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O N E
Davis

“AND THEN, AS IF THE wind told me what to do, I opened myself to him, willing him to center his soul into mine.  Driving his manhood forward, he took me in one swift, hard motion.  His hands gripping my hair and driving his tongue between my lips, halting my scream—”
“Shut the fuck up!”  I shout into the cab of the truck at my friend’s voice coming through the car radio.  I’ve got my phone hooked up to the audio system, but right now I’m wishing I didn’t learn how to do that shit.  “What the fuck are you talking about?”  
“I’m reading to you.”  His deep laugh does nothing to settle me.  “This fucking book was on my mom’s kitchen counter when I got home!  I don’t know whether to throw up or be turned on.  It’s filthy. And this is the page she had dog-eared.  You want to hear more? This shit’s wild—”
“Put it away.  Jesus.  Don’t read another fucking word to me.  When are you leaving there?”  I snap.  My usual grumpy nature dialed up another notch.
Donald, ‘The Tank’, Richardson and I have been friends since the moment I tossed his roughneck ass onto his first rig job.  I don’t know what it was about him, but I’ve loved the little shit from the very first day, when he sang fucking old Kenny Rogers and Hank Williams at the top of his lungs while he did all the bullshit tasks I assigned.
“I’ll leave after I get laid.” He laughs. “Christ, we were on the last job twenty-six days straight.  My dick’s gonna fall off.”
I roll my eyes and grip the steering wheel tighter, looking over my right shoulder before I change lanes.  Driving my pick up and hauling my forty-foot home on wheels behind takes some defensive fucking driving skills.  But after nearly twenty-years of moving around I’ve yet to get in an accident.
“Don’t tell me that shit.  How many fucking times have I told you I don’t give a  about your dick, your sex life, or now, your fucking mom’s dirty books.  There is something wrong with you.”  A twinge of jealousy that he has a family to go back to ticks at me.  
My dad vacated my life before I was out of diapers. My mom lived a hard life, and died in a car accident coming home from her night job as a waitress the day before I graduated from high school.  After that, I don’t know, I just drifted.  The place where I grew up, my family’s land, isn’t even far away from here, but I guess my nature is to be on the road.  After my mom died, the only real relation I had was my Aunt Becky.  Mom’s younger sister and I are close in our own way. We are the only other family we each have.  I check in on her at least once a month, she’s had MS for years and I know her health issues are becoming more of an issue.  
“Aww, you’d be in a better fucking mood if you gave it a try now and then.  Jesus, man, I don’t get you.  I mean, don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re a good lookin’ fella.  If I had a vagina instead of this huge rhinoceros cock between my legs, I’d make schoolgirl eyes at you and tempt you into my sweet—”
“Shut the fuck up!  You ever, ever talk to me about your cock again, I’ll bury you so deep they’ll find you when they set the next rig.”
The truck hums under me.  It’s a twelve-hour drive to the new drill site; just one nameless city in Texas to the next.  Same deal every time.
“Deal.”  Tank’s voice comes through the car radio.  “Okay, I’ve got a date tonight, then I’m heading that way.  If you weren’t such an ugly son-of-a-bitch you’d have one too.  I don’t get why you don’t even take the day off in between jobs, man.  You don’t know what the term ‘leisure time’ means.”
“I’ll see you tomorrow.  Oh,” the thought just jumps into my head before I hang up, “remember to stop by that farm by your mom’s house and get my order.  I called her yesterday.”  We’re setting up on a new drill site, remote north Texas, and I’ve got to stock up on food before we settle in.  Sometimes it can be a week or more before you get a break to run into town. And where we’re headed, from my research, it’s an hour plus drive to anything coming close to being called a town.  “Don’t forget, Tank, I know what you’re like.”
Tank coughs then goes on. “Yeah, yeah. You and your organic obsession.  Probably going to figure out one of these days that organic food causes cancer, you know.”
“Good bye.”
I click off, twisting my neck and listen to the three cracks.  The cramps in my shoulders remind me that I’m not fucking twenty anymore.  Lifting the drill pipes and hauling two-hundred-pound rig fittings around is beginning to wear on my body.  But I love the physical work, the sweat, being filthy at the end of the day.  I love it all.
Fuck, I need coffee. My other obsession. I like to find independent coffee shops rather than the big chains. I’m not one to be snapping selfies, but I started a few years back just taking my picture at each unique coffee shop where I stop.  I guess it’s become one of the few traditions in my life.  Downtown Lubbock has a place I’ve never been, The Proving Grounds it’s called, so I’m headed there.
My exit is two miles up.  After my coffee stop it’s north past Amarillo until I nearly hit the Oklahoma border.  
The nomad life suits me well.  Never found a reason to settle down anywhere.  I’ve seen almost all the country and I don’t waste time sitting in front of a television screen or fucking around on Facebook or Twitter or whatever the fuck those things are.
Hauling my home behind me also leaves me with nearly zero expenses compared to most others my age.  I pocket almost all my pay, and it’s fucking good pay.  I barely spend a dime of it. Nothing interests me.  I like good food, there’s that.  But outside of eating well and buying a new truck with cash every couple years, I’ve not found much I care to consume.
I know guys on the rig that go on and on about spending most of their pay on their wives or girlfriends, and I kind of understand the thought process behind that. Then there’s others whose pay check is almost gone on a single night of companionship, and that I’ll never understand.
They go on about house payments and god knows what else.  Truth is, my fucking luck at dating has been a horror show.  I gave up about six years ago after my last date with a woman, Lucy Felder, friend of one of the rig workers at the time.  He set me up while the rig was broken and we were all sitting around for three days waiting for parts to come in and get things up and running again.  
He said she was a nice girl. Showed me a picture.  Decent looking.  A little too much make-up for my taste but I figured what the hell.  Give this dating thing another try.  I’ve got no delusions about who I am, how I look.  I guess rugged has been used but I’m not pretty boy.  My nose is crooked from a few too many fights, both with fists and the rig.  My left eye has a scar running from my brow down under my cheek that I got when a pipe burst open my first winter as a rough neck. Sliced my face open like a peach.  There’s nothing smooth about me.
I’m part Neanderthal and part road warrior, and looking in the mirror has never suited me, so I don’t put any time into worrying about what’s looking back.
So, when I got set up on that last date, my expectations were ground level if not lower.  I figured if I got some decent conversation I’d call it a win.  
I pulled into the restaurant where we were supposed to meet.  Inside, I grabbed us a table and waited.  Fucking hell, it was an hour later she finally pranced through the door wearing what I swear must have been the outfit she left her job at the strip club in.  Acrylic high heels and all.
Inch long fingernails filed into dagger points with what must have been a day of drinking already on her breath.  
Shit... what was I supposed to do? I’m a fucking gentleman until it’s time not to be, so I pulled out her chair and she plopped down, dropping her purple purse on the floor. The contents spilled out and she laughed her guts out as she picked up a roll of Trojans, holding them up and asking me how many and what size I might need.
I did my best to make it another five minutes, but I just couldn’t.  When she put her foot under the table between my legs and started giving my cock a massage, that was when I decided.  No more.
She was just one in a ridiculous string of dating disasters that spanned more years than I care to count.  As I was leaving the restaurant, with a cab on the way to take her ass back to wherever she came from, because hell if I was letting her drive, I called up the fuck who set me up with her and fired his ass. Have sworn off women ever since.
Now, I’m coming up on my fortieth birthday.  A bank full of earnings, hauling my house to yet another job site and for the first time, shit... maybe it’s the muscle cramps in my neck playing havoc with my brain, but I reckon it has more to do with the old pick up I just passed, some girl sitting in the center of the front seat, leaning her head onto the shoulder of the guy driving.  Seeing the look on his face, even the quick glance I got was something you can’t fake.  He was fucking happy.  
And everything in me said he was fucking happy because of her.  
I shake my head, hear the snap of my neck again.  The pain shooting down my back and wonder how it would feel to have a head on my shoulder.



T W O
Dahlia

LISTENING TO MY FATHER has me ready to lower the tinted window in the back of the limo and hurl into the street.
Oh, he would love that, I’m sure!  But the horror on his face would be worth whatever punishment that would follow. And there would be punishment. There’s always punishment.  Even at nineteen years old, I’m under his thumb and barely able to meet his eyes.
“The attorneys are working on that clause as we speak.  Yes, as soon as the heir is produced, I understand that.  Yes, I sent over the results from her exam. She should have no problem conceiving.”  His voice is flat, indifferent, as though the thought of a man I don’t even know sticking his dick in me and impregnating me practically against my wishes affects him as much as loading the dishwasher.  All in the name of securing the crumbling family dynasty.
Not that my father has ever loaded a dishwasher.  So, yeah, how would he know?  
He pushes the button and barks to the driver.  “Stop here, Jerald.”
“I’m blocking traffic, Mr. Ferrell, there’s no parking right here—”
“I don’t give a shit!  They can go around us.”
Leave it to my father to have no interest in how he inconveniences others.  I look out the window, trying anything to distract my mind from what’s going to happen. We are in downtown Lubbock on our way back home after another embarrassing doctor’s appointment.
He puts the cell phone back to his ear.  “So, I have some things to do this afternoon.  We will meet at my house at six tonight.  Get everything signed, you can look at the test results, we can set the date for the marriage...”
My gag reflex spasms and bile rises in the back of my throat.  The way it’s done for the last six and a half days now, since I was ambushed in my father’s office.  He called me down, via text message of all things, and when I walked in there he was behind his desk. Didn’t raise his eyes, just pointed to the empty chair between two men I knew vaguely from a few parties and other social gatherings.
“Dahlia.”  My father had finally looked up at me with boredom.  “You know Mr. Petrov and his son, Nikolai.”
Neither of them acknowledged me, but I nodded politely, barely able to breathe.  The next half hour I fought back tears. But crying in front of my father never helped.  It would only incite his cruelty so I bit my lip until blood streamed warm over my tongue. Distracting me with its metallic flavor as I swallowed, feeling my stomach turn. Fighting back the urge to purge all over his fifty-thousand-dollar pretentious antique desk.
By the time I was excused, there was a ring on my finger.  Placed there by Nikolai without uttering a word, just a whispered ‘produce an heir as quickly as possible’ still ringing in my ears.  The next day, I was at a doctor’s office, having blood drawn and tests performed that made me feel like a brood mare.
The worst part?  Oh, that’s easy.  My own cowardice.  I just took it all.  Let him put that stupid, ungodly large diamond on my finger. Laid there with my feet in those stirrups and let the doctor probe and prod me to his content.  
I. Took. It. All.
My self-loathing is at an all-time high. When I lay in bed at night, I play out all the things I should have done.
All the things I should have said.
No fucking way being the top contender, along with kicking them all in the nuts, packing a bag and hitting the road like Jack Kerouac.
But, I did not.  
I didn’t do it because I am a Good Little Girl.  More than that, I’ve always been petrified of my father.  For good reason.  Not only for the variety of punishments he’s perpetuated on me over the years, but because I know who he is.
He’s Stewart Ferrell.  Cattle rancher.  Oil investor.  Philanderer. And on the side, a fact he doesn’t know I know, he’s also a man who doesn’t hesitate to function above the law to win.  I used to hide when he and my mother fought, but even hiding didn’t keep me from hearing things a child should never hear.
Wasn’t just the way he practically paraded his extra-marital affairs in front of both my mother and me.  That I could just about cope with.  But what made me sick to my stomach was how he described what happened to them if they stepped out of bounds.  More than once, I heard those stories.  There’s a lot of acres on our family ranch, and if the cadaver dogs ever showed up, I’m pretty sure they’d find at least a few interesting scents buried around.
What I’ve managed to figure out in the last week, is if I marry Nikolai and produce an heir, it will benefit both families.  Ours, by an influx of cash from the Petrovs.  And for them, they will be introduced and legitimized into the closed world of Texas oil royalty.  My father may have fucked up our family’s finances when my mother divorced him and took nearly everything, but his roots are deep and his connections deeper. Texas is all about the good ole boys club and getting in means knowing the right people. Seems it’s all about who you know, and the Petrovs are itching to sink their roots into all things Texas.  Especially oil.
“Dahlia!”  
“What?”  I jump.
“I said get out.”  He points to the door, his head jerking in encouragement.  “I’ll pick you up in an hour.  Or so.  Don’t leave that coffee shop.”
I shake my head, trying to figure out what he wants, when the blast of a horn snaps my father’s head to look behind the car.
“What the fuck?”  My father turns to look behind us and my eyes follow.  
There is an enormous red pickup truck behind us, laying on the horn.  The chrome grill fills the view from the rear window and the deafening sound fills the back of the car.
And just for a second, I love it.  I love it because he hates it.
The windows in the limo are tinted near black, so seeing inside is close to impossible.  But seeing out isn’t a problem.
From my place in the back seat, through the windshield of the red pickup, something unnerves me and sends a shiver from my shoulders to my toes.
A glint of green eyes, set into a heavy brow, bore into me.  It’s a flash, a fraction of a second, but I’ve never felt anything like it from another human.  Let alone a human seen through two panes of glass.
“Go.”  My father barks as Jerald clicks my door open from the outside, ushering me out onto the sidewalk into a blast of summer heat while the horn continues to blare from the truck behind.  “Stay in there until I text you and we will pick you back up when I’m done with my...meeting.”
As soon as I stand, disoriented by the sudden change of scenery, silence descends.  No more ear numbing, blasting horn.  I dare to flick my gaze to the driver of the truck, and find him staring straight back at me.
Those same breath-stealing green eyes are there again, raising the hairs on my arms, and as quickly as I take him in, I turn away, rushing at a stumbling half-run into the mezzanine of the building.
Inside the door, I’m gasping.  Heart pounding.  My feet stick solid onto the marble floor.  The chill of the air conditioning evaporates the slight sweat that covers my skin.  The heat outside is one thing, but the heat even the quickest of glances at that emerald-eyed man generated inside me rivals any Texas summer.



T H R E E
Davis


BY THE TIME I’VE GOT my truck and trailer pulled around the corner and into the back of a big enough spot in the parking lot, my dick is hard enough to drill for oil.
I reach down to give it a quick rub through my jeans before I jump down out of the open driver’s door into the sweltering Lubbock heat rising off the asphalt.  For a second, I re-think my uniform flannel but there’s no time to get into the trailer and change.
I need to find her.
I’m hell bent on getting inside that building where I saw her disappear.  Lucky for me, there is a set of doors leading inside from the back-parking lot.
Don’t. She’s barely legal. Maybe not even barely. 
I twist my neck and knock the thought out of my head.
I have no choice.  I have to follow her. Something drives me by primal instinct to find her.
How many seconds did I look at her?  Five?  Ten tops?
It feels like a lifetime.  Every sway and curve is burned into my brain.  The way she dressed in those oversized khaki boy pants.  The blue button-down oxford shirt that matched those eyes.  She may have been dressed like a boy, but there’s nothing but woman about her.  Soft, and supple.  Skin so light I wanted to shield her from the rays of the sun lest they cause any damage.
But, damn.  Those eyes.
Ginger hair. Wild like an untamed animal with such blue fucking eyes that I want to swim in them.  She’s tiny, but round down low and I can’t stop thinking about what that ass would look like resting on my forehead while my mouth takes hours lapping at what is probably a smooth babygirl cunt.  Listening to her sweet voice cum while she calls me Daddy.
Perv.
Fuck, I don’t care.  I’ve lost my fucking mind.  I grip the door handle so hard my knuckles crack.  I’m at a half run down the elegant marble of the mezzanine, my head flipping back and forth, desperately seeking that fiery red hair.
There’s a trendy hair salon on the left.  I press my face against the glass, ignoring the disgusted looks I get from the other side.  That’s a no go.  Next there’s an insurance office, then a nail salon, I’m pretty sure she’s not in there so I go to my next best bet which is the coffee shop on the opposite side of the hall.
I burst through the doors of The Proving Grounds like there’s a fire to be put out, which there fucking is.  My balls are ready to seize up and let loose right here.  Fuck, if she’s underage I’ll wait.  It will kill me, but I’ll do it.
I’ll find out where she lives and stalk her ass for as long as it takes for her to turn eighteen, then I’ll fucking steal her if necessary.  Stuff her in the back of my truck and take her into the woods and make her mine.  We’ll live off the land until I’ve got her belly round with me and she realizes I’m never letting her go.
I’ve lost my fucking mind.  I’m thinking of kidnapping some girl I don’t even know.  Breeding her and fucking her until the only thing she knows for sure is that I’m going to fuck her again.
I clear my throat and cough.  I’m just trying to bring back my rational self; I know he’s in here somewhere.  I narrow my eyes as I look over the crowd.
The place is full of the pretty people.  It’s all handmade suits and stilettos.  A few dudes that are prettier than most of the women sit at a table by the window, all skinny jeans and gallons of hair product in their salon-cut hair.
I scan the tables but she’s not there.  I stand to my full height to see over the line of people and my heart seizes.  I catch the slightest glimpse of that hair and my next breath catches in my throat.
“Excuse me.”  I shoulder around some folks standing in my way and through others.  I won’t get to her through the line, so I’m going around.  It’s faster and to tell the truth, I don’t like touching people all that much.  This is the less populated route.
She’s pulling her shoulder to her ear as I come around a big column and get as close as I can without throwing a couple of guys on their cell phones and their table across the room.
I consider it for a moment, but then I catch sight of two girls standing behind her.  They’re snickering and I can smell shit from a mile away. 
And they are a hell of a lot closer than that.
One with blond hair bites her bottom lip with a smirking smile as the other one taps my girl on the shoulder.
“Hi, uh, what’s your name again?”  Both the girls behind her giggle but nothing’s fucking funny.
“Dahlia.”  She mutters, barely turning to face them as she steps one foot onto her other and pulls herself tight.
“Ah, right, Dahleeeyah”  They mispronounce her name with another giggle and the little brunette points down at my girl’s fine ass, but I can see it’s not because they are admiring her. 
She’s perfect, tiny but with a lower half that has my mouth watering and my dick doing everything it can to get at her.  But these two overly coiffed bitches are not giving me the warm fuzzies.
Blondie taps her on the shoulder again and for the first time in my life, I consider hitting a woman.
“Didn’t you ask Tyler Templeton to the senior prom last year?”
Dahlia barely nods as the line moves forward.  Her cheeks are turning hot pink and my fists ball at my sides.
Brunette pipes up.  “You know, they’re having a sale.  At the Plus Size Rack in Nordstrom’s.  We just left there, thought maybe you would want to know.  Some good deals.  Nothing for us, but you might find some—”
I’m done.  I don’t apologize as I push past the table in my way, almost knocking the one suit on his phone out of his chair.  But when he looks up to see who just bumped him, he decides to let it go. 
Good fucking idea.  I’m nobody’s choice for a fight when I’m in a good mood, and right now there’s not a fucking good thing about what’s going on under my usual grumpy façade.
“Hey.”  I shift between the two cats and Dahlia, draping my arm around her shoulder.
I look down and give her a quick wink, hoping she’s going to get on board fast with what’s about to happen.
I feel her body tighten, so I speak quickly, turning to the two behind me.
“Hey, you know, they’re having a sale at the ‘don’t be a cunt’ market down the street.  I think you two should go check it out.”  I pull Dahlia into me, tucking her under my arm as I give the other two a look that should tell them in no uncertain terms I mean business.
They squint at me for a second, unsure what’s just happened, so I clear it up for them fast.
“I’m thinking you might want to go.  Now.”  I sneer, then turn and lean down a bit to Dahlia.  “You okay, sweetheart?  I’m so sorry I’m late.  A lot of assholes in this town. They slowed me down.”
When I turn my head, the two bitches are working their way out of the line, then out the front door.
My balls twitch as her scent grabs me and doesn’t let go.
“Who are you?” She twists to look up at me but still doesn’t pull away.
She’s more beautiful up close, and for a second I doubt she could ever be attracted or interested in an old, ugly fuck like me. For a moment, I wonder if she’s got a boyfriend and rage fills me.  I’d do more than kill him, I’d hurt him in extraordinary ways, then I’d kill him.  That thought only makes me harder, fighting for her in some way turns me on even more.
“Miss?”
The line moves forward and the chirpy barista waves Dahlia to the counter.  I step with her, unwilling to disconnect my arm from her shoulder, and when I see her lips turn upward at the corners as I move in time with her steps, the first optimism about her potentially considering me in a romantic way has me standing taller.
“What would you like?”  I ask, giving her a little squeeze as I reach to my back pocket for my wallet.
“Uh...” She licks her lips, then let’s loose. That’s my girl.  “I’d like the Killer Deep Dark Caff, Extra Large, black.  Double cup.”
I lift two fingers from her shoulder with a nod toward the gal behind the register, then I set my wallet on the counter and hold it open.
“Can you pull out a twenty?”  I ask Dahlia, finding it an impossible thought to take my arm from around her and figuring out quickly that taking money out of your wallet with one hand isn’t easy.
She pauses, then reaches over with the cutest fucking little fingers and pulls out the bill from the stack swelling my wallet.  I’m a cash sort of guy.  I do have a credit card, just never use it.  
The next few seconds, as we wait, I stand proud, looking over the crowd to be sure no other fucks are looking at her.  I’m bigger than anyone else in here, so I notice several sets of eyes flicking my way, then away.  I’m clearly not their usual customer, with my worn flannel, my unruly hair and muddy boots.  
“Thank you.”  Her soft voice floats upward, grabbing my heart and holding fast.
I look down, trying to decipher if she is in fact speaking to me.  Her deep blue eyes dilate as I meet them with mine and she gives me the smallest of smiles, her right cheek dimpling slightly.
“For?”
“Well, you paid for the coffee.”  Her full lips pout a bit before she continues.  “And, for what you did.  With them.  The girls.  They went to my high school.  I’ve been a hobby of theirs since third grade.  Ain’t easy growing up with this hair.  Or these freckles.  Not where I come from, where everyone looks like they sprouted from Barbie Doll seeds.”
I snort at the visual.  
“People are stupid.  Girls can suck.  They can’t hold a candle to you.  I’ll take your hair and those freckles a million times before I’d look twice at either of them.”
The server slides our two coffees across the counter and it pains me, but I take my arm from her shoulders to take a cup in each hand, then start to make my way toward a table that’s open by the window.
“Well, thanks anyway. I’m sure you have better things to do with your day.”  
There’s a hint of self-consciousness in her voice. I’m not sure if she’s afraid I’m going to sit down with her, or afraid I won’t.
“I’ve got precisely zero things more important to do with my day than sit here with you.  You meeting anyone?  You have something else to do?  Some other place to go right now?”
She shakes her head with a soft bite into her bottom lip, and I set the two cups down on the table, then shift over to pull her chair out and nod for her to sit.
“No.  I’m just waiting for my ride to come back.  It will be awhile.”  Her wistful tone tells me she’s none too thrilled with either waiting for her ride or the ride itself, and I make a note to delve into what that means.
For some reason, anything that doesn’t make her smile or make her life better feels like my duty to rectify.  Weird as fuck, but this growing sense of possessiveness over her is here to stay.  I look around again, catch some middle-aged suit staring at her ass as she turns to sit and I puff up, giving him the death stare.  He quickly finds the top of the table in front of him compelling and only then do I turn and sit my ass down in the chair across from her.
“Where you going?”  I manage, though it feels like I have to force every word from my throat.
“Uh...”  She looks at me with confusion.  “I’m sitting right here.”
“No.”  I grunt.  I suck at small talk, but I want to keep her talking. I want to keep her here.
No, what I want is to clear the table between us and sit her ass in front of me, tear those khaki pants off and shove my nose into her cunt.
“I’m sorry.”  On a deep breath, I try to form a clear thought. The poor girl looks like she’s about to bolt and I can’t say I blame her.  “I mean, you said you’re waiting for a ride. Where are you going?”
Her shoulders sink a bit, and that instinct to protect her rises again.  I read her body language.  I’m acutely focused on her, like I’ve never been on another human before.  Every muscle movement, every flinch and breath registers information and I log it, wondering how I can make her life better.
“It’s just, well... my dad.  He’s coming back to pick me up.”  She pauses, bobbing her head back and forth.  Her eyes are downcast, and her lips pull into a forced smile.  “I’m going to have my engagement ring sized.”
The words tear my heart from my chest, throw it onto the ground and bash it into a pulp with a baseball bat.  Is she not fucking old enough to drive, but she’s old enough to be engaged?  Is this a fucked up arranged marriage or what?  
“You’re engaged?”  Even as the words leave my lips, my brain is telling me to calm down.  “How old are you?”
My blood pressure rises, the sound of each heart beat pounding in my ears.  My questions come out more brusque than I intend, but my anger is rising.  Not at her, never at her—at whoever the fuck thinks she belongs to them.
Because she fucking doesn’t.
“Yeah.”  She’s not acting like she’s happy about it and that makes two of us.  “I’m nineteen.  I know I look young.  Everyone says that.  Anyway...”  Her cheeks brighten deep pink, her eyes giving away a veiled sadness as she flutters her eyelashes, and I swear I see her fighting back tears.
That sweet forced smile again makes me want to hurt someone.  Something is not right here and every cell in my body tells me whatever this ‘engagement’ is, I’m going to do everything in my power to undo it. 
Without a thought, my hand darts out to cover both of hers. My enormous, rough mitt engulfing her soft tiny hands, but I see a twinkle in her eye at the touch.
“I’m not an old creep.”  I manage, sure that this beautiful young girl thinks I’m just an old pervert.  Which I guess I am, but my perving is dedicated to her and her alone.  In fact, I haven’t perved over a girl...I mean woman...in longer than I can even remember.  No woman has made me hard in fucking years.  And right now, I’m pretty friggin’ happy about that because my dick belongs to her.  If she’ll have it.  If she’ll have me.
“You’re a young creep then?”  She giggles and it sparks an upward jerk in my already painfully hard cock.
“No, I’m old.  Just not a creep.”  
Her eyes light up, and I swear I nearly come in my pants.  “You never told me your name.”
Before I can answer, a young man with a bleached blond faux hawk shouts over the dim of the busy coffee shop from behind the counter.
“Um, if anyone in here has a red Ford F-350 with a huge trailer...you’re about to get towed.”
“Fuck.”  I bite out, giving her hands a squeeze.  “That’s me.  Stay here. I’ll be right back. Okay?”
I don’t want to leave.  An agonized groan releases from me as I stand, nearly knocking the tiny café chair over with the force of my movement.
“Okay.”  She nods.
“Because I’m coming right back.”
I bolt out the back doors, the wall of pervasive heat nearly knocking me backwards after the chill of the air conditioning inside the building.  But I’m at a dead run before the wrecker hooks up to the front of my truck.
“Here.”  I stuff my hand in my back pocket, retrieving my wallet and jerking out a wad of twenties.  “Take this.  I’m moving it right now.”
The tow truck driver rolls his eyes.  “I got a call, you’re in a no parking zone.”
“Listen.”  I’m in no mood for negotiations.  “You and I both know, as long as you’re not hooked up I’m still free to move my fucking truck.  I just gave you probably a hundred bucks, just so you will move the hell out of my way fast.  I need to get back inside, so get yourself back in your truck, back it up so I can pull out of here and get this moved.  We both go away happy.”
With another annoyed groan, he does as I say, sticking the wad of cash down in his front pocket as he steps back to his truck, then gets in and pulls away.
“Fuck me running.”  I say as I throw myself behind the wheel of my Ford, pull away and scan the area for a place to park.
My phone rings and I look at the number and groan.  It’s the company.  Slang for the people writing the checks at the drill site, so I reluctantly accept the call as I drive out of the parking lot in search of a place to re-park and get my ass back to Dahlia.
“Davis here.”  I half spit it out.
“When are you getting to the site?”  Leroy Marshall is the company asshole and he and I have a track record of not seeing eye to eye.  “They’re dropping off the new boring bits.  Thought they wouldn’t be there until tomorrow, but the truck is on the road.  Will be there in four hours. You need to be there when they drop, Davis, no excuses.”
Fucking hell.  
“Not my fucking problem, Marshall.”  I know it is, but fuck I don’t care right now.  My mind is for once not on the drill, it’s on her.
“Oh, it’s not?  Well then paying you isn’t my fucking problem.  And the rest of your contracts for this year aren’t going to be my problem either.  Hell, fuck it, all those minions that seem to think you hung the damn moon?  Well they can go find a new company too.  All y’all can just find new paychecks.”
God, he’s an ass.  Fuck!  I’m half tempted to tell him to go for it, but most of these boys I’ve got working for me, they can’t go without a paycheck. I’ve brought most of them on myself and I run a tight show, but they toe the line.  Would be shitty of me to leave them all hanging in the wind.
“I’ll be there. Now don’t fucking talk to me for a week unless it’s an emergency, you got that?  You let me run my rig and you stay out of my fucking way.”
I click off.  Pleasantries have never been necessary between Leroy and myself, and we have an understanding.  I get the damn work done, usually ahead of schedule and under budget, and he leaves me the hell alone.
It takes me a good five minutes and two blocks away, but I find an open, empty parking lot and my lungs are burning as I hit the front door to The Proving Grounds.
I’m swearing under my breath as I step inside.  Knowing I’m already a half hour behind schedule to get to the rig in four, but I have to get her number.  I have to tell her my name and make sure she knows I’ll be back for her and I’m going to call her every day.  Ten fucking times a day, until I can see her again.
My heart jumps into my throat as my eyes light on the little table where she should be sitting, waiting for me.  It’s empty.  I jerk my head to and fro, but her cup is gone.  Mine, on the other hand, is still sitting there, which tells me she’s probably not just in the ladies’ room.
“Hey.”  Out of breath, I grab the shoulder of a soccer mom on her phone who was sitting across from us.  She gives me an open-mouthed breath of irritation and I let go of her quickly.  “I’m sorry.  I just...it’s my daughter.”  I can’t believe I just said that, but right now I’d say anything to find out where she’s gone.  “Did you see where she went?”
She regards me for a second, her eyes trailing down to my boots, then back to her phone, dismissing me before answering without looking at me.  “Limo pulled up out there.”  She nods her head toward the busy street where I first saw her get out of the limo. “She got in, it left.”  
A heaviness sets in. My shoulders pull back, but my chest is tight.  Sweat trickles down the sides of my face.  The indent of my back. 
Gone.  
I run out the front door, looking up and down the street, hoping beyond hope I can chase down the limo, jump on the truck, pound my fist through the back windshield and pull her back to me.



F O U R
Dahlia

THE IRONY IS NOT LOST on me.  As I try to figure out how to get my newly sized engagement ring off my finger, all I can think about is the rugged guy who came to my rescue in the coffee shop yesterday.  Him putting Cindy and Tiffany in their place was one of the best things that’s happened to me in a long time.
My heart sank when my Dad had texted me and told me the limo was outside the coffee shop way earlier than I’d expected. Seems his afternoon delight cancelled on him and he was in no mood for me to explain that I wanted to stay for a new more minutes and god knows I couldn’t have told him it why.
I struggle with the top of the olive oil can, managing to get the top off.  But trying to pour it over my left hand is proving harder than I’d thought.
“Why do you have to buy the economy size?”  I whine over my shoulder to Sylvia while fighting off the images of that man’s wild green eyes, the ones that have danced in my mind and dreams since I laid eyes on him.
“What are you doing?”  She barks over the sound of the mixer then swears in Ukrainian.  She’s baking a double chocolate torte cake for dinner with the Petrovs, and I’d half considered lacing it with ex-lax but I happen to love her cakes, so my need for chocolate overrode my need to poison my fiancé and future father-in-law.
“I’m trying to put oil on my finger.”
“Stop.”  Sylvia says on a deep sigh. Her dark hair twisted on top of her head in her signature bun.  “You’re going to yank your finger off.  Arranged marriages can work out, you know. Maybe you’ll fall in love with his big wedding night surprise.” Her deep chuckle resonates through the enormous high ceilings of the kitchen as I dump a few glugs of oil onto my hand.
“Me thinks not.”  I grit out as I drop the gallon sized can into the sink and try in vain to get the ring off.  My father had it sized one size too small on purpose, and it’s digging into my finger.  “Dammit!” 
Both my hands are slick with the thick oil and the ring still won’t budge.
“My word, you are all about the drama, aren’t you?  Is he that bad?”  She wipes her hands down the uniform black dress she’s worn everyday as far back as I can remember.  She’s tall but thin with hands as strong as any man’s. I know, she’s snatched me up and smacked my behind more times than I can count over the years.  But she loves me with a fierceness I don’t deserve.  I know my father doesn’t treat her well and why she’s stuck around so long I can’t explain. But I’m more grateful than I can express.
“Worse.  The worst.”  I stomp my feet and concede defeat with the ring, hanging my hands over the edge of the sink, letting the oil drip from them, then resting my forehead between them on the cool stainless-steel edge.  “The worst, worst ever.”
I hear Sylvia sigh as she scrapes the batter into the line up of ten pans down the counter.
“Well, then just tell your father no.  Or run away.  That’s what I did.”
“What?”  I lift my forehead, looking back at the woman who basically raised me.  The only person in this world I care about and I know cares about me in return.  “You ran away? You never told me that.”
“Sure did.  When I was sixteen, left home.  Different reasons than you.  My dad, I told you about him.”
She did, he was a drinker, used to disappear for weeks, never could find a job.  Then would hand out whippings to all the kids—sent Sylvia off to work instead of to school when she was twelve.
“Yes.  Mr. Wonderful.”
“Yep.  Well, the day I turned sixteen I came home, he was drunk.  Told me to make him dinner.  I did.  I made him dinner, stuck five sleeping pills into his mashed potatoes. When he went out, I packed up, took all the money from the coffee can he kept hidden under the sink and the rest is history.  A long boat ride later I was in America.  Eventually, I ended up here, with you folks.”
“Wasn’t it scary?  Running away and not knowing where you were going?”
“No scarier than the life I saw for myself.  It all worked out, didn’t it?”

I’M THINKING HAVING your Mercedes slide off an icy road out in Middle-of-Nowhere north Texas in a freak ice storm isn’t quite as compelling a drama as Sylvia’s story about running away, but right about now, it feels pretty flippin’ dramatic.
I wince and draw a sharp breath as I touch the knot on my head where the steering wheel and I met a few minutes ago.
“Boy, this was a good idea.”  I mock myself in the review mirror.  
I shift the car into reverse again, make a futile effort as the wheels spin then put it in forward and only manage to drive a few inches farther into the ditch.  Rain and sleet ping on the hood as the headlights make long streams into a pitch-black field off the dirt road.
Leave it to me to run away from home and the first thought I have is to head to an old cabin on some land my family owns up near the Oklahoma border.  I figured I’d make a stop here, stay a few days, then figure out my next steps.  Only, mother nature had a different plan and the weather turned about an hour ago.  
I’ve got my phone, but the only person to really call is my dad.
Or Sylvia.
Dad.  No thanks.  He’s the one I’m running from.
And Sylvia? Well, she doesn’t drive.  I’m beyond out in the center of nowhere, and I’m not even sure where to tell anyone I am.
I’m on an old dirt road that leads onto the family retreat.  Two thousand acres.  We used to come here when I was little.  There’s a cabin back at the end of this road and I know where I am, I just couldn’t tell anyone else.  The road doesn’t even register on the maps app on my phone.  This land has these dirt tracks running all through it.  I know there are some oil wells too, but since I don’t know anything about the family business, I’m not even sure where they are or if they are still operating.
I remember seeing on a show one time, that if you can get a bunch of sticks or branches or whatever under your wheels, they keep them from slipping.  It’s the best I’ve got, and I sure as hell have to get out of here.  So, with a deep breath, I tug the John Deere cap I bought at the last truck stop (just because I knew my father would hate it) down over my head and open the car door, ready to MacGyver the shit out of this situation.
The last thought that flashes through my mind before my feet slide out from under me is how old the guy from the coffee shop was and if it made me a pervert that I want to call him Daddy.
Breaking my fall with the heels of both hands proves futile.  They slip on the slick cover of ice on the edge of the ditch and my forearm catches on something sharp.  My phone arcs out of my hand, the screen reflecting the moon as I hear it make a splashing sound somewhere in front of me.
“Shit. Shit!”  I yell into the freezing rain making sounds on the brim of my new hat.
A bolt of pain shoots up my arm, then it’s my head again smacking down on a rock, and the realization that MacGyver was not a reality show hits me along with a flash of light from across the open field.



F I V E 
Davis

“THIS IS SO WEIRD.”  Her hair is soaked on the sides where it wasn’t covered by that crazy John Deere ball cap.  “Don’t you think so?  I mean, weird.”
“Just put this on.”  I yank off my thick flannel and wrap it around her shivering body.  I’ve got her sitting in the passenger seat of the truck with the door open while I check her over to be sure there’s no other injuries.  “What the fuck were you thinking anyway?  Driving out here alone in an ice storm?  What if I didn’t see your lights?  What if no one came around?”
My voice is sharper than I intend, but there’s an anger rumbling inside me that she could have been seriously hurt.  Or worse.
She shrinks back a bit at my words and I bring my eyes to hers, my hands to her shoulders, feeling the softness of her hair beneath my fingers.
“Sorry. I’m not pissed at you.”  I can’t help but bring a thumb to trace her jaw, and I watch as her eyes brighten.  My cock is raging behind my zipper.  “Just...yes, this is fucking weird.  Finding you here.  You could have been really hurt and—call me crazy—but that thought just doesn’t sit well with me at all.”
A twist of a smile hints those pouty lips and that dimple comes out to taunt me. 
“That’s sweet.  I don’t even think my own father would care that much.”
She bites into her bottom lip and brings her left hand up between the cage of my forearms to scratch her nose.
My anger boils again.  Rage fills me as I see her finger graced with an enormous diamond. But that’s not all, her finger is a reddish blue and the ring is digging into her flesh.
“That fucking ring is cutting off your circulation.”
She flips her hand over to look at it.
“I know.  My father had it sized too small.  I tried to get it off.”
The words ‘get it off’ make me happy in several ways.
“You want it off?”  I hold my breath, waiting for the answer.  Even though, in my heart, there’s no way she’s engaged to anyone else.  She may be wearing that ring, but that doesn’t mean shit.  She’s mine.
My next thought throws my burning anger into a wildfire.  What if her fiancé, or whatever the fuck he is, has touched her?  The thought of anyone else even sniffing around her sends me into a near homicidal state.
“Yes.”  I hear the sad undertone in her word and decide it’s time to get her back to my place.  It may only be a trailer, but over the years, I’ve managed to learn how to live well in a forty foot pull behind.
The rain is soaking me, standing in the open door, but even with that it’s hard as hell to take my hands from her.
“First things first.  I’m going to get you safe and dry, and tend to this bump and that cut.  Then we will discuss this ring.  Understood?”  I wait until she gives me a small nod before I take a breath, break our contact and put my hands on the door.  Before I close it, I can’t help but lean in, set my lips on the parting of her hair and say, “That’s my girl.”
Inside the truck, I blast the heat.
“My family’s cabin is that way.”  She points as I direct the truck back across the worn tracks in the open field that head back toward the derrick.
“Not risking that road.  I know we’ll make it back this way to the drill site and my place.  You’re coming with me there.”
I look over to see her eyes go wide.  She’s not scared, but there’s a new trepidation in the way she’s tugging her fingers with her other hand, in the way she brings her knees together.
“What’s with that hat?”  I decide to try to change the subject.  I point to the dash where I set the crazy John Deere trucker’s hat she was wearing.  Curiosity has the better of me because I want to know what a fancy girl like her that is driven around in a limo is going with that sort of hat on her beautiful head.  
A soft giggle escapes her lips, and I’m wrapped around her finger again.  For such a hard-assed old guy, my heart melts like Easter chocolate under a heat lamp.
“I like it.  Don’t you like it?”  She picks it up from where I set it on the dash and pops it back on top of her head, modeling it for me. She twists her neck to and fro giving me a playful look.
“Uh huh.  You’d make a gunny sack look good.”
“Gunny sack?”  She puzzles and I realize I’m dating myself.  Turning forty didn’t seem all that old to me when I woke up this morning, but being around Dahlia has me wishing I could turn back the hands of time a bit.  She may be mine, but I’m still plagued that a girl like her would ever find me attractive.
“Never mind.”  I grouse, hitting a bump in the road and sending a little yelp from her.
“Wow.  I may need to hold onto something.”  She shifts her hips closer to me and I swear... the way she just bit her lip again... I’m fucked if she isn’t flirting with me.  “Well, as far as the hat?  I do like it, but I also know my father would have an absolute cow if he saw me wearing it, so that’s a bonus.  Seeing I can wear it, he won’t see it, therefore I won’t get punished.  But I have the passive aggressive upper hand just knowing it’s on my head.  If my phone was working, I’d show you, I took like ten selfies in it.”
Another hip shift and she’s pressed up against the console that separates us.  Her arm is resting there, left hand dangling down, and I catch the sparkle off that fucking ring again.  
“I’ll get your phone in some silicone beads I have, hopefully revive it.  And, I’m going to cut that ring off as soon as we get to my trailer.”  The force of my words match the force of my desire.  “You could lose your damn finger. Sorry, but whoever made you wear that thing is an asshole.”
“You’ve got that right.”  She whispers and the lightness in her voice is gone.
I reach over, lift her hand and put it in mine.  She’s so soft, I can barely feel her skin.  I trace up and down her ring finger with mine, hurt by how cold the skin feels.
Imagining her hands on me sends drops of cum out of my swollen erection.  The image of both those sweet hands wrapped around my shaft while I feed it into her mouth sends white lights dancing in my vision and my balls jerk.
By the time we pull up in front of my trailer, the blood is thumping in my ears.  The lights from inside cast squares of yellow out the windows onto the ground, glinting from the half-frozen rain.
“Stay there.”  I growl as I jump out the driver’s door, letting her hand go just for the few seconds it takes me to whip around the front of the truck.  I nearly fall on my ass three times before I get to her door and open it.  “Careful.  Do not let go of me.”  I order as get a feel for the icy ground, preparing to walk her to the door on the side of my trailer.
She eases her way down, a hand on my offered arm, and I move to shut the door.
“Oh!  Wait...”  She leans back in the truck, snatching that ugly ass green hat from the dash.  “Don’t want to forget this.”  Popping it back on her head like a crown, she turns back, both hands on my arm this time, and I think I’d do anything for her.  I’d kill for this girl and I don’t even fucking know her last name.
“Geez, this is crazy, this ice.”  
The frozen pellets sting as they hit my face but all I really feel is the way her grasp is tightening around my arm as we walk.  I swallow hard, clearing my throat as I guide her up the stairs into the dry warmth of my version of home.
“Oh my God.”  
Inside her eyes turn wide and her mouth drops open in a stunned smile.  “This is beautiful.  And immaculate.  I figured, you know, bachelor living on the road and all.  I imaged opened cans of Spaghetti O’s and beer bottles everywhere.  You have a maid?  Or did you just buy this today and haven’t used it yet?”
With a gruff half chuckle, I walk her over to the leather sofa and sit her down.  
Fuck if she’s looking just perfect sitting there.  Like that spot has belonged to her forever.  I’ll never be able to look at that sofa again and not remember this moment.  
I grab a towel from the cabinet over the sink and find a box of Band-Aids in the first aid kit, then take a seat beside her.  Her clothes are soaked and my oversized flannel hangs nearly down to her knees.
She’s looking at me with something I can’t quite identify. She’s not scared but she’s not sure either.
“I’m not going to hurt you.  I’ll never hurt you, Dahlia.”  Staring into her eyes as she blinks, I can see she believes me.
“I know.”
“I’m Davis. Davis Warren.  Yes, this is my home.  I run oil drills all across the country.  But I’m here in Texas a good part of my time.”
I reach to take off her ball cap, then proceed to dry her face and her hair as she sits silently.  I bandage the tiny cut on her arm, then the one on her forehead, wishing the whole time I had been there sooner to prevent any harm from coming to her.
Touching her is sending desire flooding through me. Her scent engulfs me; she smells like roses and candy.  Every part of her is perfection.  I count every one of ten amazing freckles on her nose, note the flawlessness of her skin.  Zero make up, I see that right away, and a girl like her should never bother because it could only take away from her natural beauty.
But my stomach knots as I finish drying her.
“I’m going to get something and cut that ring off.”  I state, leaving no room for argument.
“Yes, please.”  She answers and her hand comes down to rest on my thigh.  “It hurts and I want it off.”
My nerve endings come alive where she’s touching me but I shift and stand to go to the tool cabinet at the back of the trailer, then come back with a small pair of metal snips, two small pliers stuffed into my back pocket and a tiny strip of copper sheet that I dabbed with machine oil.  I’ve got a lifetime of tools for almost every purpose you would need out here, between this cabinet and the back of my pickup, and I’m thankful as hell for that right now.
“Okay, palm up.” I make my voice soft as I take a seat across from her, resting on the small coffee table.  My knees frame hers and she complies, setting her tiny hand face up on my left knee.
Her finger is clearly not getting enough blood. It’s a soft blue right now, but I know this can’t happen quickly enough.
“Is it going to hurt?”  She whispers, her eyes glued to where I’m working the slick tiny strip of copper just under the gold band.
“What did I say about hurting you?”  I work quickly but the discomfort of my erection is distracting as fuck.  
“That you’d never hurt me.”
“Damn right.”  I swallow and concentrate on the point where I’ve got the snips positioned.  “Spread your fingers.”
She does as she’s told without question, and I wonder if I chose the words deliberately because very soon I will be saying the same thing about her legs, ordering her to spread them.  I need in there.  I need to taste her and touch her.  Sink my fingers, tongue and dick into her slick softness and claim her as mine.  Because that deep, primal part of me is awake, and it knows what this is.  This is me finding my mate.  
The next second, the snip and click of the metal cutters does its job and I hear her release a sigh of relief and surprise.  I’ve got two sets of pliers quickly on either side of the white gold band in a flash, spreading the metal, and as quickly as I can I slip the obscenely large diamond off her tiny doll-like finger.
“Phew.”  She looks up and smiles, that dimple on display, and her eyes light up.  “That feels better now, doesn’t it?”
“Does for me.”  I admit, before asking the question that hangs in the air.  “Will you tell me why this ring was on your finger in the first place?”
She tugs her lips to the left and that dimple puckers, making my lust filled mind think of her two ripe ass cheeks and the tight hole that must be waiting there for me.
“I barely know him.  It’s...”  Her voice trails off and she looks down where I’m rubbing her cool finger back to warm pink.  “Like an arranged marriage, I guess?”  Her eyes light back to mine, half squinted.  “Almost like a business deal. Sounds so old-world, and I guess it is.  Why they couldn’t just do a contract I’m not sure.  It’s like Game of Thrones, Texas style.”
“Well, you do understand you are not fucking engaged anymore?”  I should say something better.  More soothing, pretty words, but that’s not me.  I’m a simple guy and no amount of effort is going to change that.  My brusque manner is just who I am and from the twinkle in her eyes, there’s something about it she understands.
I toss the ring into a dish on the coffee table, then turn back to see her smile again before leaning forward, throwing her arms around my neck and her lips meet my cheek.
Control is lost.  My arms go around her waist and I pull her closer to me, my mouth finding her neck as I lift her up, holding her against me.  Then I turn and set us down on the sofa with her on my lap facing me.
She sucks in a breath as she leans back, squirming a little on my lap and sending my dick into near spasms from the movement.
When our eyes meet, we don’t speak.  We hold that connection for what feels like forever in silence.  Not uncomfortable, but speaking volumes about whatever this crazy connection is between us, two people that barely know each other, and yet know everything they need to know.
Her knees soften and settle on the sides of my hips and the feel of her soft body as she sits on top of me has to be the sexiest thing I’ve ever experienced in my life.  She’s my own personal doll and I’d do anything to protect her. To take care of her.
“Thank you for saving me.”  She opens her lips slightly and her tongue comes out for a quick second.  I know she’s talking about picking her up out there in the storm, but I can’t help hoping that she means more.  
“I’m going to kiss you, Dahlia.  Then, I’m going to get you out of those wet clothes, feed you something warm and tuck you into bed.”  It’s closing in on one in the morning and I’m as awake as I’ve ever been, but making sure she gets her sleep is priority.
A wash of disappointment crosses her face and it hurts me, but there’s no way I’m taking her tonight.  As much as my mind and body are ready, my heart says it’s not quite time.  I want this, this little girl to sleep here while I keep watch.  I want to make her understand I don’t just want what her body can give me, I want her heart and her mind as well.  Even more.  The rest is the reward.
“Then kiss me.  I’m right here.”
She taunts me with a playful wink and my hands dart up to grip around the back of her neck, holding her tight.  The muscles in my shoulders quiver, holding back.  I’m a brute.  I have no delusions about the situation here.  She is a princess and I’m the caveman come to take her from all things refined.
Hunger courses through me and I have to concentrate on my inner promise to not take her tonight.  My cock throbs under my jeans, cum is dripping out and the muscles in my core turn to steel.
I pull her face to mine; our lips connect and I’m greedy. Not soft.  Not playful.  Sparks flash behind my eyelids as I close them and savor this moment.
I’m taking the first taste of what’s mine and a near rage swirls around me as my tongue dives between her lips, exploring and letting the first flavor of her brand me.  If there was any doubt this angel was meant to be mine a moment ago, it is gone.
Her knees tighten on the sides of my body, her torso softens against me and her tongue whips around mine.  I attack her mouth; my hands moving into her hair to tangle and pull as a soft whimper looses from her and into my mouth.
She’s fierce, not shrinking from what I’m giving and she kisses me back with as much desire and force as she receives from me.  Her hips open and she sways on top of me, grinding softly into the length that aches between us.
On a gasp we pull back, her eyes on fire as I tighten my fingers into her hair letting her know who she is to me now.
With a low rumble in my chest, I rock her back and forth on my lap by the grip I have on her.  That anger bubbles up again and I have to know.
“Did your fiancé touch you?  Did you fucking kiss him like you just kissed me?”
Her cheeks flush brighter and her lashes flutter at the demanding questions.
She attempts to shake her head slightly, but I only hold her harder, wanting to control her movements.  My mind flips as her beauty and youth once again cast doubt on how she could want a man like me.  Old enough technically be her father and nothing to look at either.
When her mouth opens and she seductively runs her tongue along her bottom lip, my heart thrills at the way this little girl wants to play with me.
“Nope.”  She answers on a smile.  “In fact, this is the first tongue kiss I’ve ever had.  And I liked it.  A lot.”  She giggles and bobs her eyebrows at me.  “Did I do good?  Am I a good kisser?”
If I knew she belonged to me before, she’ll never be rid of me now.  Knowing she’s so untouched, so pure, it has the beast inside of me roaring to life.  I want to consume her into me in every way.  To provide for her.  To keep her from harm.  Anything that would wipe the smile from those pink lips, I would crush under my heel.
Words light in my mind I’d never considered before.  “Babygirl.”  Saying it out loud only throws flames on the heat inside me.  “I thought I’d kissed before, but what you just did?  That was my first real kiss.  The only kiss I’ll ever have again. The only kiss you’ll ever have.  You have no idea just how good you are.”
A quick shimmy of her hips and I have to bite my cheek to keep from losing myself.  Her eyes glaze over with need and the juxtaposition of her innocence mixed with rising lust is mesmerizing.
“I like that.  When you called me ‘Babygirl’... I got all fluttery inside.  This is so weird though, isn’t it? What’s going on...and you know what else?”
“What?”  I half stutter as I bring her mouth down close to mine.  I want to breathe in her words as she speaks.
“It makes me want to call you something to.”  Her warm exhale fills my nose as her voice softens.  “Actually, I felt it from the first moment I met you.  Like the word of God or something...  I felt like I wanted to call you ‘Daddy’.”
A rush of possessiveness, unlike anything I’ve felt before, consumes me.  
Her fingers come up and flutter on the sides of my jaw, leaving the sweetest caresses there and leaving me humbled, fascinated by this beautiful creature that’s just fallen out of the sky into my life.
She lets out a soft yelp as I tighten my hands into the roots of her hair, her lips brushing against mine as words I’ve never thought of before move out of me and into her.  “That’s because I am.  I am your Daddy.”



S I X
Dahlia

MY INNER TODDLER IS stomping her feet as Davis knocks on the bedroom door.
“Come in.”  I snap.  I've donned my nun’s habit, I will not sully you with any sight of my unholy flesh.”
The door swings open and I note the way he’s looking at me, like a father trying to hold back on disciplining a brat.  But I don’t care.  I’ve never felt like this.  When I was sitting on his lap, my God, the tingling feeling between my legs was freaking demanding. I wanted to keep moving, pushing myself down on what I know was his hard man length... but he stopped me.
“Good girl.”  He grunts and those tingles come to life again a hundred-fold. 
“You know, you can’t kiss a girl like that then just leave her hanging.”  I fuss, trying anything I can think of to get him to cave.
“I didn’t leave you hanging.”  He grouses as he comes over and stands next to the side of the bed where I’m sitting cross-legged under the covers, wearing a freshly laundered red and brown plaid flannel.  He gave me a white tank top undershirt and a pair of his boxers to put on as well, but... well, I just conveniently forgot.  So all that is between us now is this shirt and his resolve.  “I made you dinner, fed you, and now you’re going to sleep.  You under the covers and me, right here, fully dressed on top of the covers.”
I roll my eyes and fail to fight off the little yawn that comes out.
He makes this snapping sound in his cheek with his tongue and my belly flutters as I look up at this enormous man.
“Lay down.”  
I do as he says and he clicks off the light next to my side of the bed before making his way around and crawling onto the mattress next to me.  The weight of his meaty arm presses down across my belly as he secures it there, tugging me close as his masculine scent awakens my inner hoe.
“Good night, Babygirl.”  He whispers in my ear with a soft kiss on my cheek.
I grunt, wondering how I’ll ever be able to sleep with this knot of tension between my legs.
I listen to his breathing as I lay still.  It’s not slowing.  I wonder if he’s having the same problem I am, so I take a deep breath and a big chance.
“If you won’t touch me, I’m going to touch myself.”
I feel him stiffen and his breathing stops, so I take no prisoners and toss off the covers, lifting and shoving his heavy arm back onto him.  I kick at the comforter and sheet until I’m laying on top and unbutton the single button I’d secured on his shirt.  There is a light cascading in from the open door and it’s enough that I know he can see whatever I’m doing.
“Stop it.”  His tense voice only urges me on.
“Stop what?  This?”  I toy as I tiptoe two fingers down the opening of the shirt.  I don’t spread it wide, I’m feeling my oats but there’s still a thread of reservation and shyness skirting the edges of my new found inner vixen.
I hear the rumble, down low in his chest as I flatten my palm down below my belly button and slide it lower until the tips of my fingers just brush where my labia slit starts.
“Yes. Fuck.  Stop it.”
“You gonna make me?”  
His breathing comes faster next to me and the arm that was tossed across my body now comes up, his hand curling around the base of my throat.  If he thought that was going to stop me, boy, it won’t.  The feel of his rough fingers ever so slightly clenching around my neck sends a gush of arousal out of me and the slickness coats where my thighs are still pressed together.
“Dahlia.”  He says my name like it hurts him, but he shifts his hips until the fly on his jeans is pressed into my hip.  “Please.” 
“Please?”  I raise my knees and open them, turning my head to look into his face which looks like he’s about to combust or kill someone.  
“I can’t watch you...”  He closes his eyes as I dip my fingers low and into my folds.
My head pushes back into the pillow but I keep my eyes on him as a low breath shakes from my throat.
“You started it with that kiss.  You can’t blame me, Daddy.  If you won’t touch me...”
“Fuck.”  The word is so full of raw desire it sends more dripping lubrication from my body.
The erection I first felt sitting on his lap is now solidly digging into my hip as the hand at my throat pulses, tightening then loosening.  
I drop my fingers lower, feeling the slick softness of my body as I run them up and down, listening to our breathing fall into sync and our eyes latch on.  I never imagined doing this in front of someone before, but with Davis... for whatever reason I lose all inhibitions.  Nothing feels shameful or embarrassing.  I’m so free in this moment it’s hard to believe this is still me.
I drop my knees wider, my one leg resting against Davis’s thigh as he adjusts himself up on the elbow of his other arm, looking down at me.
“Not like that.”  He glances down to where my fingers are gliding up and down inside my outer lips.  “Take them out.  Then take two fingers, and I want you to lightly run them up and down outside on those pouty cunt lips.  And keep your fucking eyes on me the whole time.  Don’t you dare look away.  You do exactly as I say, you hear me?”
My back arches at his words and my mouth goes dry.  I do as he says, immediately and so softly and slowly, begging to traverse my damp fingers upward on my pussy lips.
“Slower.” He commands and I acquiesce.  “There, good girl.”
The way he keeps his eyes pinned on me only heightens this need, this near-crazy desire that covers me from head to toe.  I take in all of him, softly lit from the hall; the slightly crooked arch of his nose and the scruff of his beard offsetting an absolutely crystal intensity in his wild green eyes.
I hear him swallow as my mouth opens slightly and my breaths become uneven.  
“I want to put them inside me.”  I whisper, the building tension in me almost unbearable.
Where his body touches mine, heat radiates outward.  He’s not rubbing himself onto me, but I’m so acutely aware of his stiff arousal that his control is pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
“No.”  His voice thickens and a devilish smile pulls at his lips. The slightest glint of perfectly-imperfect white teeth peek out from behind his full lips.  “Do as I tell you until I tell you otherwise.”
My belly quivers at the calm dominance of each word.  My inner thighs follow suit and soon I’m vibrating all over.
“God.” The word catches in my throat as I squirm and the muscles in my back tighten, making my belly arch upward and my hips press down into the soft mattress.
“Now, take two fingers and circle right around that clit. Don’t you dare touch it, just move around it.  You understand me?”  His gruff tone deepens and a quick squeeze from the hand at my throatreminds me of his ownership.
I nod, unable to form words as I do as he says, my fingers moving in a circle around my hard nub, driving me nearly mad.
“Please, I need more.  This is making me crazy.”  I beg, but my words only raise an eyebrow and he licks his teeth.
“Don’t you dare.  I’ll tell you when.  You want to come, don’t you, Babygirl?”
I nod vigorously, biting into my bottom lip, pleading with my eyes but only drawing more intensity than before, crystallizing his focus.
“Well, not yet.  I won’t allow it.  You know I’m thinking right now of all the dirty things I want to do with you.  When the time is right, I’m going to fill up that sweet wet cunt with my own fingers.  I’ll shove them into you over and over until you fill my hand with your cum.  You’ll make the most beautiful noises on that first orgasm. Then, I’ll bury my face between your legs.  I’ll taste you from that cute little asshole of yours right up to that clit that’s begging to be touched right now.  Then I’ll lap at your opening until you give me your second orgasm and I swallow every drop.  And I’ll probably tongue fuck you more, because I can tell already from the scent of you, that once I get a taste, I’ll never want to leave.”
“When?”  I moan out, never before understanding what true need could be, not until now.  I need him.  I need him to let me come, and I would do anything to have him touch me right now.  But I know he won’t and that’s making it all so much more exquisite.  
“When I say.  Now, two fingers, I want them down and inside you. Get some of that juice and then bring those fingers up here.  Put them in my mouth.  Then and only then will I maybe let you come.”
He drops his hand from my neck as I dip my fingers down and find the sopping wetness at my opening.  I plunge them in and out until they’re sticky with my desire, then bring them up and watch his face as I timidly touch his lips.
He’s voracious, sucking my fingers into his mouth and running his tongue around and between the fingertips as his other hand drops and I hear the zipper on his jeans.  The knowledge of what he’s doing forces a soft moan from my throat as his hips jerk and I feel his knuckles connect with the soft flesh of my hip and begin to move up and down.
When I take my fingers from the warmth of his mouth, I’m so close to my orgasm I may not even need to touch myself.  Feeling the slight movement of the bed and the way his hand is working his cock next to me is more erotic than I could imagine.
“Get your hand back in that cunt.  Work your clit and get a finger inside you.  We’re going to come together.”
I sink my fingers into my opening as fast as I can, our eyes on each other and our movements fall into a rhythm.  His face is tightening and I can tell he’s close.  My palm presses down on my clit as I shove two fingers into my gushing cunt.
“Oh my God.”  I close my eyes, my own scent on his breath as our self pleasure builds and the tightness starts in my core.
“Then, once I am done eating you out, I’ll flip you over, line up my cock, cover you with my body and kiss you right between your shoulder blades as I sink deep in one stroke.  It would hurt, I won’t lie.  You’re small.  I’d go as slow as I could, of course, but it wouldn’t be gentle.  My need to fuck you isn’t soft, Dahlia, it’s hard.  As hard as you’ve made me right now.  And you’d like it like that, wouldn’t you?  You’re innocent, but you’d take what I give you and want more...”
“Please, oh God...”  I’m gone and I hear Davis roar out next to me.
His lips are on mine in the next moment and I taste myself as his tongue opens my mouth, spinning inside, devouring my scream.  
I feel warm, sticky liquid on my hip and it only spurs another wave of pleasure to tighten on my fingers as my hips raise up and every part of my body comes alive.
He pulls back from our kiss, leaving me panting, and his eyes move up and down my body for the first time. I’ve had orgasms before, but not like this.  They were child’s play compared to what just happened and Davis didn’t even touch me.  
He kisses my cheek and I’m a puddle.
“That’s a good girl.  Now, put those fingers back in my mouth.”



S E V E N
Davis

MY PHONE BUZZES AGAIN and I’m ready to throw it out the door of the trailer.  All I want to do is stand here and watch her sleep.  For the first time in my life, I’m not consumed by my work.  In fact, right now I couldn’t give a shit about the rig or the job.  I’ve never felt that way before, but this little girl’s done something to me.
Early this morning it was my Aunt Becky calling.  She pretended it was just a social call but I heard the tension in her voice.  I’m not one to play games so I finally got her to tell me what the fuck was going on.  She’s fallen four times in the last two weeks.  Spend the night in the hospital a few nights ago.  She needs help and I promised her I would help her find what she needs.  
She’s out on the land she owns about a hundred miles due west of here.  Her father passed it to her and his father to him.  Six hundred acres and it’s beautiful but she’s so isolated and even the help I’ve hired for her to help around the house and tend the chores is not going to be enough much longer.
I step back out of the bedroom, softly shutting the door as she breathes steady and slow.  Contented.  Her body is tangled in the covers and she’s sprawled out over the king-sized bed in such reckless abandon it makes me smile.
Annoyed, I put the phone to my ear as the text tone stops and the ringing begins.  “What?”
“Morning, sunshine.”  It’s Tank.
“What?”  I repeat, walking to the window of the trailer door and looking outside at a world covered with a good quarter inch of ice.
“Well, you are more chipper than usual.  You okay up there?”
“Fine.”  I’m not in the mood for talk.  From the way things look outside, I’m thinking we are stuck here for at least a couple days and I’m happy as hell I made sure I had enough food.
“Okay, well I guess you’re not in the mood for small talk.  I just got off the phone to the company, they’re calling us off for two days. Then we will see what the roads look like and take it from there.  You gonna be okay up there until it clears?”
“I’m fine.  I said I’m fine.”  Two days alone with her isn’t enough, but my dick is hard knowing at least we will have that much time.  No fucking way I’m going to make it through another session like we had last night without touching her.
“Okay, Jesus.  Well, I’ll keep in touch.”
I click off because I hear water running in the bathroom and know that Dahlia is up.  Nothing else seems to matter to me anymore but her.
She emerges from the bedroom looking even more beautiful than yesterday.  Her red hair is a crazy mess and her eyes are still half closed. Seeing her still wearing my shirt immediately turns me hard and my heart speeds.
“Morning.”  I greet her as she steps out into the kitchen area where I’m pouring another cup of coffee.  “You drink coffee?”  
She shakes her head and rubs the back of her hand over her eyes.  “I’m more an orange juice gal.”
“I’ve got that.”  I set down my coffee and open the cabinet to grab her a glass, then work my way to the refrigerator and fill it with orange juice.
When I turn back she’s standing there right behind the door with this sweet, playful smile.
“Thanks.”  She licks her lips and takes the glass.
I watch as she gulps a mouthful, rubbing the toes of one foot on top of the other as her legs brush together.  All I can think about is if her pussy is still wet.  Her flavor is already branded into me and I need more.  It’s taking all my willpower right now not to lift her sweet ass onto the small dining table behind us and eat her for breakfast.
As I lay next to her all night, the other thing I couldn’t stop obsessing about—besides my raging hard-on and my need to be inside her—was this whole engagement business.  I need to get it out of the way first thing, because that shit just isn’t going to fly with me.
“Come here.”  I take her free hand and lead her to the little table where I’ve got some muffins and fruit waiting.  She sets down her glass of juice and I scoop her up easily, one hand on either side of her waist, then I place that incredible ass on the table and take a seat in the chair in front of her.  It’s nearly killing me to know that just under the tail of my shirt is her uncovered cunt, but I gather my strength and deal with the issue at hand.
“Morning, Daddy.”  Her hands some to my cheeks and I nearly cum in my pants from the sound of those words and the feel of her touch.
“Morning, Babygirl.  Listen, I cut that ring off you last night, but I need you to do something.”
“What?”  Her innocent eyes fall to mine.
“You have your fiancé’s phone number?”
She shakes her head.  “No.  It was in my phone but I don’t have it memorized.  I’ve never actually talked to him on the phone.  Texted either.”  She shrugs her shoulders and that hint of sadness whispers into her words, making my need to get this over with even more urgent.
“Email then?  You know his email?”
She squints one eye in thought before answering.  “Yes, it’s in my contacts I think.  We’ve never actually emailed, but I know my dad CC’d me in on some information one day about a doctor’s appointment and tests—”
She stops and her eyes go wide and I can see she didn’t mean to say all that.
“What tests?”  If something is wrong with her I’ll go to the ends of the earth to make sure she’s cared for, but right now I need to know what she’s talking about.
“No, I’m fine.”  She lets out a breath. “Like I said, it was more like a business deal.  But there was more than just marrying him.  I had to produce an heir.  Like right away.  Something about an inheritance that he would receive once he had a child, yadda yadda.  So, I don’t know, it was complicated, all the connections my father has in the oil business, he was getting them in on some deals and they were going to give him some cash.  That’s been a problem since my mother cleaned him out in the divorce.  So, I had to go to all these doctor’s appointments to be sure I was fertile and there was nothing wrong with my baby making parts so he could impregnate me as fast as humanly possible.”
Every word that comes from her mouth makes me want to kill them all.
“Stop.  Okay, we’re taking care of this bullshit.  Right now.”  
My laptop is already open and connected, I reach behind her and pull it over.
“Log in to your email.  We’re emailing him and you can cc whoever you like. But here’s what you are going to write...”
I wait as she slowly moves her fingers to the keyboard and logs on, brings up a window to write an email and fills in the address fields with a couple names.
“Ready?”
She nods, her torso turned sideways and her fingers ready on the keyboard.
“The engagement is off.”
She flips her head around to look at me in surprise.
“That’s it?”
“What else is there?”  
She thinks for along moment, then twists her sweet lips into a grin and her fingers type out the four words.  Then she directs the cursor to the send button and clicks with a satisfied nod.  An odd sense of relief covers me, knowing at least that is official and she’s going to be all mine from now on.
“I guess nothing.”  She closes the screen on the laptop and turns back to face me.  “I feel so happy right now. I don’t know what this is, or why it’s happening, but I haven’t felt this good in so long I can’t remember. Thank you.”
She leans down and I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her closer, leaning my head back as our lips come together.
I bring my hands up and slip them under the hem of the shirt, her soft skin sending waves of lust through me.  I work them higher, wanting to feel the curves of her tits fill my palms.  When they connect, my thumb and forefinger twirl her already hard nipples and I listen to the soft moan she lets out as I squeeze harder.
Our tongues lash and twist as I work her tits, the scent of her cunt taking over.  I need my face pressed against her. I need her flavor on my tongue again.  
I need it now.
I break the kiss, taking my hands out to unbutton my shirt and lower it off her shoulders, exposing her fully to me for the first time.
She bites her lower lip but doesn’t fight me or try to cover herself.  For such an innocent young girl, she’s so beautifully open to me.  It swells my heart to know the trust she has for me.
“Lay back, Babygirl. Daddy needs to eat out this cunt.  I need you to cum in my mouth.  Can you do that for me?”
She shifts her arms behind her and eases herself back as my hands come to her knees.  “I’ll sure try.”
“Good girl. Now, spread your legs for Daddy, show me what’s mine.”
She’s eased back, her knees fall open and I take my first look at her pink slice. Open and already glistening for me.  My mouth waters, my fingers twitch and there’s a deep ache in my cock I’ve never experienced before.
Her belly is quivering and I take one hand and lay it there, flat and solid assuring her as the scent of her wraps around me and secures me as the man to her woman.  There’s only one for me and she’s finally here and all my senses are telling me it’s so.
“God, Davis.”  She moans as I set my mouth on top of her, holding it there and letting her taste wash over me as my tongue dances it’s first dance into the silky folds beneath.
Nothing has ever felt so right and I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to tear myself away from this heaven.  I’ll eat this cunt until we are old and gray if I have my way.  I’ve found my new favorite meal.
Her hand comes down to rest on the one across her belly and the contact is so intimate it draws my breath away.  I begin to circle my tongue around her clit, then lower it to her opening sucking into my mouth as much of her release as possible. Swallowing her into me and making her a part of me in any way I can.
I bring my other hand up and loop it around the crease between her hip and thigh, my fingers on the top of her mons reaching down and pulling her outer lips apart and exposing that swollen nub to my mouth.
When she starts to writhe, I work harder, her hand on top of mine grips me and it’s only a matter of  seconds before her body shudders, her voice goes silent and her hips come up to grind on my face in a delicious shower of her pleasure.
As I swallow and drive my tongue deep into her opening my thoughts are only that she should have this sort of pleasure all the time.  Her life should be about pleasure and I am the one to give it to her.  From today on.
When she stills I move back, stand and strip uncerimousiously. I need in there now.  My cock sees home and he’s waited too long to know what this will feel like. I’ve never been with a woman flesh on flesh before and even without that, being with Dahlia will be like finding my purpose.  I want to give her everything, give her my soul, which will be what I do when I cum inside her with nothing between us.
“Baby.”  I reach to lift her under her arms to sit up.  “Daddy needs inside you.  But I’m going to take you to the bedroom so come here.  Put your arms around my neck and wrap your legs around me.”
Her eyes are half-lidded and glazed but she does as I ask.  The angry red head of my cock touches her ass with every step toward the bedroom and my mind is filled with the desire and knowledge that one day soon I will be inside her there as well.  All of her will belong to me and I intend to give her all of me as well.
“Daddy...”  Her soft word is followed by a hard swallow as I step into the bedroom.
“Yes baby.”  I hold her tight, feeling the heat and wetness of her pussy against my abs.
“I’m so happy it’s going to be you.  I’m so happy I’ve never had anyone before you.”
“You have no idea how happy it makes me.  I’m the only one who’s ever going to be inside you, you get that don’t you?  You’re mine now.”
She nods as I lay her down and climb between her legs.  My face inches from hers.
“Spread your legs baby as far as you can.  It’s going to hurt a little, but then I’m going to make you feel so good.”
I reach down and line myself up, holding back is going to be killer but I clench my jaw and look into those sweet trusting eyes.
“I’m ready.”  She mummers, her hand coming to rest on the sides of my face as I ease forward.
Her eyes widen at the contact and I want to fuck into her like a beast.  I hold still, reestablishing inner resolve to do my best, to hurt her the least I can, but it’s taking all my willpower.  I remind myself we have the rest of our lives and this time I want to remember every second.
She digs her heels into the mattress and shifts her knees wide as I rise up on my locked arms.
“You ready baby?”  My muscles are on a trigger, ready to drive forward but I take a deep breath and look down at the angel that has captivated me so quickly.
The softness of her thighs as they brush the sides of my body is a sweet sort of caress.  Her hands stay on my cheeks as I slip forward, the rush of anticipation and desire hitting me like a thunderbolt.
A sharp gasp opens her lips and a hint of fear flicks in her eyes.
“Stay with me baby. I’ve got you.  I’ve always got you.”
The head of my cock is just inside her opening and the tightness there frightens me.  How will I ever get inside her and not tear her in two?
“You are like, really big.”  She hisses as I ease forward, then rock back giving her a bit more with each movement while holding back my urge to fill her with all of me in one painful thrust.
Her eyes stay on mine and I love that we are here, looking at each other in the light of day so I can remember every nuance of her face while I make her mine.
Something about having her under me like this, I’ve never been so aware of being a man.  My hard to her soft.  My control over what her body takes from me.  That thought sends more primal desire pulsing through me and I fear I will lose control and do things to her I can only imagine.
I slide further forward feeling the heat and grip of her walls around the iron shaft of my dick.  Her face flushes and to my shock she raises her hips and takes more of me that way.
“All.” She whimpers her eyes never leaving mine.  “God it hurts...but more.  Just...more.”
“You sure baby?  You’re so small.”
She winces but nods as I give her more.  
“Daddy...”  She pulls my face to hers and her tongue licks my bottom lip sending a shiver down my spine.  “I want it all.”
“You are so beautiful.  My perfect beautiful girl.”
She softens as we kiss and I thrust into her.  Over and over until my balls are against her flesh and I’m as much a part of her as I could ever be. Her inner walls massaging me and her desire drips down between us sending my mind into a fury.
I ease in and out, faster then slower until her back arches up, her tits brush my chest and she cums on a moan.  Lust engulfs me and I lose my control.  We are perfectly matched as our bodies move together, back and forth and she cums again squirting and flooding the bed under us.
“Good girl.”  I grunt looking down at her closed eyes and the face of pleasure she’s wearing.
An electric current races over my body.  A pussy like hers could topple kingdoms but no man will ever conquer her but me.  I pull nearly out of her and look down to see the streaks of crimson mixed with the glistening juices on my shaft.
“You’re mine.”  I growl then take another fierce kiss, slamming forward and rocking my hips until I feel her body grab me again as her climax takes flight.  She pushes me to my own edge and I release deep inside her body.
I cum longer than I’ve ever cum before.  The intensity blacking out my vision and drawing a roar so deep from me it strains my vocal cords.  I’ve just given her all of me.  Body, mind, heart and soul and I pray she will keep it forever.
The way I’m going to keep her.



E I G H T
Davis

“I DON’T THINK I’VE talked to anyone this much in years.”  Her pink toenails catch my eye as her legs dangle off the edge of the kitchen counter where she’s sitting as I feed her scrambled eggs.
“Me either.  Decades for me.”  I hold a bite to her lips and she opens.  Things like this drive me mad.  I want to do everything for her, to take care of her and give her the best of everything.  
“And in two days, we’ve managed to do a lot of talking in other ways, too.  Thank God for ice storms.”
“Uh huh.  Eat.  I wore you out last night, you need nourishment.”
“Oh, if I remember correctly, you gave me plenty of nourishment to swallow.  A few times, actually.”  That glint in her eye will be the death of me.
“Open.”  I order and she kicks her feet back and forth but does as she’s told, taking the last bite off the fork with a wink.  
“The guys are due here after lunch.  I need to get you to the cabin, make sure you are set up there and get back here to get this rig up and going.  I’ll be back late tonight though.”
I hate the thought of leaving her, but a drill site with a bunch of rig workers is no place for a girl.  And especially not my girl.  It’s not that I couldn’t protect her, or that any of them would do anything to hurt her—they may be rough, but they aren’t that sort.  It’s just one of the unwritten rules of a site like this: no women.  We all have to work together, twenty-four hours a day, and it just upsets the balance of things to have one guy with his woman in tow while the rest of the crew goes without.
“Fine.”  She pouts.  “I’ve grown a little attached to you, ya know.”  She raises her fingers up to show me a tiny space between her thumb and forefinger.  
“Yeah?  Good, because you’re stuck with me.”
I lean over to give her a quick kiss.
“Okay, I’m going to actually put on clothes today.  How do you like me now?”  She giggles, then hops off the counter and I have to admit I’m a little disappointed about the clothes. Seeing her run around naked for two days has been one of the highlights of my life and to see that ass covered up again is going to be a shame.
“Oh, I like you alright.”  I give her ripe, round cheek a quick smack as she sashays by me.
You have no idea how much, my sweet Babygirl. No idea.
“Hey!”  She grins as she runs into the bedroom and I’m left on my own.
I look out the window. The ice is nearly all melted, the ground back to dirt and my mind turns back to the work that needs to get done.
Disappointment tugs at me again when I see a line of pickups with trailers coming into the gravel drive of the site.
“What the fuck?”  I grimace and throw my head back as I stomp to the trailer door and head outside to stand there, arms crossed over my chest, as the three trucks, each of them carrying three or four workers, park up and start to unload.  A minute later, Tank is standing in front of me along with Henry and Archie, a couple of the new rough necks that rode with him.  This is Archie’s first job and I don’t know much about him yet.
“Why the fuck are you here?”  
Tank looks around and raises his hands.  “Er, cuz we work here?”
“No, I mean you weren’t supposed to be here until later.”
“We missed you, boss.”  He steps forward and gives me a friendly punch in the shoulder.  “I thought you’d be happy.  I called everyone last night, we all looked at the weather and it was all clear.  So you know what we did?  We headed out early.  Things are already behind schedule and I know how you hate that.  So here we are!”
They all grin, standing in a row, hands in their pockets when all three of their heads snap up in unison like they’re some sort of comedy troupe.
“Well, what the hell is this...” Tank busts out with a guy laugh and puts his hands over his mouth in mock shock.  “A girl?  On the site?  No, that will never do, you old dog.”
I’ve always been the one to instill in any of the new hands the code about no females on the site, but right now Tank’s attempt at humor is about to get him something he doesn’t want.
“Hi there.”  Archie steps forward, lowering his sunglasses onto the tip of his nose and before I can turn around I hear Dahlia.
“Um, hi.”  The hesitancy in her voice tells me she’s as surprised as I am by our sudden influx of company.
Tank’s laughing his ass off, so’s Henry, but Archie is moving toward the trailer licking his lips and I do not like the look on his face.
“I’m Archie.  Who are you, beautiful?”
I’m out of the gate and my locked arm hits Archie dead square in the chest.  This newb is about to get schooled.
“Back the fuck off.”  I rumble as my eye starts to twitch and a fire ignites in my belly.  “All of you turn the fuck around. Go set up your digs and do not come back over here until I call your asses back, are we clear?”
Archie is regarding me coolly, a challenge in his eyes, but Tank and Henry have clearly decided it’s the wise thing to shut the hell up and keep their distance.  But their eyes are still trained on the unfolding situation, and I am about to give them something to look at.  
“Fine piece of ass there, boss. Sure she’s not your daughter?”
That’s the last thing Archie gets out before my fist connects with the side of his head.  A second later he’s got a mouth full of dirt as he lands three feet away.
I look around the yard.  “Anyone else have anything to say?”
The other workers are keeping their distance, watching what’s going on.  At the sound of my voice, they all turn and find something else to occupy them.
“I’ll get everyone organized.” Tank says, his voice even and calm, his eyes pinned on me. “I’m sure you’re going to be taking a drive someplace here shortly, yeah boss?”  He clears his throat and nods.
“Get to work.” I grunt as I turn and wave Dahlia back through the door.

TWO HOURS LATER, I’VE got her secured in the cabin.  I’ve looked all around.  It’s a nice place, safe, and I’m only about forty-five minutes away.
“You’ve got food, all your stuff from your car is in the bedroom.”
She’s sitting cross legged on the couch, glaring at me.
“Baby, you can’t stay at the site.  It’s not a good place for you.  I’ll be back though.  Tonight.”
“Just...”  She sighs.  “I don’t want you to go.”
“I don’t want to go either, but there’s work I have to do.  And didn’t you say you wanted to come up here and work on writing a book?  You said you wanted to write that children’s book.  You’ve got your laptop, plenty of quiet, no distractions—work on that, Babygirl.  I’ll be here as soon as I can.”
My stomach drops, knowing on a drill site shit can happen and you have to get the work done.  Sometimes it doesn’t happen on the timeline you’d like.
“Did you bring my phone in?”
“Yes.  It’s in the bedroom. We haven’t tried it since yesterday morning, maybe it will come on.  If not, just use the spare.”  I gave her my spare phone, so we can text and call if we need to.  I want to know she’s okay, every minute of every day.
“Come here, Daddy.”  
She knows by now that’s my fucking kryptonite.  
“What can I do for you, baby?”  I walk over and crouch down to where she’s sitting, and her arms immediately go up and around my neck.  My already half-hard dick rises to full height in an instant, nearly breaking in half in this position.
“Stand up. Right here.”  She points a finger to the floor and my balls tighten.  She’s taken quite a liking to worshiping my cock with her mouth and god damn if she’s not got a mouth on her.
“On one condition.”  I swipe my hand from the top of her head down her hair, twirling it between my fingers.  
“What’s that?”
“You come on my fingers first, then I’ll feed you what you need.”
Her eyes sparkle.  In the last few days, she’s taken to my fingers and I can’t think of many things in this world that bring me greater joy that feeling that gush of liquid that fills my hand when I hit that perfect spot inside her and she cums so hard she nearly passes out.
“I’ll take that deal.”  She wiggles her ass on the floor as my hands both tangle in her hair.
“Hurry up, take those pants and panties off and let’s get this party started.”
She’s up on her knees in a flash, winking at me as her hands work the button on her pants.
Her enthusiasm and desire for me makes my heart swell and the words I’ve been thinking for days spill out.
“Fuck, I love you Babygirl.  I fucking love you.”
She giggles and kisses me on the nose.
“I love you too Daddy.  I know, it’s crazy, but I really do.”
An hour and two orgasms each later, I’ve finally got myself out the door and on my way to the truck. 
I leave her standing in the doorway waving and my heart is never going to be the same.



N I N E 
Dahlia

THE NEW DEADBOLT ON my bedroom door makes a klunk sounds as my father locks me in.  It’s pitch dark and lonely as the last cell in Alcatraz.
By the time my dad’s hired guns arrived at the cabin I was dozing on the couch, waiting for Davis to come back.  I heard the front door open, and in my stupidity got all excited thinking that he was there.  He had texted that he wouldn’t get there for a couple more hours, but I just figured he couldn’t stay away from me and had come back early.  I bounced through to the living room, already wearing my happy face.
My heart sank when I saw it was two of my father’s paid muscle dead-heads, there to take me home and back to my indentured servitude and upcoming nuptials.
Sylvia was there waiting when I arrived, her eyes red rimmed because she was so worried about me.  I’d been gone three days.  The Mercedes had a security tracker in it and once the ice cleared my father sent his goons looking for me.  Knowing that if the car was on that road, I was surely here in the cabin.
The soreness between my legs reminds me in every sob of Davis.  How foolish I was to think I could just fly off and start some sort of new life after knowing him a few days.  Meet some white knight on the side of the road and be transported away from my gilded prison.
I lie in my bed, losing track of time, seconds becoming minutes becoming hours.  I know it’s early morning when I hear a key in the lock and the door opens.  I don’t move my face from the pillow, sure it’s my father coming in to make some demand or lecture me again about family loyalty.
“Sweet.” Sylvia’s soft voice breaks into my melancholy.  “I brought you your favorite.”
She comes in with a tray full of Oreo’s and and two enormous glasses of milk.  Over the years, this has been something we share.  We sit in my room, dunking the dark chocolate cookies and talking about anything.  I love her so much and the thought that my father is now holding me hostage by threatening to turn her into I.N.S. punches me in the gut.
“I’m not hungry.”  I turn my head away.  She doesn’t know of my father’s threats.  She’s never shared with me her status and I don’t care.  I just could never let her go through that.  
“Oh, you don’t need to be hungry to eat Oreo’s and milk.”
She places the tray onto the bed and takes her seat next to me. I flop over onto my back, pondering my fate while still feeling all the tingling and wonder left in my heart and body by Davis.
But when I hear her dunking an Oreo... even in my melancholy state I can’t resist.  I scoot up and join her, in silence at first.  Then finally, I break open in sobs and tell her everything about the last three days and the man I still can’t believe I fell for, ass over teakettle, so fast.
“Oh, sweet.  It can happen that fast.  That’s the best kind of love, you know?  That kind that swoops in before you can think twice and takes you to all those wonderful places.  It doesn’t take time always to find love, some people just have fate and destiny on their side. Serendipity.  Let your father calm down, explain this to him as you did to me.  He can’t force you to marry that Petrov boy.  It will all work out.  What’s the worst he can do?  Kick you out?”
I don’t dare tell her what he’s holding over me, as I know Sylvia would take the fall for me in a heartbeat and I can’t allow that to happen.
My head spins.  My chest aches.  I’m trying to figure out any way out of this mess, but everywhere I turn there seems to be a wall.  If I run away again, if I could even get out, Sylvia would pay.  If I marry like I’m supposed to, I’ll lose Davis forever.  I could try to talk to my father...
Never mind.  That’s the worst option of all.
Sylvia and I eat the cookies until we are both nearly sick and I tell her more than I probably should have about the time I spent with Davis.
“You’re glowing.”  Sylvia brushes my hair back from my face. 
“It’s called ugly cry afterglow, Syl.”
“No, sweet.  It’s more.  It’s love.  Nothing looks like love but love.”
She gathers up the empty milk glasses onto the tray and stands.  The ache in me won’t stop and I can’t imagine living with this feeling forever.  
Sylvia nods her head toward the bedroom door.  
“Come on downstairs.  Your father went to his room. I don’t care if I get in trouble for letting you out.  Your father’s a terrible man, Dahlia.  I’ve known that for years.  And then when your mother left and didn’t want you to come with her, so sad for you, sweet.  Such a beautiful, lovable girl to come from two cold hearts. Only reason I stayed was you.  Let’s go.”
I reluctantly slink out behind her, wearing my baggiest pair of jeans and a grey zip-up hoodie.  I know my father would be so proud of his princess and her fancy clothes. 
In the kitchen, I hop up onto the counter and watch Sylvia work.  My eyelids are swollen and heavy.  My head is pounding and I can’t think beyond the next minute.  I never knew what a broken heart felt like, but now that I do I can’t imagine this pain ever going away.



T E N
Davis

THE ENGINE OF THE TRUCK screams as I punch the accelerator and pass two semis.  I’m on the wrong side of the road heading to Lubbock, but I don’t care.  All I care about is her.
When my phone rings a part of me hopes it’s her, that I was wrong and she’s back at the drill site.
Please let that be the truth.
Looking at the rectangular monitor in the dash though, I see it’s Aunt Becky. I need to talk to her, too, so I hit accept. Even in my crazed state, I need to wrap up a few details I started with her late last night.
Before my life upended.  Before I realized that everything in my life hinged upon a future that included Dahlia.
And that she was gone.
When I got back to the cabin around three AM, it was empty. I spent the next hour figuring out where she lived from some emails and her father’s rather high-profile name.  Then I had to make some phone calls to the company.  Get a new boss up and running to handle things while I was gone.  Tank rose to the challenge, and I was on the road.  I’ve got to find her and I’m sure it’s that piece of shit of a father that came and ripped her from my life.
“Hello.”  I keep my tone as even as I can while swerving back into the correct lane and pushing the truck to near ninety.
“Hi.”  Her chipper tone reminds me that, as of last night when we spoke, all she knew was I had found my ‘one’, and her call to offer me half the family land and the old creek house in exchange for helping her out a bit more.  At the time that was the biggest thing on my mind.  
“Hey, Beck, how you doing?”
“Okay, so we have a deal then?  So funny how things happen.  You calling me right when I was getting ready to call you.  I’ve got all the paperwork in order here, Davis. Just need you to come and sign and I can’t say thank you enough for taking this on.  I never wanted to be a burden to anyone.”
“Stop.”  I soften.  “You are not a burden, Aunt Beck.  I’ll do whatever I can to help.”
Before her call, I wasn’t certain what I was going to do.  I knew I needed Dahlia in my life, but I also knew my life on the road wasn’t going to make the sort of life she deserved.  Then I had a brainwave, called Beck and the pieces fell into place.  But now, the only thing I can think about is finding Dahlia and making her safe.
“Well, you just let me know when you can be here.  I’ve put a call into the agency and they will send over some full time live in candidates for me, but, well, I don’t know, Davis. I’m just going to have such a hard time trusting a stranger to move in and help me. This is so hard.  I need your level head and another set of hands until I get all these arrangements made.  I’m so sorry, it’s hard being like this. Not able to take care of myself anymore.”
“Beck, we will work it out. But right now, I’ve got a couple urgent issues that have come up. So I’ll be in touch as soon as I can.  You okay for now?”
“Yes, I’ll be fine.  Just going to take it easy.  Louise from my bridge club is going to stay with me for a couple days.”
“Great. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”
“Thanks, Davis.  I’m so thankful to have you.”
We click off with a quick goodbye and I’m coming up on the Lubbock exit that will take me to Dahlia’s father’s house.
And right now I’m ready for anything.

WHEN I SLAM ON MY BRAKES and throw the truck into park at the door to the house, I’m itching to rip flesh from bone, if only to settle my stomach.  I hope Dahlia is here.  It’s the address I found for her father, but this place is more castle than home.
I’m on the closest door and I don’t knock.  I can’t afford to give them any sort of warning.  I try the handle but it’s locked.
I work my way around the back of the house.  There are windows everywhere, but I have no way of knowing I’m even in the right place for sure.  It’s early morning, the sun is just starting to heat up the day, but my heart is racing and I’m sweating already.
I’m half crazed by the time I stomp through some bushes and come to a stone patio and a wide expanse of windows.  Another door here leads into the house, but I’m starting to question myself.  What if this isn’t her house?  Then what?  I don’t know where to go next and if I don’t find her, I’m going to lose my mind.
I come up next to the windows and blood rushes in my ears.
There she is. Sitting on the counter of a center island in a kitchen.  Her head is hanging low and there’s a woman with her, speaking to her, placing a comforting hand on her shoulder.  But there is sadness in her eyes, too.  How many people has Dahlia’s father upset?
I don’t wait, I crack my knuckles against the window, shaking it in its frame, and Dahlia and the other woman’s heads both snap around.  I point to the door with a nod.
“Now!  Open this door!”  I shout, not caring who hears.  She’s in there and that’s where I need to be.
Dahlia’s off the counter and at the door in a flash.
“What are you doing here?”
“What the fuck do you think?”  
I lean down and kiss her hard, holding her head between my hands before tucking her under my arm, much the same way I did at the coffee shop that first day.
“I can’t believe you’re here.”
We enter the kitchen and the woman standing there doesn’t seem surprised.  In fact, she smiles at me and folds her arms over her chest, not saying a word.
“Well, I am here and we are leaving.”
“No, I can’t go.”  She stops, pushing gently away from me.
“Oh yes you can.  Now, Dahlia.  You’re coming with me.  I’ll buy you whatever you need.  It may not be the same life you’ve had, but it will be our life. And I’ll give you everything I can.”
“No, it’s not that, I don’t care about that.  I don’t care about stuff.” She turns her head to the woman, then back to me. But before she can say anything else, a man comes thundering into the kitchen.
“Who the hell are you?”  He stomps forward, but then stops sharp when I step toward him and move Dahlia behind my back.
“I’m Dahlia’s fiancé.”
“What?”  I hear her exclaim from behind me, but I just wrap a hand backward and touch her gently, signaling for her to stay put.
He laughs, then turns to the dark haired woman.  “Did I not tell you not to let her out of her room?”
“She’s not a prisoner.”  The woman snaps.  “You may think you’re her warden but you are supposed to be her father!”
I like her already.
“Yeah.”  Dahlia pokes her head out from behind me, jabbing a finger in her father’s direction, but I sidestep and keep her out of his line of sight.
“Doesn’t matter.  Dahlia’s leaving with me.  Now.  End of discussion.”
I turn, ready to spirit her away, but she looks up and pushes at my chest.
“No.”  She says, but I see the conflict in her.
“Yes.”  I command, taking her hand.  But she tugs it away.
“Davis, I have to stay.”  Her eyes glaze over and something is different.  
“Dahlia has a fiancé.  And you are not him.”  Her father puts his phone to his ear, then begins to speak.  “You are needed in the kitchen. Both of you, bring your weapons, there’s an intruder.”
“Stop.”  The woman interrupts.  “Dahlia, go with him.  Go.” She urges, shooing us with her hands.  “Hurry.”
“She’s not going.”  Her father smirks.  “Are you, Dahlia?  Wouldn’t leave your beloved Sylvia to be sent back home after all these years.  I’ve got I.N.S. right here on speed dial, Dahlia, it’s up to you.”
“What is going on?”  I spin Dahlia to face me, then give her father a glare that keeps him in his place.
She hesitates, but then the truth spills from her mouth.  “If I go with you, he’s going to turn Sylvia in.  They’ll deport her.  I can’t do that to her.”
I turn and step toward her father, then glance back at the woman, Sylvia.  Her eyes have gone wide, clearly she didn’t know anything about this.
“Sweet,” she says.  “Please, you need to go live your life. And besides...”  Her tone sharpens and she smiles over at Dahlia’s father.  “I’m sure I have some information that the Petrovs need.  If I remember correctly,” she examines her fingernails for a long moment before continuing, looking directly at Dahlia’s father.  “Section six, item four in your contract with the Petrovs read, ‘Subject Dahlia Summer Ferrell will be certified by a physician on the day of her wedding to be intact and a virgin.  If in fact the subject is found to have lost her virginity, this contract is null and void.”
The room falls silent as the woman sighs heavily, smiling at each of us.
Two enormous security guards appear in the doorway behind Dahlia’s father, but he holds his hand up to still them.
There is a long loud silence as we consider each other.  I want to snap his neck with my bare hands but that will only delay the other thought that obsessively invades my mind.
When her father finally looks at the floor, I shift my gaze to Dahlia and make a decision for us all.
“Let’s go.”  I grab Dahlia’s hand, then look over at Sylvia.  “You, too.  Get whatever you need.”  I nod at her and her eyes sparkle.  “We’re going home.”



E P I L O G U E
Dahlia

TWO MONTHS LATER
“Put your tit in my damn mouth.”  I grint out as Dahlia straddles me swaying those magical hips as my hands dig in and grind her down onto my rigid cock.
Her head falls back but she complies.  A hand coming to lift her soft orb, then she looks down into my face and presses the hard peak to my lips.
I growl, sucking it into my mouth and bring my teeth down just enough to make her go off.  She fucking loves when I bite her.  I’ve left my mark on her almost everywhere by now and the people in our life have stopped asking about the teeth marks.
I don’t give a shit, I’ll mark what’s mine.
We rock together as I draw her deep into my mouth.  Her hands come to rip at my hair as she arches and cums on a spasm taking me along with her into bliss.
The chair in our bedroom sits in front of a wall of windows that looks out over the prairie behind the creek house that we’ve just finished renovating and christening.  We moved into two rooms downstairs two months ago when we’d arrived here after leaving her father’s house with Sylvia in tow.
We lived in that one bedroom and used the main floor bath while I hired crews to rehab the rest of the house.  Did a lot of the fine finish work myself after I’d transitioned into a consulting position with the company.  
Tank has taken over my job and fuck if I didn’t realize how nice it could be to not work three-hundred and fifty days a year.
We’ve made love in almost every room in the house since the final touches were put on by the painting crew two days ago, but this spot seems to be our favorite.
She sighs and softens, draping her body into me and I wrap my arms around her and pull her as close to me as I can as my cock leaves the last of the pulsing deposits in her tight body.
Our combined fluids leak out drenching my sac and the blanket that covers the chair under my ass.
“Thank you, Daddy.”  She whispers then kisses the outside of my ear and hell if my cock doesn’t give a quick jerk at the sound of my name.
“No, thank you baby.  I love you.”
She hums and shifts her hips.  The soft roundness of her tits pressed into my upper chest as we sit there breathing and being for several minutes.  Just enjoying the connection and the feel of being this close.
We’re still trying to get a baby inside my girl.  Seems everything is working it’s just not happened yet and truth we’re both okay with that.  When it happens, we’ll celebrate like nobody’s business. For now, we're happy just to keep trying.  
Everyday.
Two or three times.
At least.
Our cat Hemingway purrs on the windowsill and the crickets are starting to chirp their evening song outside as the sun brushes the horizon, turning the sky a pinkish orange over the prairie.
“We’re late.”  I kiss her shoulder and run my hands up and down my wife’s back.  
I still love thinking and saying that word.
Wife.
A week after we got here, got Sylvia and Aunt Becky acquainted, I put a ring on her finger and my name behind hers.  
“Are we still on our honeymoon?”  She leans back and then pushes up, her body rising and leaving my cock still hard to bounce against my lower belly.
“I don’t want our honeymoon to ever end.”  
“Well, I guess technically since we didn’t have a wedding, and we came right back here after, this is our honeymoon and it won’t ever end.”  She twirls around her red hair flying like a circle of flames at her shoulders.
“You told me you didn’t want a wedding remember?  That’s why I surprised you and took you to the nearest chapel and turned you into Mrs. Davis Warren.”
“Oh I know.” She smiles then walks toward the open door of the master bath as I get to my feet and follow.  “I love everything about our live.  I loved how we just wanted to be together and didn’t need all the ceremony.  I’ve never wanted a big wedding.  Just wanted someone that loved me like you do.”
I take a step to pet Hemingway who bats his eyes then closes them again as if I’m not even there.
“No one else will ever love you like I do Babygirl.  Noone.”
I hear the shower start and follow her in.  I soap her up, bend her over and take her quickly one more time before we manage to get out and dressed and out the front door.
By the time we drive to Becky’s place down the dirt track through about fifty acres of prairie grass and Texas scrub trees, Dahlia is chattering on about the series of children’s books that she’s publishing.  
When we pull up in front of Becky’s place I get a crooked half smile.  There’s Sylvia and Becky swinging on the front porch swing holding hands.
Seems they got along better than expected.  I’d known Becky had a few girlfriend’s in the past but Dahlia had never inquired about Sylvia’s love life.  But now we all know, in our own way, it’s never too late to find love.  
Hell, if you had told me two months ago when I passed that pick up on the interstate with that guy and his girlfriend resting her head on his shoulder that I’d be looking as happy as he was now?  Fuck, I would have said you were out of your mind.  Never thought love was going to be in this old grouch’s wheelhouse.  Life has different ideas sometimes.
When it comes to love, never say never.




MASTERING HER HEART
C H A P T E R   O N E
PIKE

I haven’t felt my heartbeat since I left.  Almost six years have passed since that day, and I still haven’t forgiven myself.  I didn’t want to go, but I had to.  It was the only way, even though it broke me but saved her.  At least that’s what I tell myself.
I left my heart there. 
But took my shame with me.
My cock hasn’t risen at the sight, sound or scent of another woman since the day I married her mother.  The day she poked her head into her mother’s office, just as we were putting our signatures on the marriage certificate.  
Marriage.  
Might as well have been a merger.  That certificate was a business document, nothing more.  I think we celebrated with a glass of bourbon, but it could have been rye.
As ashamed as I am to admit it, even before my feelings for her turned more intimate as she grew into a woman, my interest in any other females in the world evaporated the day I married her mother and saw her sweet face for the first time.  
Who would ever have guessed that a college pact with a friend would truly come to pass?  A mutually beneficial agreement at that particular point in both our lives.  Margaret and I never shared a kiss, certainly never shared a bed.  It should have been simple.
Only, the one part I hadn’t planned on in our deal was her.  
Willow.
I knew that day.  I remember the word repeating in my head at the first glance of her.  Its meaning changed over the years as she grew but it still remains branded into my memory.  Never before and never again will that word apply to anyone but her.
Mine.
I swallow hard and take a deep breath through my nose, trying to re-gain my bearings.  No one around me would know it, but I am in a tailspin, out of control.
The famous Lord Tower, about to crack his façade right here in front of a few hundred of my nearest and dearest.  
Truth is, I know none of them.  Oh, don’t get me wrong, I know their names.  We spend time together.  But I give none of myself to them.  To anyone.  
I’ve saved that for her.  
Unconsciously, yes.  But now I’m done pretending.
Because she’s here.
And I can hardly believe my eyes.
I’m riveted, watching her move through the crowd.  She has three friends with her, or to be more precise it looks like she’s with them, following with wide eyes on the room, taking in the sights, smells, sounds.  I know how intoxicating it can be.  Inside my head the room goes silent.
I reach to the pair of binoculars I keep on the table of the balcony.  Using them allows me to be sure even from a distance that the rules of the club are respected.  That no one is in over their head.  Consent is king and it is my ultimate responsibility to keep a keen eye out for everyone that comes through my doors.
At a moments notice I can push single button and all activity with my club will stop.    From my perch above the floor of the club I raise the binoculars and tighten the sight onto her face.
The face that’s swirled in my dreams for so many years.
The face I imagine as this woman I see now, only dripping with my cum.  Covered in me as I am with her.
In my dreams she is feral, mewling, writhing at my feet as I coax her to show me who she is.  Who we are. 
Together.  Always together.
My cock is fully erect.  Tearing at the cloth of my vintage Armani tuxedo trousers with claws that seem to have sprung to life since she came through the door of my club and straight back into my life.
Where she belongs.
I know in this instant...never again will I live without her light in my life.  There exists no force on Earth strong enough to keep me from her this time.
“Sir?”  The young woman in front of me registers only the most essential amount of my attention.  The rest is reserved for Willow.
“Yes, Vexxie, thank you for coming so quickly.”
She’s a petite, delicate thing, well put together and loyal to a fault.  One of the few members of my staff that I trust with the most important aspects of my life.
“Of course, Sir.  How can I be of service?”  Vexxie lowers her eyes, as most of the staff do when I look directly at them.
The dress code for staff is all black.  That’s non-negotiable. Her above the knee, skin tight dress leaves nothing to the imagination.  Black latex.  High neck.  It’s appropriate attire, designed to flatter and reveal, not to cover.  But from me she draws nothing but professional attention.
“You will service table seventeen tonight.  I want you to give them your most impeccable service.”
“Yes, Sir.  Friends of yours?”  She blushes as her voice quivers.  
A simple conversation with me has her barely able to form words.
I consider the question for a long moment, then speak softly.  “No.”  The simple word is tinged with regret.  When I continue, my jaw is tight.  “Not friends.”  
With a tip of my head the conversation is over.  Vexxie lowers her eyes and dismisses herself as I step back onto the balcony of my office, half hidden behind the black velvet drapery pulled around the gently curved corners.  
I’ve owned this club for twenty years.  In this world, our public names are rarely used.  Here, I am known as Lord Tower and this place is the House of Tower.  A mansion I purchased, renovated and opened specifically for the purpose of entertaining the elegance and dignity of the Lifestyle.  Not the carnival ride of taboo and sex it has become elsewhere.  No, I am from another school.  An ancient time when respect, authority, wisdom, honor and reverence were the character traits most valued in this life.
It’s not just about the sex as so many wrongly assume. That’s a perversion that’s taken on a life of its own in the last decade.  I am a single minded, decisive, dominant man.  I want one woman, one individual, and if nothing ever comes to pass between us then I will not touch another.  Never.  It will be that way until the day I die.
“Lord Tower?”  Sir James stops just outside the open office door.  
The staff know I am available to them at all times.  I care deeply about each one of them.  Well, I am available unless the red light is on outside my door, but that’s only happened once in twenty years.  It wasn’t because I brought someone here with me.  No, it was when I felt most alone and wished for that loneliness to punish me.
I smile at James.  The genial smile comes easily for me but for too long it’s been merely a facial reaction without the depth of joy it should represent.  “Yes.  Come in.”
“May I ask a favor?”  James is attired in a black suit that absorbs any light, seeming to stay pressed and sharp without a single crease as he moves forward into the room and takes a seat in one of my white wingback chairs.  My office is a blend of purity and decadence.  Fresh cream and white, splashes of gold, moments of rich red the color of blood.  
Seems that is the theme in my life and it repeats itself in places I didn’t realize until right now. 
“Of course, Sir James.  What can I do for you?”
My club has kept the old school dignity of the lifestyle alive in this area. This world is not what it once was.  She changed everything for me the day she swept my heart from my chest with a single glance.  
I am still the Lord of this House, but I have not raised a hand, a tool or a touch to anyone since that day I met my stepdaughter.  She was too young then, of course, and my feelings toward her were simple, pure, paternal.  Nonetheless, the essence of her heart shifted something in my very DNA. My being changed that day.  
At first I was her protector.  A custodian of her in every way.  I took joy in her joy.  Pain in her pain.  I provided for her.  Loved her.  Kept her safe. I knew she was destined to be mine.  A part of me in some way for the rest of my life.  
As the years moved by, what grew in my heart shook me to my very core.  As she grew into a woman, my wanting changed.  
Then, the want became too much. Too acutely painful.  As she blossomed under my very nose, the beast inside of me grew and roared to life.  It was wrong.  She was too innocent and I knew I would destroy her if I stayed.  
So, I left.  My shame multiplied tenfold as I said goodbye and kissed the tears from her cheeks.  Secretly dying inside as I tried to explain to her not only why her mother and I were parting, but why I was leaving.  
As I struggled with the decision to stay or go, my fate was sealed.  My other life, my life as Lord Tower threatened to be exposed by a former business advisary who wandered into my club one evening.  Most in the life are discreet, respecting the decency of keeping this part of our life out of the public eye.
Unfortunately, not all men are honorable.  Imagining Willow being exposed to this other part of my life at her age made me realize just how much she would be hurt by me if I stayed.  If it wasn’t this person, I feared it would eventually be someone else that would bring to a public forum my status as the owner of Club Tower.  If it were to happen, I wanted the damage to her to be minimized. Couple that with the growing desire I had for my stepdaughter, the pain I was sure to cause her if I stayed, I could no longer put my need to be close to her in front of her need to be safe.  To enjoy her innocence and find a life for herself.
Because if I stay I will hurt you.  And I will kill myself a thousand times before I could ever let that happen, my sweet Willow.  My Caramia.  
Thinking of the endearment I’d given her so long ago, a true smile lights my lips.  I recall how she’s corrected me with that sweet, sassy nature.  Making sure I knew that the correct Italian words were ‘cara mia’.  I knew she was right, but the name I gave her was for me.  A deliberate alteration of the words that represented what she meant to me.
Today, as I stand here looking into her face through my binoculars, I feel a pain like being crucified.  Or redeemed.  Perhaps both.  Because she’s walked into my life again.
The aching I’ve pushed away for so long is balled now into a fist of iron and spears, deep in the pit of my stomach.  
I want her.  So strongly it’s as though she invented wanting itself.
She has brought the life back to my beast in the space of a few seconds.  He roars inside of me with a vengeance and the word that has repeated itself in my head every day since I met her pound like hammers in my temples.  My fear now is she will never understand.  But, I will not lose her again.  If it takes the rest of my life, she will understand the true meaning of that word.
Mine.  Mine.  Mine.
Now, it’s time for my stepdaughter to meet her destiny.  
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