home, and that makes my heart ache for her.

There’s a knot in my gut when I ask her another question as the limo pulls into the parking lot at the hotel.

“Why would you have to give it up?”

Her cheeks redden, but her eyes turn dark.  She licks her bottom lip, and I trace my fingers down her arm, entwining them with her other hand and squeezing gently, urging her to answer.

“I’m supposed to get married.  Soon.  I’ll be a community wife.  It’s all arranged.  I’ve never even met him. Nothing like my blog would be allowed.”

Knives pierce my heart at the word married.

“I see.”  Is all I can manage, but as the limo slides to a stop in an empty space I ask one final question.  “What feels right to you?  Getting married and doing as expected or living the life you see for yourself?”

She hesitates.  “It’s not that simple.  Papa...” She shakes her head and looks to the darkened window.  “I can’t shame my father.  It would kill him.”
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I WATCH AS ASH FOLDS his hands as if in prayer, sitting at the mahogany dining table where we’ve just finished the most lavish and delicious meal of my life.  He’s watching me with such an intensity I feel it down into my bones.

The suite is three times as large as the house where Papa and I live, and I’ve not even seen what I assume is the bedroom behind one of the doors on the outer walls.

I’m slightly lightheaded from the glass of wine I drank with lunch but in all honesty...it feels wonderful.  The weight of my life feels slightly lifted, and I’m doing what I can to live in the moment as Anastasia would do.

We’ve talked like we were old friends for nearly two hours.  He’s so smart, but there’s also this paternal, almost possessive undertone to him that has me tingling and giddy in a way I’ve never experienced before.

Not that I’ve experienced much of anything before that even comes close to whatever this is.

“I want to give you your own show.”  He finally breaks the silence, and a wave of excitement washes over me at the idea.  “I can make that happen, Selma.  And a lot more.”

He pushes back from the table and makes his way to where I’m seated near the fireplace.  He seems taller here in the suite, dressed in his neat black suit, and I look to see his jaw muscles harden as he steps just in front of me where I’m touching the exquisite silk on the chair where I’m sitting.

“It would be wonderful.”  My mind spins with the possibilities, then I sigh.  “But it’s just a silly dream.  It can’t be my life.”

“Why not?  You just said it, it’s your life.”

“You don’t understand.  It would ruin Papa.  When my mother left...”  My voice threatens to crack as I try to keep it steady.  “It humiliated him.  He was a junior leader in the church back then, being groomed to be the next preacher.  When he returned, married to an outsider, he nearly lost his appointment.  He fought hard to convince the elders he was worthy, that my mother would become a valuable member of the community.  He became Preacher, not long after my mother had me.  For years she tried to be what was expected, but in the end, I guess she just couldn’t.  She left, and the community nearly turned against him.  He had to fight once again to save his position, which means the most to him of anything in this world.  It’s his calling, and something his own parents always wanted for him.  If I left?  If I didn’t do as expected?” I shake my head.  “It would be just another indignity.  It’s so much bigger than just me wanting some little food blog.  It’s his life too.”

I’m not sure why I’m telling a near stranger all this, but it feels good to talk to him.  As if for the first time in my life someone is really listening to me.  Someone wants to hear me.

“You are not responsible for what happened to him, Selma.  And your suffering doesn’t fix anything either.  It just means two of you will suffer, and he has a responsibility to not put his past onto you.”

Before I answer, there’s a knock at the door, and I see Ash’s eyes light up.

“I have a surprise for you.”  He runs his hand down from my shoulder to my wrist and grabs on, pulling me toward the door of the suite.  “Stand right here.”  He stops us about ten feet before the door and sets his hands on my shoulders.  “Close your eyes.  I’ll tell you when to open them.”

After just a moment of hesitation, I do as he asks, shutting my eyes tight.  It might seem strange, but I’ve never done this before.  I close my eyes to sleep, not to keep from seeing something.  Nobody has ever given me a surprise before.  Anticipation tingles my skin as I grab my elbows with each hand, pressing my forearms into my belly, and I hear Ash’s hushed instructions.

“Here.  Over there.  Set it down...Thank you.”  

Then there’s the sound of the door clicking closed, the slip of the lock being engaged, and Ash’s voice whispers into my ear.  

“Okay.  Open your eyes.”

When I open, Ash is standing there, but surrounding him—on the floor, tables, the kitchen counter, everywhere my eyes land—there are bags and boxes.  Some tied with ribbons, some still in store bags.

“What is all this?”

“I know I can’t buy you, Selma. But I can buy you nice things. Things I think you deserve.  Things I think you will enjoy.  Things that will make you smile.  I want to make you smile.”

I see the brand names: Apple, Tiffany, Channel...and my hands fly up to cover my mouth.

Ash reaches over and pulls them away, grinning as he sees the smile on my lips and the happy tears in my eyes.  “I said I want to make you smile.  Then you’re going to hide it from me?”

“Sorry, I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything, go start unpacking.  There’s clothes, electronics, everything beautiful and useful I thought you could use. Within reason, by which I mean I could have it purchased and delivered today.”

“Wow.”  I start to wind my way through the boxes and bags on the floor to the ones on the kitchen counter.  I look at the Apple Mac box, the iPhone, tablet...

I unpack bags of clothes more beautiful than I’ve seen in any magazine.  There’s sequins and silk.  There’s denim and leather.  Everything I could never imagine having is right here and real, and the guilt that tries to override my pleasure loses as I decide that it feels good, and that’s enough for now.

“I feel so spoiled!”  I half choke as tears burn my eyes.  “I don’t deserve all this.”

“You deserve to be spoiled.  I want to spoil you, Selma.”

Ash is next to me, then behind me.  My skin tingles as he pulls my hair around and over one shoulder, the cooler air of the room on the warm flesh of my neck.

“Why?”  I gasp.  “Why me?”

All my doubts surface.  Why is he doing this?  Is this some joke?  

A man like Ash Thompson, doing all this for me?  I know this is petty change for him, so am I just some game?  A conquest he searched out on the internet?  I’m so confused, but a part of me wants so badly to believe he could be feeling even an ounce of what I am right now.

“I know this is strange, but when I first saw your videos, something inside me came to life.”  His lips glance over my flesh, then he comes around to walk in front of me.  Reaching into a bag, he pulls out a red silk dress fit for a gala to which I will never be invited.  Or I never thought I would be invited...  “Then, when I saw you yesterday, when I touched your hand, I changed.  If there is a heaven, that’s where you came from.  It’s like you were dropped into my world to set me straight.  To give me the one thing money can’t buy.”

“Then what is all this?  Why have you spent so much money on someone you barely even know?”  I blurt out, waving my hands around the room as he pulls out a box from the blue Tiffany bag, slips open the ribbon and lifts the lid on the hinged robin’s-egg blue box, showing me what looks like a platinum and diamond heart pendant on a delicate chain.

“As I said already, I’m not trying to buy you, Selma.  I wanted to make a gesture, to show you a different side of life.  One that could be yours.  Do you not like it?”

He comes over to me and drapes the necklace around my neck. The cool metal almost feels painful against my hot skin.

“I do. But that’s the trouble.  I shouldn’t.  It’s prideful. Greedy.”  Selma and Anastasia battle out the good and evil on each of my shoulders as I ignore them both, wickedly enjoying the decadence of the moment.

“Things are not bad.  It’s what’s in here that determines who we are.”  Ash places his index finger on my chest, just below where the weight of the pendant lays, and I’m sure he can feel the drumming of my heart under his touch.

“I’m stuck.  My life...I’m stuck in my life.”  I gasp out, unsure why or what I expect to happen here.  But I know I’m feeling things for this man, the ultimate personification of so many things the Dresden Community thinks are evil.  

I reach around with both hands to the clasp of the necklace and think of unhooking it and handing it back.  

“Let me help you get unstuck, Selma. I want to help you.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

N I N E


[image: image]


Ash

[image: image]

I PULL HER HANDS FROM the back of her neck into my own, twining her fingers into mine, and my already hard cock aches for her.  Blood rushes to my erection, making it more painful as she drops my hands and walks over to the dining table.  

I watch as she raises her glass to her pink lips, and I want to be the glass.

Then she takes a sip of the wine, and I want to be the wine.

I hear the thud of my heart in my ears and my mouth waters thinking about how she will taste.  I know she’s innocent.  I know she’s naïve.  But I also know nothing will stop me from making her mine.

A deep breath fills my lungs as I step beside her, I let the scent of fresh spring air and purity drift through me. I’ve canceled all my meetings for the next two days because she’s all I think about.  She occupies my mind every waking moment, and when I sleep my dreams are filled with her beautiful face.

I take her hand and turn her to face me, bringing it up and laying it on my chest.  “Have you ever kissed a man?”

I clear my throat, trying to prepare for her answer.

She shakes her head. “No.  I’ve never been on a date, never done anything.  I’m supposed to save everything for my husband.”

Husband.

The word throttles me.

I hear the defeat in her voice.

Hearing her say the word ‘husband,’ hits me in places I didn’t know existed before now.  I’ve never wanted a wife.  Never imagined a life as a husband...or as a father.

But right now, looking down at her, it’s all I see.  I will be her husband.  I will take care of her from now until the end.

As I breathe deep, I swear I catch a hint of arousal on the air, and it only makes my erection more painful.  I feel like I’m high, intoxicated, and I never want to sober up.

“Let me help you, Selma.” I breathe as I lower my face to hers and feel her warm breath on my lips. “But I have to warn you about something.”

Her eyelashes flutter, and she looks worried but stays silent.  I see her breasts moving up and down under the thin fabric of her shirt, and I want to feel the hard nipples between my lips.

“I want to help you make all your dreams come true.  But I want more.  Do you know what that means?”

“I think so...”

“Do you feel that?”  I press her hand harder over my chest, mine on top, holding it there as she nods.  “No one has ever done that to my heart before.  It’s been beating like I’m running for my life ever since the day I saw your first video. Then yesterday, when I finally touched you, I thought I was going to have a heart attack right there.  I want you, Selma.  I want all of you.”

She shifts back and forth as I bring my other hand to her cheek, feeling the warm, soft flesh.  My thumb traces beneath her jaw, and I feel her pulse race to match mine.  My desire is burning through me as I move down and take my first taste of her lips.

I give in to all the feelings that have been simmering inside of me since that first video.  There’s a low rumbling in my chest I’ve never heard before, and there are so many things I want to tell her.

I’ve been the poster child for self-control my entire life.  It’s gotten me where I am today.  But in this moment, I’ve lost it all.  All the other victories and successes in my life fall away, paling in comparison to this simple kiss.

As she sighs, I feel cum seep out of my cock and my tongue glances over her lips, pressing into her mouth.  I feel her body stiffen but step into her, so we are connected from our lips down.  My dick jumps, and her breathing halts.

When I retreat slightly from our kiss and meet her eyes, I see fire.

“I like that.” Her lips curve into a smile, and I see the sparkle there that is more Anastasia than Selma.

“I’m glad.  That pleases me very much.  You drive me crazy, you are my treasure.”

At my words, her eyes narrow and her hands wind up and around the back of my neck.  I don’t remember the last time I was touched besides a friendly handshake or courteous hug.  I hadn’t thought about it before now, but I’m so happy this feels so new for me as well.  All the years of being alone, of working all hours and avoiding any sort of personal intimate life, suddenly make sense to me now.  

“You want to know something?”  she asks, her breath coming fast over her shimmering lips.

I nod. “I want to know everything.”

“I know it’s wrong, everyone in my community would be horrified...but under my skirt right now?”  She digs her teeth into her plump, pink bottom lip and presses her chest into me.  “I’m not wearing any panties.”

“Fuck,”  I grit out.  “You’re trying to kill me.”  My dick throbs and fills more, making it feel like it’s about to rip through the fabric of my pants.

Grabbing her under her arms, I lift her up, and her skirt moves higher on her legs as she locks them around my back.  Then I carry her to the luxurious velvet sofa and set her down.

As I stand, I hold her legs apart and push her skirt to the tops of her thighs.

“Stay like that,”  I command.  “Don’t move.”

Her wide blue eyes stick to me, and her shimmering red hair is messy around her shoulders.  The light from the window catches in the dew on her pink petals, and my lips and tongue ache to taste her. I wonder if she thinks I’m horrible, spreading her like this but I don’t see fear in her eyes.

I see desire.

The air around me is perfumed with her arousal as she parts her legs another inch and gives me a smile that tells me Anastasia is taking the reins.

“I need you to know,”  I start as I shove my hands down into my pants pockets and admire her from a few feet away.  “Once I taste you, once you give yourself to me, you are mine.  Truth?   I decided yesterday when I touched you, you were mine.  There’s no undoing what you’ve done to me, Treasure.  I won’t let you go.”

“What about—”  I hear Selma coming back, and I hold my hand up to stop her.

“There is no ‘what about’ anymore.  You will need to trust me.  Know I will take care of you, and that will include dealing with your father.  Your life is yours, my Treasure, and his life is his.  He’s a grown man, he will figure it out.”

I see relief wash over her face as I step forward, loosening my tie and pulling it from my shirt collar.  Then I relieve myself of my shirt and watch the wonder turn her eyes to full blue moons.

“I want you. Forever.”

“I can’t believe this.” She licks her lips and presses them together.  “I want you too.  Forever.  Even if it’s wrong...”

The sweet sincerity in her voice nearly topples me.  She’s given me the greatest gift with those simple words.  “Nothing is wrong about this.”  I shake my head.  

She’s saved everything for me.  Her pink folds spread open, dripping with the heaven she’s saved just for me.  Her pussy will know only me.  No part of her will ever be touched by another man.

Her pussy will form to my cock, learning how to please me and only me.  As much as I want to do every filthy thing to her today, she’s still Selma and pushing her too far too fast would not be right.

I want that cherry of hers.  I want it more than I’ve wanted anything in my life. But one thing age and experience has taught me, charging headlong into everything does not always achieve the ultimate goal.

I have plenty of time to invest because she is worth every second.

As I drop to my knees and hold her open, I look up to see her watching me, her hands spread wide on the sofa cushions, her fingertips digging in as though she is holding on for dear life.

“Unbutton your blouse,”  I order, and her shaking fingers come to the collar and work the tiny pearl buttons open until her creamy white flesh is exposed and her tits are swelling out of a simple white bra.  “Pull your tits out of your bra but leave it on.”  

Her cheeks flush as I watch her comply.  The light pink nipples pull tight, and I imagine them full of milk and her belly round.

“Good girl.  You do please me.”

I groan in pleasure as I draw in her scent. So sweet, so enticing.  As I drop my face and take that first long slow lick, her flavor spreads through me like wildfire.

She’s sweeter than any candy, and I feel her body soften as I spin my tongue over her clit then down to lap at the juices flowing out of her tight opening.

As I taste and touch her with my mouth, her hands come to my shoulders, fingertips pressing into my flesh and pulling me closer.

I bury my face into her silky warmth, feeling the wetness spread over my face as my tongue dances at her opening. I take a hand and move it upward until I find the soft round flesh of one breast and squeeze, listening to her gasp.

Even though every instinct is screaming for me to do so, I don’t press my tongue forward.  I want my cock to be the first thing that enters her.  Her innocence is a precious gift, and I will only take it when the time is right.  But when that time comes, I will take her with all of me.

My need to care for her surges inside of me as she gasps and moans.  It means everything to me, and whatever she wants, and needs in life will be my muse.

I want her obsession with me to match mine for her.  Getting her addicted to me is my plan, no matter how nefarious it may seem.  I simply don’t care.  She will only see me in her mind and her heart, there will be no other, no matter what her father has arranged.

I devour her like a starving man until her legs are shaking and I feel her body still as she pulls away an inch.

“You taste like heaven. You deserve this.  To feel this...”

“I’ve never...felt this before.”

My mind spins.  “You’ve never had an orgasm before?”

She shakes her head, her red hair falling into her face.

“Close your eyes, baby.  Open your legs.  Let the feelings come.  Do not judge them, they are part of you.  A good part of you.  There is no shame in this pleasure.  It is meant for you.”  I apply gentle pressure on her inner thighs with my hands and watch as her eyes flutter closed.

She moans as I return to licking her like a sweet, melting ice cream cone, and when I bring my thumb to circle her clit she yelps, this time pressing her spread cunt harder onto my mouth.

“God.”  I mouth into her.  “You were made for me, Selma. Created for me.  I never knew this existed.  These feelings.”

Her body shudders at my words.  “Ash—”  Her voice is a deep whisper, and as I look up, I see her eyes squeezed shut.  “Something is happening.”

I lick faster, her clit under my tongue, and I keep doing what I’m doing until she’s screaming my name and bucking against my mouth.  I have to bring my other hand up and press down on her belly to keep her in place.

But I’m not done.

I lick her pussy to another quick orgasm, and she floods my mouth.  I’ve never been so happy in my life as I am while she whimpers and pushes her hips forward, grinding herself against my face.

The sounds she’s making are heaven to me.  The way her body moves when she comes nearly catapults her off the couch.  It all makes me feel like a fucking king.

I’ve just given her the first orgasm of her life. 

The first of a million, if I have my way.

And I will have my way.

When her orgasm plays out, and she’s panting, her eyes unfocused, I kiss her shaking inner thighs, then reach up and sit her up on the sofa and rearrange her legs to be more comfortable.  Her tits are still out, and I stand then lean down and give each of her sweet nipples a kiss and lick before dropping onto the soft seat next to her and pulling her into me.

“Now, let’s talk about Anastasia Snow and how we are going to make her a star.”
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TWO HOURS LATER, I’M walking on clouds.

No, I’m walking on pillows on top of clouds on top of cotton candy on top of marshmallows.

Ash has been going over his plans for Anastasia, and I’ve decided it feels right.  The way he says it makes sense.  I should want this for myself.  And no amount of shame from my upbringing is going to ruin my dreams.

As he talks, I play with the heart pendant around my neck, knowing I could never let Papa see such a token of worldly decadence.

I know there’s a huge possibility I’m delusional, but for the first time in my life, I’m being selfish.  

And a little slutty.

More than a little.

That thought turns me cold when I think about Papa and the arrangement with my match that is already in motion.

How am I going to tell him all this?  Not only am I about to start a food blog and brand which will put me into some level of media spotlight, but also, sorry Papa, but I don’t want to get married.

Not to Daniel anyway.

Something clicked inside of me today with Ash.  Anastasia and Selma came together, and all I know is, I get to make my decisions about my life. I can handle that.  

I can handle more than I ever knew.

“I have to make a few phone calls.”  Ash leans down and kisses the top of my head. “Business stuff, I won’t be long.”

My stomach knots as he picks up his phone and briefcase and walks into a small office off the living area of the suite then shuts the door behind him.  

I feel like I’ve crossed some invisible line and the parts of the old Selma are gone.  But twenty years of conditioning still has me fighting off some flickering feelings of shame for what I did today here with Ash.

What kind of girl am I?  

I push away the niggling doubts and look at Ash, sitting behind the desk and talking on the phone.  He gives me a smile and a wink, and I shiver, thinking of all the new feelings he’s brought about in my body and my heart.

It’s getting late, and I need to get home.  That thought makes my heart speed because I know I’m going to have to tell Papa about things with Ash.  Not only the Anastasia part but the other part.

Well, at least I need to tell him I’m not getting married.

While Ash is in the office, I dig out my phone. Although my phone is a dinosaur compared to what most ten-year-olds are sporting out these days.

It’s black.  It flips open.  It has no internet.

Go me, I guess.

I flip it open, and there are a few short texts from Cam teasing me and asking how things are going.

I send him a quick message back that I’m fine.  Things are fine.  I keep it simple, knowing he’s dying for details, but I don’t feel like sharing right now.  I let him know I’ll see him in the morning before my New Testament 101 class.

I’m still trying to absorb everything that’s happening and make sure I’m not going to wake up like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz, with a bump on my head wondering what the heck just happened.

I hear the click of the doorknob and look up to see Ash emerging from his office.  I’ve made myself comfortable on the sofa, flipping through a Bon Appétit magazine that was in a pile of others on the coffee table.

“Learning anything?”  He sits down next to me and immediately my heart races.

“Yes, actually.  I’m learning how much I do not know about cooking.”

“That may be, but there’s a lot no one knows about what you do.  The unique thing about you is you’ve figured everything out for yourself.  You said you had some basic cooking skills from when you were younger, but you’ve created your recipes like Mozart created his symphonies.  From scratch with very little education. That’s a gift, Selma.”  He sits down next to me, his arm around the back of the sofa cushions and his spicy masculine scent is so sexy.

It feels crazy that I just met him yesterday.  I’m so comfortable here next to him, what I do next shocks even Anastasia.

I lick my lips and turn.  Lifting myself and straddling his lap, I sit down facing him, feeling the rough fabric of his suit pants on my bare girl parts.  Sitting like this, I feel the inches of hardness I’ve been seeing on the front of his pants, and it makes me wiggle against him.

“Selma,” he groans out my name, and I love the sound of his restrained desire.

He doesn’t stop me, instead, his hands come to my hips, and we begin rocking together as my hair dangles in my face and he brings his lips up to mine in a hard kiss.  I feel his cock jerk as our tongues wrap and wind, and I shift my body against him, needing something more but not sure what it is.

But when my clit presses against the hard length, I know.  I let out my own moan and wrap my hands around the back of his neck, holding on.

We break our kiss on a gasp and Ash growls, then his voice rumbles in my ear.  “Dirty girl.  Sweet, innocent, dirty little girl.  You are perfect for me.  My dirty Treasure.”

I want to say something back, but I have no voice.  

All I want is that magical feeling again, so I rock harder, pressing myself down as Ash pushes upward and we thrust against each other.  His mouth finds the nape of my neck, and he kisses and nips at me there as I throw my head back, feeling the tension grow and knowing I’m already on the edge of an orgasm.

“That’s it.  Take what’s yours, sweet girl.”  Ash leans back and looks into my eyes, his voice deeper and thicker with his own need.  

His words push me over, and my orgasm bursts inside of me.  I’m cumming and arching, and I hear Ash’s own low roar, his hands taking control and grinding me painfully down onto his cock, using my body to jack himself off as stars twinkle in front of my closed eyes.

When we are both panting, I fall against his chest, and his hands come to make soft circles on my back.  He holds me like that for a few minutes, our hearts beating against each other, until I realize what I’ve just done.

When I sit up, I meet his eyes.  “I think I owe you a pair of pants.”  The wetness I feel down between my legs has more than likely ruined what is a very expensive suit.

“Are you joking?  I’m going to sleep with these next to my face.  I want to have your scent next to me as I dream.”

I stifle my chuckle as he reaches up with both hands and gathers my hair down over each shoulder.

“You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.”

“Come on.  You’re some famous guy, you’ve probably been around actresses, models—”  

He cuts me off.  “They have nothing on you, Selma.  One thing I will never do is lie to you.  And you promise me, you’ll never lie to me.  That’s the foundation of everything we are going to build together.  Okay?  Promise me.”

I nod, a shiver racing up the skin on my back at his words.  Everything we are going to build together. 

I bring my fingertips to touch the scar on his jaw.

“Where did you get this?”  I manage, feeling the smooth, hardened skin under my fingers.

“Before my parents started their restaurants, they owned a bar.  We lived upstairs, and I helped out.  Filled the coolers, mopped the floors.  Anything I could do, I did.  Even hanging around with mom when she tended the bar without my dad just to make sure she wasn’t alone.  One night, some guy started on her about something about his drink.  Called her a name.”  His eyes darken.  “No one calls my mother names.  You can guess the rest from there.”

I want to know so much more, but my conscious is calling.

“I really need to go.  I’m already fifteen minutes late from when I would leave school, and we’re farther away here. Papa’s going to want to know where I’ve been.”

“Don’t lie to him.  Tell him.  Or I’ll go with you, and we’ll tell him together.”

“No!”  I blurt too loudly, shaking my head.  “Sorry, but no.  That wouldn’t be good.  I have to ease him into this idea.  I’ll tell him I made a new friend, and I’ll give him your name.  Then perhaps tomorrow, or the day after, I’ll tell him who you really are, that you’re not just a new classmate.  But you have to let me handle it for now.  Please.”

He nods, but there’s a deep furrow between his brows.  “Okay, I’ll give you some time to ease him into the idea.  But Selma, I’m not going to be able to be patient for long.  Your father is going to have to know about us.  He’s going to have to accept that we are together.”

A shiver runs up my spine at the thought.  We are together.  Not a man chosen by Papa, who I’ve never met and will never love.  A man I’ve chosen for myself.

“I know,” I say.  “But let me try it my way first, okay?”

“Okay.”

I lean forward, and he snaps his lips to mine, taking me into a deep kiss.  Then he stands and lowers my feet to the floor. I slip my shoes back on, gather up my backpack, and get ready to head home.
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“OKAY, LET ME TALK TO your father.”  I reach over and lay my hand on hers like that first day when we sat here in the student coffee shop.  “It will all work out, I promise.”

It’s been three days since I brought her to the hotel the first time and I can’t wait any longer.  She’s tried her way, but as far as I can tell from what she’s said, her father still thinks I’m just some new guy in her class.

And there’s still this situation with her fiancé.  Or wedding.  Or whatever.

And that shit just isn’t going to fly any longer.  

She’s been to the hotel every day during the time she would normally be at school, and we’ve spent most of those hours either planning Anastasia Snow’s rise to stardom or enjoying each other’s company in every way. But I won’t fuck her, not yet. It doesn’t feel right, as much as my cock protests. It’s becoming impossible for me to hold back taking her completely, but the voice inside my head tells me to do this right.

To give her everything.  And I intend to do so.

I’ve spent hours worshipping at her delicious pussy, and yesterday she fell to her knees and took my cock in her mouth like she was born for the job.

I wish we had more than a few hours a day, but she’s still so concerned about her father.  Well, today I’m drawing the line.  I can’t wait any longer.  We’ll go to the hotel and make a plan, then we’ll head over to see her father.  Together.

Once I speak to him, we won’t be sneaking around anymore.  

We’re just waiting for her friend Cameron to bring her the assignments from her class she’s missed.  She is the one who wants to keep up, and I support her even though I know her heart is not here in school, but with the blog and project.  Her cooking is what drives her though, and coming to school was a respite, her only breath of fresh air from her former life.

“Trust me,” I say. “I’ll protect you from anything, Selma. You’ll see.”

She still doesn’t look convinced, but the bell rings on the coffee shop door, and when Cameron walks in Selma’s face lights up.  A stab of jealousy hits me even knowing he truly is just a friend, but still, my obsession is making me a bit crazy.

“Over here.” She stands from her seat and squeezes in next to me so that Cameron can sit opposite us. “So, what’s going on with class?”

“Everyone has noticed you’re not there, for a start. You’d think being so quiet you’d be able to get away with skipping, but I guess the fact that you’re always the first one to arrive and before now you’ve never missed a class...” Cameron wiggles his eyebrows, then laughs. “Gurl, don’t look so worried. You’re an adult, you can make your own decisions. So long as you keep up with assignments and study, I don’t think anyone’s going to care if you miss class a couple of days to spend time with...” His voice drops to a whisper like it’s a secret. “Ash Thompson.”

Selma seems tense, and without thinking, I grab her hand, twining my fingers into hers, and I feel her relax at the touch. But Cameron looks down at our hands clasped together on the table, then clears his throat.

“This isn’t just a professional relationship, is it?”

I shake my head. “No, it isn’t.”

“And you didn’t tell me?” Cameron looks at Selma and places a hand over his heart. “Heartbroken.”

Selma’s voice goes up a pitch. “I’m sorry, it just wasn’t—”

Cameron laughs. “Like I hadn’t already figured it out. Gurl, please, it’s none of my business. So long as you’re happy, I’m happy.”

When I turn to Selma, I can see that there’s less tension, like a weight has been lifted. I don’t quite get why she feels she needs the approval of everyone else in her life, but I don’t need to understand to see what effect it has on her. Knowing her friend is on her side has made a big difference, and I’m here for that.

“Come on,” I say, “let’s go back to the hotel—” I see Cameron wiggle his eyebrows and add, “We have work to do if we’re going to make Anastasia Snow a household name.”

“Well, I guess I’d better come with you both then, seeing as I’m Anastasia’s manager.”

Before I can say anything to put him off, Selma is already grinning and jumping up from the table. “You have to see it, Cam, it’s bigger than my whole house. And the room service...” she sighs, biting into her bottom lip, and I nearly cum in my pants. It’s all I can do to take her hand and rush us out of the coffee shop rather than laying her over the table right there and then with everyone watching and eat her pussy to orgasm.

But when we get outside, I feel her cower, her body going tense at my side as she pulls away, trying to wriggle out of my grip. Looking around, I see what’s got her so scared: a man in clean but functional clothes, suspenders, his hair and beard neatly trimmed and a fierce look in his eyes.

“Papa, please...” I hear Selma plead.

This was going to happen today either way.  Might as well be now. I draw in a deep breath, then begin. “Mr. Hoffner? My name is—”

He interrupts me scowling. “I know who you are. Get away from my daughter, you...you are the devil’s work.”

“Selma is an adult. She can decide her own life.”

He coughs out a laugh. “She’s a girl who’s lost her way. And you’ve led her astray.”

“She’s a woman,” Cameron and I speak in unison, and I’m impressed with his mettle. Standing up for his friend takes courage.

Her father shakes his head. “Selma, we’re leaving.”

“I don’t want to.” Selma’s hand squeezes harder into mine, and I squeeze back. “What are you even doing here?”

He narrows his eyes, and I can see he’s irritated that she’s talking back. How many times has she stood up for herself with him? Has she ever insisted on getting her own way?

“Did you think you could just do whatever you wanted, and nobody would find out? God knows, Selma. He sees everything. Has he seen you whoring yourself with this man or did I get here in time?”

His attitude makes me see red, and I step forward, ready to go into battle, but Selma pulls me back. She may be no match for me physically, but I’m hers in every way that counts. If she told me to go jump off a cliff, I’d do it without question.

“Watch your words if you know what’s good for you,” I warn, and step between him and Selma. I won’t let her be hurt like this, no matter what.

One of my bodyguards climbs out of the front of the limo, seeing the confrontation unfold. He looks ready to crack skulls, but I shake my head, and he stays put, watching. 

“The school called me, telling me you’ve missed classes. You’re being tested, Selma.”  Her father practically spits the words in his best preacher’s tone. “All that matters is Selma is coming with me. Right now. She’s my daughter, and none of you can stop me. She will not be coming back to this school. I will keep her soul safe if it’s the last thing I do.”

I fight to keep my voice level. “She already told you she doesn’t want to. If you respect her, you’ll turn around and go.”

Her father scoffs. “Get out of my way. You are no one to us.” He walks forward, and I feel Selma cower closer to me.

I shift myself again to get between them as her father comes within reach of her. His eyes are wild, possessed, heading straight for Selma. He doesn’t even blink. 

I promised to protect her, and that’s what I’m going to do.

He’s right in front of us, and it’s clear I’m not going to move, he stops, but his voice is a low growl. “Get out of my way, outsider.”

“No. You have your answer. She’s not going with you.”

Before I can react to protect myself, he throws a punch at my face. He’s quick for a smaller man, and the punch lands a glancing blow on the side of my nose. It stings, but it’s not the first punch I’ve ever taken. From the schoolyard to the bar my parents owned, I’ve learned to hold my own.

“Papa, stop!” I hear Selma’s voice as my adrenaline surges, and I focus all my attention on her father.

When he takes the next swing, I’m ready and block it easily with my forearm. He yelps as his fist hits bone. 

My bodyguard is running in our direction, but again, I shake my head. I’m not going to fight back, and I’m not going to have her father hurt. Except, if he lays a finger on Selma, he’ll find out just how much of an asshole I can be.

Rage twists his face, and I hear Selma shout at him to stop as he takes another shot at me. This time I duck and put a little pressure on his chest, pushing him back. I could do this all day now that I’m ready for his attacks, but Selma has other ideas.

“Papa, no! Stop. I’ll go with you!” She pats my shoulder and pulls her hand out of mine, turning toward me. “It’ll be fine. I’ll talk to him...”

I’m shaking my head as she’s holding her father’s hand, rubbing the bruises on the back of his knuckles. “Selma, you don’t have to—”

“Just let me talk to him. He’s my father. I’ll tell him everything.  He will understand.  Just give us some time.”

Deep down in my gut, I feel like it’s the wrong decision. But if I try to stop her against her will, that would make me just as bad as her father. With no other choice, I nod and force myself to watch them walk away.  Her father takes her to her truck, then gets into one of his own and they file out of the parking lot and down the road.

As I spin a half turn, I see Cameron shaking his head. “I love Selma, but her dad’s a fucking nut job,” he mutters.

I growl and start toward my limo, but I can’t bring myself to disagree.
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“THE DEVIL HAS MANY disguises, Selma.” Papa is waving his hands around as he stomps back and forth, setting down a pile of papers and mail on the table as we come into the house. “Ash Thompson is a disciple of the devil. Evil sent to tempt you from the righteous path. Please tell me you didn’t let him defile you. Please just tell me that...”

My mind conjures up images of what Ash and I have done together, and I can’t help the blush that spreads over my face. When I think about that, and the lavish gifts he gave me, and the offers of wealth and love and a career...I can’t possibly tell Papa about those things. He already thinks Ash is the devil, he’ll say it’s like Jesus in the desert and I should have resisted. “I love him,” I say weakly. “And he loves—”

“Love!” Papa throws back his head and laughs. “This isn’t love, it’s lust. A deadly sin, Selma.” He waves a finger at me.  “The devil has tempted you, and you’ve begun to desire more. Confess it or be condemned to hell along with him!”

I shake my head. “No, you’re wrong. Love is from God, and Ash loves me.”

“He doesn’t love you! You said it yourself, love comes from God. So how can a Satan worshipper love anyone but himself?”

“You’re wrong, Papa.”  I’m on my feet, ready to leave. “He’s good and kind.  He’s not bad.”

“Sit back down.” He snarls as he takes a step toward me, and I back away, falling onto the hard chair, which squeaks against the floor. Then he turns to the pile on the table and snatches up a magazine. “Read this.”

He holds the magazine out to me, open to an article with a big picture of Ash, smiling and handsome. But as I start to read, I feel my heart begin to thunder. Religion Is For Simpletons, says Ash Thompson. It doesn’t make any sense. He’s never said anything against God. But the words are right there in black and white. The article explains Ash’s point of view, that nobody in the modern world should believe in God or the devil, that people should look to themselves for their own morality.

“No, it can’t...” My voice trails off. “Why do you even have this?”

“After the school called, they told me who it was that came to the office looking for you.  They told me of the article. I bought the magazine on my way to get you, so you would know. Your Ash Thompson is nothing but a Godless demon, encouraging people to have their fill of modern temptations. Look at how much money he has.” He points at a callout box showing Ash’s estimated total worth, and it’s more than I thought existed in the whole world. “Anyone who worships material things the way he does is sent here by Lucifer, mark my words. He’s a Satanist, or he’s the devil himself. Either way, you need to stay away from him.” He takes a deep breath, then throws the magazine into the fire. “And I’m going to make sure you do.”

“What do you—”

I open my mouth to shout, but no sound comes, barely getting a hand on the strap of my school bag as he grabs my wrist and drags me to my feet. It hurts, but it’s more than just the pain, it’s the shock of what’s going on. First Papa attacks Ash, then he shows me an article that makes it look like Ash is...everything he says he is. Now to be physically hauled to my feet and dragged from the room, my mind is spinning.  I feel like I’m in a nightmare.

Papa kicks open the door to my bedroom and flings me inside, ignoring my scream as I fall to my hands and knees on the bare floorboards, my bag helping to break my fall.

“Why are you doing this?”

“I have to drive the devil from you, Selma.  And give me that.” He points to my backpack.

“Why?  It’s just my school—” 

He doesn’t wait for me to hand it over, he unzips the pockets and rifles through.  My heart skips a beat when he reaches into the small front zipped pocket and pulls out the necklace Ash gave me the first day at the hotel and shakes his head.

“So many sins,” he says, then slams the door behind him.

The tears make my vision blurry, but I look around to see my room is bare. The few comforts I used to have: my books, my handmade bed, my wardrobe for clothes; they’re all gone. All that’s left now is a mattress on the floor, and that’s it. I hear the click of a key turning in a lock, then Papa’s voice low rumbling voice comes through.

“I suggest you spend your time in prayer, asking God for forgiveness.”

***
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I DON’T KNOW WHY HE bothered leaving me a mattress, because I barely sleep at all, pacing and sitting against the wall. The night seems like it’s the longest of my life, and all I can do is think of Ash and the things we’ve done together. I do pray, but not for forgiveness. I pray for guidance; I pray for some sort of miracle to undo everything that’s happened and let me try this past week again.

And just when I’ve given up hope of miracles, I hear a vibration coming from where I’d hidden my phone under my pillow.

My cell phone.

It’s Cameron asking if I’m okay.

I consider just sending back a message telling him I’m fine, but then I decide against it. I tell him what happened, what I found out about Ash from that article and how Papa has locked me in my bedroom.

Cameron: He can’t do that, Selma, it’s unlawful imprisonment or something.  You’re an adult.

Me: Well, he has. What’s going to happen tomorrow, I have no idea.

Cameron: What do you want me to do?

I hesitate with my fingers over the keys. Do I want to be rescued? The thought of Cameron breaking the door down and coming to my aid is almost laughable, but the other option is unthinkable...Ash coming here and rescuing me. Oh, God, how can he be the man I read about in that article? It doesn’t feel right, but it’s was right there in black and white.

Cameron: Selma?

Me: Nothing. Don’t do anything, Cameron. I’ll talk to Papa again in the morning. I’m not even sure Ash is right for me anymore.

Cameron: He is. Trust me, I have far more experience with men than you do. I’ll check in with you in the morning. Keep your phone on.

Me: I’m going to sleep. Goodnight.

It’s a lie. There’s no way I can sleep like this. I just lie here, staring at the ceiling and thinking about Ash and wondering how someone like him could say the things he did. When I see the sun starting to peek over the horizon, I’m still lying there on the bare mattress, and I hear a noise coming from outside my room. A moment later, there’s the click of the key in the lock on my room, and the door is pulled open.

“Well?” Papa stares at me like I might grow fangs and try to attack him.

I sigh. “Well, what?”

“Have you prayed?”

“Yes,” I answer, honestly. I did nothing but pray.

“Good. Bathe and get dressed. I’ve laid out your dress for today in the bathroom. And...” He growls like it’s difficult to say. “And I owe you an apology.” Hearing him say that makes my heart soar like maybe everything is going to be okay. Then his next words tear it all down. “Everything that’s happened is my fault. I gave you far too much freedom. I let you dress in bright colors. I let you go to that school with all those outsiders. I even gave you a telephone.” He shakes his head, then holds out his hand. “Give it to me. You won’t be needing it anymore after today.”

My mind is racing. What should I do? Should I run? The way he’s standing in the doorway, I know, I won’t challenge him. Later, I’ll try to talk to him again and persuade him to let me go back to school. He’s just angry right now.

I take a heavy breath, then stand and hand him my phone. Then I follow him out of the room and enter the bathroom.

And what I find there nearly makes my heart stop.

The clothes he’s laid out for me. It’s a wedding dress. Not a long white lace beautiful pearled and sequined silk for a girl to feel like a princess on her special day. No. This is the drab cotton shift that is the traditional bridal wear for women in our community.

“Hurry up in there,” I hear Papa say through the door, as the tears are streaming down my face. “There are things we need to do to get you prepared for the ceremony, and we only have a few hours. Today you’ll be married, and tomorrow you’ll be in West Virginia with your new family. I won’t let you shame me like your mother did, Selma. I won’t.”

***
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AS I TRUDGE DOWN THE corridor a few hours later, dressed in the plain wedding dress, I can’t believe what’s happening to my life. There’s nowhere to go, nowhere to run. Papa is going to perform the ceremony himself, and I’ll be attached to a man I don’t love.

A man I don’t know.

Even if I did, I wouldn’t love him.

Because I’m in love with Ash.

When I enter the front room, there is a group of people I don’t recognize, along with a few members of our own community. Libertine isn’t even here.

“Come girl.” Papa sounds irritated. I feel like I’m walking to my execution. “This is Daniel. He’s going to be your husband.”

A man beside him turns my way and looks me up and down, then he shakes his head, looks at the ceiling then the floor, heaving a sigh that is more disappointment than approval.  He leans over to the stern man standing at his side, who I assume is his father, and mutters, “I hope she’s housebroken.”
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“WE’RE HERE, SIR.” THEODORE, my driver, sounds less than impressed with our surroundings, and I know why. My team is loyal, and it’s their job to keep me safe.  Coming into the Dresden community, we passed quite a few folks who looked less than thrilled to see my limo driving in.

“Keep the engine running,” I tell him as I open the door and climb out.  I’m running on pure adrenaline.  I slept zero minutes last night wondering what the hell was going on with her and her father. Hating myself for letting her go with him, but understanding, I have to let her make some of her own decisions too.  I’m not going to turn into another Papa controlling her against her will.

Cameron phoned me at the hotel this morning and gave me Selma’s mobile phone number, and immediately I wondered why she’d lied to me about having a cell, but Cameron explains she cannot receive or make calls to any pre-authorized numbers. And now that I’ve met her father, I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have been on that authorized list.

After Cameron tells me about their text exchange, I’m in a rage. He’s been trying to reach her since, but he’s gotten no more communication from her.  Even though I couldn’t get through to her, I could have one of my tech guys find out where the phone was pinging from and send me her location.

There are a few other vehicles parked outside the house where her phone is still broadcasting a signal. A couple of beat-up old trucks and a wood-paneled station wagon sit outside the simple wooden structure. I don’t have any idea what I’m going to find inside, but I know one thing for sure: I’m not leaving without Selma.

As I get close to the door, I hear a voice, and I recognize it immediately as her father. I can’t make out the words, but from the tone, it sounds like a sermon.

Pushing open the door without knocking, I see her kneeling, head down at the feet of a man in a suit.  Selma is dressed in the ugliest cotton dress I’ve ever seen, and it breaks my heart. She deserves so much better. There are people standing in a U shape around Selma and the man, while her father stands in front of them all.  And it doesn’t take a genius to work out what’s happening. 

It’s a wedding.

When he hears the door open, he stops speaking and stares at me with fire in his eyes.

“Stop this right now.” I slam the door behind me and stride past the handful of gathered people, ignoring their horrified gasps.

Selma turns at the sound of my voice, her eyes are red-rimmed and tired, but when she sees me, her face lights up.

I reach down and pull her to her feet, unperturbed by the protest of the people around as I plant my lips firmly against hers. The kiss deepens, and I pull her close, thrusting my body against hers as she responds with a moan of pleasure and wraps her hands around my neck. Selma is mine, and nobody is taking her from me.

“You whore.” Daniel makes a noise like he’s about to throw up.

I see red. I don’t waste a moment as I break the kiss and hold Selma behind me, then throw the punch. It connects with a crunch, and the guy staggers back, his hands going to his face. Blood is streaming from his nose and top lip, but I step forward and land a second blow to his gut.

He goes down like a sack of potatoes, gasping for air as he scrabbles back from me on the floor.

An older man steps forward and lays his hand on Daniel’s shoulder, reaching down to help him to his feet and pulling him away from me. “I don’t know what is going on here, but we will not be attached to a family such as this. I knew something was wrong when they wanted to rush the ceremony.”

The pair of them head for the door, and a small group of other men and women follow quickly after them muttering and praying, then I turn to Selma’s father.

“Sir.”  I do what I can to remain respectful to her father, but it’s a challenge. “I’m not here to argue.  Or fight, but Selma and I are—”

“You’re not welcome here, get out of my house!”

I take a deep breath. “I know this is unexpected, but I’m an honorable man. I love Selma. Isn’t that what God is all about? Love?”

He laughs. “Honorable? You come in here and attack her fiancé, and somehow you think you’re the honorable one? Leave my daughter alone. You have no right—”

“Don’t you think we should ask Selma what she wants?” I feel the heat rise to my face. He might be Selma’s father, but I’m quickly losing my cool. “She’s old enough to make up her own mind.”

“I want to go with Ash,” she says without pausing for breath, and the tone of her voice tells me Anastasia Snow is being let out to handle this one. “I’m going with Ash.”

“I’m going to marry your daughter,” I say suddenly, no longer willing to keep it back. “With or without your blessing, we’re going to be together. So, you can either get on board with that or carry on hating me, but it’s happening either way. I’m going to give her everything, whatever she wants she’ll have. I love her more than anything else in this world, and that’s something that any God would approve of.”

Selma looks up into my face, her eyes wide. “Is that true?”

“Yes, baby. All of it. We’re going to be together forever.”

Her father scoffs. “Giving her everything. Calling her ‘baby’ like she’s some common street—”

I shoot him a look, and he falls silent. Which is lucky for him, because if he’d said the word he was about to say he would be lying on the floor in a heap right now.

“Come on, baby, we’re leaving.” I wrap an arm around her back and guide her to the front door.

“What about my things? Papa took my necklace.”  Her eyes fill with tears.

“We’ll get you more things, Selma. Anything you want, you just have to say.”

***
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“SELMA IS SITTING NEXT to me in the back of the car, and I can tell she’s nervous about something.  It’s been a hell of a few days, but I want her to always be able to talk to me about anything.

“Talk to me, baby.” It turns my stomach thinking she’d feel she had to keep anything from me.  “Tell me what you are thinking about right now.” 

She presses her lips together then says, “I read an article in a magazine...never mind. It’s nothing.”

“Baby, whatever you need to say, just say it. I’ll never hurt you, Selma. I’d never let anyone, or anything hurt you. I’d die first.”

She nods and takes a breath. “It said that you hate religion. That you think religious people are idiots who can’t think for themselves.  I may not be as devout as my father, but I still believe...”

I sigh. “I read that article, Selma. It wasn’t honest, but there’s apparently nothing I can do about it. I did say the words they quoted, but they were taken out of context, and the commentary from the article writer is all down to them. I don’t hate religion, and I don’t think people who believe in God are stupid. All I said was that many of the big religious institutions these days are, simply put, businesses.  Money is their God. I’ve seen people taken in by those pretending to be holy. They’re more about the bottom line that being pious. The big churches, the big religions, they should be taxed like any other business.” I take her hand and kiss it. “I have nothing but respect for people who follow a religion of their own free will. If it brings you comfort, then I’m all for it.”

“Really?” Her eyes light up, and I nod.

“Really.”

“So you promise if I do something you don’t like, you’re not going to lock me in my room?” Her frown turns to a tentative smile.

Her hand comes over to rest on my thigh, then pushes up and grips the length of my painful erection.

“I don’t know.”  I shift lower in the seat, my hands going to my belt. “Bad girls have to be punished sometimes.”

“But you said I was a good girl.”  She bites her lips and smiles, cheeks turning red.

“Good girls make the best bad girls.  Right, Selma?  Or is it Anastasia?”

I’ve been rock hard since we got in the car and seeing the hope in her eyes pushes me forward.

I look at her.  Her youth.  Her innocence. Her naiveté.  

We shouldn’t fit, but we do.  Perfectly.

Her light sweetness is what I need.  I’ve lived for my work forever, but finally, I’ve come to realize what it means when people say it’s time for them to live for themselves.  I didn’t know what I was missing until Selma, but now that I do, I’m done wasting time.

The stoic professional who rules a world of numbers and bottom lines is fading, and a man who sees a future with a woman, with a family, is quickly taking his place.

When we left, I told my driver to keep driving until I gave him a destination, knowing we would need to talk.  Now that it feels we’re on solid ground, I have other needs.

I work open my trousers as she looks at me and playfully licks her lips.  Then I pull my erection free, the tip already slick with pre-cum, my balls tight and ready to unload.  “I’ve got a treat for you.”

“I like treats.”  She pulls her shoulders up, and as much as I want her mouth on my cock this second, she needs that God-awful wedding dress off.

“Take off your dress,”  I order, and she looks down at herself then back at me.

“But I don’t have anything to change into.”

I reach over and pinch her chin.  “Do as I say.  I’ll never let you be harmed or embarrassed.  You are mine, and I take care of what’s mine.  Now get the dress off.”  My tone is gruff, but she quickly unbuttons the button at the back of her neck, wiggles in the seat and strips the horrid thick fabric from her young body.

Under, she’s wearing a white bra and plain white panties.  It’s the only time she’s worn panties when undressed for me and it makes me irrationally annoyed.

“Naked.”  I stroke my cock while I watch her strip off the last two items and nearly fill my fist with cum as she does.  Having her do as I say, when I say, without hesitation, makes me feel like her king, and she will be my queen.  “See, you are a very good girl.”

She gives me a pout but then drops to her knees on the floor of the limo between my legs.  “Thank you.  I try.”

“Now, get your mouth on my cock.  Show me what you were made for. Show me who you serve.  Show me you love me. Because,”  I reach down and gather her chin in my grip one more time, making sure her eyes are on me.  “Because I love you, my Treasure.  Don’t you ever forget it.  Now suck like a good bad girl.”

She nods, opens her mouth, and gives the tip of my cock a quick kiss, her eyes on mine, and I nearly explode all over her face.

“Yes, sir,” she answers, then wraps a hand around the base and her tongue runs around the ledge of the head while she bats those eyelashes at me.  

Cum is already leaking out the tip as her lips cover the head and she moans.

“I’m trying to hold onto what little control I have. When you look at me like that, moan like that, I’m going to lose it.”

She smiles around my cock, and I know she understands her power over me.  It feels so fucking good; I swear I’ve died and gone to heaven with my little preacher’s daughter.

Her other hand comes up to massage my balls, and she explores with her fingers, watching me for each reaction.  I didn’t think it could feel any better than it already did—how wrong I was.

I reach out and gather her hair onto the top of her head and grip it hard in my hand, controlling the movement of her head as I listen to the sloppy wet sound of her mouth popping over the head, then back down my shaft again and again until I can’t breathe.

“Slow.  I want to feel that mouth.  That magic mouth.”  I guide her with one hand in her hair, the other under her chin, feeling the way her throat presses into my hand when my cock goes deep.  “You want to learn to deep throat my cock, baby?”

Her wide blue eyes sparkle, and she makes a half gagging sound that I take as yes.

“Good girl.  Relax your throat, look up at me, keep your head like this...” I tip her head back an inch, so my cock will not hit the top of her palate and make her less likely to gag.

She does as I say, and I slowly pull her face down on my cock.  There’s no way she can take it all, I know what I have is close to a horse cock, but I don’t need her to swallow it all.  As much as she can will be enough, as much as makes her feel she’s pleasing me and in turn, I will always please her.  Ten times over.

I glide deeper, her spit getting thicker and easing the way as I withdraw a couple of inches, then give her a bit more until I feel the back of her throat tighten.

“Baby, now swallow around the head, breathe around my cock, and swallow.”  

Both her hands come to hold the base tight, and I feel the back of her throat contract then release, then again, and it’s more than heaven.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum, baby, that’s so fucking good.  So, good.”

She gasps for air around the girth, and the hot breath pushes me over the edge.  She gags but I see her lips turn upward as the first jets of cum heave out of my dick.

My balls clamp tight and surge cum out of my cock as she swallows, but there’s too much for her to take.  White cream drips out of her mouth, down onto her tits, and it’s so fucking hot it sets off another wave of my orgasm, and I roar into the ceiling of the limo as I see stars.

When I’m finally able to see straight, I look down to find her with my cock still in her mouth, hands still holding on, my cum dripping from her chin, down her chest, on her tits.

“Reach down and rub that all over.  I want my scent on you from now on.”

I pull her mouth off my cock, as much as it pains me, and she takes her hands and starts to rub my cum into her nearly translucent skin.  While she does, I pull my boxers back into place but take a moment to breathe before bothering with my trousers.

“Like this?”  She plays as she rubs around her hard little nipples, making my cock jerk upward again.

“You are a dirty girl for me.  It only makes me love you more, do you know that?”

“I guess.  It just feels right.  With you.”

“That’s right, with me.  Because I’m the only one that will ever have you, Selma, do you understand that?  I’m the only one, ever.  You are mine.  And I’m going to make you completely mine as soon as we can.  Then, I’ll take all of you.”

She looks up at me with the most thoughtful look.  “I want all of you now.”

Her hands come to my hips, and she starts to tug at my trousers.

“No, baby.  I know you don’t believe in all the rules and traditions of your community.  But I do know you probably would feel better if we waited until I made things official.  Giving each other everything the night of our wedding.  I’m willing to wait.”  I barely choke out the words because I want her so much it pains me.  “But not too long, because I might die before we get there.”

I see her swallow and take a deep breath.  Her face flushes, her hair tangled with cum, dried in spots and still pearly white in others.  It’s all over her face and body, and it’s beautiful.

“But, for me, it’s not the ceremony that makes it right.  I believe, when you give yourselves to each other, you just know.  I don’t need a preacher or a paper to tell me who we are.  I just know.”

She reaches down between her legs and starts to rub her clit, and I am almost out of control.

When she pouts again, rising up on her knees, so her face is just below mine, I see the determination there, and I’m not sure if I’m speaking to Selma or Anastasia.  Whoever it is, she has my cock hard and ready yet again.  “I want you.  I know who we are.  I want you now. All of you.”

“I wanted it to be special, not in the back of a car...”

Her eyes twinkle.  “In the back of a limo.  Not a car.  That’s pretty special to me.”

She ceases rubbing herself, and her hands come to the hard-on under the thin fabric of my boxers and begin rubbing.  “I think he thinks it’s pretty special too.”

I grunt as I lean my head back and moan, then add, “He thinks everything about you is special.”

My control snaps, I snap my hands to my waist, lift my ass, and tug my boxers back down to my thighs.

“Okay baby, shoes then pants then underwear, then I want you to climb up here on my lap, I want to watch you.”

She wiggles her rear end backward and works my shoes and pants off in a few seconds, then tugs down my boxers while I strip my jacket.  Next, I loosen my tie and unbutton my shirt before reaching down to take her hands and guide her up to me.

“First, I need a taste. Put your pussy on my face.”  I slide down enough to line up with her pussy as she kneels on the seat.

I grab her thick hips and help her line up, her hands gripping the top of the seat to hold herself steady.  Then I take a deep breath of her scent before dragging the flat of my tongue along her lips, listening to her sounds of pleasure.

I groan as she twitches her hips, moving her body against my mouth, her warm juices trickling out of her and over my tongue.

Everything about her turns me on.  Her innocent Selma.  Her sassy Anastasia.  Knowing I’m about to slip into her virgin pussy unprotected.  Watching her take me inside her for the first time, my cum finding its forever home. Soon, her belly will be full of me, and the world will know she’s mine.

My head is spinning as I think of how my life will change with her in it.

“Ash...”  She cries out as an orgasm starts her gushing into my mouth, her hips grinding down.  Her cunt is soaking and soft as I ease her down my body sitting up straight again, her legs going to either side of my thighs.

“You ready for all of me?  Are you ready to give me all of you?”

The heat between her legs radiates over my cock as her hands press on my shoulders, waves of copper hair hanging down to tickle her hard pink nipples.

I take in the sight of her open legs hovering over my cock, knowing very soon I will be the first inside of her.

“I want all of us,” she whispers, arching her back and pushing those ripe young tits into my face.  And when I think of them dripping with milk to feed our child, I almost lose it right there.

“Then get that sweet pussy on my dick, Treasure.  I want to watch you take me.”

One of her hands drops down to grip the base of my cock, then she slips her other hand between her own legs.  I hear the wet sounds as her fingers slide through her soaking cunt, then she brings them up to rub on my cock, making me wet with her, and I moan at the contact.

“I want you.”  She hisses as she lines up the slick head with her impossibly tight virgin opening.

When her wet heat touches the engorged head of my cock, it nearly makes me explode right there, but I grit my teeth, slow my breathing and hold onto her hips, applying slight pressure downward as my eyes stay pinned on hers.

“You’re mine, Selma.  From now and until forever. You. Are. Mine.”

I push her hips down and thrust upward.  Her pussy swallows the head of my cock, blasting through her resistance in one motion.  I hold steady, her yelps of pain and the twisted look on her face she needs a moment to adjust so I hold steady feeling her opening impossibly tight around me.

My balls throb, I can feel my pulse in the thick vein running down the base of my dick, and I feel myself grow thicker as I struggle to not move.

“I’m inside you, baby. Take a deep breath. Are you okay?  I know it hurts.”

She nods, her eyes glazed as they absently stare into mine.  Her full pink lips open, and she whispers, “More.”  She wiggles her hips down.  “I want it all.”  She nods, her eyes half-closed, breath coming fast.

“I’m going to give you everything, Selma.”  I grip her hips, and we move together, her body arching and rocking until her tight opening is three-quarters of the way down my shaft.

Her eyes lock with mine.  “Such a good girl. You like being my good dirty girl, don’t you?”

She nods, her hands coming to my cheeks as her body shakes.  “It’s so big.  I want it all, but I’m not sure I can.”

“You can.  Your pussy knows what to do.”  

I press up into her, watching her eyes fall shut, and she draws in a sharp breath.  I look down to see the pink evidence of what she’s given me, and I grow even harder.

“Ash...”  Her voice shakes, and I drive upward, giving her the rest of me as she falls against my chest, clinging tight like her life depends on it.

“That’s it, baby.  That’s all of me.  You are mine completely.  I’m going to take care of you for the rest of your life.”

Her pussy squeezes at my words, and we begin to rock against each other.  She’s so damn tight, it’s hard to move, but her body is flowing with lubrication, and the heat I feel inside her is unreal.

I never want my cock anywhere, but here.  She’s so perfect, molded to me like I created her in some lab somewhere.  Her walls clench tight, her warm juices drip down my balls, and I feel like I’m home.

She begins to slide up and down my shaft, her lips open, her tits squeezed between her upper arms as she holds my face.

Her silky walls massage my cock like she’s been doing this forever, and as she rises up and down, milking my dick, I’m already dripping cum inside her.

“I want you pregnant by the time we get to the hotel.  You’re never leaving me, you get that, don’t you?  We can live in New York, or I’ll buy or build you whatever you want, wherever you want, but you will never get away from me again.  Every hour we were apart took years from my life, Selma.  I can’t live without you.”

I lean forward and trace my tongue around her nipples, slipping my hands up her sides until I cup the luscious weight of her full tits in my hands, feeding her to me.  

She’s moving faster, her sexy moans are making it harder and harder to hold back my own climax.  Knowing I’m giving her pleasure is the highlight of my life.  

When her hands drop to my shoulders, and her fingernails dig in, I know she’s close.  Her pussy is clamping down like a vise as she grinds herself against the base of my dick.

“That’s my girl. Take what you want. Show me who you are...my dirty, good girl.  Dirty for me and me alone.”

The next thing I know, she’s muttering the most delicious dirty things to me as she slams her pussy down on my cock.

“More.  Harder.” She throws her head back, arching into me as I drop her nipple from my mouth and look up to watch her in her bliss. “Fuck me like I’m yours.  It feels so good.”

Her words ignite something in me.  I fuck into her like an animal, reaching up to grab her hair and tug her head down to one shoulder as I sink my teeth into her exposed neck.

She yelps as she explodes on my cock, her juices steaming out of her as she shakes and rocks her hips, her voice rising and falling with my name.

“Say you’re mine,”  I grit out, one hand wrapping around her waist, holding her, so the tip of my cock is against her cervix, ready to deliver straight into her womb.  “I need to hear you say it.”

She gasps as I dig my teeth in again.

“I’m yours,” she screams as another orgasm takes over and I pull her head back by her hair, looking up to see a tear slip from her eye.  “I love you.”

“I fucking love you too.”

“I want your cum inside me,” she whispers.  “I want you to give me all of you.”

Her hands clasp my shoulders, and I push my hips up, taking the last small space left inside of her.  I pull her face to mine, lock my lips over hers and my cock spasms.

My balls draw up and that tightness I’ve been holding back explodes.  I growl as she yelps, knowing it hurts and sorry as hell, but I need her like this.  I’m a beast inside of her, claiming my mate.

Our tongues wind together as I topple over the edge, sending jets of hot cum deep inside her.  Her pussy clamps and releases, milking every drop into her fertile young body.

I break our kiss and look to see her smiling.  “I love you,”  I repeat, feeling her pussy tighten and her warm breath mixing with mine.

The small control I have left is fragile, and as she shifts and slides up and down my dick, I’m still as hard as a steel pole.

“Does it still hurt?”  I ask, running my hands gently down her back, her hair mixing with the softness of her skin.

“A little, but I want more. I’ve never felt this way.  I don’t think I’ve ever been happier than I am right now. In this moment.”

I suck my thumb into my mouth, then lower my hand between us, finding her clit, and begin rubbing in slow circles as lust covers her sweet face.

“I’m going to make you happy every day, my Treasure.”

“I believe you, and I can’t wait.”

“Fuck.”  Her pussy gushes again, and I lose the little control I had, filling her again with my seed and hoping it finds its home.

When we can breathe again, she leans back, her hands running down the front of her body to rest on her belly as a sexy smile spreads over her lips.

She rocks her hips, our slick juices soaking us both and dripping into the seat under my ass.  It’s a good thing I own this limo.
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I LEAN DOWN AND KISS Selma’s forehead.

Her hair is splayed out on the white sheets, her body curled around a pillow, dead to the world.  After our consummation in the limo, I’d dressed her in my shirt and suit coat and paraded us through the lobby to the elevator as proud as any moment in my life.  I’d given the dead eye to anyone that looked at her for more than a second, but I realize we were a bit of a spectacle, but I didn’t care.  

“I’ll be back in a bit, baby,”  I whisper into her ear, and her hand comes to rest on my chest for a moment before it falls back to the bed, but she doesn’t open her eyes.

I scribble a quick note letting her know I’ll be gone just an hour or so, because I don’t think she’s going to remember me talking to her.

I’m out of the hotel room door a few moments later and in the elevator, checking my messages.  Selma and I have been at the hotel two days now and have not left the room.

She’s wiped out because for two days I’ve fucked her until she barely knows her own name.  If there is not a baby rooted inside her by now, it will be a miracle.

It’s been perfect.  Better than perfect.  But life is calling.  I’ve put off some important business things long enough, and last night Selma and I talked about what’s next for us.

She wants to go to New York with me, but she also still has a connection here in Ohio, and I want to give her everything she wants.  So this morning I have two agendas.

First includes Theodore waiting outside the front door of the hotel when I emerge into the warm sunlight.

“Morning, sir.”

“Morning, Theo.  You get my message?”

“I sure did.  Real estate office is about five minutes from here.  I have the broker waiting for you.”

“Perfect.”  I hop in the back seat, and immediately I’m flooded with the memory of taking Selma here.  I let my hand linger on the place where I took her sweet cherry as Theodore closes the door before the car begins to move.

I answer a few messages in the short time it takes to get to our destination.  Then, once inside the office, I’m seated in a conference room with a nervous looking gentleman in a navy-blue suit who is clicking incessantly on a pen with his name on it.

“Do you have the paperwork?”

He looks confused but nods.  “I do, but don’t you want to see the place first?”

“No.  If there is something wrong with it, I’ll fix it.”

“But this is so out of the ordinary.  I have to get the title work done.  Don’t you want an inspection at least?”

“No.  I want to write you a check for the asking price.  You do whatever you need to do, then call me when it’s time to close.  I want it done today.”

“It’s all just so unusual, to buy a house sight unseen.”

“I’m an unusual guy.”  I pull the checkbook out of my inside jacket pocket and write a check for the full asking price for the estate Selma saw on the real estate listings last night.

When I’d opened my laptop, I told Selma I just wanted to look, but when she fell in love with a century old white plantation style estate with a hundred acres, I knew what I needed to do.  I told her I want to make all her dreams come true and I mean it, so I’m here starting our life together.

I hand over the check and sign a few papers, then leave the befuddled broker to finish up the paperwork with the seller as I take a deep breath, getting ready for my next stop which most likely will not be as pleasant.

When the limo pulls up at Selma’s father’s place, he’s already on the front porch looking less than pleased.

Pulling down the long dirt road into the community, someone must have seen the limo and tipped him off that I was on my way.  

I told Theodore to stay in the car when we got here, so when the limo comes to a stop, I let myself out and walk toward the small home, and nod at Selma’s father.

“I love your daughter.  I’m going to marry her.  We are going to be together.  That is just how it is, nothing you can say or do will stop that.  But I would like you in Selma’s life.  She cares about you.  So I’m here to try to broker some sort of peace treaty between us.  For Selma’s sake.  You can hate me, I don’t care, but she’s hurting, and it’s my job to take care of her. So here I am.”

He frowns, his hands down in his front pockets and he narrows his eyes at me.

“She’s dead to me,”  he finally says, with ice in his voice.

“That’s not what I want to hear.  Selma is entitled to live her life, just as you’ve lived yours.  She’s not evil, she’s not bad.  She’s kind and sweet and smart, and she deserves to make decisions for herself.”

“You don’t know our ways.  God will smite you for what you’ve done to my family.  Now get off my property before I defend it.”  He nods to the shotgun leaning against the house, and I raise my eyebrows and let out a long sigh.

“It doesn’t have to be this way.  If you want to be in Selma’s life, the door is always open to you. But, be clear, you will not hurt her anymore.  You will not guilt her, tell her she’s evil or any shit like that.  I will protect her above all else from any threat, and that includes you.”

His gaze is indifferent, and I decide I’ve done what I came to do.  He knows who I am now, and he knows I am the guardian at the gate to his daughter. If he wants a relationship with her, I will support it, but he will go through me.

I extend my hand, but he turns and walks into the house, grabbing his gun on the way.  I shake my head, get back in the limo, and hope that someday he will change his mind.

For Selma’s sake.
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“WHERE DID YOU GO?”  I pout, laying naked on my stomach, the bedding rumpled and scented with our sex.

“Just had to take care of a couple of things, baby.  How are you doing?  You get enough sleep?”

I shrug.  “I guess.  A few hours feels good, but I missed you.”

Ash comes and sits on the edge of the bed, petting my head and easing it into his lap.

“I miss you the second you are out of my sight.”  His fingers play in my hair.  “I’ve got our tickets booked for five o’clock.”

I bite into my lip, and a shiver runs up my spine.  “I’m nervous.”  

I promised Ash to always be truthful with him, especially after my lie about the cell phone which I could have explained easily, and he would have understood.  He’s said over and over if I’m feeling it, if I’m thinking it, he wants to know.

“I imagine you are.  This is huge, baby.  Being nervous is natural.  Like I said last night, we will stay in my penthouse for now, but if you decide you want something else, I will make it happen. There’s lots of ways to live in the city. I want you to be comfortable.  It’s going to mean a lot of changes.  We’ll get ourselves settled first, then we will get to work on Anastasia.”

My belly tightens, thinking of leaving Ohio and Papa, Libertine..., but it still feels right.  Guilt still nags at me, but I tried to call Papa twice, and he hung up on me both times so I’m going to give him some time, and myself as well.  

“I hope I can do it.”

“You can.  I’ll have your back every step of the way.  But, if you ever feel you don’t want to do the blog or the show or the book, you just say the word.  We also need to figure out something else.”  His hand runs down my back, and he shifts, turning me over to look up at him.

“What else?”  I ask, the excitement of a new life making me feel a little disconnected from everything.

“This.”  He reaches into the front pocket of his black slacks and brings out his hand holding something inside.  I scramble up onto my knees as he turns and holds out his closed hand, fingers up.  “Open it.”

He’s smiling, and I reach out and pull back his index finger first, then his middle finger, and I see the sparkle.

“You need to be my wife, Selma.  I need to be your husband.  I’ve never felt so right about anything in my life, and I’ve felt pretty right about a lot of things.  Marry me, baby.  Let me give you the world.”  He opens his hand and reaches to hold up the ring, then grabs my left hand and pulls it between us.

“Yes,”  I squeak, nodding so hard my hair covers my eyes.

The diamond is enormous, pink surrounded by smaller white diamonds, and I wonder where it came from because no jewelry store around here would have a ring like this.

He slips it on my finger, and the weight is surprising. 

“Where did you get this?  It’s so beautiful, if I dreamed of a ring, this would be it.”

Ash shakes his head and pulls me into his lap, an arm around my shoulders, the other around my knees, curling me into a ball as I hold out my hand and admire the ring.

“The day I left New York to come find you, I had some business to take care of from my parents’ estate.  They weren’t rich, but my mother had collected a few valuables over the years.  I was donating some of her jewelry to a local charity for an auction.  She was a kind lady, one of her passions was working with homeless mothers, and one of the charities she worked with contacted me and asked for a jewelry donation for their auction.  I knew she wouldn’t want me to just hold on to her jewelry for sentimental reasons, so I had dropped a couple rings off at a jeweler to be cleaned and boxed.”

He kisses the side of my head and squeezes me tight against him, then continues.

“Anyway, I went to get them so I could drop them at the charity center.  When the young woman at the jewelry store came out with the box and opened it, I was shocked.  There was some mix up, because the box wasn’t the rings I dropped off, it was this ring.  When I pointed out the error, she quickly apologized and found my mother’s rings.  But, as soon as I saw this ring, I knew it would be yours, so I bought it then and there, and I’ve been carrying it around ever since.  Waiting to put it on your finger.”

My heart beats so hard it feels like it’s coming out of my chest.

“You bought this ring for me, before you even met me?”

He nods as I look into those silver-gray eyes.  “I knew, Selma.  And when I know, I know.  I trust my gut.  It never leads me astray.”

“Life is so weird, isn’t it?  You come down to meet Anastasia Snow, food blogger, and YouTube starlet, and you end up engaged to Selma, the preacher’s daughter.”

“I did, and now I’m going to marry both of them.”  He kisses me softly, and it feels like home.  When he pulls back, he’s smiling.

“What?”  

“Are you ready for another surprise?”

I sit up in his lap and clap.  “Always.”

“Okay, I want to show you something I bought. For you.  For us. Get dressed, we’re actually going to leave the hotel.”
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EPILOGUE ONE - TWO Months later

From my seat in my office at the new house, I watch her wander around on the front porch wearing a yellow apron and white sundress, and it has me harder than usual.

I finish off an email to the coordinator at The Food Network about Selma’s—or Anastasia’s, to be more precise—upcoming feature and send it off copying Cameron as I have hired him as one of her staff because he keeps things straight and everyone around her straighter.

She’s singing and spinning around.  Her red hair is flying in the breeze as our new puppy, Oscar, nips at her ankles.

That last day in the hotel, I brought her here and told her I’d bought the house for us.  I let her know we could stay in it as much as she liked, or not at all for that matter.

She cried.  Then I cried because she was so happy.

Her ties here to Thomas Valley are still strong, and we are renovating and decorating and also building a recording studio kitchen for Anastasia to do her video blogs and feature spots. Her best friend Libertine comes to visit a couple of times a week and has taken Selma to have her nails done for the first time as well as getting a facial and a few other girly services in a posh salon in Cleveland.  All paid in full of course.

I read through another couple emails, then hear the front door slam shut.  My girl doesn’t know how to close a door quietly, but it works for me.  I always know when she’s coming and going, which has become mandatory for me.  I’m still obsessed with her, and I don’t see that changing anytime soon.

There’s a soft knock on my office door, and I shake my head before I answer, “Come in, baby.”  Her smiling face pops through, and she walks on her tiptoes to my desk, Oscar following close behind.  “I told you, you don’t have to knock.  Come in anytime.”

She shrugs.  “I don’t want to disturb you if you are doing something important.”  

I reach up for her hand and pull her behind the desk, leaning her ass on the edge as I roll my chair back a few inches.

“Listen to me.”  My voice is deep.  “Nothing is more important than you.  I hope, in time, you will understand what that means.”

She scrunches her nose and nods.  “I’m trying.”

“Good girl.  Now, what’s going on with you?  I’m done with my work.”  I look over and watch as Oscar flops on his belly, back legs out behind him, closing his eyes.

“Well, the foreman has some questions about the kitchen.  He wants our final appliance choices, and I just am not sure what to choose.”  She holds the back of her neck with one hand.

“Okay, we can go over that.  Easy, baby.  Why do you look so distressed?”  I’ve never been happier than I have since I came to Ohio and taking care of Selma has brought me a joy I never knew before.  Making her happy, taking away her worries, feeds me in so many ways I’ll never tire of being her guardian and protector.

We got married two weeks after leaving the hotel, in a courthouse in South Carolina where you can marry the same day as you get your license flying Cameron, Libertine, Olivia, my assistant, and Deacon my housekeeper as attendants.  

After that, I flew them all to a private island resort off the coast, all expenses paid.  I couldn’t bear to share Selma with everyone for a week after the wedding, so we flew off to the south of France and holed up in my villa there. Even without us, from all reports, our four friends managed to turn into their own little family and had more fun than my credit card had expected.

I would have married her the day I got her from her father’s house if I could, but we had a hell of a time obtaining her birth certificate since her mother had her at home and they never bothered to register her birth.

It pissed me off for a while because what I found out is all the children in the community are homeschooled as well.  Which is all fine and well, but basically there was no record of Selma Hoffner anywhere.  I thought it was hard finding Anastasia, but creating Selma turned out to be as much of a challenge as finding her alter-ego.

I reach forward and rest my hands on her hips, pulling myself closer in my chair.  My mind is already focused on laying her back, flipping up the fabric that covers that sweet cunt between her legs and having a snack.

“I got a letter.  From Papa.”

I raise my eyebrows.  “Okay, and?”

Another shrug from her and her eyes well up, breaking my heart.  “He just said he’s not ready to see me, but he’s praying for me.  But he sent this.”

I look up and see her force a smile as she holds up the necklace I gave her that day in the hotel. 

She looks so sweet and beautiful:;I restrain my groan.  “Well, baby, at least he wrote you back.  You’ve extended the olive branch, that’s all you can do.  Give him time. It’s progress.”

I reach out for the necklace and secure it back around her neck.

“Yep.  I just want him to be happy, but I want to be happy too.”

“Exactly. you deserve your happiness, and he’s responsible for his.”

She plays with the engagement ring and matching wedding band, twisting them around her finger.

“You want some good news?”  I squeeze her hips, and she nods.

“Always.”

“You have the feature on The Food Channel.  We will shoot it here in your home kitchen.  They are very excited.”

“Yippee!”  She claps.  “Did you get the charity stuff set up?”

“Yes, I did.  The attorneys are overnighting the paperwork for us to look over, then we will file it, and all your profits will be paid directly to Anastasia’s Angels. I’ve copied Cameron on everything. He’s on it like a pitbull.”

“Thank you.  It just doesn’t seem right to keep any money.  After all, you have more than we will spend in ten lifetimes.”

“Yes, I have some other news as well.”

“Okay.  I love your surprises.”

“I’m accepting the ‘give half away’ challenge.  I’m working with my legal team to divest half of my net worth to charities as well.  I will need your help to choose where the money will go.  I want us to do that together.”

“Oh!  I’m so proud of you!  We don’t need so much money, and it makes me feel better knowing we can do good deeds with what you have.”

“I hope so.  And...”  I run my hands up her sides.  “Cameron called.  He’s coming to dinner tonight.”

“Wow!  It’s a good day after all and becoming a great day.”

I hear the sound of a helicopter in the distance and watch as Selma rolls her eyes.  

The press have been hounding me since we got back to New York with Selma.  I’m an unlikely celebrity, known for nothing but running my businesses and my wealth but seems the public can be voracious when it comes to a rich man and a young girl.

At first, Selma didn’t do well with the scrutiny, but she’s tougher than she gives herself credit for, and she has since taken to the mindset of if they want a show, she will give them a show.

I was called a cradle robber and plenty of other things, but I don’t care.  I’ve never lost one minute of sleep over it, unless it upsets Selma.  Which at this point, it doesn’t.

“Shall we?”  she asks, and I nod.

“Whatever makes you happy.”

“Good answer.”

I follow her out the front door and onto the front lawn as the helicopter hovers, and I make a phone call.

Selma spins in a circle and waves at the helicopter.  She gives them peace signs and sticks her tongue out.  She does the same thing every time.  In her opinion, if she gives them a whole lotta crazy every time they stalk us, sooner or later it will be boring, and they will give up.

Whatever makes her happy.  

I don’t particularly like them invading our privacy, but I have to admit, they are becoming less and less frequent, so maybe her angle is working.

She turns and gives me that smile that melts my heart and heads back toward the house.  I reach for her hand, and we go back inside together.  My dick is rock hard, and it’s been two hours since my mouth was on her pussy, and that’s about my limit.

Once inside, we hear the beeping of an alarm on both our phones, and we turn to smile at each other.

Selma races to the master bedroom, yelling, “It’s that time!” And I follow close behind.

She’s already in the bathroom when I get there, and a couple of minutes later she emerges with the plastic stick in her hand.

“You didn’t look, did you?”  I ask, squinting an eye at her.

“No. I didn’t. Like every day, we will look together.  It’s been thirty seconds, are you ready?”

We do a pregnancy test every day.  I’m so fucking ready for her to have a baby inside her; it’s become my new obsession.

“I’m so ready.”

She walks to me; I slip a hand behind her neck as we both look down.  Then she twists her wrist, flipping the stick over, and I immediately feel the tears stinging my eyes.

“Two lines.” I manage, choking on the words.

Selma looks up at me, gripping my wrist with one hand.

“You’re going to be a daddy.”

“Fuck, yes.”  I take the stick from her hand and set it on the chair next to our bed, undoing the apron and pulling it and the dress off her body.

“You’ve knocked up the preacher’s daughter,”  she teases as I march her to the bed and put her on her back, taking her legs in my hands and spreading them wide.

I drop down and take a long slow lick of her already juicy cunt, listening to her moan as her hands come to the sides of my head.  I lick and suck, then realize something is different.

“Baby.”  I kiss her inner thigh, and she looks down at me.  “I didn’t think it was possible, but your pregnant pussy is even sweeter than it was before.  I hope you like being pregnant because I think I’m going to keep you knocked up for the next twenty years or so.”

“I love you so much,”  she answers so sweetly it hurts my heart.

“I love you more, my sweet Selma. My naughty Anastasia.  I love you more.”
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EPILOGUE TWO - SEVEN Years Later

I’m still drowsy when I look over at the clock and see it’s nearly nine am.  I scramble out of bed and grab Ash’s dress shirt that is hanging on the bedpost and put it on, buttoning a couple of the buttons halfway down before racing down the stairs.

I haven’t slept past seven am in as long as I can remember.  With five kiddos running around, the oldest being only six, there is never a quiet moment around here.

As I hit the bottom of the stairs, I hear laughter and voices from the backyard.  As I walk through the kitchen, looking out the back windows, I see our three oldest: Lukas is six, and he has Molly and Avery on the tire swing, spinning them around while they squeal and laugh.

I step out onto the back porch, the spring breeze and warm sun hitting my face.  The scent of the enormous lilac bushes hits me.  They line the back of the house I’d fallen in love with, that Ash bought the day after I left home with him.  Oscar is laying on the porch, looking up at me with a lazy tail wag.

I wave, and Lukas and the girls wave back as I reach down and rub Oscar behind the ears.

“Where’s Daddy?”  I yell.

“He took the babies to bed,”  Lukas shouts back.  

He’s a little man, taking after his father, so protective of his siblings.  Don’t get me wrong, they drive us crazy with their bickering at times, but he’s older than his years.

I’m three months pregnant now with number six, and we’ve not yet talked about stopping.  I’d love to have ten, and Ash is content to keep going as long as I’m healthy and we are happy.

And we are so happy.

Before I turn to walk back into the house and check on the babies, Ash grabs me from behind and drags me in a hug back through the door.

“Good morning,” he growls into my hair, one hand sliding up under his shirt to grip my milk-filled tits.

“Good morning.  Thank you for letting me sleep.”

“Of course, you were sleeping so sweetly. I fed Jack and Lily, and they are down for a morning nap.”

“Okay, but you know I’m overflowing now.”

He squeezes my breast, and I feel the milk streaming out.  I’ve been nursing since our first and never dreamed I would enjoy the process so much.

Neither did Ash.

“I know.  I’ll help you with that, just need a little something else right now.”

He holds my hand and pulls me through the living room, behind the bar that lines one wall before placing my hands flat on the counter in the back and flipping the tail of the long shirt up over my ass.

“Bend over.  I’m needy.”  Ash grunts and I feel the head of his cock line up with my soaking opening right before he thrusts home in one motion, leaving me breathless.

He’s always hornier when I’m pregnant, if that’s possible.  But then again, so am I.

“You’re so beautiful.  You are truly my angel,”  he whispers as he fucks into me from behind.

He reaches under the shirt and grabs both my breasts, squeezing them and making me moan as he slides in and out, hitting that perfect spot inside of me.

His cock still stretches me to my limits, and I long for the feeling of his cum dripping out of me.

“God, Ash...”  I groan, dropping my head to the cool counter as he drives the air from my lungs with each thrust.  “You’re fucking me like a rabid dog.”

“I’m an animal for you, baby. You know that.  Quit teasing me, wearing my shirt around with nothing under it. I know that pussy is wet, I know your tits are full. What’s a dog to do when you bait me like that?”

I giggle a little and give in to the growing tension his cock is creating.  He’s milking my tits and fucking into me so hard I have to grip the edge of the counter, pushing my hips back into each thrust.

This is a special spot for us.  A place where we can have each other while the kids are out back or in the adjoining family room, and they can’t see us. After all these years, Ash still can’t keep his hands off of me, and I think I only enjoy our intimate life more as time goes on.

“God, baby, you’re so fucking warm and tight.  Milking my cock.”

“Of course, I am.  It’s all for you.  I want it all inside me.”

I crave his cum.  In my mouth, on my tits, my body, inside me, anywhere really.  I never understood what sex could really mean before.  My upbringing only taught me the shame of it all, when in fact, it is the beauty that only we share with each other.

It doesn’t take long, and we both cum together, Ash’s warm release filling me and giving me a sense of comfort.

When we come down, he spins me around, opens the shirt and sucks on my tits for a few minutes, taking the edge off.

“Breakfast.”  He smiles and kisses me, his hand rubbing my belly.  “You still thinking a girl?”

“Yep.  Pretty sure.”  I’ve been able to predict the sex of each of our babies early on, so now it’s become a bit of a game.

I didn’t stay Anastasia Snow for long.  I enjoyed the cooking, but I enjoyed being a wife and mother more.  I still do a bit of blogging about food.  I make all the baby food as well, so I have a lot of posts about that.  But overall, I didn’t want the notoriety.  

Cameron still works for Ash and has brought them some wonderful new talent over the years as well as kept the charities organized and on the up and up.

It was difficult enough for a few years to get the press to leave us alone.  We live here in Ohio about a third of the time, then we have our other home in rural Connecticut and a penthouse in Manhattan, as well as a villa we just bought in France.

We are gypsies in a way, but the kids are always with us, and we are always together. We fly on our private jet, so I am a fairly spoiled gypsy.  Ash still runs his businesses, although he spends less and less time at the office as the years go by.

We talked about him retiring in the next five years because his true joy lies here at home with us.

Our charities take up a lot of our time, and even though we work on them together, Cameron and the staff do the lion’s share of the work.

The one thing we don’t have, however, is house staff.  I like our home life to be just ours, and the kids all do chores from the time they are able.

My father and I came to terms after the first year of my being married.  I didn’t give up, I just kept in touch and finally, little by little, he came to realize that my life is mine and his is his.

And those things do not preclude us from having a relationship. He comes to Sunday dinner when we are in town.  But some things won’t change.  He won’t fly to see us and doesn’t feel comfortable too far from the community, and that is fine.  He is his own man.

He’s still the preacher in the church, and his congregation relies on him.  He is a softy for the grandbabies though, and the sparkle I see in his eyes when they are crawling on him and asking him for stories tells me we are in a good place for now.

You never know what the future will bring.

Ash also did an investigation into my mother, with my permission.  It’s sad. She had no other family, and when she left, she apparently tried to get her life together and support herself.  From what he knows, she wanted to come back for me, but she had a car accident and was in a coma for nearly six months.

When she recovered, she was never the same.  A few years later, she passed away in a state-run facility.  I grieved for the loss but was comforted by the fact that in her heart, she did want me.  She wanted to come back for me, and I wasn’t simply abandoned by my mother.

“Yum.”  Ash finishes on my boobs then kisses me with the sweet milk flavor still lingering.

He runs his hands through my hair and down my back, then pulls away, licking his lips.

We both look outside when we hear crying and see Lukas kneeling next to one of the girls.

“Mom!”  I hear him yell and Ash turns my shoulders, holding them, and we walk out from behind the bar.

“You’re being paged.”  He kisses my cheek as we walk to the open doors to the backyard.

“Seems so.” 

He smacks my bottom as I step back into the sunlight.

I glance back over my shoulder to see him watching me go, and I wonder how a simple preacher’s daughter prayed for a different life and ended up in her own kind of Eden.
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“YOU’RE GETTING MARRIED?”  I let out a long exhale restraining my sigh as I watch my breath hang in the air while the low rumble of the diesel generators muffles my father’s reply.

“Isn’t that what I just said?”  He snaps back with a half chuckle.  “I want you there, Van. Good reason to see your old man. It’s been almost two years.”

“Busy, Dad. You know how it goes out here.” I switch the phone from one hand to the other, shoving my frozen fingers down into the front pocket of my muddy jeans.

As I stomp frozen dirt off my boots, I hear the sound of a twenty-four-inch pipe wrench slamming against metal and the word ‘motherfucker’ being repeated by four rig-hands trying to convince the next section of pipe to concede defeat and slip into the frozen pipe casing that descends six thousand feet into the ground.

Trying to ignore them—and my dad—I snap my fingers at George, my ten-pound overlord who is snarling and barking at God knows what.  

When I found her, she was half frozen to the ground on a well site, no bigger than my fist and looking about ready to give up the fight.  The guys said she wouldn’t make it, but I shoved the filthy ball of fur down where it was warm in the inside pocket of my Carhartt jacket, and within an hour she was poking her head out, nipping at anyone that came near me and licking and pulling on my beard.

I called her Georgia because that was the name of the well site we were on. But ever since, thanks to her bossy nature, everyone just refers to her as George.

That was three years ago, and since then I take her everywhere and put up with the shit everyone gives me because of it.  A guy like me with a little hellion inside his jacket or following behind me wherever I go, with her seemingly running the show, well that gets me my share of grief.

My father goes on, “You’re always busy.  The only time I see you is funerals or weddings.  And you miss those more often than you don’t. This is my wedding, you’ve got the money, get on a plane tonight. Spend a day here, then the wedding, then you can get back to your world.  I love this lady, and when you know, you know.  Her daughter just happens to be in town too, and we don’t want to wait.  Life is too short, Van. I want you to come.”

Your fifth wedding to be exact.

When the cursing on the rig quiets, I see four men with mud and grease on their faces and coating their winter coveralls jumping up and down.  Two light cigarettes while the other two spins around to fight with the next thirty-foot section of pipe that’s half frozen to the pallet.  Wind whips through my coat and I see the driller waving me toward the dog house through the small window in the door.

“I thought you swore off women.” I grip the frozen railing as I make my way up the stairs with George following close on my heels, heading for the massive steel monster on top of the drill shack, where gages and sensors help guide our never-ending search for the next big hit.

“Yeah, I did.  But when you meet the one, you know.  It’s different.  I’m not letting her get away, and I want my son there to help celebrate.”

Since my mom died in a car accident when I was just seven, my father went through more women than I can remember.  Some I liked, some I hated, but none lasted long enough for me to get attached.  I once wondered if our front door was revolving, the way one would be on the way out and the other on the way in.  

Didn’t sit well with me.  I took the other route, a handful of pseudo-relationships in my twenties, but since then my work is my life.  The rigs I own are my mistresses and my wives, and I have George for companionship.

“And Kara?”  I ask waiting for what I know will be a disappointing reply from my dad.

There’s a pause on the other end of the line, and I almost hear the disgust in my dad’s voice when he answers. “It’s just going to be family.”

“Right. And she’s my sister.”

He laughs, but there’s no humor in it. “No, she isn’t. She’s not even your stepsister. Her mother and I were hardly married. It does not make someone family. I didn’t love her, not like Gayl.”

Kara’s mom, Duska, was one of my dad’s many ‘brief flings.’ A Slovakian ballerina so that you might expect a prima donna, but that wasn’t her at all. She was kind, friendly, the sort of woman I wouldn’t have minded having as a step-mom. Unfortunately, her relationship with my dad lasted maybe a month, and then that was it, but Duska didn’t forget eleven-year-old me. 

Every birthday, there would be a card — every Christmas, a little gift, nothing much but just a reminder. I kept in touch and visited her on the quiet, spending time with her and her young daughter, who would become like a little sister to me. 

“Duska died, we’re all the family Kara has had for ten years. Either she’s invited, or I’m not coming.”

There’s a pause before he makes a kind of clucking noise and answers, “Fine, invite Karolina, why should I care? She won’t come anyway. But if she’s invited, you’re committed to coming. No excuses.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”  I raise my voice over the constant noise of the drill site as I step up the last stair onto the platform in front of the dog house door.  George is next to my left boot, and I reach down to scoop her up and stuff her down inside my half-zippered jacket, where she curls up and pops her nose out to bite at anyone that comes within snapping distance.

“You’ll be here.”  My dad’s voice hardens.  “You can take one day out of your life. I’ll expect your flight information in my email.  I’ll pick you up if you’d like.”

I think of what my schedule is like the next few days.  Stress.

More stress.

Topped with stress.

The oil business isn’t for the faint of heart.

“I’m texting you a picture of us from earlier today.  I met her daughter too.  She just moved back.  I want this to work, Van.  This is it for me.”

“Okay, Dad.  I said I’ll see.  Let me call you back.”

He may pretend not to understand, but this kind of work isn’t exactly nine-to-five.  I’m working in southern Ohio at the moment, but I’ve got rigs running in three states. Dad lives back in Rochester, Michigan, where I grew up, and with the flights out there and back I’m looking at taking at least three days out. I hear the sound of the text coming through as I grip the freezing handle of the door.  Through the window, I see Jack, the driller, shrug and throw his hands up wondering what I’m doing.

The tension in Jack’s face tells me something is wrong and sure, on an oil rig there’s always something wrong, but sometimes those things are matters of life or death—or millions of dollars.  Both can be split-second decisions and time is not your friend.

“I’ll expect your flight information within the hour.  Love you, son. See you soon.”

Dad clicks off, and I shake my head on a frosty exhale as I open the door and drop my phone from my ear, looking down to tap on his text which opens the photo he sent.  

Jack’s gravelly voice starts as I step inside.  Something about the twenty-thousand-dollar drill bit failing, and we have to trip out six-thousand feet of pipe which will take eighteen-hours minimum. That means downtime.  That means progress stops.  Shit’s always breaking, but it still makes everyone pissy, including me. 

I open my mouth to answer when the photo opens up on my phone screen.

His voice disappears.  There’s a ringing in my ears and a clutch in my chest that is either a heart attack—which wouldn’t surprise me—or something I’ve never felt before.

I see my father, his arm around who I’m guessing is his soon to be bride, Gayl. Exotic, and beautiful. 

But neither of them have my knees ready to buckle and the world spinning around me.

It’s the third person in the photo.

It’s her eyes.  Ice blue, wide but sharp.  As though she’s looking through the lens at me, knowing I would be here.

It’s her half smile.  Her arms wrapping around her waist as if to say, I want to be anywhere but here. 

Her hair is pulled over her left shoulder in an ivory waterfall that covers part of her face and curves over her chest, and my mouth starts to water.  She reminds me of that character from the Frozen movie.  The blond.  I’ve watched the movie a few times with Sophia, Kara’s little girl, and if that character was based on a real human, I’m looking at her right now.

She’s wearing a chic light blue suit, controlled and professional looking for such a young woman. 

“Van!”  Jack’s voice cuts through my haze, and I tear my eyes from the phone for a moment to see him gawping at me.

“What?”

He says each word separately as if explaining to a child.  “The bit isn’t coming out with the pipe.”  A clap of his hands punctuates the importance of what he’s saying.  “We have to go fishing for it.  Fuck.  That’s another thirty-six to forty-eight hours.”  His face shows the years in this job.  He’s a decade older than me, and I just had my fortieth. 

I don’t know much about him at all, despite us working together for nearly twenty years. I mean, I know he’s not married, we seem to have a similar view on relationships, especially in this business. We know each other, just not much about lives outside of work.  But, then work is our life.

Despite the fact, he’s probably the closest thing I have to a friend in this whole world, and when we are out together at a restaurant or whatever, we’ve been mistaken for brothers many times.  Neither of us seems to see the resemblance, but enough strangers in bars have made it a point to mention it, so now we just shrug and nod.

“So fish it out!”  I grunt back as my eyes find their way back to the screen of my phone.  “I’ve got a family thing.  I’m flying out tonight.”  George pops her head out and growls at Jack, who flips her off with a snarl.

“Fucking dog. Oh, wait, what?”  Jack draws his brow together, the sarcasm coming through.  “You have a family?”  

He’s only half kidding.  

“Fuck off,”  I answer back.  Four letter words are half our vocabulary out here.  “Get the fucking bit out of the hole and get back in.  You can handle it.  I’ll check in.”

The door behind me opens, and I glance around to see the newest guy shuffle in behind me, clearly looking for Jack.  “Boss, there’s—”

Jack holds up a hand, silencing him.  “Can it wait?”

“I guess.”  The guy shrugs and Jack turns back to me.

“And what about the deal with Gloria?  You expect me to handle that as well?  She called and ripped me a new asshole when I told her about the bit.”

The worm chuckles hearing Gloria’s name, and I hear him mutter something about the surprise she has under her dress and I see red.

I’m not much of a violent man, but there are some things my guys know I won’t tolerate.

One of those things is being disrespectful toward women.  Whether or not they were born that way.

I spin around with my arm already out and grab him around the throat, hearing him choke as I pin him up against the dog house door. “You got something to say?”

Out here in the oil field, we have our own set of rules.  Straightening out a hand with physical force is just something we do.  I once saw a driller swing his boot around like Jackie Chan and knock three teeth out of a drill hand’s mouth for refusing to carry his weight in a critical moment.  Just how we operate, good or bad, take it or go home.

The worm, he’s the lowest on the totem pole, chokes out, “Some of the guys told me she was a—”

I get up in his face, and my next words are barely a grunt. “I’m going to let this slide. Just once. You tell those guys I’d better not catch them badmouthing Gloria, or they’ll have me to answer to. Her investments help to pay your salary. Not only that, she’s a woman, and she deserves your respect. You got that?”  George helps by snarling and snapping at him from inside my coat.

He nods, and I drop him, turning away as if he’s not even worth my time. It happens again though, he’s going to be looking for a new job and an emergency room.  George spins and tucks herself back down in my jacket; her work here is done.

“Just tell her to call my cell,”  I say to Jack. “She’ll understand if it takes a day or two longer.  She’s just going to give us shit about it.”

With that, Jack shrugs, shakes his head and starts yelling at the worm to grab the last of the samples and deliver them to the mud-logger’s shack and let him know the rig is going to be down for a couple of days.  And just like that, things are back to normal.  

This is my life.  I live out of my truck the majority of the time.  I have a house—pretty fucking nice house too—but I’m never there.  I let Kara stay there with her daughter, rent free, in exchange for watching over the place while I’m gone.

As for me, I stay in hotels or on-site in a trailer and eat in restaurants or here at the rig when the guys cook in crock pots or on the grill, I make sure they have at each site.

Oil workers work twenty-one days on and seven off, twelve hours a day, but being the owner of eight of my own rigs, not counting the ones I own in partnerships, I work 365/24/7 for the most part. 

We’re a rare breed. It’s a tough life for anyone in a relationship; I tell everyone I hire this could end whatever relationship they have and often it does. 

So just another reason I’ve not made that a priority in my life.  One of many reasons.

Sometimes I envy Kara. Sure, things might not have worked out with her daughter’s dad from a romance point of view, but they still have a connection. They’re friends, and Kara has a family, a life to look back on when she’s old. What will I have except this?

This is crazy shit. One fucking photograph and I’m seeing a lifetime. I need to get a grip, but it doesn’t look like that’s about to happen.

Before I even realize it, I’m back out of the shack and down the stairs into my truck, pulling up flights to Detroit Metro Airport as I start the engine and feel something...something I haven’t felt in longer than I can remember.

“Looks like you’re going to be off the road for a few days.”  I look at George who nibbles my chin. 

The sight of the girl in the photo has my dick raging hard.  My heart is thumping around against my sternum, and when I press my fingers to the phone screen and enlarge the photo of her face, I just know.  The way her lips are slightly parted, the way her tongue is just glancing the bottom.  

I know it’s impossible, but her eyes connect to mine.  Her eyes look right into my cold heart.

I swallow hard.

And cum in my fucking pants.

NOW ON AMAZON

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

OTHER TITLES BY DANI WYATT
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Standalones

Wrangler

Reigning Her In

Sweet Ride

Forging Forever

Just Until Morning

Saddled

Perfect

His to Break

Rough Neck

Parting Glass

What If

The One

Meet. F*ck. Done. – CAN’T WAIT

Keeping Her Close

Back to Her

Let Go

Our Turn – Can’t Wait Bundle

Love, Daddy Series

Mastering Her Heart

HIS Rules

Goodgirls Say Please

Kiss Me Goodnight
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Holidays

Night Before

Valentine's Rose

Baby It’s Cold Outside
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The Forever Collection

Where She Belongs

When She’s Mine
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Promise Duet

Promise

Cherish

Southside MMA Series

Force

Push

Cut Series

Hard Cut

Deep Cut

Rough Cut
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Did you know, I give away 

FREE exclusive short stories and epilogues

to readers on my mailing list?  I DO!  

No spam!
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LET’S STAY CONNECTED!
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FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

FACEBOOK FRIENDS

TWITTER  @ddwyattauthor

GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

Dani Wyatt on Amazon

dani@daniwyatt.com

www.daniwyatt.com
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OVER THE TOP, 

SUPER HOT

WITH SOME PLOT...

Join my Facebook Group to be sure you are seeing my posts!

https://www.facebook.com/groups/105201459894715/[image: image]
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Are you a goodgirl? 

Join GoodGirls where we discuss all about Daddies, 

Daddy's girls, and Daddy books. 

We also have Daddy chat with a real Daddy with 'Ask the Daddy.' 

Who's interested?

Join Now
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About Dani
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Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, with a little more plot and always a happily ever after you’re in the right place. 
She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing she is probably laughing about some irony (like A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Thank You.
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I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions as well as the other professionals that

put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

...you guys remind me

Every day that when we support each other, everyone wins. 

xoxoxo
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