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        Lennie

      

      

      

      Cade Jamison paces like a general ordering his troops into battle.

      Only, what I’m imagining, is him pacing in front of me, ordering me down on all fours as he slips his belt from the loops on his perfectly tailored black slacks then…

      “This is not a fucking party,” he seethes, his voice barely above a whisper, yet it shakes the room.

      And me. Down into the gooiest parts of my core.

      He scans the agents lined against the glass block wall with his most annoyed glare.  It’s a look I know well. But that doesn’t stop me from fantasizing about every inch of his six foot four frame darkening my bedroom doorway at night. Giving in to the secret passion I imagine he has been harboring but too guilt ridden to act upon.

      Or, is that me?

      Minus the six feet four inches.

      His impeccable black tuxedo contrasts with his unruly deep golden beard and slicked back hair.  The colors of his painted body and arms are only visible on his neck and the backs of his hands. But I’ve memorized every swoop and letter of those colors that cover his body.

      I’ve watched in awe for years when he’s in the pool at the house, or walking around without a shirt. I have even snuck pictures of him to fuel my lusty fumblings under my sheets in the darkness while clouds of guilt hover above.

      In the last few months, as my fear that he’ll ask me to leave has grown, I’ve fought a daily battle against sneaking in the smallest of physical contact with him. A battle I’ve lost every time.

      A brush of my arm against his as he helps me unload the dishwasher. Letting my fingers linger on his when he passes me my cup of tea in the morning. Every second, every contact lights me up while simultaneously my self-loathing grows. I want my stepfather.

      It consumes my every thought.

      “Tonight is not for celebrating.” He glares at them, shaking his head. “It is for finding and fighting for opportunities. Opportunities that only come on nights like these.”

      A new agent to my left raises her hand and there’s a collective cringe from the other ten of us lined up against the brick wall of the mega-mansion overlooking the valley with the thumping of music coming from where Usher is performing on the lower deck above the infinity pool.

      I don’t know her name. And if she’s going to interrupt my stepfather, I probably never will.

      “But—” she starts as the group collectively takes a sharp breath, chins dropping, eyes lowered, looking anywhere but at the train wreck about to happen. “A lot of us worked hard to get our clients here tonight, don’t you think it would be appropriate for us to be able to celebrate with them? A little fun might be good for us.”

      “You’re fired.”  Cade grunts, staring down at his phone in one hand and pointing to the glass door to his left with the other.

      She laughs, looking around at the rest of us like we might do the same.

      We won’t.

      I wasn’t even there for the ceremony. Cade had me brought right here to the after party because I begged him to. I don’t like crowds and he knows it. He looked at me like I’d grown two heads when I asked to come here, but there’s a reason I wanted to be here and it’s the only thing keeping me from breaking down right now.

      Impressing him. It’s all I want. I have to hold it together so I can do what needs to be done.

      “If I turn around and you are still here, I’ll make sure no other agency will hire you again. Not even in fucking West Virginia where they peddle pageant girls to trade shows.”

      I glace to my right as Davis, Cade’s best friend and partner as well as my mentor, gives her a thin smile and urges her toward the door with a flick of his head.  Everyone in this room has a love-hate relationship with my stepfather.

      Except me. I’m zero hate and all love.

      I won’t say I was immediately in love with him the day my mother introduced us. That was after a Little White Chapel Vegas elopement, and I wasn’t dialed in beforehand.  But, the next day, as my mom slept off the bottles of three-hundred-dollar wine from the night before, he made me scrambled eggs and rye toast wearing a pair of baggy jeans and a white t-shirt. He didn’t have his cook make the breakfast, he did it himself. And those were the best scrambled eggs ever made in the history of scrambled eggs.

      As I stared all around the palatial opulence of what would be my new home, I knew I was in trouble. In love with my mother’s new husband. And from that moment, the guilt has blinded me and laid next to me in bed every night whispering in my ear what a horrible daughter I am.

      I could have been mad, my mom didn’t tell me about Cade until after they were married, but I could never stay mad at her. Not even when she’d relapse and forget to buy groceries in the early days.  Or even after her career took off and she had people around her that both fed her sickness and cleaned up after her.

      She was loveable. One of those people that even in their worst moments, could make you smile and feel special. That’s why everyone loved her. Including my stepfather, who has been my guardian since her death and is now my boss.

      She passed away just a year after they married and I know she made Cade promise to take care of me until I could stand on my own two feet. We have no other family and all I know about my real father is he wanted nothing to do with me or my mom after she told him she was pregnant. I don’t even know his name.

      She said it was better that way, and I trusted her the way a daughter trusts a mother. Right or wrong.

      The heartbreak of losing her was only softened by being around Cade, whose calm, quiet presence became my north star. He makes sure I’m safe.

      If he thinks I’m hurt, he loses his mind.

      If he thinks someone has slighted me or treated me in any manner other than you would a princess, he turns absolutely feral. The juxtaposition of his quiet dominance with the crazed violence he’s shown a handful of times captivates me beyond words.

      He’s a man of few words but I hang on each and every one.  He makes sure I have everything I want and need. Bodyguards are with me whenever I’m out and about.  I have a black Amex, stacks of hundred-dollar bills are left for me every morning next to my bowl of oatmeal and when I was so sad and lost after Mom died, he pulled me out of the school I hated and surrounded me with tutors and therapists and every other LA expert on well-being and mindfulness and such until I found my feet and realized life was going to go on, with or without me.

      What I really wanted, and hated myself for, was to snuggle in next to him on the couch. Have him kiss my head, stroke my cheek and tell me I would belong to him forever.

      I’m a horrible daughter and a silly girl.

      I’m nineteen now, and after I got my diploma at seventeen, he insisted I come to the office with him every day.  For the first year, I just hung around his admin staff, doing little tasks, but I wanted him to see me. Notice me. Need me in some small way.

      So I convinced him to let me try to be an agent. I could see it was the agents that got his attention. It was the agents who earned his approval by landing a big client or a great contract.

      Only, I suck at being an agent and I know he’s tiring of me hanging around and screwing up every three seconds, trying to be something I’m not just so he will see my value and keep me around. And I am sure his promise to my mother is the only reason I haven’t been fired.

      I have one last hail Mary tonight, with plans in place that will make Cade see me as an asset and not just an obligation.

      I hope.

      “We had three of our own take home the golden statues tonight, including one best actress award. Congratulations, Davis. I know what it took for you to land that role for Beverly. You went the extra hundred miles on that one, but she’s not just an actress now. She’s a fucking franchise of her own. And that, people, is what I fucking expect from each and every one of you.”  I elbow Davis standing next to me as Cade slips his phone into the front pocket of his tuxedo pants then crosses his arms. “I expect the agency to come out of tonight with a fuck ton of A-list clients. I don’t care how you do it, just do it. As usual, don’t expect to sleep for a couple days. It’s work, not fun.  Keep me updated. If you need me to come in and hammer the closing, don’t let your pride fuck that up. Text me 911 and where you are in the house.”

      Cade’s eyes rest on mine for a split second, forcing a surge of wicked energy into my core. I count, one, two, three seconds before he looks out the floor to ceiling windows at the vista of the Hollywood hills.  Three seconds of just me in his line of sight. That’s an eternity longer than he ever makes eye contact with anyone unless he’s threatening them or closing a deal.

      “Go.” He barks, but nods my way and my nipples pebble under the light blue Oxford I paired with khaki pants and white Reeboks. It’s horrible and offensive to the enhanced and fashionable folk of LA, but I can’t help it. I have things I have to do.

      Things I have to wear.

      Say.

      Think.

      Things no one knows but Cade.  The repetitive and obsessive things he noticed within weeks of living under his roof. Things he knew caused me angst. The therapists and life coaches and yogis he brought into my life to help, did just that.

      They helped.

      But, there are things I’ve yet to release and my need to dress like a prissy nun in a haughty prep school uniform is one of them. White Reeboks I polish nightly.  The light blue oxfords and khaki slacks I iron for hours, trying to get just right. Cade orders them for me custom made now.  Without any tags.

      He notices everything.

      Awkward when you are surrounded by Hollywood elites day in and day out.

      I wish I could wear something that would show Cade I’m not just a little girl anymore. Something sparkly, tight, low cut, sexy.  But, that just makes me wicked. Horrible. He’s the only father I’ve ever known and imagining his lips on mine is just wrong.

      So why can’t I stop thinking about it?

      I’ve got it so bad for Cade Jamison but who doesn’t? I’ve watched how the gorgeous women of this industry lean into him. Whisper into his ear. Brush against him, licking their filler-filled lips and beckoning him with a flutter of their lash extensions and willowy, runway model bodies.

      Do you know how hard it is to find size twelve clothes in LA? Hard. But thank goodness Cade lets me order whatever I want online.

      But, as much as he gives me everything, every day my heart breaks a little more knowing it’s out of obligation. When we are in the same room, it’s as though he wants to be as far from me as possible. When I walk in, he counters, stepping back.  We are repelling magnets and I hold my breath every day waiting for him to tell me it’s time for me to move out.

      Move on.

      Because, I’ve had the feeling lately, he’s done just that. He’s been more distant, more late nights out, more trips away.  Sure, it could be all business. Besides the agency, he owns a software development company in Palo Alto. Another branch of the agency is in Manhattan, as well as a sprinkling of other ventures that have pushed his net worth into the billions.

      But, it’s the way he’s looked at me the last few months that tells me something has changed.  He’s cared for me like a father, albeit a brooding, dark force of nature sort of father. But I’m sure he’s found someone else. I see it in his blue eyes. The way he opens his mouth as though he has something important to tell me, only to spin and leave me standing waiting for the other shoe to drop.

      Waiting for him to discover my secret.

      “Go do your jobs,” he finishes as the rest of the team pull out their phones and file out of the glass room, already texting and calling and being oh so LA.

      He tosses me that new sort of annoyed, confused look and twitches his index finger my way.  I try not to walk on my tip toes as is my nature, something I’ve done since I was little. I learned from one of the doctors Cade hired to help me, it is a characteristic of someone who has ‘neurodivergent tendencies’ as they say.

      Davis is the only one besides me that stays.  He’s been Cade’s best friend for more than a decade. From what my mom told me, they met as starving up-and-coming actors. Sharing a barren apartment on the wrong side of Melrose and taking commercial and extra gigs while bouncing at bars and hoping for their big break.

      “You want me to have the limo take you home?” he asks, that low timbre of his voice shaking me down to my marrow as thoughts of rubbing out this frustration between my legs against him makes me dizzy.

      I shake my head on a sharp breath. “No. I want to stay.”

      He blinks, dark lashes surrounding the lightest of narrowing blue eyes under a jutting, tight brow. I shift my weight back and forth, twisting the end of the black ribbon that’s tied in a bow around the collar of my shirt, and focus on his Adam’s apple and the traces of ink showing on the sides of his neck.

      “Stay close to me then.” He grumbles, then nods toward Davis. “Or him. Or our bodyguards.” He snaps his tongue over his front teeth, then finishes with a piercing glare that hits me right in my soaking underwear. “We clear?”

      “What could happen to me here? There’s, like, a thousand people and a hundred bodyguards.”

      He gets that annoyed, charged look and I swallow a stuttering breath. “Just don’t wander. We’re going to get a table down there. That one.” He points where two black-suited hulks are standing, arms crossed, keeping anyone else at the party from sitting at a circular glass table in the all-white living room space below.

      “You know the rules. Out here, beyond the walls of our home, you are always with a guard or with me. Or Davis. No exceptions.”

      I nod, wondering how I am going to pull off my plan for tonight if I can’t get some distance between us.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I say, turning into a puddle as the words slip from my lips.

      What was supposed to be a bit of a bratty, sarcastic counter to his protective commands, instead turns his eyes dark. His hand loops around my wrist, the only contact we’ve had outside of my awkward attempts at physical contact since he shook my hand the day we met.

      My insides tighten like springs as electricity buzzes up my arm from where his grip tightens.  Even Davis is staring at him, the tension bucking hard between us as I whimper and fight the urge to press myself against him as his scent swirls deeper and deeper into my core

      As fast as he grabbed me, he releases, and all three of us exhale as Cade’s attention is drawn by his buzzing phone.

      Tears prick hot in my eyes as he shoots me a last look, then points down at the table.  “You have ten minutes. If you’re not down there checking in with me in ten minutes, I’m coming to find you.”

      Moisture floods my panties as Davis gives me a shrug and Cade steps backward, his eyes on my shoes as he takes a call.

      “Ten minutes,” Davis repeats next to my ear. “I’ll stall him best I can. Have some fun, but be careful. This gold-plated diamond studded world is a minefield.”

      I force a smile, spin on the toe of my Reebok and dash down the stairs, hoping ten minutes is enough.
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      I squeeze my temples until I swear I hear my skull crack.

      “You remember the last time we were sitting here?”  Davis drums his fingers on the top of the glass table as I fill my lungs until they ache, then nod.

      “Yes. The best and worst day of my life.”

      He chuckles, half-squinting with a curious smile.  “Interesting.”

      We’ve been friends xxyears. He’s my partner at the agency the only other person on the planet I trust. I let him mentor Lennie when she came to me and asked to train as an agent.

      I can’t refuse her anything, but I asked Davis to be her mentor and not let her out of his fucking sight.

      She tried. Goddamn, it hurt my heart she tried so hard. But she doesn’t have that inner hunger for the business. I’m glad she doesn’t. The ruthlessness is beneath the surface but it’s there. I don’t want her corrupted by it. Still, I let her continue, because it’s what she wanted. Even set her up with a few ‘clients’. Actresses I hired to do just that, act.

      Only, God bless my babygirl, she is so bad at being an agent, she couldn’t even get the contracts signed when it was all spoon fed to her.

      Anyway, Davis has taken it all in stride, keeping her close and doing what he always does. Watching my back.

      He and I met the day we both made it to LA to chase our dreams of the silver screen. Turns out, that life wasn’t really for us, but we forged a friendship in the hardships of those first years that is a bond that will never break.

      He’s had my back in ways no one else will ever know and I owe him my life. Literally.

      “Fuck, man.” I roll the Cubano in my fingers, the smoke drifting into the thirty feet of open air above while a crew of actress model types glance my way, working their way closer. “What have we been doing all these years? All the work, what’s it been for, really?”

      Davis swallows, considering me for a moment while the group of females throw glances my way, whispering and posing, but they are background noise at best.

      “You having an existential crisis, brother?”  Davis sniffs, then takes a puff of his cigar. “Not like you, but you haven’t been like you for a year. I know Lilith was a friend, but didn’t think it would hit you this hard.”

      “She was a friend. Just a friend. You are the one that put me here. You called in your favor big time, bro.”

      He nods as my gut twists, tension behind my eyes sending bolts of pain deep into my brain.

      “Three years ago you agreed to the biggest PR marriage of the decade. Now, you’ve got a stepdaughter and a society that sees you as the grieving husband. Sorry, man, wasn’t supposed to turn out this way.”

      “Fucking right, it wasn’t,”  I agree.

      Davis set up this marriage with Lilith Sparrow, Lennie’s mom. The beautiful, but troubled, former shining star of blockbuster Hollywood.  Only, she had demons. Oxy and alcohol and whatever else she got her hands on.

      She was clean and Davis wanted to revive her career.  We sat here drinking scotch when he called in his favor. Marry Lilith, all PR, all set up. One year. Huge pre-nup, all details in a contract. He guaranteed it would get her the starring role in the movie of the year and it did.

      She rose like cream after the wedding.  All was right with the world.  We settled in together with Lennie and it felt like family. We were six months in and Lilith started having trouble breathing. Sixty days later, I stood next to Lennie at her funeral with promises made and a sixteen-year-old to raise and no fucking idea how to do that.

      I’ve tried to keep my distance. I can’t fucking let her touch me. But lately, she’s been pushing. Brushing against me, touching my hand when I make her morning tea. If she knew what those little touches do to me, she’d run into the fucking Hollywood hills and never look back.

      She’s nineteen now and I’m thirty nine and my dick has been hard since the day she became legal.  Before that, I don’t know how I kept it together, sheer stubborn will. The voice of my mother, the only real grounding force in my life, always telling me there are some wrongs that can’t be explained away. There are some wrongs, even if no one else knows, will destroy you.

      Where the fuck is Lennie? Ten minutes in this place, anything could happen. Why did I let down my guard and give her some rope?

      I shift forward to stand, adjusting myself because my erection is throbbing, but Davis reaches over and grabs my forearm. “Let her be for ten fucking minutes, man. I get it. I see. You take your responsibility seriously but she needs to grow up.”

      From my vantage point at the glass table, with Davis across from me, I have a panoramic view of this glass house. I’ve always been hyper aware of my surroundings. I should have been in the military but I took a different route.

      Motorcycles and acting. I dabbled in a few organized bike clubs but the hierarchy and politics didn’t suit me.  Acting was more politics and other shit that didn’t feel right. I started to represent a few up and coming talents and I found my niche. I was hella convincing and a hard ass negotiator. I had an eye for the x-factor, the it-girl or guy for the moment, and those first few solid contracts I landed propelled me to where I am today.

      Truth is, I wasn’t sure what exactly suited me until Lennie tiptoed into my life. I’ve never been in love. Not even close. Not until I let my feelings surface for Lennie when I felt like I wasn’t being a perverted degenerate.

      I didn’t meet her until after the full on, PR set up wedding was over.  That was a fucking mistake.  If I had met her before, I never would have gone through with it.

      I would have waited for her. Fuck, the waiting has nearly killed me but I’m nothing if not a stubborn motherfucker.

      Her eighteenth birthday was my coming out party of sorts. I’d been in a daze for the year before. Both marrying Lilith and meeting Lennie, and then, fuck all, Lilith getting sick and passing away.

      I catch sight of her light blue button up blouse, her signature black ribbon tied in a bow under the button down collar. She thinks those khaki pants and blue shirts she wears whenever she leaves the house make her somehow unattractive. Her curves belong on some old Hollywood pin up poster and they’ve only become more sinful as the years have gone on.

      Fuck, she takes my breath away.  In all my years in this industry, there’s never been a woman more beautiful.  Nearly white blonde, with self-cut bangs and a bob, red lips and skin so white, she’s the embodiment of purity. She’s naive and unaware in so many ways.  Bubbly one second like a wind-up toy, then, click, and she’s all dark poetry with wisdom beyond her years.

      But, one thing remains the same.

      She’s mine. Those first years, I told myself it was an obligation. Paternal instinct. Fuck, I’ve never had a paternal instinct in my life.

      Until Lennie.

      She awoke instincts hidden for millennia in my DNA. I’m a fucking caveman, possessive, sick, twisted guardian to my stepdaughter.  I worked out until I damn near killed myself, trying to not think of her in any way other than what society deemed appropriate.

      I punched walls.

      I threw any fucking asshole that gave her a second look onto his ass.

      I fucking meditated, for Christ sake. I considered therapy.

      I gave up jerking off for a fucking year because I knew, as soon as I got my hand on my dick, it would be Lennie I’d think of and I was going to keep my shit straight when it came to her.

      Then, she turned eighteen and I lost my motherfucking mind. What made it worse, was I could see how she looked to me for comfort. For care. And I gave her that, in my own way. But, I had to keep my distance. I was a bomb ready to explode and take her out with me.

      “You better be careful.”  Davis breaks me from my trance. “I see you…”

      He starts but Lennie is nowhere to be seen.  Davis is going on about staying focused and the new Century City deal we have going out east which will double our net worth if I nail down the contract next week.

      But, my fucking cock is so hard, it’s about to rip through my black slacks. I’ve already jerked off to my newest video of Lennie taken this morning as she took her morning swim in the pool, wearing her usual yellow one piece covered by one of my oversized t-shirts and a pair of swim shorts.

      I love how conservative she is about showing her body, but fuck all, I need to see it. Touch it. Taste it. Lick every drop of honey dew from that cherry pussy and tell the world to go to hell.

      “Where you going? Dalton Henry just texted. He’s here, we want to get him nailed down. He’s shopping agents…”

      “Everyone is shopping agents here tonight.” I snuff out my cigar in the glass of ice water and head toward the glass stairway leading up to where I saw Lennie in a flash a minute ago.

      “She’s fine—”  He starts, but I cut him off with a glare.

      “That’s for me to decide,”  I bark, the tension in my temples radiating down the back of my skull and into my neck.

      For years, I’ve kept tabs on her. Whether she’s in my home, with my bodyguards, or Davis. This is the first time I’ve not had eyes on her outside of my home and it’s not right.

      Something is not right.

      Then, I see her. She’s on the landing to my left and Ryan Nolan, little fucking baby bitch it-boy of the moment, is handing her a glass of champagne.

      Lennie doesn’t drink.

      She smiles and my fingers curl into fists. She giggles at something he says, her tits jiggle, more beautiful than any woman here, and for a second, a micro-second, I consider the fact that she deserves a happy life.

      She deserves to meet someone her own age, and one that’s not her father for all intents and purposes.

      Fuck.

      That.

      That’s not going to happen.  I rock back on my heels, taking a centering breath like Malasia, the yogi that I hired to help Lennie with her OCD and ADHD, taught me.

      Doesn’t help. It never helps. Not when it comes to my babygirl.

      My. Babygirl.

      Fuck yes. My poor dick has waited so long as well as my heart.  My eyes travel up the stairs as I grab the railing.  Coming down in front of me is the group of wannabes that were sizing me up at the table a few minutes ago.

      The one in a bright yellow mini dress sucks on a straw, eyes lighting up. Two others catch on and in slow motion, there’s a whisper, Lennie looks down, giving me a two finger wave, then…

      Yellow dress has her arms around my neck, gloss-slicked lips pressing into mine as my gag reflex goes wild.  The others surround me at the base of the stairs, the girl on my face pushing her tongue forward as her hand slips down and takes a handful of the hard-on I’m sporting with Lennie’s name written all over it.

      I’ve never hit a girl. A woman.

      But, fuck, this is fucking assault. I’ve never taken a handful of ass or anything that wasn’t offered and over the last ten years since I started my agency, where sex is currency, I’ve not touched anyone.  Work was my life but in all that time, I’ve never had to deal with this shit.

      Women have always had my support and admiration but now?  Ten fold.

      The last flicker of Lennie staring down with wide eyes and pressed lips, looking like she’s going to cry as Ryan Nolan smiles is blocked out by the other girls laughing and leaning in for a piece themselves.

      I fling her off, spitting on the floor, my mouth defiled by hers. She stumbles back into her crew, who gasp and stare. Cameras are recording but I don’t give a shit.

      They curse and shove at me as I take the stairs two at a time, but Lennie is nowhere in sight.

      I barrel around the curve at the top of the stairs. Nothing.

      I stomp down one hallway, opening doors, seeing all the glory of what goes on behind closed doors at these type of events, and my heart speeds knowing she’s up here somewhere. Without me. Without the protection I provide, either in person or with the bodyguards I attach to her whenever she’s out of my sight.

      “Lennie!” I bellow, drawing looks, phones raised all around while their owners start recording. Everything is a fucking event these days and no publicity is bad. At least that’s what I tell my agents, but it’s not true.

      Another hallway, glass walls with curtains veiling drug-fueled orgies, and my panic pushes into the red. If he’s touched her, harmed her, if anyone has touched her or harmed her…

      Five minutes later, I’m on the last hallway in this monstrosity of a home, banging on doors, when I hear it.

      I’d know that chirping sound anywhere.  Like a beacon calling me, it’s Lennie’s voice. It’s not a scream, but it’s not right.

      “No, yes, I—”  I barrel through the door without a knock.  She’s mine and where she goes, I go, no quarter.

      What I see almost brings me to my knees.

      The glass of champagne is spilled on the table. Ryan Nolan’s arm is around her shoulders, her blue shirt torn with the black ribbon on the white carpet.

      And his hand, his fucking hand…

      From there, it’s fists and the sound of bones breaking.  His scream when I smash his head against the wall. He drops to the floor in a ball, saliva and blood dripping from his gaping lips as I break every finger in that hand that was touching Lennie.

      “Stop!” Her voice gives me a breath as Ryan’s bloodied face turns the carpet red.  “Don’t! You have to stop or they’ll take you away from me!”

      Take you away from me.

      The room fills with muscle as I instinctively grab a thumb drive lying on the floor and brush myself down. Ryan must have dropped it. It’s probably nothing, but hell, I drop it in my pocket anyway since nobody else seems to have noticed me swipe it. Both my two guys and ten others that belong to the host or who the fuck knows, dragging me back, but my only focus now is her.

      There are other strangers in the room, phones up again, when I shove though everyone, covering Lennie with my body and hauling her ass into the bathroom across the hall as I listen to Ryan Nolan puking behind us.

      “Baby.” I close the door, turning to hold her face in my palms. It’s the most contact I’ve had with her ever and it lights up my heart and my soul.  “Are you okay?”

      Her shirt is open, buttons gone, her bra pushed below her billowing tits. And fuck, forgive me but the starting pistol has fired and I know, there’s no going back.

      Her eyes link to mine, she knows I’m looking and she does nothing to cover herself. Instead, she leans forward, presses her cheek to where my heart is beating like a drum against my ribs and slips her arms around my waist.

      “I was trying to sign him. I knew him from before, with Mom a long time ago. I saw him at that Homeless Benefit last week. He said he needed a new agent and he would meet me here tonight and we could talk about it.”

      Little fucker. He doesn’t need a new agent. He’s a little monster born from bigger monsters. I know them all.

      “It’s okay, baby. But I told you, this world is fucking dangerous. That’s why you don’t go anywhere without me or Davis or with a guard.”

      “I’m sorry. I thought with so many people around…it would be okay. And I wanted to surprise you. Do something right, for once. I know I suck at my job, but I want to do well. I want to be the best agent you’ve ever had.”

      “You are.” I fucking lie but her feelings trump the truth any day.

      “I am not.” She counters, then says, “Just hug me, Daddy.” She whispers the words and my whole world changes. “Hug me back.”

      Fuck. If I die in the next ten seconds and this is how I go? I’m okay with that.

      But if this is the only time in my life I allow myself to touch her?

      I’m not okay with that.

      Her softness curves into me as I crush her against me from head to toe. Her body goes stiff when she feels my erection but I’m done hiding.

      Something far worse could have happened in that room and I would have surely killed that little entitled asshole. Instead, I have a second chance and fuck it all.

      I’m taking it.

      “I’ll hug you, baby, but Daddy’s going to want more than that.”  I tip her chin up with my fingers, then gather her ass in my hands, lifting her to sit on the counter behind us, then turn on the water, washing my hands and my mouth while Lennie watches, perplexed, as I soap up my lips, rinse them then dry them with a towel.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Making sure I’m clean for you, baby.”

      “Clean for me?”

      “Yes, baby. You’re going to be spending a lot of time on these lips and there will be no one else touching them. Ever. So, yes, I’ll hug you.”  I shove myself between her legs, place her hands around the back of my neck. “But, hugs and kisses go together don’t they?”

      Her iridescent gray eyes sparkle as I see her working things out.  She doesn’t pull back, but she’s stalled. Stuck in what seems wrong. But I’m going to take her all the way through wrong to what I’m feeling.

      Which is, this is right. “Say it, baby. Hugs and kisses go together.”

      I lick my bottom lip on a sniff, her peachy, creamy scent sending a spurt of cum from the head of my cock.

      “Hugs and kisses go together,” she hisses, her bee-sting plump lips making me fucking ache.

      “Good girl.” I grunt, thrusting my hips into the softness of her spread legs. The heat there makes me grind against her. Up and down, pulling her ass forward, pressing my lips onto hers, tasting that cherry sweetness and I’m gone.

      Her fingers tug at the back of my neck, my need tearing through me like a jagged blade.  I’m humping against her, her bare tits against my shirt, when she slips her tongue into my mouth and I hate myself, but it’s too late.

      I turn feral. Rutting against her, kissing her, my tongue down her throat. Humping into my stepdaughter like a rabid animal. Imagining my dick slipping deep into that untouched hole, barreling forward as my sticky, seed-filled cum laps at her cervix.

      That thought has my release erupting from my balls.  I cum in a blast of heat and guilt as I swallow Lennie’s scream in our kiss, my instinct taking over, and I use her body as my dry hump fuck toy, the load of hot cum lashing against the inside of my pants, soaking through into her heat.

      When I pull back, shame chills me. Her eyes are wide, lips falling open, words hanging between us, but the hint of fear and surprise on her face only makes me want her more. This more. Us more.

      “I—I—”  She stutters as my pulse pounds in my ears. She’s never looked at me like this before. Like something’s gone.

      Trust?

      Sure, asshole, you just relieved yourself against her in a fucking bathroom.

      I’m gutted as I slip my jacket off and put it on her tiny body.

      There’s a knock at the door.

      “You okay?” It’s Davis. “Mark and Stephen are here, they’ll walk you out. It’s already out on the socials, man, you should get out of here.”

      “Let’s go home.” I gather Lennie against me, unsure what’s waiting for us on the other side of that door, but knowing, whatever it is, I’ll put myself between her and it.

      For the rest of our lives.
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      What was I thinking?

      In my worst disaster yet, I not only didn’t sign the client and didn’t get the thumb drive, but I almost gave up my virginity in the process.

      That’s one thing but come on, what happened after?

      In the bathroom?

      Put me in the tub and douse me with the ice water because I am still on fire.

      I watch as Cade splits the crowd with sheer force. The lights from a dozen camera phones leave spots in my vision as he leads me out the front doors and into our waiting limo.

      He secures me in the back, buckling my seat belt as he always does, insisting on doing it himself whenever we ride in a vehicle together.

      His angry, massive body races around the front of the car then into the seat next to me as my hands shake, holding the front of his tuxedo jacket closed across my chest.

      In the tussling and pulling from the bathroom to the front door, I managed to get my boobs back into my bra.  I’m a double D, thanks to my mother’s genetics, and I have to say, I’ve never been a huge fan of my curves until I saw the way Cade looked at me in the restroom.

      I’m ten kinds of confused as the limo slides forward, the crowd still recording us as we slip away, Cade stone silent and staring straight ahead at the black divider between us and the driver.

      For the first time, he’s not on his phone when we’re in the back of a limo. He’s always on his phone. So many deals to be made. Problems to solve. The only times I’ve seen him raise his voice or be anything other than stoically calm and in control, have been when I’ve been in danger somehow.

      The first, was soon after we’d moved in with him. The three of us went to Disneyland, because my mother loves Disneyland and she wanted to show off her new happy, blended family with her shiny new super business agent-mogul husband.

      I noticed Cade watching me the entire day. Keeping security on me when I stepped even a few feet away. Growing up as a famous actress’s daughter has its pros and cons. My mom did try her best to keep me on the down low, so to speak, at least until she married Cade. Then, I was on display like I was playing a part in some production decided without my permission.

      But, that day, the crowds were big, it was Spring and the sun was out. It was hot. I do not do well in the heat. I’m not the sturdiest of humans. Something to do with genetics with my light hair and skin. I’m not designated as having albinism, because I have gray eyes, but still, heat and sun are not my friends. Mom wanted a drink, so Cade went into the little saloon and soon after the crowds started pushing in. Pictures were snapped on phones, autographs requested and the throng closed in, pushing me out of the circle as the bodyguards focused on Mom.

      Two men with pro cameras took note of me standing alone and started snapping photos, cat calling, name calling, trying to get a reaction. My head throbbed from the glaring sun, I looked to my mom but she was enveloped in fans and loving the attention.  The photographers’ shouts attracted more attention and before I knew it, I was backed up against a stone wall with a deep pond on the other side.

      Everything blurred. I reached out but there was nothing solid for me to hold and backwards I went, slamming against the ground then rolling into the pond as pictures were taken, video rolling and no one helped.

      Except Cade.

      It was his arms that looped around as I sat in the cold, unnaturally blue water of the pond, pulling me out and making sure I was okay before pummeling the two photographers and any other people that were within arm’s reach.

      He got us a permanent ban from Disneyland.

      Thank. God.

      There were a couple similar incidents over the years where I was in danger of some kind, and he lost his mind.  The oddest part is, once I was safe he went back to his usual cool indifference toward me, leaving me more in love but more confused than ever.

      Like right now.

      I swear, he’s better looking than ever right now. His beard hides his jaw but I know he’s gritting his teeth. That’s a habit he has when he’s trying to maintain his composure.  I hate that I’ve again put him in a position to have to save me from myself.

      But, I never thought he looked at me as anything other than the obligation left behind by his deceased wife. He’s my stepfather, my only family really besides his mother. I’ve met her a handful of times and I love her, and it seems she loves me, but if she knew my secret they both would expel me from their lives as fast as they could.

      The silence in the limo feels like it’s pulsing around me. I tap my fingers on my knees. Drumming them back and forth, never missing a finger, and if I do, I wipe my palms together three times, splay my fingers, then start over.

      I let my eyes fall low, staring at the flawless shine on Cade’s shoes. Then I see the flash of lime green. How I didn’t notice his socks before right now I’m not sure.

      My heart flutters and my belly topples over on itself.  He’s wearing the cartoon avocado socks I gave him for Father’s Day last year.  It was dumb, but he’s always making me avocado toast in the mornings, so I ordered him a set of these crazy avocado socks, because what do you get the man that has everything?

      Avocado socks, that’s what.

      Only, I’ve never seen him wear them until now.

      “You’re wearing the socks.” I whisper, the silence too heavy for another second. “You wore avocado socks to the Oscars.”

      I’m not sure anything has meant more to me in my life. Except, well, that little incident in the restroom where I’m pretty sure he dry humped me to orgasm and yeah, I French kissed my stepfather.

      That felt pretty significant.

      He nods but stares straight ahead.  My heart is breaking into a thousand tiny pieces as I bite the inside of my cheek to hold back the tears. I’m sure he’s about to say that was a horrible mistake, the heat of the moment, the women throwing themselves at him earlier got him charged up and I…I was just there for pressure release.

      Only, as I watch, his body seems to soften like the anger from before is leaving him somehow. He turns toward me and that intensity in his blue eyes remains but there’s something new.  A lightness I’ve never noticed as though he’s seeing something for the first time.

      I’m shivering in my seat as his hand reaches for mine. He captures them both, stopping the drumming of my fingers as the heat from his touch makes my core clench.

      He clasps both of my hands between his. They are rough and calloused from what I know was a working man’s life before he became the great Cade Jamison. I also know he used to work on vintage cars and motorcycles in the garage at his mansion.

      That is, until the fire destroyed them all. His prized possessions all gone the night I met him. A fire that took the garage also almost killed his mother.

      Not the best start to a marriage.

      Guilt chills me as I think of Mom.  Cade’s thumb glides back and forth on my wrist, and I push away the thoughts of where those hands may have been on my own mother.

      “Why were you alone in that room with that boy?”  His voice is throttled, held back, but I sense the anger behind the question.

      I have so much to say, but if I tell him the truth, he will hate me forever. Guaranteed.

      “I was trying to sign him to the agency. At least…get a meeting with him. I would have turned it over to Davis, but I wanted to show you I could do something right for once. Make myself useful to the agency.”

      Make you want to keep me around. I’m nineteen and you could kick me out whenever you want. I need you to need me like I need you.

      “Have I not told you how dangerous this world is? All the glamour and sparkles hide the darkest underbelly in this world. I knew better.”  His voice is raspy and pained as he shakes his head, eyes downcast, pulling his hands away, leaving me lost.

      His touch, his kiss, the way he rubbed against me only turned on something deeper inside me. Something I know I can never turn off.

      “Yes.” I answer, my mind rushing around the secrets and details of what I had hoped to be the end of the proof of my secret.

      I’ve known Ryan since the night of my mother and Cade’s reception at the mansion. Two days after they came back from Vegas, they threw a huge party announcing their marriage and everyone who was anyone in Hollywood was there.

      He was an up and coming actor already, and I was, well, me. Awkward and unsure even growing up with my mother’s fame, it paled in comparison to the level she’d reached by marrying Cade.  As they celebrated, I read an old encyclopedia I’d found in the library.  Ef – Ez. I was on Elephant when a young boy with blond hair and a bright smile stood in front of me.

      He was friendly. Kind. And before long, he was telling me things about Cade and the mansion I didn’t even know, like Cade’s only love, besides money and making deals, were classic cars and motorcycles.

      He’d been a mechanic when he was younger, dreamed of owning a Indian 438 and a Ford Falcon.  From there, he caught the collecting bug and had an entire climate-controlled garage built on the back of the property that housed his prized collection.

      A huge guest apartment was also built above for his mother. I’d met her that night only briefly, some bad shrimp on the flight from Michigan to LAX set her back and she was resting in her room when it happened.

      “If you never sign a client, I don’t give a fuck.” His eyes graze up and down my body, leaving a shiver in their wake as he reaches forward to brush his hands down my cheek.

      He strokes my flesh in silence as I try to understand what he’s saying.

      “If I don’t make you any money at the agency, I’m of no use to you,” I protest.

      My greatest fear tumbles out in that sentence as Cade’s eyes snap to mine, his fingers moving to the back of my neck as he turns me toward him.

      “I’ll burn that fucking agency to ground before you go anywhere. If it makes you feel useless, then fuck it. I’ll spend my life figuring out what makes you feel good, baby, and give it to you.”

      His hand tightens on the back of my neck and my confusion twists with the liquid lust pooling between my legs.

      I swallow, my cheeks turning to hot coals. What is going on right now?

      “I’ve noticed your light on in your room at night. Later than usual. I should have asked but coming to your bedroom door…”  He releases a low, growly breath before finishing. “It pains me to be that close. Knowing you are in there, on your bed, wearing your nightgown or the plaid boxers and white t-shirts I know you steal from my drawers. Pains me to know that fabric that once touched me, is touching you.”

      The memory of his body touching mine and his lips tasting like heaven hits me in the chest, making me moan and drop my head back into his hand.

      “I was sure you were going to ask me to leave.” I whisper to the ceiling, the depth and rawness of that truth making my throat tighten. “I don’t want to leave your house, but I don’t know where to go. Even with the money Mom left, I don’t know what to do without you.”

      A sob clutches around my chest as Cade slides next to me, all the dreams of his hands cradling me against his chest come true in that moment of pure truth. But, if he knew the horrible truth, the destruction I caused, this would all be over before it began.
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      What am I doing?

      Sitting here in a fucking limo in the rain, trying to talk down my dick while I’m losing my fucking mind, that’s what.

      Lennie ran into the house through the rain as soon as Henry parked the car and I’m sitting here trying to figure out my next move. Something I never do.

      I always know the next move. But everything has changed. My brain is on fire and when I got my fingers on that slick little pussy, I lost control. I lost myself.

      The old Cade Jamison is gone and he’s been replaced by this man who breaks his promises.

      I’m not a saint. I make shitty deals and twist the truth and tell outright lies to get what I want. But I never break a promise. I don’t make many of them, mind you, but one of the biggest ones was telling Lilith I would take care of Lennie as my own daughter for the rest of my life.  That she would never know that our marriage was just for show because she wanted her to believe in love.

      Calling her those things while I fingered her tight little virgin opening…fuck, I’ve tried to keep my demons at bay but they are out now and there’s no putting them back.

      The worst part, she is my little girl. Deep in my black rotten gut I know that’s the truth. I love her.

      Fuck me, I love her so much. And in ways a father shouldn’t. But that seems to matter less and less, minute by minute, since I saw that fucker’s hands on her.

      Now, I know what’s started. A media storm that will take an entire PR agency to spin and a few of my top paying attorneys as well, most likely.  Lennie is my top priority, but she’s at the center of this storm as well, and I need to man the fuck up and take care of business.

      I don’t remember the last time it rained but as I step out of the back of the limo and motion for Henry to go, the cool deluge soaks my hair and face as I stare up at the stone and brick house with its classic ivy and slate roof.  I paid cash for the thirteen-thousand square foot mansion with seven acres and multiple other smaller structures. I had a custom garage built to match, with an enormous apartment above just for my mother’s visits, hoping she would decide to leave Brooklyn, Michigan and live here with me.

      That didn’t happen and that structure burned to the ground the night I met Lennie, putting a quick end to the celebration of the fake marriage to her mother. I was sure that disaster was a sign but it was too late.  One look at Lennie and something clicked in my heart. I mourned the loss of all my classic cars and motorcycles, but perspective is everything. I nearly lost my mother. So when they pulled her out, alive but badly burned on her legs, there was no amount of classic cars that mattered.

      She lived, she’s in a wheelchair now but as stubborn and independent as ever.  I spent every day in the hospital with her, then flew her home at her insistence in my private jet, overseeing the renovations to our family home to make it not just wheelchair accessible, but customized with every doodad and equipment that would make her life easier.

      This place is a far cry from the thousand square foot little bungalow on the farm back home It wasn’t a home really until Lilith and Lennie settled in.

      Shame chills me as I walk through the still-open front door, Marlene and Carl, the house managers, lingering in the hallway waiting to see what’s what.

      Lennie has always been quiet and I’m sure her running into the house in clear distress through the pouring rain has them worried.

      “Everything’s okay. Just…”  I shake my head, handing my drenched jacket to Marlene. “Just take the night off. In fact, take the weekend off.”

      They stare at me like I’m speaking Latin. “Weekend, off?” Carl repeats and I nod.

      “You know how much I enjoy repeating myself, right?” I say as I make my way to the stairs, my phone in my hand, looking at the shit storm of messages and calls I’ve missed since I left the party.

      As much as I hate it, I make my way to my office, avoiding the hallway leading to our bedrooms.  I had her room moved next to mine after Lilith passed.  I wanted her next to me, even rearranged my room so that my bed was on the same wall as hers.

      I’ve often wondered how she didn’t catch on about her mother and my ‘marriage’.  Sure, for the cameras, we played it up a bit, a kiss on the cheek, a hug, her squeezing my face.  But, it was all in our contract. All the details of what I would and wouldn’t do.

      No kissing on the mouth. No sex, of course. No hand holding. No ‘I love you’’s. No sleeping in the same bed. The list went on and on.

      How did Lennie not see? I guess because I’m a grumpy asshole she must have figured all our affection was behind closed doors.  It wasn’t.  I had a hallway constructed that connected the main, primary bedroom suite with another bedroom where I slept.  We both traveled a lot as well, so that helped. But still, as much as Lilith wanted Lennie to believe in love, what we displayed wasn’t anything like love should be and it’s another of a long list of regrets I have when it comes to how everything happened.

      But, in the end, it brought Lennie to me, so I’m nothing if not a savant at damage control. Somehow, I’ll find the workaround to all the promises made and mistakes of the past.

      At least, that’s what I’m telling myself as I strip off my soaked shirt and pants in my office, grab a pair of jeans and a t-shirt from the closet I keep in there and settle in behind my laptop to see just how bad things are.

      My work email is inundated but there’s no one of any consequence I need to answer.  My work phone is the same, Davis says he’s doing damage control.

      I can always count on him. That’s why, when Lennie said she wanted to be an agent after having her work as an assistant to my assistant for a year, I paired her with Davis. He’s my partner but he lands a significant number of our biggest clients.  He let her tag along, taught her what he could.  I saw how hard she tried and I knew he would keep her safe. An agent she may never be, but giving her what makes her happy has given me more purpose than the rest of the years of my life put together.

      There’s a text from my mom on my personal line.

      Mom:  I’ve seen the video. You always had a temper. I’m sure it was for a good reason. Just, if you need me, know I’m always here for you. Xoxo

      Me: Yes, for very good reasons.  How are you?  I’m sorry I didn’t call tonight like usual, obviously things got a little hairy.

      Mom: You never have to apologize to me. I love that you call me every night but it’s not like you lose son points if you don’t. I love you no matter what. I mean that. Deal with your little mess there. I’d love a visit as always. If you need to get away, my door is always open. Your room is still just like you left it!

      Me:  lol  I’m going to pay someone to come in there when you’re not home and strip off that cowboy wallpaper and all the Harley and ZZ-top posters. It’s embarrassing, Mom. More embarrassing than me kicking the shit out of that asshole.

      Mom: Will he be okay?  No jail time coming for you?

      Me:  Naw. He’s fine. He had it coming.

      Mom: As I figured. You get some rest. You looked tired on the video. Are you back on the coffee?  Two cups a day is plenty, but ten?  How’s Lennie? Tell her I said hello and I miss her bunches. I’ll Facetime her in the morning.

      Me:  She’s okay. I’ll make sure of it. Love you, Mom. (but I might love coffee more) I’ll call tomorrow.

      Mom: Take care of that girl. She’s what really matters, son. We are her only family. She needs you. Love you too. Be good.

      

      I lean back in my chair, the sound of the rain on the roof and the windows soothing. I reach into my front pocket and pull out the thumb drive that Ryan dropped.  I spin it in my fingers a few times. It’s damp, so I stick it in my top drawer, lock the desk and leave the rest of the messages and this shit storm for morning.

      I love walking barefoot through the house. The floors go from satin-finished wood planks, to rough cut travertine to natural sealed slate. The textures and temperature differences greet each step as I look at Lennie’s blue and white cashmere blanket I bought her for Christmas the first year here.

      She wraps herself in it when she sits in her spot in the corner of the cream and white herringbone velvet sofa. The couch is so soft once you settle in, you never want to leave.  She’s sat there so many hours, either on her computer or watching the mammoth TV mounted above the fireplace.

      She’s come down less and less these last months and I’m sure it’s because my vibe has been fucking manic when it comes to her.  I work my way around in the dim light from the Tiffany lamp on the end table and lower myself into the spot where she usually sits, comforted and fucking turned on by sitting in her place, wondering if she’s ever sat here with a bare ass. Maybe her bare pussy with those little blonde curls brushing against the fabric.

      I pull her blanket to my face, drawing a long breath of her cherry and cream scent. Knowing this blanket has touched everywhere. She holds it to her mouth when she’s watching a scary movie and wraps herself in it whenever she sits here.

      My balls draw up into my gut thinking about it. Wondering how it will feel when I sink into that tightness, hold myself steady and shoot my seed against her ripe, unprotected womb. I let my head fall back, the ache in my cock doubling as I breathe through the cashmere, knowing I should get to the office. Deal with the situation. But there’s nowhere I want to be but right here. With her in her bed and me, covered in shame for how I feel about my stepdaughter. Not to mention, my employee.

      “Cade?”  Her soft voice has me on my feet, her blanket still in my tight fists. “I forgot my blanket.”

      There she is and I see her in a way I haven’t before. Yes, she’s my Lennie, the little girl I vowed to care for and raise as my own, but it’s so much more. She’s in my t-shirt, my boxers and her nipples press out on the fabric. The murderous jealousy that engulfed me when I saw Ryan Nolan with his hands on her bubbles up from my core to my sternum.

      The violence she inspires in me hasn’t surfaced since my youth. I’ve worked hard to channel that rebellious, counter-culture energy into work. Once I saw the power of my position, my wealth, losing control would only serve to erode what I was trying to build.

      But, from that first moment when those paparazzi put her in danger at Disney-fucking-World, the old Cade was ripe and ready to fight. A war if necessary. And with what happened last night and the blow back that’s all over by now, war is what has come to pass.

      “Sorry, I was just using it. Makes me think of you.”

      She tiptoes around the couch as I hold the soft fabric out for her to take, then, in a moment of clarity, I draw it back.  The dark, wonderful fantasies that have plagued me root into my soul and I pat the seat on the sofa next to me.

      “Sit down.” I order, pointing to the cushion next to me. “Now.” I add, a rumble in my chest as the conflict between the promises I’ve made and the needs I have go to war.

      She is still for a moment, her eyes glassy, her blonde hair messy around her pink cheeks. She swallows and I wonder how that would feel around the head of my cock.

      “Are we…going to watch a movie?” She asks, the quiver in her voice telling me she knows that’s not what’s happening here.

      “Is that what you want to do? Snuggle in next to Daddy and watch a movie under the blanket together?”

      How I’ve made it this long without deep dicking her and making her mine I don’t know. She’s so sweet and so fuckable it’s taken a force of will I didn’t know I had to hold off this long, but I’m not going to make it much longer. I need her. The raw monster inside of me is clawing his way out, and right or wrong, this Daddy is taking his little one tonight.

      “Yes, that would be nice. I can’t sleep.”

      “Sit.” I nod next to me, as I grab the remote and click on the TV, searching then playing what I know is her favorite movie. “I’ll always give you what you want, Lennie, baby, just like always. But now, things are going to be different.”

      “How?”  Her bright eyes are locked on mine, that sweetness that’s dripped into my soul for years needs to be made dirty and that’s exactly what I’m going to do.

      “You’re a good girl.” I set down the remote as the theme song for Hairspray starts to play, then reach over and grab her face, her mouth in a squished little O shape, eyes wide in surprise.  “But good girls need discipline. They need to be guided. They need to do as they are told. They need to be taught how to be what Daddy needs.”

      My sixth sense about what we will be kicks in hard. I’ll give her all the softness someday but right now, she needs me to tell her what to do. To show her that following my orders and pleasing me is what will give her purpose.

      It’s what will make her safe and secure with me always.

      “What do you need?” she hisses through her squished lips, and watching her struggle to ask that question feeds the viper ready to strike inside of me.

      “I need you to put your head here on my shoulder. Sit cross-legged.”  I want to control every detail and I’m powerless to stop what’s about to happen.

      She moves slowly next to me, doing as I ask, then I drape the blanket over us and pet her head, leaning down and taking her lips, listening to her soft moan, her soft body trembling against me.

      “Horny little girl.” I whisper into her hair. “Just watch the movie and remember, we have to be quiet. Whatever happens, it’s special. Just between us.”

      Her glazed eyes fix on the characters on the screen. The sound of the next song in the movie playing, making the moment more surreal.

      “Did you like how I made you feel in the limo?”

      She nods, eyes straight ahead.

      “You liked when I played down between your legs. Made you all wet and wiggly until you had that special feeling?”

      Another nod, that’s what I want, her agreement, her buy in.

      “Good. I want you to feel good and you’re going to learn to make me feel good in many ways. Have you ever thought about touching me? What I feel like down here?”  I guide her hand to my lap, pressing her palm over the stiff shaft as her breath stalls, then a little gasp as I move her hand over my erection, up and down.

      “Cade.” She stutters, eyes flickering shut, chin to her chest.

      “Ahhh, that’s something else, I’m not Cade, am I? Who am I? Who have I been, raising you? Providing for you? What do you call me when you want to tease me?”

      “Daddy.” She hisses, eyes flicking to mine, then back to the screen as I rub her hand up and down.

      “That’s right. You’re a little fucking tease sometimes, Lennie. Calling me Daddy and knowing what it did to me, then not taking care of what you started. That’s a naughty slut. You live here, it’s my rules under my roof from now on.”

      “Yes,” she answers without missing a beat and I know my instincts are right. She wants it dirty. Nasty. Right and wrong all blending together into a heady need neither of us will deny any longer.

      “Now, take me out.” I shift my hips, pressing myself down so she can get at my zipper easily.

      Her fingers fumble and tremble as she works the button and zipper on my jeans.  I’m commando, so as soon as the last teeth are spread open, the head of my cock pops up under the blanket and I heave out a sigh of relief, putting my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer.

      “Now, touch me.” I growl into her ear, her body warm against me as her fingers shake, connecting with the center of my shaft.

      I arch my neck and rake my teeth up her neck as she chokes back a sobbing sound.

      “Daddy…” Her voice is barely audible as her hands explore my inches.

      Any logic has left my brain as I sink my teeth into the nape of her neck.

      She yelps but I reach over and clap my other hand over her mouth, hissing into her ear.  “Be quiet, baby. No one can know.”

      Her head bobs up and down in agreement, then I kiss her cheek and release her mouth, slipping my hand under the blanket again and starting to guide her.

      “Like this.” I put my hand over hers, showing her the right amount of grip, the pace, then I lift my hips and slip my jeans down. “One hand here. The other, down here, light, soft, squeeze. There…so good. I knew you would do so well pleasing me.”

      Her little hands work in unison, one up and down, beating me off, while the other cups and massages my balls until I’m about to come undone.

      “This is good?”  Her voice drifts on the music from the surround sound as she watches the movie, then looks to me, then back.

      “Fucking great, baby. Just keep going, up and down, then cup the tip with your hand, spread that pre-cum around.”  She does as I order, my eyes rolling back at the sensation of her soft hands working my dick.  “Here. Give me that hand.”

      She pulls it out from under the blanket and I take her wrist, hard, pulling it to my mouth and grunting then spitting into her palm as she gasps.

      “Keep it wet, feels better that way. You’ll need to remember all these things I teach you, Lennie. It’s your job to make me happy, you understand, don’t you?”

      “So, that’s another job I have. You’re already my boss, so, now it’s my job to make you happy.” Her soft breath is on my neck as I shove her hand back under the blanket.

      “That’s right, baby. That’s a good girl, now keep that hand moving. Watch the movie and stroke Daddy. No one will see. Do it right like I showed you.”

      Shame and guilt tumble in my gut but they don’t stop me from giving in to these base, nefarious instincts.  She should be treated like a princess, soft and tender, but I can’t seem to muster that right now.

      She turns as though she read my mind as the lust wraps around me like barbed wire.  “I like this. You teaching me. Doing as I’m told.”

      Fuck. Fuck. God, help me. She’s everything. I love her beyond explanation. She’s my every breath, the light in the sky. The madness that has plagued me for too long suddenly makes sense. It’s okay. It’s wrong and it’s right and I don’t give a fuck anymore.

      Just when the moment couldn’t get any better, the music in the movie rises and the next song starts, the little darkhaired leading character twirls around and starts singing.

      And Lennie, with her hands on my cock, beating me off, starts singing along.

      Nothing matters but her.  All the endless years of chasing the deal and winning the contract become meaningless.  I never cared about fame, I would have kept chasing the acting track if I did.  My only mission in life now is to keep Lennie with me. Next to me. Making her happy as she makes me.

      And part of that is getting my dick in her innocent little baby maker there and breeding her now. Tonight.

      No more waiting. I need my cum coating her womb. She starts her period in a couple days but I don’t care. We are going to fuck through her sweet innocence first, then, it’s going to be blood stained sheets and showers for the next seven days.

      Unless, by some miracle I knock her up in the next 48 hours.

      I’m going to give it my best shot.

      I’m so close to blowing my load, but I won’t. Not with thoughts of putting my baby inside her in play.

      “Can I tell you a secret?” she says, interrupting her singing.

      “Of course, I want all your secrets, baby. You shouldn’t keep any secrets from me anymore.”

      “I have thought of how you would look. Down here.” She gives my shaft and balls a squeeze and I almost lose it. “Then, I rub myself. That achy feeling I can never seem to make go away, but I try. I just can’t.”

      “Stop.” I say, sitting upright again, pushing her hands away. “You’re my little girl, but you’ll be a big girl soon. Tonight. Now.”

      I whip the blanket off, white sparks dancing in my eyes as the room vibrates with the music from the little dancing girl on the screen. “Time for me to teach you how to take a hot ride on Daddy’s dick, baby.”

      Ragged breaths burn my lungs as I tear off the t-shirt covering her and pull her to stand in front of me.

      “Off.” I point to the boxers and she wiggles them down and I am frozen in awe.

      In the years she’s been here, I could have been even more perverted and snuck some peeks at her naked. I had the opportunity. But this is better. So much better. Willing and ready in front of me, her scent blasting warm and wicked in the air.

      She trembles, arms crossing in front of her, over her tits, then down to her belly, unsure what to cover and how. So I solve that problem right now.

      “Stop. You’ll never cover yourself in front of me. I want you naked. It’s a fucking precious gift, baby. So beautiful and all fucking mine.”

      “I’m… I’m just not like most of the women I see. In your world. At work. They don’t look like me. Or, I mean, I don’t look like them.”

      “Thank fuck. Because I don’t want them. I want you, just like this, I want this inch and this inch…” I start touching her tummy with the tip of my finger. Then her hip, then the swell of her tits.  “This one and this, and all of the fucking inches. All. Mine.”

      The way she looks at me seals her fate. Her eyes are awash with wonder and need and lust. She’s young and innocent but there’s a stunning, wet, horny slut inside her and that’s all for me and me alone.

      Forever.

      “Come here.” I point down to the floor between my spread knees, kicking off my jeans, then stripping my t-shirt off as she steps forward. “I won’t breathe until I’m inside you. I’m suffocating, baby, only you can save me. Sit on my lap.”

      “Daddy…” She murmurs as I tug at her hand, her knees going to the sofa, sliding forward, her soft skin against the sides of my thighs. I want to tear her apart, then be the one to put her back together.

      “You wet?” I ask, taking a handful of her pussy, her slick juices soaking between my fingers

      My dick throbs, standing tall as I work her folds, thumbing her clit until her eyes flutter and her arms drop to her sides.

      “There we go.” I say, gritting my teeth at her soft beauty, the way she’s trusting me. “Just feel it. How it tickles. How good it feels. It’s okay to feel good, baby. That’s what I want. That’s what a good Daddy does, he makes his little girl feel good.”

      I tug her forward, arm around her soft waist.

      “Feed me.” I rasp, the words rough in my throat. “Push that nipple in my mouth. If you were all milky, I’d drink down every drop, but for now, we’ll just get you used to how it will feel when it’s time for you to feed Daddy.”

      I open and she pushes the hard little pebble into my mouth as I draw it deep, suckling hard as I introduce my finger down to the knuckle, in and out, in and out, waiting for her to be soft and ready for every thick inch she’s going to take for me tonight.

      She’s panting, legs shaking by the time her first orgasm sweeps in.  I suck deep as she gushes into my palm and I need to be inside her right fucking now.

      “Baby.” I release her nipple, her eyes unfocused as my head spins. “Guide Daddy inside, it’s time to be a big girl and take my dick in that hot baby maker of a cunt that’s been teasing me for so long.”

      I’m not quite ready for the sensation of her opening, hot and wet and tight sucking me in.  Her walls clamp down, clutching and pulsing as I grit my teeth and grab her ass, her hand on my cock trying to shove it into her small cherry opening.

      “Let me in there.  Daddy can’t wait, baby.”

      “I’m trying, it’s too big.”

      “it will fit. It has to fit baby, it’s what your body was made to do.”  Her juices drip down burning me with lusty desire.

      “Count to three and then hug me.” She whispers and if that’s what she needs, so be it.

      “One. Two.”  She’s shaking, the tip of my cock pushing upward, spreading her impossibly, criminally tight hole around me. “Three.” I wrap my arms around her, clutching her as she drives her hips down and I push my up, her scream lighting up the room as I turn her head and take her lips with mine.

      Her cunt locks me inside, so tight I can’t move.  “Give it to me. All of you.”

      I dig into her hips, pulling and pushing and taking and taking my logic lost and my lust crazed.  I’m not kind, I know it hurts but there’s no stopping it now.

      I tug at her hair, pulling as I drive deep, against her cervix knowing right now is the moment I’ve wait for. She’s mine. I’ll bind her to me forever.

      “You’re going to live with my cock inside you from now on. My cum will drip out of you, making your thighs sticky and your mouth water for a taste of me. You’ll be addicted, like I am to you.”

      “Yes. Please.”

      “Nice polite little one. I’m raw inside you. Everyone will know what you do with your daddy. When your belly swells and everyone looks. They all know, that little girl fucks her father. You like that don’t you my little slut? Daddy’s hot little whore. Sweet on the outside and dirty on the inside for me. Only me.”

      “I—God, I’m feeling that feeling.”

      “Yes, it’s good. It’s good to come for me. Show my dick what it feels like when you come with every inch buried in that little hole.”

      I pound harder, harder, her ass cheeks will show my marks tomorrow as I pump deep.

      Her eyes roll white as a gush of wet warmth soaks me and her inner walls clench and pulse milking me.

      My balls draw into my belly as my cum roars upward, the pressure released but it’s like there’s a resovoir down into my toes.  I spurt and squirt and come for what feels like an eternity as I roar and pull her hair, dig my teeth into her shoulder and mark my property.

      We fall together, foreheads meeting as we gasp and I try to remember where we are.  My whole world is inside that cunt of hers and I know I’ll never get enough.
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      The office noise around me is like static as I barge my way past mindless drones and yes men. I have no time for them. I have no time for any of them, because the only thing on my mind is Lennie.

      She’s my world. It feels like she’s been my world forever, and I know that she always will be.

      I left early this morning, because we need to try to get ahead of this thing with Nolan, but honestly the only place I want to be right now is with her. Even as I stride past my secretary, my hard-on making my walk stiff, I mutter, “No calls”.

      The door slams behind me and I collapse into my office chair, pulling out my phone as it buzzes in my back pocket.

      Lennie: You’re gone already, daddy. Sad face. I was hoping to give you a good morning…

      Me: What are you doing right now?

      Lennie: Just getting out of bed. Why?

      Me: I’ve laid your clothes out. I know you like your Oxfords and khakis.

      Lennie: I see them but… There’s a bra but no panties.

      Me: That’s right. No panties today. I want to think about you walking around without them, and when I get home I want access.

      Lennie: Naughty…

      Me: I want to see you dressing. Facetime me, right now.

      I grip the phone, wondering as my heartbeat counts the seconds if I might have pushed her too far. Is she going to tell me to back off. Is she going to…

      Fuck, she’s calling.

      I’ve never hit the button on the phone faster or harder, my cock engorging at the thought of seeing her.

      I hit the button to start the computer, trying to find a comfortable position for working where my hard-on isn’t trying to poke me in the face. How am I supposed to concentrate on figuring out the media nightmare the company is in right now when all I can think about is what I just saw on my phone?

      I want to call her back and order her to do it all over again. Or get my driver to run me home so I can bend her over the kitchen table and fuck her so hard she’ll feel it for the rest of her life.

      As I’m starting to open up my email, my phone buzzes again. I almost don’t answer it because, shit, whoever it is they can wait. But when I look at the screen and see that it’s another message from her, all work is forgotten.

      Lennie: There’s way too much food here.

      Me: There’s the right amount of food. You have to eat a decent breakfast. Avocado toast is great, and you’ve got some right there, but I want you to drink the orange juice, eat the eggs and bacon and take your vitamins. You’ll be starting your period in a couple of days.

      I left her vitamins out on the counter, next to a glass of water. Lennie always thought it was her mom that started the idea of taking vitamins to help with her period, but it was me. It was all me. From the moment she became my daughter, I knew I had to protect her from everything, make her life as easy as possible and ensure she’s taken care of every second of every day.

      Lennie: You track my periods better than I do.

      Me: Damn right I do. But that might be the last period you have for a while.

      Lennie: Huh? What do you mean?

      I hesitate, hovering over the keyboard. How much should I tell her? How much of a shock can she take right now?

      If I’ve done my job right, she won’t be having any periods for the next nine months.

      Me: Never mind. Just a thought I had. When you’re done eating, I want you to come to the office. We need a debrief from last night.

      Lennie: What? Are you sure I need to be there? What will people think?

      Me: I’m the only person you need to worry about. You do as Daddy says and be a good girl. You know I’ll always look after you.

      Lennie: But I don’t need to be there. I’m not even really an agent, am I?

      Me: You’ll be there, baby. We have nothing to hide. I’ll have someone come pick you up and bring you in the back way, so you won’t have to see anyone else until you’re with me. Then you sit next to me and nobody will so much as look at you the wrong way. You trust me?

      Lennie: Yes I trust you.

      Me: Good. Be ready in an hour.
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        * * *

      

      From the second she walked in the door of the conference room, I’ve been on edge. I know I have to let her pass by other people, and get herself a coffee. But she’s been in the room now for a whole minute and I don’t have her by my side.

      I’m clenching and unclenching my fists but it’s not helping.

      She smiles at the barista as he makes her coffee, and I want to punch him just for seeing that smile. Every smile belongs to me from now on.

      When he smiles back, it’s all I can do to clutch the edge of the table like it’s a fucking anchor.

      “Shall we start?” Davis murmurs from beside me. “I think everyone’s here.”

      I growl. “Not everyone is seated yet.”

      “It’s your call, brother, but I don’t see why Lennie had to be here. This is a company issue.”

      “And she’s a part of this company.”

      “I get that, but—”

      “Just let her get her fucking coffee. Then we’ll…”

      I trail off as I watch the barista turn while she’s distracted by something out of the window. And I don’t miss the way his eyes glance up and down her body.

      Fucking disrespectful little shit.

      I’m already on the move when his fingers glance hers. Oh, fuck, yeah, he’s making out it was an accident as she looks back and takes the cup from his hand, but that was no fucking accident. The room has gone silent around me as I storm across, though whether it’s really silent or it’s just that the pounding of my own heartbeat is so loud in my temples that I’m deafened I’m not sure.

      He doesn’t even see me coming. Not until it’s too late.

      His eyes go wide as I wrap my fingers in his collar. I don’t say a thing. I just lift him off the floor, sending him crashing back into the coffee machine as I press him against the wall. His arms are raised, his head shaking as he tells me he didn’t mean it.

      Which means he knows what he did.

      The little shit. What is he? Nineteen? I should tear each of those fingers off that touched her perfect skin.

      “Cade, man, calm the fuck down.” Davis’s hand is on my arm, pulling it down, trying to release my fingers from the coffee boy.

      I shake my head. “He’s fucking fired.” I glare at him. “You hear me? Get your things and get out.”

      He nods wordlessly, trying not to look me in the eye. But if his gaze falls on her again…

      “Okay, I think he gets the idea. He’s gone. Let him go now, and let’s start the meeting, yeah?”

      I glance back, and see Lennie staring at me with tears in her eyes. And that’s the only thing that stops me going further.

      With a grunt of disgust, I drop the barista and turn away, wrapping an arm around her shoulders as I lead her to the table. She has her coffee now, the meeting can begin.

      Davis sits on the other side of Lennie, which I appreciate. I know the other agents are all looking at her when they don’t think I notice. Well, let them look. I have nothing to hide.

      “Start the video,” I say to Davis, and a click later there it is.

      This footage, shot by someone at the party, was on every news channel in the country this morning, and most of those around the world. It’s out of context, but it doesn’t look good. I feel Lennie starting to tap her foot beneath the desk as the footage shows me pummelling Ryan Nolan. Blood spurting from his nose.

      No more than he deserved.

      I wrap my fingers into Lennie’s as she starts to tap the underside of the table, pulling her hand into my lap. Which is a fucking mistake because the moment it’s there my cock is straining to get at her, straining to slide between her fingers and rub itself to completion. And even I know that’s not a good idea in the middle of a fucking containment meeting.

      “What’s the legal situation?” I ask as the video ends, glancing over at the company lawyer.

      I pay him enough that whatever this is should be over before it begins, but I also know I have to listen to his bullshit if he wants to tell me how stupid I’ve been. I look him up and down in his expensive suit and slicked back hair, and wonder if he’s trying to emulate me.

      He draws a deep breath, then clears his throat before he begins. “No charges have been filed. Yet. If they are—”

      “If they are we’ll deal with them then,” Davis cuts him off, and I nod his way.

      He always did have my back.

      “The biggest problem is what he’s saying.” Alisha Taylor draws my attention. She’s nearly sixty, but what she doesn’t know about PR can be written on the back of a postage stamp. “Do we have the footage, Davis, sir?”

      Davis nods, clicks a couple of buttons on his laptop then points us all to look at the video screen. An interviewer sits opposite Ryan, looking sympathetic as he talks about what happened.

      Shit. I have to admit he looks good in an interview. Everyone here knows I suck at interviews, which is why they didn’t suggest I get ahead of it.

      “Obviously, Mr. Jamison is a big deal,” the interviewer says, frowning dramatically. “A lot of people won’t know his name, because he tends to stay out of the limelight. But they’ve probably heard of his late wife, Lilith Sparrow.”

      Nolan nods. “I have a lot of sympathy for his situation, Claire. But it’s been years since his wife passed, and just randomly attacking people like he did—”

      “You say randomly attacking. Do you have any idea why he went after you like that?”

      “None at all.” He shakes his head and lets out a sigh. “I think maybe drugs were involved. It’s an unfortunate fact of this business.”

      “Indeed.”

      I grunt. “I’ve heard enough. Turn it the fuck off before I smash it.”

      I reach across to press the stop button on Davis’s laptop, but before I can he grabs my wrist, shaking his head. On the screen, the interviewer takes a sip of water before continuing.

      “Can you give us any insight into the situation before that video begins? What were you doing in that room? In the first place, can you tell us that?”

      “That’s the ironic thing, Claire. I was there because I was thinking of signing with his agency. I’m glad I never put my signature to any sort of contract, because if this is the way the head of the company acts can you imagine what chaos I’d be in?” Nolan sighs. “I should have had some idea when the agent meeting me tried to put her hand on… Well, on a private part of my anatomy…”

      “Really?”

      “It happens. I’m a celebrity. People think they’re entitled—”

      The video cuts off as I slam the laptop shut. “Enough. Meeting over.”
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        * * *

      

      “I know you have to fire me. I get it—”

      “Nobody is firing you.” I glare at Lennie until she looks down at her feet. Jesus. Fire her? For what? For Nolan being an asshole?

      “Look, this isn’t good.” Davis paces on the other side of my office. The three of us retreated in here after the meeting to discuss next steps, but with no charges filed it’s a tough situation. If I try to defend myself publicly, it might cause more harm than good. “I think the best thing we can do right now is lay low. You know how these things are. Hollywood loves a good story, but by next week if there’s nothing new it will be stale. They’ll move on to something else.”

      “So what? I just lock myself here in my office and—”

      He shakes his head. “You need to get away, man.” With a glance over at Lennie, he adds, “Both of you.”

      “Get away? By the time I get back—”

      “Everything will be fine because I’ll be running things in your absence.” He pulls out a seat and drops into it next to Lennie. “Look, I can tell things have changed between you two. I’m not going to ask any questions but if I can see it others will as well, and that’s all this story needs to run for weeks. Maybe months. Get out of here. Go see your mom. Let everything blow over.”

      I hear what he’s saying, but it’s madness. Things aren’t about to change between me and Lennie. This story is going to come out sometime.

      I shake my head. “Better to—”

      “Lennie, can you give us the room a moment, sweetheart?”

      She looks from me to him, but when I nod she retreats with a look of relief on her face. At least I know my secretary will keep an eye on her and not ask questions. Be grateful for small mercies.

      Davis sighs as soon as she’s out of the room. “Look, man, I get it. But Lennie doesn’t. She’ll be chum in the water as soon as this story comes out. You need to get her out of here for her fucking sake. Make a plan, the way you always do, and come back the conquering hero. You hear what I’m saying?”

      Slowly, I nod.

      I get it. He’s right. It’s time me and Lennie took a trip.
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      “You look good holding that baby.” An older lady across the aisle smiles at me with her perfect red lipstick and curled silver hair.

      “Thanks.” I reply as Cade stands in the aisle way of the first class section, letting the young mother sitting across from us get by so she can use the restroom.  The chubby little girl gives me a gumless smile, her lips wet and I see two little teeth just poking through.

      I tuck my feet under the seat as Cade moves in front of me to take his seat and I see the thrill in his eyes as I bounce the little girl on my lap. We’re on the first flight he could find to get us to Michigan. There was a fire at the airport where his private jet is kept and that shut down any flights coming or going for the next ten hours and Cade did not want to wait that long to get us out of LA.

      I’m excited to see Dorthia. She’s treated me like her own grandchild from moment one.  I get cards from her on every holiday. Not just a text message with a ‘Happy Birthday’ or ‘Merry Christmas’ emoji, but real, stamped cards and packages in the mail.  There’s something special about getting mail and since I never knew my father or his family and my mother was a foster child with no family of her own, Dorthia is the grandmother of my dreams.

      But, my heart knots whenever I look at her and know, I’m the one responsible for her being confined to that wheelchair. The one that almost killed her. Shame rots inside me not only for my sins of the past but the more recent ones with Cade.

      If he loved my mother, is it just her he sees in me? That thought has rolled around inside my gut and my head since he kissed me in that bathroom at the party.

      Has his grief simmered for so long, his sense of obligation to me became entangled with the feelings he had for his wife?

      I shake it away as the cherub baby on my lap grips my hair in her tiny fist and tugs.

      “I’m so sorry.” Her mother emerges from the tiny bathroom with apologetic eyes. “She’s a hair puller I’m afraid.”

      Cade slides his hand around the back of my neck, fingers slipping up the back of my head with a grip and a small tug no one else can see.

      “She doesn’t mind.” He flashes one of his rare smiles to the stranger, running his other hand down his thigh, sleeves rolled up on his white button down, ink on full display and his forearms, god help me, when I look at his forearms I get so wet.

      The baby is returned and I lean in to Cade, my eyes fluttering shut as I think of how he put me to bed last night with his cock in my mouth.  I salivate at the memory, stunned by my new wanton lust and uninhibited nature with my stepfather. My boss. Whatever he is, he’s become my everything.
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        * * *

      

      Three hours later, the limo has dropped us at 452 RR 1 in Brooklyn, Michigan.  The Irish Hills they call it because it was settled in the mid 1800’s by Irish immigrants escaping the horrible potato famine. It is green and rolling and on the several previous visits here, quintessential Americana small town.

      And I love it.

      Life with my mother was always in big cities. I was born in New York as an oops baby while she pursued the first part of her acting career.  I know my father was a director maybe, or someone in the entertainment world but that was all she would ever tell me.  She said it was one night, a mistake and he disappeared after he found out about the pregnancy. I had questions over the years, but Lilith was a natural actress and willed away my queries somehow in a way that left me less than satisfied but somehow, not willing to fight for more answers.

      Dorthia gives me one of her special, grandmother hugs.  The kind where you feel no judgment, that you could tell her the worst parts of you and she would wave them away with a flutter of her hand and a fresh baked chocolate chip cookie.

      Only, I don’t dare test that theory with the worst parts of me. The ones that put her in that chair.

      “Mom.”  Cade comes in with our bags from the rented Black Yukon. “Where’s the new van I sent over? You said it was delivered, it’s not in the driveway.”

      Her house is immaculate with bright orange and yellow floral wallpaper straight out of the sixties and a classic mid-century modern vibe that is all the rage right now in LA.

      “Oh, that.” She waves her hand, giving me a wink. “It’s in the barn. I had one of those workers you sent over to redo the driveway put it away for when the one I have wears out. Then I’ll use it.”

      “Mother.”  He blows a breath at the ceiling. His chest filling out his white shirt and I’m struck by how sweet he is with her and how drop dead gorgeous he is. “You don’t have to wear out the old one to use the new one. That’s the point, I don’t want you out somewhere and the other one breaks down.”

      “It’s only two years old for goodness sake! It has less than 20,000 miles on it. It’s practically new.”

      “Just—”

      She cuts him off, spinning in her chair toward me.  “Come here, let me look at you.”  She takes my hands and I see the twinkle in her fading blue eyes.  The same eyes that looked down at me in bed this morning as I took her son’s cum for the third time that night. Cum that is still seeping out of me and possibly making her a grandmother at this very moment. “You look positively glowing.” She squints, inspecting me, pulling me down toward her. “You have a boyfriend you haven’t told me about?”

      She winks now at Cade, who grunts, turning toward the kitchen and the back hall where the bedrooms are.

      I shrug and Dorthia gives me a conspiratorial smile.  “You can tell me about it later. When your over-protective father isn’t around.”

      This is going to be a bumpy ride.

      What if she finds out? And if this is real, how can she not?

      Then, there’s everything else. Ryan was supposed to give me what he said was the only evidence left from that night, but he never handed over the flash drive.  Living with this cloud over my head was horrible before but now that Cade and I are…well, different, losing him now would be the end of me.

      Knowing I’m the one responsible for his mother's injuries and the loss of his most prized and priceless collection, is something I don’t know how to live with but have no idea how to fix it. Some things just don’t have a solution so I’ll live every day holding my breath that my secret, stays that way.

      We spend the afternoon as though Cade and I are not anything other than father and daughter as we’ve acted over the years.  Dorthia teaches me to make his favorite fried chicken and waffles. Mash potatoes and gravy from scratch and peach pie with vanilla ice cream.

      I insist on clearing and getting the dishes sorted while Cade says he wants to go check on some work he’s had done on the big red barn in the back. The sun is just fading into the pines across the back field when Cade returns and we head into the living room where Dorthia has settled into her comfy recliner, head back, snoring with a trashy romance novel open on her lap.

      “Come on. Let’s go feed the chickens.” Cade says and I want to tell him I’d follow him anywhere. Crawl to him through broken glass.

      Well, metaphorically at least.  As we step off the back porch, the thought that some of what we do, the names he calls me, the way I want him to put me in my place, beg him for relief and the honor of pleasing him is out of guilt.

      Do I feel so broken and unworthy because of the secrets I keep, that the only way I can feel pleasure is through the shameful sort of coercion dynamic we have?

      Maybe, but there’s one thing that’s clear.  It is hot.

      Filthy, yes, but God help me, when he calls me his slutty little girl, his baby, the Daddy I never had, my body reacts and if we aren’t hurting anyone else, what should it matter?

      “It’s so beautiful here. I wish I grew up like this.”

      Cade nods, pulling me against him as we walk, kissing the top of my head, which, I must say, also turns me on beyond belief. Those little simple, sweet things that are fatherly in their own way, are a button directly attached to the pleasure centers in my lower level.

      “It was great. I only wish you could have known my Dad. He was something else. Quiet, but when he spoke you listened and he loved my mom.” He chuckles as a gust of wind comes up from across the corn field. “Thinking back, he used to swat her rear end and tug on her hair before every kiss. And she called him Papa. Maybe it’s genetic.”

      There’s a flickering glow coming from the open doors on the enormous gabled barn and the scent of lilacs and roses sweeps around in the breeze. Inside, there’s vases of the flowers, but the candles are all electric.

      “No flames in a barn. No matter how romantic.”

      “How did you do this? We’ve been together since we got here.”

      “I have people. People I pay to sneak into barns while I’m eating dinner with my two favorite women in the world and set me up to look like a hero.”

      Tell him the truth.

      He’s doing everything for you, you owe him the truth at least.

      I open my mouth, the words trapped in the tightness of my throat as Cade crushes his lips on mine, sweeping me under my rear and carrying me over to a stack of hay bales covered in white lace blankets.

      He tastes like fried chicken and mint gum. His kisses are always demanding, warm, wet and the best kind of wicked.  It’s like all the wrongs turn right when his tongue pushes into my mouth and I think of all the nights I dreamed of him coming to me in the night, leaning down and kissing me just like this…

      “What are we going to do about your mom? About the world?” I deflect my own guilt ready to rip me wide open with questions that may not be answered the way I hope.

      “Well, I’ll handle my mother. Oh, and I’ll handle the world.  What’s your job?”  He brushes my hair behind my ear, taking a long sniff above my head, then tracing the inside of my thigh under my skirt with his other hand making me wince and choke on my answer.

      “Make you happy.”

      “That’s right, very good. You knew that was your job long before I told you.”  He says, a barn owl hooting off in the corner of the high ceilings as his brows draw together pushing his massive body forward spreading my legs.

      I nod, vowing not to add more lies to the ones of omission I already carry.  His pupils dilate as his fingers meet my bare lower lips, making me hiss on an inhale. “Wet, wet, wet. As usual, dirty little sweet girl for Daddy. No panties too. Just like I told you. I love when you do as you’re told, baby. Makes me hard.”

      He presses his mouth against mine and I whine into the warm night air with my pulse pounding against my temples.

      “You’re always hard.” I chitter back on a giggle as he licks up my neck tickling me.

      “I have been for longer than I should tell you. But, that’s my secret to keep. Sometimes, little girls don’t need to know everything, but Daddies need to know everything about their little girls. Number one rule, Lennie, no secrets from me. If you aren’t honest, I can’t take care of you. And my number one job it to take care of you in every way.” He taps his fingers to my forehead, “Mind,” then my belly, “Body,” over my heart, “Spirit”.  All of you, Lennie, belongs to me and that includes your thoughts, dreams and yes, your secrets. So, let’s start with one secret you’ve been keeping. Tell me and I’ll show you, whatever you have, it’s safe with me. You’re safe with me. Love isn’t wrong baby. And I love you. Forever. In ways you’re just beginning to understand.”

      Fire races through my veins, the world spins and dizziness takes me for a moment. Does he know? Is he baiting me?

      No. No one knows but me and Ryan and I know, Ryan hasn’t said anything.

      “I—” My thoughts spin, it’s my chance, either absolution or annihilation lie on the other side of the truth.

      Do it, Lennie.

      Say it.

      A crow caws above, then another, then another and it’s a sign. Black rot roils in my belly as I blurt out, “I have pictures of you on my phone. I’ve taken them for years. I use them in my bed at night. I’m a terrible daughter. I’ve had a crush on you since the day mom introduced us. I should go to hell for how I feel.”

      “Baby.” Cade pulls me to his chest, his warmth and heart pound against my cheek and I hate myself for chickening out but it is a secret and I do feel horrible guilt about how I felt for my mother’s husband all these years.

      “Baby, thank you for telling me. You give me that secret to hold now and you let it go. Feelings aren’t right or wrong, they just are. And, I think your mother would understand, just trust me on that.”

      I nod, a modicum of relief loosening the knots in my shoulders.  “What we do, the things you say…that has to be a secret though right? who would understand, you are my stepfather, everyone knows that.”

      “What is between us isn’t a secret. What we tell the world or what they know is up to me. The only secrets you won’t keep are the ones from me.”

      “Want to know another secret?”

      “Of course.”

      “I used to sneak in your bedroom at night and watch you sleep.”  I tug my lips to the side on a shrug. “That’s stalker stuff right there.”

      “You think I didn’t know?”

      I swat his shoulder. “You knew?”

      “Of course. I could hear you open your door, smell you before you got to the doorway, and you want to know a secret of mine?”

      “What?”

      “I watched you sleep too. But, since you turned eighteen and I somehow felt like less of a degenerate, I’d watch you sleep and jerk off in your bedroom.”

      I gasp, with some added drama. “Pervert.”

      “Maybe. But, let’s see…”  He slides his hand up the inside of my thigh and into the wicked soaking proof of exactly how he makes me feel.  “Little secrets made you even wetter.  Daddy’s hungry. Lay back baby, time for some of those special, secret kisses that make you feel good.”

      “God,” I throw my head back as he lowers his face between my legs, lapping at me and sending me to the moon.

      He licks me hard with the flat of his tongue, I tangle my hands in his hair for a change and pull.

      Pull, pull…pulling him closer, harder, more, more more of what he’s giving.

      I shake and curse as he devours me, the white blankets under my ass soaking as I drench his face and bellow to the roof as he nibbles my clit and eats me like a starved prisoner finally offered an all you can eat buffet.

      I quake and convulse as his lips and tongue do magic, growling and rumbling his own curses into my wet heat.

      “So fucking good baby. You know Daddy loves how you taste. Like a good girl should.”

      He pinches my clit between his fingers as he tongue stabs into my opening.  “This hot little cunt is going to take all I give it everyday from now on. Forever baby, this pussy is mine now.”

      The wet sounds and the scent of my arousal drift upward as he doubled down and he tongue fucks me to the edge of reason.

      I’m tearing at his hair but he doesn’t’ stop.  I’m twisting and on the verge of climax as I arch and call for him but he stops, sudden and horrifically the pleasure ends, leaving me teetering on that precipice.

      “Please, don’t stop…”

      “Say you love me baby. Say “I love you Daddy”, say it and I’ll let you come.”

      I stutter and moan, a sob clutching in my chest.  He’s told me he loves me dozens of times in the last few days, but I’ve yet to return the words feeling somehow unworthy. If I say I love him back, then everything is perfect. But, everything isn’t perfect.

      “I—please, just don’t stop!” I beg, whimpering and feeling the brush of his beard between my legs.

      “Say it.” He orders, his voice harder, more demanding.

      “I…” He flicks his tongue on my clit making it impossible to think. “I—” Another flick, then, a sharp smack on the side of my ass.  “I love you Daddy. I do, I do. I’ve always loved you.”  Sobs fills my chest as his mouth returns, magic and lust and love merging as he slips a finger inside me, another pressing slick into my ass then his lips and tongue dial it up to ten on my clit and I’m done.

      The orgasm powers through me like a solar flare. I buck against his mouth but he doesn’t stop. He licks me to one orgasm, then two, then he fucking me again with his tongue and I’m swept into the tsunami of number three.  I’m a panting, mess of sweat and drool and my slick release when I finally focus and see the fire in his eyes.

      “Now, make me happy. Get your mouth on my cock little girl Daddy needs relief.”

      He releases his thick cock from the front of his jeans and I’m on my knees in a heart beat, craving him, salivating for him even as my own orgasm still rocks through me.

      He pets my head as I grab the length, the snaking blue veins standing out as the head weeps clear drops.

      He groans as I take him between my lips, remember that first time he had me suck on him as a pacificer telling me his cock was my security blanket now. That whenever I felt nervous or anxious, all I had to do was suck his cock and I would feel better.

      He was right.

      Shocker.

      He grips the back of my head, driving every inch down my throat as my lips burn stretching around him. He barrels in and out, in and out, down my throat as I cup his balls the way he taught me and stroke the lower part of his shaft, pumping up and down until the head of his cock swells at the back of my throat and his curses tell me I’m doing a good job.

      “Daddy’s so close baby. Don't stop, take it for me. Relax your throat for me, I need in there deep.”

      I do as he asks, rolling my tongue on the underside and letting him take my windpipe as I slide my hand up and down, squeezing gently on his sac.  His balls are heavy but draw up s the first shot of cum lands salty on my tongue.

      “Fuck yes, fucking good girl. You want my cum, you have to work for it.  Suck harder little girl. Show me you like how Daddy tastes.”

      I hollow my cheeks, tears streaming, gagging and choking as he grips my head and fucks into my mouth without mercy.

      I work hard to keep up with his pace but I’m just a mouth to fuck right now and that’s okay.  I’m his toy and he has no problem showing me just how he plays with what’s his.

      He bellows and roars as the full load releases hot and sticky into my throat.  “Take it all, baby. Take what I saved for you.”

      I swallow and suck and swallow, loving his flavor the way he sounds so proud of me. He pets my head as I suck and lick, scooping the cum from my chin and smiling up at him as I lick it from my fingers.

      “You really are Daddy’s perfect girl. Cute and slutty and sweet and filthy.  Now, tell me you love me again. I want to watch you tell Daddy you love him with his cum dripping from your lips.”

      “I love you Daddy.” I stick my tongue out and he slaps his cock on my cheeks, then my tongue. “Just promise me something.”

      “What’s that? I take promises seriously, so you have to tell me what it is before I can promise.”

      “Just, don’t fire me, okay?”

      “Baby, you keep sucking cock like that, trust me, you have job security. Now, turn over, we’re in the barn and I’m going to fuck you like an animal. And, one of these days, when there’s milk dripping from those big udders of yours, I’m going to put you in a stall, squeeze those big milkers of your and you’re going to moo for Daddy. Right baby?”

      “Whatever you say.”  I answer as I assume the position.

      “Good girl. Now, brace yourself…”
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      “Shhh. Mom’s sleeping. Guess we took too long.”  I slip my fingers into Lennie’s and pull her through the living room, her face still flushed from our workout.

      “There’s a note.”  She reaches over to the coffee table and picks up a piece of paper with my mom’s writing in blue sharpie.

      I’m tired, see you in the morning but take Lennie to the Dairy Freeze! They have a new flavor, Chocolate Cherry and it’s TO DIE FOR! Have a fun evening, go to town, leave an old woman to rest. Xo Mom

      “Chocolate Cherry.” Lennie bobs her eyebrows. “I could use some of that.”

      “Let’s go.”  Lennie skips out the front door and we make our way to town as the last of the sunset turns dark.  The Dairy Freeze has been around since before I was born. It’s a local hangout and as soon as we pull in, I’m already on everyone’s radar.

      Big black Yukon with blacked out windows is not an everyday sight in Brookyn Michigan.

      I hop out, then go get Lennie and the stares and whispers start.  A few people recognize me, that’s the usual drill when I come home but they still think of me as the motorcycle riding son of the local mechanic, not Cade Jamison, billionaire by sheer determination and an inability to give up.

      I order a chocolate cherry twist cone for Lennie and check my phone, knowing the storm is still brewing if I ignore it or not.

      Sure enough, Davis has three 911 texts and there’s a slew of others I ignore.  I shove my phone back in my pocket, refusing to let anything ruin this night. Tomorrow will come, if I deal with this or not and right now, it’s watching Lennie eat her ice cream cone that is the most important thing in my life.

      I walk her down Beech Street and in front of my old high school.

      “That’s where I cut my teeth back in the day. Got my first tattoo over there at Micky’s bike shop.”

      “Really? This is your high school? It’s so small!”

      “Small town, small high school.”

      “I hated high school.”

      “I know. Wasn’t I the one that let you drop out and finish with the tutors?”

      She nods.  “Yes, but sometimes I wonder what it would have been like to, you know, go to prom and graduate with a class. But, yes, thank you for taking me out. Even missing prom. I don’t care.”

      “I missed prom too.”

      “Really, why?”

      I shrug, looking at the over grown trees and the darkened windows of the school.

      “No one I wanted to take.”

      “I wish I could have gone to prom with you. Age difference makes that prohibitive though.”

      “Never know.”

      We walk as she finishes her cone and by eleven we are back at the house, slipping into my room together as she giggles about my rock poster and my cowboy wall paper.

      “You ever bring a girl in here?”  She asks and I see the green streak of jealousy in her eyes.

      “No. You’re the first. But, you need to remember, you have to be quiet tonight because I’m going to fuck that pussy of yours until you pass out.”
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        * * *

      

      Lennie’s in the bathroom when I go to the kitchen and see my mom drinking her coffee with a sly grin.

      “Don’t you hide that girl in the shadows young man.”

      I give her a look, pouring my coffee as my pulse speeds.

      “What?”

      “Don’t play dumb with me son. You can’t lie to me. She deserves the light, not the darkness. She’s been through enough. I don’t care who you were to her, I see who you are to her now and you need to be a man, and make it right. I don’t care what people say, I care if you do what’s right.”

      “How do you always know?”

      She smiles. “Just do. It’s a mom thing.”

      “Yeah, but, I promised her mom, I never told you but—”

      “You didn’t love Lilith. I knew that. it was all for show. But this,” She points to the hallway, “this is real. So, you may have promised something but some promises are broken for the right reasons, son. You make her feel like a queen. A princess. Like the most important person in the world to you.  Everything else? Who cares.”

      “Prom.” I say the thought hitting me like a brick to the forehead. “She said she never had a prom. She loves that movie, Pretty in Pink with that pink dress and the guy in the Rolls--. Like the one I had. The fire…”

      “Yes, the fire.  But, do it. Yes, get a limo, figure out how to make it a night to remember. Take her out and let the world see.”

      “Thanks, mom.”

      “My legs don’t work but my ears are fine. And these walls are thin. I’m happy for you son, but I don’t really want to hear all that.  Lennie kept it quiet but you?  You gave it away Cade.”
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      “Where are we going?  This dress is ridiculous!”  I carry Lennie to the waiting car out in the front of the house.

      I spent the day making plans as she and mom baked cookies and went to town for some girl-time and got their hair and nails done.

      When I showed Lennie the pink dress, she burst out laughing but I told her, this was one of those times, she needed to trust me and do as she was told and put it on.

      I’m in a light blue tux, the worst one I could find at the local formal shop and seeing me in my outfit had tears running down her cheeks.

      “You just be patient.”  I set her down on the curb and straighten the layers of pink tulle or whatever the fuck it’s called. “Okay, you can open your eyes.”

      She opens and yelps on a little bunny hop as I swing open the door on a bow.  “What is this!”

      “My lady.”  I sweep my hand forward as she curtsies and slides into the passenger seat.  “This is so Pretty in Pink vibes!  I love it! Where the heck are we going dressed like this?”

      I close the door of the vintage Rolls and slide behind the wheel, top down and ease the behemoth of a car into the street with mom waiving us on from the porch.

      “You’ll see. Hold my hand.”  I reach over and grab her fingers as we make the short drive back to Beech Street.

      “This is just like your favorite car. The first classic car you bought and restored.”

      “Yep.” He nods and that pang of guilt hits me in the stomach knowing it was the car I sat in that night before the fire.

      As soon as we turn the corner, the lights on the front of the high school twinkle, the candles inside the dark school flickering and welcoming us along with the sound of Depeche Mode.

      “Are you freaking kidding me right now?”  Her laughter lights up my heart as I park the car and slide over the hood to open her door.

      “It’s prom night baby. You and me and the prom we never had.”

      “This is not even real.”

      I walk her hand in hand to the open doors. I dropped some huge money to pay off whoever was necessary to give us access to the closed school, then another six figures to have it decorated and set up just like the movie.

      Inside, lights hang from the ceiling of the old gymnasium, the scent of roses and every flower I could get delivered fills what was a musty old school gym.

      Right on cue, the music changes and “I want to know what love is” comes on as I twirl her onto the center of the dance floor and dip her low, taking a quick bite of her neck before hugging her tight and doing my best ‘80’s slow dance sway.

      We laugh and dance and drink the spiked punch and eat dry cookies for the next hour.

      I bend her over in the corner of the gym and deep dick her to some Lionel Richie and Spandau Ballet until she’s singing and screaming and laughing and loving and I never want this night to end.

      “You’re mine, baby. Forever. You know that, right? You’re never getting away.”

      “I don’t want to get away. I just don’t want you to ever—”

      She tucks her chin, tapping her fingers which I know in Lennie-speak, means something is hurting her.

      “What? Don’t want me to what?”

      “I don’t know. Figure out maybe I’m not everything you want and you’ll leave. My dad didn’t want me. My mom sort of didn’t want me for a long time, then when she did, she left anyway. And you? What if—”

      I kiss away the question.  Dancing with my lips on hers until there’s no more doubt in that little sweet head of hers.

      “I’m never leaving you baby. There’s nothing you could ever do that would make that happen.”

      She leans into my chest, the last of the music fading into the night as she whispers, “I hope that’s true, Daddy. I really do.”
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      “Tell her.” Mom stares at me over the top of her glasses.

      “Mom—”

      She points a finger. “Tell. Her.”

      I don’t even bother trying to deny what I feel for Lennie. What’s the point? Mom knows me too well. “It’s not that easy. She knows, but I made promises. I should be her protector, not—”

      “Not Lennie,” she says, shaking her head like she’s explaining to a child. “Lilith. Tell her what’s going on. Lay it all out on the table. You’ll feel better for it.”

      I stare at her, narrowing my eyes. Opening my mouth to speak doesn’t help, because I have no words.

      “Don’t look at me like that, Cade Jamison. I’m not crazy. I know Lilith is no longer with us.”

      “Then…”

      “Don’t interrupt. I liked her, loved her in fact. But you couldn’t pretend with me. I knew there was nothing between you but friendship. But with Lennie? That’s different. That’s love.” She takes a sip of her tea and watches me for a moment. “I was twenty-six when my brother died, married and living here with your father. The last time I saw Leo, we had a massive falling out. I told him some things I regretted, and I couldn’t take them back because he was gone. So you know what I did?”

      I shake my head. She’s never told me this story. Of course, I knew Uncle Leo was dead, but I had no idea there was anything but love between them.

      “I wrote him a letter. Put down all the things I wanted to say and couldn’t because he was no longer there. Then I put that letter into the fire and watched the ashes take my message away. And I felt him there when I did it. I felt his arm around me, telling me he understood. Apologizing for the frankly unforgivable things he said to me. And I forgave him for those too.”

      I draw a breath. “You think I should write a letter to Lilith, telling her I’m sorry I’m f… I’m starting a relationship with her daughter?”

      She nods, a twinkle in her eye. “That or pray, but I don’t think you’re the praying type.”

      She tries to stifle a smirk, but it comes anyway, and then she starts to laugh.

      And I find myself laughing too.
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        * * *

      

      Mom was right.

      Putting it all down in words was hard. It felt wrong, and as I wrote them all I could think about was how I was betraying Lilith’s trust. But now that it’s all down on the page, I do feel like she’s reading the words back with me.

      “I’m sorry for betraying your trust,” I say aloud, reading the last paragraph. “We can’t choose who we fall in love with. And if I could, I’d still choose Lennie, because she’s perfect. She’s everything. I hope you can forgive me, wherever you are, but either way I have to pursue what’s going to make us both happy, and that’s having each other. Things aren’t going to be easy for the next few days and weeks, but we’ll make it work. And a part of that is telling her all about us. About what we were to each other.”

      I blow out a breath and fold the paper. Funny to think that this is the same fireplace Mom threw her own letter into all those years ago.

      “Lilith, I hope you’ll forgive me.” As I say the words, I move to toss the paper into the flames.

      But at that same moment, my phone starts to ring.

      Distracted, I grab it from my pocket and check the screen. Fuck, my forensic investigator. The thumb drive. I’d almost forgotten about it.

      “Mr. Jamison?”

      “Yeah, what have you got?”

      “Straight to business, I like that.” He clears his throat. “Part of the video was deleted as you suspected. It’s been cut to make it look like the young lady set the fire, or was at least responsible for it in a misadventure, but we’ve managed to recover the section that was removed. It tells a very different story.”

      “And?”

      “The cameras catch a man coming in after she’s left. That’s when the fire starts. I’m afraid there’s no doubt that he was the one that set the fire. And it was deliberate, though obviously we can’t tell his motivations for doing so.”

      Fuck.

      I know who it is on that video. And as for his motivations, I’m pretty sure I know exactly what they are too.

      “Would you be willing to testify to that in court?”

      “Well, either me or one of my assistants, yes. That’s what you’re paying us for. We can sign an affidavit to that effect, or testify in person if necessary… Is that likely to happen?”

      “It might. I’ll be in touch. Can you email me your findings?”

      “Of course. I just wanted to give you the news in person first.”

      “Thanks.” I sign off and hang up, then turn to grab the letter.

      And find Lennie staring at the page.

      When did she come in? How much has she read?

      Her eyes snap to mine and she jumps, as if she’s surprised to see me here, even though I’ve been standing here the whole time. Her fingers tremble as she puts down the page and opens her mouth to speak.

      “Cade, I…”

      “Baby, I didn’t mean for you to read that letter. I was going to throw it into the fire. It was just something Mom told me to do, to get everything out in the open with your mother, and—”

      “My mom,” she says, nodding. “The letter says you’re going to tell me how things were between you. What does that mean?”

      I draw a breath. Jesus. I didn’t want to do it like this. I was going to take her somewhere peaceful and bring it all out in the open, but now?

      Now she’s demanding the truth, and I can’t deny her anything.

      I kneel in front of her and take her hands, glad when she doesn’t shrink away. I know she wants this as much as I do, but if she feels guilty, or that she’s betraying her mother, she’ll run. I’ll never see her again. Because she’s sweet and perfect and I don’t deserve her.

      “Baby, I have to tell you something your mom made me promise to never to tell you. She said it would break your heart, that you were too sensitive to understand.”

      “You loved each other,” she says with tears in her eyes. I can feel her pulling away from me, not physically but emotionally, and I squeeze her hands hard.

      I shake my head. Then nod. “We loved each other, but we weren’t in love with each other. Your mom was the best friend I ever had.”

      “What about Davis?” She frowns.

      I can’t help laughing. “Yes, her and Davis. But in different ways. But I wasn’t in love with her any more than I’m in love with him. Our whole marriage…” I draw a breath, hating myself for being about to shatter her illusions about love and happiness, but hoping I can help her build new ones. “Our whole marriage was a legally binding agreement, with clauses and conditions. We laid everything out in a contract up front and we both signed it.” I hold up a hand and count off the most important ones on my fingers. “No sleeping together. No sharing a bed. Kisses are to be no more than a peck. Hugging only in public, for the sake of the cameras.”

      “What about me?” She narrows her eyes. “Was I in that contract?”

      “You were the best thing about that marriage,” I tell her. “Getting to know you made me a better person. And when your mom died, I promised to keep you safe and never to ruin your view of love. But I can’t do it any longer because I love you. I’m in love with you. And to have you in my life, I have to tell you the truth, because otherwise you’ll never forgive yourself.”

      “I… I don’t know what to say. It was all a sham?”

      I shake my head. “Our marriage wasn’t real but our friendship was. Your mom knew I loved you, and that I’d take care of you. She just didn’t know what form that would take.”

      “Do you think she’d be happy for us?”

      For a moment I hesitate. I can’t lie to Lennie, not about that.

      But in the silence, as I hear the fire crackling, her mother’s voice comes to me. Something she said to me on our wedding day, when we had everyone fooled and we went back to our separate, adjoining rooms in the hotel.

      You’re the only man in my life I can trust. You know that? I trust you, Cade Jamison. You’re a better man than you know.

      “She would,” I say, and I know it’s true. “All she wanted was for you to be happy. All the fame, all the money, even our marriage, it was to give you the life she wanted you to have. She loved you, Lennie. Your happiness is her happiness. Are you happy?”

      “Yes… I…” She grins, blinking away tears. Then she frowns. “There’s something I need to tell you, and I don’t know if you’ll ever forgive me. But I can’t go into this with a lie. I can’t. It’s—”

      I pull her into my arms. “Baby, there’s nothing you could do that I wouldn’t forgive.”

      “Maybe this.”

      “Never. Whatever it is, tell me or don’t, I forgive you.”

      She shakes her head. “No. You don’t understand. It’s worse than anything you can imagine. It’s—”

      “The fire?”

      Her eyes go wide, then she starts to pull away.

      And I hold her tight.

      “Lennie, don’t. Don’t cry…”

      “You know what I did? How can you even look at me?”

      I kiss her forehead, putting my fingers under her chin to lift it, forcing her to look me in the eye. “You did nothing wrong. Even if you had, I’d forgive you, but you didn’t.”

      “How can you say that?” She narrows her eyes, tears glinting beautifully on her long lashes.

      “Because it’s true. I saw the video and I knew it couldn’t be true. So I had it analyzed professionally. That was what the phone call was about when you walked in. There was part of the video missing. The part that tells the true story.”

      She shakes her head. “I don’t understand.”

      I draw a deep breath. Time for more revelations I didn’t expect to have to give right now. “Lennie, the fire wasn’t an accident. It was deliberate. It was set by Ryan’s father.”

      “What? Why?”

      “Because he’s also your father. Your biological father. You know who Ryan’s father is, right?”

      “He’s…some sort of producer I think.”

      I nod. “That’s right. And a scumbag of the highest order. He was obsessed with your mother, and he wouldn’t take no for an answer. You were the result, and your mom would not have had it any other way. Lilith loved you with all her heart, whoever your father might have been. What happened… It happened long before I knew her. But she told me. She made me promise not to let it hurt you, and I thought that meant keeping it a secret from you. But I was wrong, because if I’d just told you the truth you would have known not to trust anything that came out of his son’s mouth.”

      She’s shaking her head. “I can’t believe it. He set the fire? What are you going to do?”

      “What we are going to do, is honor your mom’s wishes. I’m going to make sure that you’re happy, for the rest of your life, and I’m never going to let any of this harm you. Lennie. I love you. We’ll weather the storm together, and Ryan’s father will get his day in court.”

      I kiss her head as I hear my phone ding with an email notification.

      The proof is there.

      But all I need is right here. In my arms.
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        Epilogue 1

      

      

      

      
        
        Cade

      

      

      

      Seven months later

      

      “Shhh, you’ll wake up Mom. Don’t make me stuff a sock in your mouth again.”

      “Then stop making me come so hard.”  She stutters, my fingers in her hair as I admire her ass riding me reverse cowgirl.

      It’s one of the only positions she likes now that her belly is getting bigger. She’s five months pregnant and fucking sexier than ever.  My baby’s having a baby and my world is perfect.

      Mom is asleep down the hall, here for a visit.  It’s easier now that we built our new house in Brookyn.  Old white plantation style on six hundred acres of rolling Irish Hills.

      “I’ll never stop making you cum baby. Never. Now, ride Daddy hard. I like to see that ass bounce, hear those tits smack together. I’m want the full show.”

      She moves faster, faster, as I hold her hips and grunt with each thrust.

      “Like this?” She twists her head around, poking out her tongue. “You like to teach me how to do it just right don’t you Daddy?”

      “Yes, taught you to be a good little fuck didn’t I?”

      She nods as I smack her ass, then grab and push her forward onto all fours, her tits hanging down as I rail into her doggy style without missing a beat.

      The world has adjusted around us.  I left the agency, my heart wasn’t in it at all anymore.  When Lennie saw this place and admitted to me how much she really wanted the small town life? How could I not give it to her?

      I had more money than I’d ever need and my investments and holdings would feed a small army until I die.

      Family. That’s what I always wanted. I thought it was success and power but this is it. My dick in my babygirl, her belly full of me and the world is my oyster.

      We married at the courthouse two weeks after the whole blow up with just Mom and Davis in attendance.  By the afternoon, we were back at the house I LA, packing up and ready to start our new life.

      “Fuck, yes. Milk my cock, while I milk these tits.”  I reach under and grab her swollen tits. It’s unusual, but her milk has already come in.  Maybe it was that I suckled on her for a few hours a day, every day until her body finally gave in and gave me what I wanted.

      I squeeze her sweet milk out as I pound into her, “You’re my little hucow, pregnant and milky for me.”

      “Daddy—”  She lights up, her body giving me that signal she’s on the edge.  I pinch her nipples, drive down deep until she clutches around me and goes off.

      She’s my baby, my wife, my lover and soon, the mother of my children. She is still technically employed by the agency because, I promised never to fire her and that’s a promise I intend to keep.

      She gets a paycheck every two weeks. And she will for the rest of her life.

      I release as she wrestles through her orgasm.  We fuck whenever and wherever we can and my mother has taken to ear plugs when she visits.

      I opened up a small garage in town.  Doing some tinkering and training up some young mechanics that may otherwise not have a career path anywhere other than the state penitentiary.

      Lennie says she wants to be a mom and I’m all in. She’s got it all planned and I know she’s going to knock that dream out of the park.

      I started as her stepfather. Then became her boss. Then her Daddy and her husband. Soon, the father of our brood and always, first and foremost, her protector, her confidant and her secret keeper.

      And we have plenty of those.
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        COMING NEXT

        IN THE WANTING WHAT’S WRONG SERIES!

        Grab it here!
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        The next book in the WANTING WHAT'S WRONG series!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            GET THE BOOK A M Z BANNED

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        But, wait! Before you go…

        Amazon

        BANNED

        EARNING HER KEEP!  So, I’ll give it to you free!

        Get it here FREE!
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        FIND ALL MY OTHER BOOKS
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            LET’S STAY CONNECTED!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

        FACEBOOK FRIENDS

        GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

        PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

        Dani Wyatt on Amazon

        dani@daniwyatt.com

        www.daniwyatt.com
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            ABOUT DANI

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you.

        I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

        naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

        put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

        …you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

        xoxoxo
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