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      I’m a nineteen-year-old landscaper.

      What am I supposed to do with an oil rig?

      I stare open-mouthed at the lawyer who is telling me I inherited this complicated island of machinery in the middle of the Gulf of Mexico, but I’m only catching every third or fourth word he’s saying, because the helicopters arriving and departing outside are so ungodly loud. Carrying away the rig workers in threes.

      Your father left you the rig in his will.

      There’s no money left to keep it operational.

      My pulse starts to clamor. When did it get so hot in this office? I shrug off my flannel shirt and tie it around my waist, glaring at the lawyer when his gaze falls to my breasts, staring at them greedily through my white tank top. “If the rig can no longer operate, what am I supposed to do with it?”

      “Sell.” He says this like it should have been obvious, when I’ve never been on this oil rig in my life. Nor do I know the first thing about the drilling industry. “Your father’s expedition company was the smallest around. He did his best to remain competitive, but the big boys have nine, ten rigs. Your father only had the one.” He pulls out a handkerchief and dabs at his upper lip. If he wasn’t a pervert I might feel some sympathy over him wearing a suit in this heat. “One of the larger oil companies ought to take it off your hands for a pretty penny.”

      My antenna goes up. A pretty penny?

      A series of images flashes through my head. My cramped apartment above the bar in New Orleans, complete with clanging pipes and earsplitting music at all hours. My stack of overdue bills, including one year of student loans, all I have to show for my failed attempt at college. And lastly, my ancient, pitiful lawnmower that only works if the temperature outside is between seventy and seventy-five degrees. I can’t even afford to replace the blades on it. I can barely afford rent.

      If I make money off the sale of this oil rig, I could buy new tools for the landscaping business I’m trying to get off the ground. I could afford to advertise and even buy a new truck to haul everything around to jobs.

      “How much will one of these big companies pay for a rig?”

      The lawyer shrugs, looks out the window of the office to consider the upper deck of the rig. “It’s on the small side, definitely in need of some repairs and improvements.” He jerks his chin at yet another helicopter departing into the blue sky. “You’ll have to deliver it free and clear, no active payroll. Shouldn’t be a problem. When the roughnecks heard your father had died, they started looking for employment elsewhere.”

      “Right.”

      “I am sorry about your father, by the way,” he murmurs, sidling closer. “You look like you could use a shoulder to cry on. And I’ve got two right here—”

      “Take one step closer and you might have two shoulders, but you’ll be down a testicle,” I say, smiling with teeth.

      The lawyer huffs a laugh. “It’s possible that you’re more like your father than I originally thought.”

      A fissure forms in my throat, spreading all the way down to my chest and I have to look away. “Well, we’ll never know for sure. I haven’t seen him since I was twelve.” Refusing to give in to the encroaching self-pity, I straighten my shoulders and focus back on the problem at hand. “How much is it worth, please?”

      “It’s still capable of producing.” He shrugs. “You could ask for at least a few hundred thousand, I’d say.”

      My jaw goes slack.

      The beignet I had for breakfast is jumping on my stomach like a trampoline.

      “A few hundred thousand dollars?”

      “You seem surprised.”

      Of course I am. Things like this don’t happen to me. I’m broke as a joke and it has always been this way. Scraping by is what I do. I don’t get calls in the middle of the night from an expensive lawyer telling me I’ve inherited a valuable oil rig.

      Until now, apparently.

      “Wow.” I slump sideways against the metal desk, upsetting the nameplate bearing my father’s name. “Oh wow. This is incredible. Yes, I’d like to sell it. As soon as possible, please.”

      “Great.” He’s looking at his phone now. “Let me know when you have a buyer and I can handle the title transfer. Right now, I have to run.”

      Alarm turns my skin clammy. “You’re just going to leave me here?”

      “Yes.” He runs his tongue along the inside of his bottom lip. “Unless you want to reconsider that shoulder to cry on—”

      “Testicles. Pain.”

      “Right,” snorts the lawyer, striding to the doorway, already pressing his phone to his ear. Dismissing me. “Oh wait. I forgot to tell you something important.”

      I push off the desk. “What is it?”

      “If you want to sell this rig, you’ll have to find a way to make Butch leave.”

      Puzzlement draws my brows together. “Butch? Who is that?”

      “The rig mechanic.” He points down at the floor. “He’s three stories down in the engine room and he hasn’t left it in five years. Not once. Not even for a stroll on the upper deck. I told him your father passed away and you’d most likely have to sell the rig and he told me in no uncertain terms that he’s staying. Good luck explaining to your potential buyer that their new rig comes with a seven-foot beast with a bad temper who takes orders from no one but himself.”

      I process this as quickly as I can when he’s halfway out the door and the helicopter blades are whirring so loudly, I have to shout to be heard. “So I have to make him leave, or I won’t be able to sell the rig?”

      The lawyer nods. “Yup. Good luck,” he calls back over his shoulder. “Call me if you can manage it.”

      His amused laughter is little comfort.

      I’m even less comforted when I catch the scent of cigars in the air, a final remnant of my father’s presence. Obviously he loved this oil rig. Loved it so much that he was never home growing up and eventually moved here altogether. When my mother sent him divorce papers all those years ago, he sent them back signed, not even bothering to fight. Well I’m not bothering to be sad now. I’m going to sell this rig he loved without a second thought, pay off my mother’s mortgage so she can quit the graveyard shift at Denny’s and go make a life for myself. The life I’ve always dreamed about but never thought I’d achieve.

      Apparently all that stands in my way is a giant named Butch.

      My life is suddenly so weird.

      I watch the lawyer climb into the last helicopter, the propellers carrying him and the remaining crew upward. Back to NOLA. And the silence that falls is almost deafening. None of the equipment is running, but there is a hum of energy under my feet telling me the rig has not been powered down completely. Probably because of the man still occupying the engine room. Wherever that may be.

      “Might as well get this over with,” I mutter, leaving the office. It takes me a few minutes to locate the grated, metal staircase leading down into the bowels of the rig. The farther I venture down, the more it starts to smell like fuel and soot. It gets darker, too, the hum of energy growing louder. I’m no businesswoman, but I’d say it costs a lot of money to keep this rig active—and that’s not good. I need it shut down and ready to sell.

      I’m going to do whatever it takes to make that happen.

      I need those proceeds.

      When I’ve gone down three flights, the hum of machinery, loud now, surrounds me, and my pulse starts to tick faster. A seven-foot giant with a temper, huh?

      I’m five two on a good day. I’m strong from working with my hands in the soil and I don’t let anyone push me around. But I’m smart enough to know my limitations. And I’m definitely alone on this deserted mechanical island with a very large man. No one even knows I’m here, except for the pervy lawyer, meaning this situation has the potential to be dangerous. What choice do I have but to go toe to toe with Butch, though, if I want to make him leave, so I can sell the rig?

      Adding some steel to my spine, I call out, “Hello? Mr…Butch?”

      When the massive, filthy, shirtless beast steps out from behind a steel fuel pump, casually wiping grease from his fingers, it takes every ounce of my courage not to turn and dash back up the stairs.

      Oh my dear God.
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        Butch

      

      

      

      The engine room has been my home for five years. It’s as familiar to me as the pattern of veins on the back of my hand. There is nowhere else on this planet where I feel comfortable. And yet when the little woman appears at the bottom of the staircase, the engine room instantly becomes a place of hazard.

      This is a rig in the middle of the Gulf, meaning the metal steps are always slick with humidity and fuel. She could slip. Something could fall from overhead or she could get her long, wavy brown hair caught in a piece of moving machinery. There are a million tragedies that could befall her down here and it’s making me even sweatier than usual.

      It’s possible she’s not real.

      I’m probably imagining her.

      How many times have I been warned by the rig foreman that it’s unhealthy to remain in the dark engine room without sunlight or human interaction? Several hundred, at least. Maybe I’ve finally lost what remains of my sanity.

      And hell, if my imagination were going to conjure up a female, it would be this one. She’s making my dick hard and I can barely see her from this distance, her face and form still shrouded by shadows. That breathy voice calling my name alone was enough to tease my balls into tight rocks. I want to see the rest of her, but if by some miracle, she’s a real, I don’t want her to slip and get hurt or something.

      “What are you doing down here, woman?” I throw down my rag, irritated by the hoarse hunger in my voice. “This is no place for you.”

      Her outline shifts side to side, then steps forward into the yellowish light. “My name is Cindy. Not woman. And I’m here with great news. You get to leave this pit of despair, Butch! The world awaits your arrival.”

      Cindy.

      Anything she said beyond her name doesn’t penetrate. I can see her now.

      All of her.

      Jesus. Christ.

      My cock was already semi-erect, but the rest of it fills with lead now, smashing right up against the zipper of my jeans. Inside my head, there is nothing but the echo of her name and the harsh rasp of my breaths. I’m flexed, head to toe. Primed in a matter of seconds, thanks to this beautiful, young trespasser.

      Trespasser.

      That’s right. She’s trying to get me to leave—and it’s not happening. I resent anyone who tries to convince me to go. I need to stop salivating over the tiny U-shape of her pussy, hugged by the frayed denim of her shorts. Need to stop licking my lips and imagining the taste of her nipples. Her mouth. Her neck.

      Fuck.

      She steps closer. Her tits jiggle just a little inside her white tank top—

      And I ejaculate in my jeans.

      A guttural groan leaves my mouth and I reach for the closest pump to steady myself as the monstrous orgasm tears through me, my cock pulsating painfully, shooting thick ropes of come against my fly, down the leg of my jeans. Just when I think my climax has reached its end, her nipples swell into tight points against the front of her white tank top and I growl brokenly, reaching down to stroke myself roughly through the denim, snarling at her until she finally takes a step back.

      Finally, finally, the tide ebbs and I hunch over, panting with hands on my knees, unable to look her in the eye. Especially because from this vantage point, I can see her little red-tipped toes, the delicate outline of her feet in her sandals and I’m already getting hard again just imagining those ankles locked behind my neck.

      Yeah right.

      Like this girl could ever get wet for a monster.

      Like she’d ever open her legs for me voluntarily.

      Like she’d ever want anything from me, except to make me leave, just like everyone else has been trying to do for years.

      “Um…” She tightens the flannel around her waist. “That w-was one heck of a greeting. I don’t think anyone has ever been quite so happy to see me.”

      I grunt, grateful for the dim lighting so she doesn’t see the tips of my ears are burning red. “You shouldn’t be down here,” I manage past the rawness of my throat. “It’s not safe.”

      She considers me a moment. “How else are we supposed to communicate? Rumor has it you never leave the engine room.”

      “That’s right. And it’s not going to happen now.”

      After a beat, Cindy nods. Then she walks back to the staircase and parks her sweet, sexy ass on the third step from the bottom. “Then I guess we talk here.”

      “I don’t want to talk,” I growl, surprised when she doesn’t recoil. “If you’re here to make me leave, you might as well save your breath. This is where I live.”

      She looks around. “Where do you sleep?”

      “On a cot,” I answer, jerking my thumb over my shoulder. “Back there.”

      “I didn’t realize they made cots that large.”

      “They do. And it’s comfortable. Sturdy.” A lot better than the hot, dusty, hard packed ground of an enemy prison camp, that’s for damn sure. “Would you like to go test it out with me?”

      Christ. I don’t know why I ask her that when obviously the answer is no. I’m surprised she’s here at all after I popped off in my pants after one little bounce of her tits. Maybe I’m trying to shock or derail so I don’t have to listen to her try and convince me to leave. “Is that something you’d be willing to…trade?” Her voice trembles. “Me on your c-cot in exchange for evacuating the rig?”

      Lust grips me like an iron fist, squeezing my abdomen.

      Yes.

      For the first time in five years, there is something being offered to me that might actually sway my ironclad resolve. This gorgeous young girl will let me ride her if I leave afterward? Having to walk into the sunlight would be like razorblades tearing at my flesh, but I’d have lifelong memories of her pussy. God, I bet it’s warm. Tight. Bet I’d have to lube her up just to get my tip in.

      Unfortunately, she’d scream while I rutted. Scream at me for being too big.

      Claw at me, slap me.

      Tears would fall from her eyes.

      This is my curse in life. Being too well-endowed to please a woman. I stopped trying when I was twenty-two and I’m now thirty-one. I’m blessedly alone now, exactly the way I like it. She must really want me to leave if she’s willing to sacrifice herself to someone so much bigger and uglier. No woman in their right mind would lie down for me voluntarily—and she hasn’t even seen my cock yet.

      “Did someone send you to seduce me out of here? Have they already sold the rig and the new owners want it empty?” I swallow the sharp stick in my throat. “Are they going to demolish it and put a new one in its place?”

      “I don’t know what they’ll do once I sell the rig,” she says in a half-murmur. “But I can’t sell it while you’re still here.”

      “You own the rig now?” Against my better judgment, I approach her in the near-darkness, my booted footsteps heavy on the metal grated floor. As I get closer, I can see her resemblance to Mack, the former rig manager and owner. She’s decidedly feminine and delicate, but the stubborn nose and chin say it all. “You’re Mack’s daughter.”

      “Guilty,” she says, fidgeting. “I inherited this hunk of metal. Only found out last night.” Her gaze slips to the front of my jeans where there’s not only a massive wet spot, but the ridge of my new erection pulses steadily. She blinks several times, fingers wringing in her lap. Even in the darkness, I can see her cheeks turn pinker, innocence surrounding her like an aura. Yeah, she must be really desperate to offer to fuck me, because I’m all but certain she’s never had a man’s cock between her thighs. Definitely never one this big. “Why don’t you want to leave, Butch? Don’t you want to meet people or feel the sunshine on your skin…”

      “No.”

      She shakes her head slowly, looking up at me with a wrinkled brow. Really looking, as if she’s genuinely curious. “Why not?”

      Someone is banging a gong in my chest. Hard. “People aren’t loyal. They are selfish deserters. And I got enough sunshine in the desert to last me six lifetimes.”

      “In the desert. You were in the service?”

      “A Marine. Yeah.”

      We stare at each other for several seconds. When she stands up, I don’t expect it. Not until I see that the scar on my flank has caught her attention. She circles around back of me and gasps, obviously having found the crisscrossing knife wounds, my only physical souvenir from the war. The rest of them are mental. Gripping and debilitating and hostile.

      “What happened to you, Butch?”

      “I don’t want to talk about it,” I rasp, shouts for mercy filling my head.

      Cindy appears in front of me once again, a line of sympathy marring her forehead now and making my throat feel tight. Our height difference is even more obvious now that she’s standing up. The top of her head barely reaches the center of my chest. She’d probably look like a doll in my arms. I want to pick her up and test that theory so badly, but I wouldn’t be able to stop there. I’d rub her all over me. I’d scrub her up and down my hard dick like clothes on a washboard. And I’d humiliate myself again.

      “You don’t have to be embarrassed…” She swallows hard. “I’m sure you haven’t seen a woman in a really long time.”

      “Never…never one that looks or sounds or smells like you,” I heave, my shaft squeezing. Oh fuck. I’m clenching from teeth to asshole to keep from coming again. The softness of her skin, the gentle purr of her voice, the plumpness of her lips. Every sweet inch of her is an assault on my senses. Goddamn, I just want to ram my cock up between her thighs and have her like it. Have her enjoy it. I know that’s impossible, but I can’t help torturing myself. “Have you been fucked before, Cindy?”

      She takes a breath, closes her eyes. “No.”

      A desperate groan escapes me. I almost double over at the way my balls cinch up, wanting to be the lucky man to flood her. “I wish it could be me. Your first.”

      “That’s exactly what I offered,” she says quietly, visibly confused. “Remember?”

      My laughter is rife with pain. “You’d wish me dead after one thrust. Your nails would open up every single wound on my back trying to get me to stop.” When she only continues to stare at me in confusion, I sigh and unzip my jeans, letting my freakishly huge dick spring out into the open.

      She jerks back, her foot catching on the bottom step.

      She’s going to fall. Hit her little head.

      No.

      With a distressed sound, I lurch forward and catch her in my arms before any delicate part of her can connect with hard metal. In the process, my bare shaft has wedged itself between her belly and my lap. My head goes up in flames when I realize her pussy is only two layers of fabric away. Her jean shorts and panties.

      That’s if she’s wearing panties.

      Jesus. Jesus.

      “Don’t move,” I grit out.

      To my utter shock, her eyelids flutter. Her nipples harden, too, spearing me in the chest. Why isn’t she terrified? Why isn’t she screaming at me to let her go?

      “I have an idea, Butch.” Her fingertips glide lightly up the center of my chest and my thoughts scatter in ninety directions. She’s touching me. Touching me. “Why don’t we start small? If you come up one floor, I’ll let you…k-kiss me.”

      Her mouth becomes the center of my universe. My heart knocks wildly in my head, my dick stiffening to the point of agony between us. “Kiss you,” I repeat, my voice like gravel. Yes. I can kiss her without hurting her, can’t I? But I know it won’t be enough, so I push, praying she won’t laugh in my face. “Two places. On your mouth and between your thighs.” A shudder wracks me. “Please.”

      “I didn’t realize we were negotiating,” she squeaks. A beat passes while she studies me. “If I say yes, you’ll come up to the next floor?”

      There is ice on my spine at the prospect of leaving the engine room.

      I haven’t left in five years.

      But the fire she’s lit in me is stronger.

      “Yes. To kiss you twice, I’ll go up one floor.”
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      I’ve always wondered how I would react if a bear approached me in the woods. Would I scream and run away or freeze? This might be the closest I get to finding out. Climbing the steps to the second underground floor, there is a giant behind me, breathing roughly on my neck. Matching my steps, one for one. Does he not realize he could have me without the bargain? I could do nothing to fend off this man who is built like a Mack truck, muscles the size of watermelons. Trying to fight him would be an exercise in futility.

      Yet here we are, him following me up the stairs as if leaving the engine room is causing him physical pain. The fact that he’s doing something so unpleasant just to kiss me? I can’t pretend that’s not having an effect on my body. Something deep and low inside my tummy has been humming like a tuning fork since I saw him for the first time, heard his deep gravelly voice.

      I’m not experienced with men, but I’ve been aroused before. Mostly by dreams or when I’m soaping between my legs in the shower. I’ve touched myself and tried to give myself an orgasm to no avail. The first few times I thought I might be coming close, but I never reached supposed paradise, got frustrated and stopped trying altogether. Better to be a little turned on than gasping for a climax and be unable to achieve it, right?

      Well, I’m more than a little turned on right now.

      The flesh between my legs contracts when he exhales down the back of my tank top, each and every little hair on my neck standing straight up. He wants to kiss me. My lips and between my thighs. The very idea of his mouth there, on my cleft, bathes my skin in fire. Shouldn’t I be terrified of this man?

      Yes.

      He’s not just tall and broad and strong as an ox.

      That thing between his legs is unnaturally large.

      I live in New Orleans, so I’ve seen a thing or two. Forget the ruler, one would need a tape measure to determine the length of his shaft. And the circumference? It would take both of my hands to fit around him.

      His huge, sensitive manhood.

      The heavy balls beneath that emptied when they saw me. Violently. Turning Butch red and making every vein in his body stand out.

      Yes. Yes, I should be terrified. This man is eventually going to realize he doesn’t need to bargain to take me. As many times as he wants. I hold none of the power here and yet, that’s exactly how he’s treating me. As if I personally hold the reins and control what happens between us. How long can that possibly last?

      Perhaps unwisely, I turn and glance back at him over my shoulder and find him staring longingly at my butt. The protrusion between his legs has grown even more pronounced, his hands balled into fists at his sides. Sweat dots his hairline and grease streaks his jaw. I’m two steps ahead of him in our ascent to the floor above, but he’s still taller than me. Again, I ask myself why I’m not afraid.

      Maybe it’s the scars on his back. The torture in the depths of his eyes.

      There’s a reason he doesn’t want to leave the engine room.

      This man has been through something terrible.

      Perhaps because of that, or maybe because of my confusing attraction to him, I find myself breathing harder, wetting my lips in anticipation of the kiss. Did I inhale too many fumes or am I actually looking forward to coaxing this man off the oil rig? Because whatever attraction is kindling inside of me, whatever sympathy I have for him…there is no question that I need him to get off the rig.

      Selling this thing will completely change my life.

      No, it will give me a life. Allow me to eat three meals a day. My dream career is finally within reach and all I have to do is lure this man from his cave out into the sunlight. Once he’s there, I can bring him to the mainland in the helicopter and wish him well. I’m sure he’ll find employment on another rig. Right?

      Trying valiantly to ignore the rising lump of guilt in my throat, I reach the landing and turn, giving Butch a come hither smile over my shoulder. Facing forward again, I see this floor is some kind of bunk area. There are beds chained to the walls—dozens of them. To the right of the bunks are a few round tables, chairs scattered around. Perhaps a place to dine for the rig workers?

      When I veer in the direction of the dining tables, Butch puts a hand on my waist and stops me in my tracks. “We will do this on a bed, little girl.”

      I stop short, gaping at the twin-sized offerings affixed to the walls. “But…you’re too big to fit.”

      “So I’ve heard,” he rasps, cupping the back of my neck and leaning down to inhale against the crown of my head. “I’ll be able to fit on the bed as long as I crowd you down extra tight into the mattress.”

      My pulse skitters, hot ice climbing up and down my spine. “That sounds like a lot more than kissing. It sounds like…” I drop my voice to a whisper. “Sex.”

      “Sex,” he groans, his palm smoothing itself over the swell of my backside and gripping it tight. “I’d sell my soul to ride you, Cindy. But it’s not happening. You’re such a tiny little thing. I’d hurt you with what I’ve got.”

      I nod, knowing he’s right.

      This is not an empty boast. I’ve seen the proof.

      Butch might be a hermit who has stashed himself away in an engine room, but apparently he’s a man with honor. So…when he assures me we’re not going to have sex, why am I not relieved?

      That can’t be disappointment poking holes in my throat.

      It can’t be.

      Butch takes my hand and leads me over to the deserted sleeping area. With a grunt, he guides me down onto a bottom bunk, placing his hand on my shoulder and lowering me to the mattress. Lying there on my side, the halogen begins to flicker behind him, causing his silhouette to disappear and come back.

      The gray walls, blinking light and silence are the perfect recipe for a horror movie, especially with the giant looming over me, adjusting his big erection. So why don’t I feel an ounce of terror when he lies down on the bunk beside me, scooting and advancing until I’m flattened between the wall and his heavy body?

      What are those tingles racing up and down my inner thighs?

      I’m trapped.

      If he wanted to keep me pinned like this, he could do so indefinitely. There is no means of escape. He is blocking out the entire world. So why am I battling the urge to drape my thigh over his hip and grind the seam of my jean shorts against his bulge? Speaking of that denim seam, when did it grow so damp?

      Butch cups my chin in his hand, turning my face up and studying it from several angles. “What are you doing?” I whisper.

      “I’m looking for a flaw.” He frowns. “I can’t find a single one.”

      His thumb grazes my bottom lip, turning the oxygen in my lungs to vapor. “I-is that a pickup line?”

      He raises an eyebrow at me. “My dick is sitting between your legs like a bicycle seat, Cindy. I think we’re past that.”

      I wrinkle my nose at him. “You could at least pretend to woo me.”

      Wait. What is this?

      Am I flirting with the giant?

      “You want to be wooed, huh?” He tucks his tongue into the inside of his cheek, his calloused palm dropping from my face to the valley of my side. “This is a pretty unusual first date.” Something seems to occur to him—and whatever it is makes him frown at me. Ferociously. “Do you date?”

      Is it my imagination or are his hips pinning me to the wall a lot harder than before? “I’ve been on two dates in my life. During my one year of college. They were both terrible. Boys my age…” I shrug. “I decided to wait until I was old enough to date men. Older, more mature men.”

      His upper lip curls on a growl and he shoves his hand down the back of my shorts, gripping my right buttock possessively. “That idea sucks.”

      “Wow. Harsh.” I try to wiggle away from him, but he only wedges me tighter to the wall, the bunk bed groaning under his shift of weight and I barely contain a whimper. What is wrong with me? One second I’m flirting, then I’m miffed and through it all, I am definitely growing wetter. “What about you? Did you date once upon a time?”

      “No,” he bites off.

      “Are you a virgin, too?” I whisper.

      “I wish I was. The memories of the few times I tried to…be intimate in my early twenties haunt me almost as much as the war.”

      My eyes travel downward, lingering on the spot where our hips lock together tightly. So tightly. Without the benefit of clothing, he could seat himself in my body with a tilt of his hips. “It wouldn’t fit?” I whisper.

      “Not without pain.” His forehead drops to mine, his exhalations shaky. “I wouldn’t do that to you, little girl.” His surprisingly tender fingers tunnel into my hair, stroking through the strands. “Especially now, when you must be grieving.”

      “Oh.” I shake my head. “No, I barely knew my father. He was obsessed with this rig. Cared about it more than he cared about us. It just…consumed him.”

      Butch finds this troubling. “He didn’t send support?”

      “He did, until I was eighteen. Most of it went toward my mother’s expenses and I saved the rest for college, but…” I blow out a breath and he shivers as it coasts over his bare chest and shoulders. “I was terrible in school. I can’t concentrate. All I want is to be outside in the sunlight.”

      His dark brows knit together. “The opposite of me.”

      “It doesn’t have to be,” I say, giving in to the urge to drag my fingertips sideways over the hard slabs of his pectorals. They flex under my touch, his erection jumping between my thighs. “Did you ever love the sun?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then you can learn to love it again.” Am I snuggling closer or is he pulling me? I can’t tell. But suddenly lying on our sides pressed together is not enough. Butch rolls me onto my back, his substantial weight pressing me down into the bed. My mouth opens on a gasp, my knees jerking up around his hips. “Butch.”

      He hums, skating his open mouth along the slope of my shoulder. “What do you do out in the sunshine, little girl?”

      “I’m a gardener,” I gasp, as his teeth graze my skin. “A lot of my work is done on window boxes, porches and courtyards throughout the French Quarter. I enjoy that a lot more than maintaining flower beds and lawns out in the suburbs, but sometimes I take those jobs to make…ends meet.”

      His head comes up quickly. “Do you have a hard time making ends meet?”

      Biting my lip, I nod slowly. “That’s why I need to sell the rig. I could buy new equipment, expand my business. Rent a less noisy apartment without a leak.”

      We fall silent, stewing in the awareness that we’re at cross-purposes.

      He feels guilty. This is exactly where I want him.

      Isn’t it?

      So why does my stomach ache? Why am I slipping my fingers up into his hair and tugging him down until our lips meet. “I’m so proud of you for making it to a higher floor,” I murmur, shifting my hips around until he groans. “Don’t you want to take your reward? Take your kiss?”

      “Kisses, plural,” he clarifies hoarsely. “You think I could forget about your pussy? I’ll be thinking about it on my death bed.” He rolls his hips, grits his teeth. “How fucking tight it would have been, choking the sperm out of me.”

      I don’t know what happens, but I start to shake.

      Is this…am I in heat or something?

      What is going on?

      I don’t know, but I’m whimpering and I can’t get comfortable. He’s so heavy on top of me that it’s almost impossible to move, but I wiggle. I struggle and try and he smiles darkly, watching me attempt it, his mouth poised right above mine. And then I whisper his name and we give in, his hard lips swooping down to take possession of mine. And my senses quite literally explode under the assault.

      It’s nothing like I expected.

      I expected rough—and oh, I’m getting it. But the sensuality in the way his tongue strokes my lips apart, the slow, savoring licks into my mouth…I didn’t see that coming. My pulse is haywire in a matter of seconds and a ripple of sensation travels through my femininity, liquid heat blooming on the crotch of my panties. His erection is the third member of this kiss, hard and thick and obscene, his hips sawing it against me with increasing force, the bed creaking beneath us. And all the while, his mouth never leaves mine, never allows me to come up for air. It slants and slants and takes everything I have to give, nearly inhaling me in the process. Daring me to remain sane while he’s having intercourse with me via our mouths.

      Finally, he breaks the kiss and I sob his name, my heels digging into his hips, back arching. “Pretty little girl with her thighs so wide,” he rasps against my throat. “We’re all alone on this rig, you know that? I’m one shred of decency away from plowing that sexy cunt you’re offering me. Better watch it, Cindy.” He looks down between our bodies where my hips are grinding upward, writhing desperately against his lap. “You’ll put ideas in my head like, hmmm, maybe she likes a little pain.” He thrusts against me hard and I scream, my clit throbbing—throbbing—stars blinking in front of my eyes. “Maybe it’ll feel like Daddy finally came home and he’s paying attention now.”

      If I thought I was shaking before, it’s nothing compared to now. My teeth are chattering and I ache so badly, so badly with this arousal that he’s inflicting on me. Oh my God. Daddy. Daddy? Is that what he called himself?

      Do I like that kind of thing?

      My soaked panties indicate that I definitely, seriously do.

      “Butch,” I whisper unevenly.

      “What?” His mouth is pressed up tight to my lips, his intense eyes boring into me. “Say what you’re thinking.”

      “I don’t know what I’m thinking.”

      “You want to call me Daddy?”

      My sex clenches so tight that I make a pained sound. And I nod.

      God help me, I nod.

      “Ask me to kiss your pussy now.” Without taking his eyes off mine, he reaches down and starts to unfasten my shorts, jerking down the zipper with no small amount of force. His pupils are fully dilated, eyes almost black with hunger. Muscles flexed and sweaty and greased up. “I need to put my mouth to work, little girl. Now. The more time I spend kissing your lips, the more tempted I am to push my cock in between them and see how you like the taste.”

      Emboldened by the filthy talk, so coarse, so unexpectedly freeing, I close my eyes and whisper the words. “Kiss my pussy, Daddy.”

      The request is barely out of my mouth when he lurches forward, groaning, ramming his hardness into the juncture of my thighs, falling on top of me, humping me like an animal, his sweaty face buried in the crook of my neck. “Yes, little girl. I’ll kiss it so good.” And then his open mouth is dragging down the center of my body, his tongue wetting my clothing. It’s scandalous. It’s filthy, the way he’s looking at me, sliding off the bed, getting down on his knees and yanking me to the edge. The way he’s ripping the shorts and underwear down my legs, shoving his face into my heat and reveling there with nose, tongue, cheeks, chin. “Oh fuck,” he growls. “You taste like a fucking miracle. That’s what you are. Maybe you’re an angel sent to save me.”

      I can’t respond. There’s no chance.

      His tongue parts me on a groaning lick and I glimpse the outer reaches of the universe. My hands sink into his thick hair and hold on, my eyes staring blindly at the bottom of the top bunk, shocked at the intimacy being performed on me. He’s not just pleasuring me, he’s learning me. Paying attention to every gasp, every time my hold tightens in his hair. And he exploits those sensitive regions, rubbing his tongue on them gently, roughly, gently, flickering and sucking until I’m crying. Tears are coursing down my temples and the orgasm detonates in that place deep, deep behind my sex. Relief hits like a two by four to the middle and I wail his name pitifully, my flesh squeezing without cease, stealing my breath, coiling and uncoiling my muscles. And Butch laps at my wetness eagerly. It’s filthy the way he does it, staring me right in the eye—Daddy—and something dark and sexual unlocks inside of me, letting me know this is already an addiction.

      Pleasure from this man is a new requirement.

      Considering the fact that I’m supposed to be evicting him, that’s a huge problem. But when Butch climbs back into the bed beside me, tucks me into his embrace and drugs me with his warmth, problems cease to exist.

      For now.
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      Jaw propped on a fist, I stare down at the miracle that has been sent to me.

      Cindy enjoys my touch.

      Doesn’t seem fearful of me at all.

      Her body is curled up against mine with so much trust, my throat burns at the sight of it. She fell asleep an hour ago and now her leg is trapped between two of mine, her lips parted slightly. The drone of the machines one floor down is a soothing hum, as opposed to the mechanical roar I hear when I’m in the engine room. I’m torn between the peace this girl offers me and the fear of the unknown.

      I can’t keep her down here forever.

      Can I?

      The engine room of an oil rig is not a safe place for a tiny female. And someone would come for her eventually. Someone will come for this rig because it has a monetary value. Until she walked down the stairs and enlivened my blood, I was prepared to remain in my home no matter what. Even if they chose to detonate a bomb and implode the rig, build a new one from scratch, I would have gone down with the ship rather than face the daylight.

      Now I have touched the softest skin. Looked into fathomless green eyes and tasted her come on my tongue. Her melodic voice is in my head, her innate curiosity satisfies my mind. How will I be able to do anything but follow her up to the surface if she tries to leave? A better question is, am I enough of a lost soul, a monster, that I could drag Cindy back down into the darkness with me and refuse to let her go? That possibility isn’t out of the question. Already my heart is sprinting at the thought of her disappearing into the sunlight without me.

      No.

      No no no.

      As if I’ve shouted those words out loud, Cindy’s eyes blink open sleepily and she yawns against my bare chest. She snuggles a little closer in a way that has my pulse playing leapfrog, but slowly seems to realize where she is. “Oh!” She struggles to sit up, but I don’t allow it. No, I roll her back underneath me and pin her wrists. I press our foreheads together and feel her. Feel the race of her blood, her inhales and exhales. I savor the life in her, trying to absorb it. God, I’ve been dead for so long. When I’m touching her, I feel revived.

      My cock is throbbing ominously in my jeans. Pound pound pound. Stiff and swollen. In need of her pussy. In need of something I wasn’t born to take. The thought of her in pain is enough for me to ignore the incessant hunger plaguing my loins and search for a distraction.

      “Cindy,” I say thickly, my mouth roaming through her hair. “Tell me about your gardens. Tell me about what you do in the light.”

      I jolt into a groan when she wiggles one of her wrists out of my grip and trails hesitant fingertips down my ribcage, slowly dragging them back upward, her gentleness making me shudder with awe, with gratitude. “Well,” she murmurs. “Earlier this week, before I found out I owned an oil rig, I did a job at the local library. I built some trellises out of old liquor boxes and fastened them to the brick building, around the entrance. Then I brought in some wisteria vines and wound them gently around the spokes, guiding them in the right direction to grow. I planted some crepe myrtle at the base of those trellises and filled in the gaps with riots of black-eyed Susans and periwinkle…”

      Her voice is hushed against my skin. Dreamlike. I want to stay here forever, her body trapped under mine, listening to her talk about flowers. The screams that never seem to quiet inside my head are dimmer now, fading with every word out of her mouth. She’s a miracle. And the longer I remain on top of her, the harder is it to deny myself the tight cunt between her thighs. If I feel close to her now, I can only imagine what it would be like to sink inside of her. To be joined with this female.

      “I was able to get a good deal on the flowers from my local nursery. I’ve been buying from them forever. But I had to hire a subcontractor to mow the library lawn. My lawnmower is a cranky old man that only works when the weather is right.”

      “And this is something you will be able to afford if you sell the rig.”

      Her eyes search mine. “Yes,” she whispers, her fingertips running over the scars on my back, making me want to bay like a wounded animal. Not only for her touch, but the fact that I’m standing in the way of something that will make her happy. More successful. “Help me understand why you need to stay here so badly, Butch. I want to help.”

      With a vile curse that is not suitable for her ears, I heave myself off of Cindy’s delicious body and sit on the edge of the bed, head in hands, my shaft like a spear down the leg of my jeans. There is silence for a moment, then the mattress shifts and I sense her sitting beside me. She doesn’t speak, just places her hand near mine, our pinkies touching. “No one can help me,” I say firmly.

      “Okay. Maybe you can help yourself. Just by talking about your pain out loud.” She stands up, moving to the space in front of me. Scrubbing a palm up and down in the center of my chest. “There’s a lot of pressure here, isn’t there?” she whispers.

      My eyes close. “Yes,” I rasp.

      But she’s prodding at my demons and they are too ugly for her ears, her eyes. I don’t want them anywhere near this angel. So I evade for her sake. “Most of the pressure is here, little girl,” I grit out, taking firm hold of my erection. “Make me another deal.”

      Inwardly, I’m shocked at myself. For asking her to bargain with me again. Is there a secret part of me that actually wants to continue upward, to the outside world? No. No, certainly not. I just want her touch so fucking bad.

      “Um…” She wets her lips.

      I yank her into the V of my thighs, burying my mouth between the perky mounds of her tits. A roar builds in my chest and I let it out, my oversized body vibrating violently against her smaller one. “Don’t lick that mouth in front of me,” I growl, biting down on front clasp of her bra, straight through her tank top. “It’s like having my balls twisted in a fist.”

      She’s breathing fast. “Sorry.”

      “Are you nervous? Are you realizing how easy it would be for me to hold you face down and bang your hot little ass?”

      “I realized that a long time ago. You won’t.”

      “How do you know?” I shout through my teeth.

      “You would have done it by now,” she says, firming her chin. “You’re just trying to distract me. Scare me, so I’ll stop asking about uncomfortable subjects. Well, joke is on you, buddy. I’m from New Orleans. I don’t scare easy.”

      My heart threatens to capsize.

      This girl.

      She’s one in a million.

      One in a hundred million.

      My wounds are not safe from her. She’s coming for them. But I’ve been protecting them for a long time and I’m not ready to have them sutured. No. I want to stay angry. I want to remain betrayed. To let go of that pain would mean forgiving those who fucked me over and I refuse to do that. I refuse to move on and allow the memories of my imprisonment fade. At my lowest points, my anger is what kept me alive and if I let go of it, the lack of rage will surely kill me. Won’t it?

      I’m giving Cindy my most menacing glare, but she isn’t flinching in the face of it. God, no. She looks even more determined. And I’m shocked as hell when she leans in and kisses me, slowly, thoroughly, purring in the back of her throat. Just when I’m reaching the point of no return, ready to toss her down on the bed and hump, hump until I go blind, Cindy pulls back. “Come up one more floor with me. The one just below the deck.”

      I start to pant like a dog. “What do I get?”

      Her palms mold to the sides of my face. “What do you want?”

      My hands trace up the backs of her thighs to massage the supple cheeks of her ass, the harsh sound of my groan filling the bunk area. “Everything. Everything I can’t have.”

      Cindy regards me for several seconds in charged silence. “I don’t know a lot about m-men, but I know they’re always talking about…” Her face reddens. “C-couldn’t I use my mouth on you?”

      Before I know my own actions, I’m surging to my feet, coming up between her thighs and lifting her off the ground. Her cunt presses down tight to my hardness, her feet dangling a couple of feet from the floor. And she whines, her head falling back on her shoulders. I bounce her once, twice and that whine turns into a whimper. “What don’t you understand about my cock being too big to fit?” I take several steps and pin her against a wall, rolling my hips, capturing her gasp with a hard kiss. “You think that doesn’t include your mouth? Your throat?”

      “I…I…”

      “I bet you struggle to wrap that little mouth around a popsicle.”

      She labors to breathe. “What else can I give you?”

      “You will strip,” I respond, my voice unsteady at what I’m suggesting. “You will give me a striptease. And then you’ll let me talk you through an orgasm. You’ll lie down naked in front of me and finger fuck that wet-ass cunt for Daddy. I’m going to jerk off all over you while you do it.”

      Cindy’s head lolls to one side, as if the knowledge of what we’re about to do is too heavy. Maybe it is, because I don’t know what happens afterward. The more time I spend with Cindy, the more ways she lets me in physically, emotionally, the less likely I am to let her go. And yet when she slides down between me and the wall, strutting to the staircase and beckoning me with her eyes to follow, I support my heavy, aching cock in one hand and trail after her like a lovesick fool.
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      One floor down from the top deck is where the storage rooms are located, along with the kitchens and locker room facilities. My pulse is zinging in my veins as I walk toward a room marked “laundry” and push open the door, finding a large space with washers and dryers around the perimeter, a low table positioned in the center. It’s likely used for folding clothes…

      But apparently I’m going to be using it for an entirely different purpose.

      You will strip. You will give me a striptease. And then you’ll let me talk you through an orgasm. You’ll lie down naked in front of me and finger fuck that wet-ass cunt for Daddy. I’m going to jerk off all over you while you do it.

      If you told me this morning that a man would be saying these words to me, I would have responded by vowing to make it his last day on earth. Those words coming from any other mouth would sound vile, but from Butch…they simply don’t. Maybe it’s his utter desperation or the way he looks at me like I’m an angel being beamed down from heaven. But when he speaks to me that way or calls himself Daddy, my knees threaten to buckle from pure, never before experienced lust. Because he’s not saying those things to assert his alpha status. He’s telling me he needs me. He’s impressing upon me how much with his eyes, his touch, the earthquake in his voice.

      And I can’t deny him.

      I’m trying to coax him to the surface, though. Off the rig.

      I can’t forget that.

      This is a mission. My future hinges on this man leaving this place. There are worse ways for a man to be convinced of something, right? I’m not hurting him. I’m giving him my body—as much of it as possible, anyway.

      I just have to make sure I’m not falling for him in the process.

      Swallowing hard, I glance back over my shoulder and find Butch looming behind me, hands fisted at his sides, that thick protrusion jutting out from his lap and stretching the confines of his jeans. He’s right. I don’t think it could fit…well, anywhere, really. Lord, it looks like three Coke cans stacked on top of each other.

      But I can’t pretend I’m not excited to watch him touch it.

      I can’t pretend I didn’t have the best nap of my life in his arms, that steady heartbeat thunking against my forehead and lulling me to sleep. This is a good man. This is a man who houses a lot of pain, is rough around the edges, but wouldn’t hurt me for all the money in the world. Like I said, he would have done it by now.

      He would have pushed my legs open and wedged that thickness deep, deep inside of me and rutted me hard. Then he’d be my true Daddy.

      Why am I suddenly breathing like I’ve run twenty blocks?

      I’m not wearing panties or they would be sodden. As it is, there is wetness clinging to the tops of my inner thighs, the folds of my sex. My nipples are in aching peaks and when I close my eyes, all I can think about is Butch striping my body with milky, white liquid, the way I watched a man do in a pornographic internet video once, when I was curious and lonely. I thought it might help me climax, but it didn’t. It only made the ache worse and frustrated me further.

      Now I know what pleasure feels like.

      Butch showed me—and I want more.

      More than that, I want to give him some. Want to give him physical relief, as well as the emotional kind. Every time I ask about his time as a Marine, he shuts down, but there’s a tug in my gut, refusing to let me give up. He needs help.

      He needs me.

      That thought causes a lump to rise in my throat and I swallow past it, turning around once I reach the low laundry folding table. Butch is in front of me instantly, picking me up and setting me on the edge of the piece of furniture, pressing his face into my throat. Until I notice his huge shoulders heaving, sweat soaking through the back of his shirt, I don’t realize what a hard time he’s having, being this close to the top deck. The outside world.

      “Hey,” I whisper, cradling his head to my neck. “It’s okay.”

      His arms wrap around me like steel bands, crushing me to his much larger body. “Just give me a minute,” he says hoarsely. “I can…hear the waves. The water. It sounds close.”

      So it does. If I listen closely, I can hear swells lapping against the side of the rig. To someone who hasn’t been topside in years, those crashing waves must sound like explosions. “Butch,” I whisper, running my hands up and over his thick back muscles, my heart twisting over the scars encountered by my palms. “Just focus on where we are right now. It’s you and me. And we’re in no rush to move.”

      My fingertips travel over a particularly gruesome scar and Butch growls, low and dangerous, into my neck, freezing my movements.

      “I’m sorry,” I manage. “Does that one hurt more than the others?”

      “No.” He yanks me tighter to his body, so close I almost can’t breathe. “I was thinking you deserve a man with a smooth back. And then I was thinking how I’d carve him up like a fucking turkey, anyway. So it wouldn’t much matter.”

      “Gosh, the romance of it all.”

      He pulls back with a frown. “I’m telling you I’ll kill any man who touches you and you make a joke?”

      “I told you. I’m from New Orleans. We don’t scare easy.” I attempt a smile to lighten his mood, put him at ease. “Anyway, you didn’t really mean it.”

      “You don’t think so?” He leans in until our faces are a mere breath apart, eyes blazingly intense. “I had to kill a dozen men with my bare hands to escape the enemy camp where I was tortured. Tortured for two years. Daily. I have no qualms taking a knife to anyone who breathes on you.”

      My heart pounds up against my eardrums, my adrenaline spiking, but I don’t break our eye contact. Two years. Torture. He doesn’t want sympathy, though. I can see it in the challenging bristle of his posture, the clench of his jaw. He’s daring me to utter one word of solace. “To carve up a man for breathing on me, you would have to leave the oil rig first,” I murmur, issuing my own challenge. “What would happen afterward? Would you be my man, instead?”

      Those breathless words are out before I can button them up.

      What do they mean? Do I…want Butch to be my man?

      I think of him in my tiny apartment, fixing my leak without having to use the step stool. His broad shoulders requiring him to turn sideways so he can fit into my shower stall. I think of him in my bed, his arms wrapped around me every single night of the week and euphoria spreads from my scalp to my toes. If I can get him off this rig, maybe…maybe there is a chance for this vision to come true?

      Perhaps I’m crazy to be jumping so far ahead. I just met this man. But I’d be lying if I said my heart isn’t already attuned to him. If I said I didn’t feel a connection burning a path between us the moment I stepped into the engine room.

      Butch’s eyes widen at my question, pectorals rising and falling unsteadily. “A man who can’t even fuck you? What kind of life would that be?”

      “You don’t know for sure that it would hurt,” I whisper, reaching down to pop open the fly of his jeans and lower the zipper. “We won’t know unless we try.”

      “No. Fuck! What are you doing to me?” Butch growls, taking two big fistfuls of my hair and angling my head back, licking up the veins of my throat. But he pauses with a strangled sound when I reach into his jeans and fondle his massive sex, stroking the throbbing thickness of it, gasping when it swells into my palm.

      “I want my Daddy,” I choke out, nerve endings zinging and popping with the excitement of being so truthful. So raw and unashamed.

      “Enough! If I made you cry, it would rip out what’s left of my heart.” With a visible effort, he untangles our embrace and steps back, chest heaving. And there it is, that unwieldy shaft, bobbing through the opening of his jeans and then some. It’s hard and aroused, but the sheer weight of his sex causes it to sag low, dragging down the front of his jeans. The tip is shiny. Huge and red. His balls are drawn up like tight stones, visibly distressed by the pressure they carry. Butch swipes at the sweat beading his upper lip, then wraps a fist around his arousal, beginning to stroke it. “Do as we discussed, little girl. Nothing more. Nothing less.”

      He doesn’t understand.

      My sex is flexing, searching for him. I’m hot and empty. In need of him.

      But I can’t promise I won’t cry a little the first time he puts that thing inside of me and our bond is still finding its footing. Maybe we’ll get there eventually?

      Something relaxes inside of me at that possibility. And that’s when I realize that my reasons for coaxing this roughneck off the rig have changed. I still want to sell this heap of machinery left behind by my father, because it could make life so much easier, but…I think I want to coax Butch all the way back to New Orleans with me, too.

      God help me. For now, though, we have to focus on bringing him up to the deck. Bringing him up there and showing him the world isn’t going to end if he leaves the engine room.

      With that goal in mind, I trade places with Butch.

      I slide off the table and maneuver him so he’s leaning against it instead.

      Butch grips the edges of the table, a muscle popping in his cheek. He watches me without blinking, waiting, and being the object of his lust makes me bold. Makes me feel coveted and desired. Suddenly, the fact that I’ve never done anything remotely resembling a striptease before doesn’t matter. All that matters is giving this man pleasure, the way he did for me in the bunk bed. The way he will again if I ask for it.

      I start with my boots, bending forward slowly to unlace them, well aware that from Butch’s position, he can see down the front of my tank top. I’ve tugged it down low enough for my breasts to almost spill out, though my bra manages to keep them contained. Based on Butch’s reaction, I might as well already be naked. There’s a long, low grunt and a rustle of clothing—and when I finish removing my boots and straighten once again, he’s taken his shaft in his hand, rubbing it up and down, twisting that huge fist up and down his wide manhood.

      Butch is…hot.

      Intimidating, yes. Huge. A little scary.

      But somewhere over the course of the last few hours, his size and ferociousness have become the things that physically attract me. Now his jaw is bunched and he’s focused in on my thighs, his hand sliding up and down, up and down as we work together to give him satisfaction.

      Turning away from him, I strip off my tank top, letting it linger on the tip of my finger a moment before allowing it to flutter to the ground. Making hot eye contact with him over my shoulder, I unhook the front clasp of my bra and drop it, gratified when Butch lurches off the table.

      “Let me see them,” he rasps, wetting his lips. “Want to see the tits.”

      Humming in my throat, I turn, but at the last second, I cover them with my hands. Apparently I’m more of a burlesque performer than a stripper, because the tease is what’s turning me on. What’s making this exciting for me. A cog twists in my tummy when he lets out a frustrated groan, pounding his free hand on the table.

      “Show them to Daddy.”

      The demand in his tone makes me shiver, but I don’t drop my hands until I’m a foot away from Butch. Then I release my breasts and arch my back so he can inspect them. Oh, but he does so much more than that. Not only does he moan brokenly, but I watch in awe as his erection mottles and jerks, spurting a rope of semen onto the floor between my feet. And I love it. I love that he can’t maintain his control around me. That my body alone can cause his to react in involuntary ways.

      I want more more more.

      “My fuck would make them bounce,” he grits out, muscles flexing violently with every rough yank of his hand. “I’d suck them for fucking hours.”

      God, he wants to have sex so badly. It’s such a stark need in this virile man. In that moment, I make up my mind that we will reach that place. He’ll be inside of me—I’m going to make it happen. Maybe not right now, but soon. I’ll give myself to this man who lives with a wealth of pain and refuses to put me through any.

      Placing my hands on his perspiring shoulders, I slowly let my hard nipples make contact with his bare chest, rubbing them side to side through grease and sweat. Then I press my mouth to the space between his pectorals, dragging my open lips down, down, lowering myself until my breasts are even with the long, thick shaft in his hands. Biting my lip, I look up at Butch, who seems to be holding his breath, and I begin to rub my sensitive nipples on his arousal.

      I push my breasts together and create a tunnel for his sex, although his size doesn’t allow for too much friction. It’s enough just to have this intimacy. To have his thickness riding the center of my chest with more and more vigor, desperation. I push my breasts around him as tightly as I can, listening to him grunt as he works, works, works his hips in tight pumps, his shaft so large it prods me in the throat at the end of his thrusts.

      “I have to stop this,” he pushes through his teeth. “It’s making me need to fuck. You don’t know how close I am to ripping down your little skirt and finding a way into that pussy hole.”

      Lust crashes into me like a wave. Do it.

      To feel this man inside of me. To be the one who fits him. I can’t imagine anything more fulfilling than watching him get that final kind of pleasure that he’s been denied. And maybe it can’t happen right now, maybe he’s not ready to take a chance on hurting me, but I need to give him something. My nerve endings are giving off sharp zaps and I’m panting, in need. Without second-guessing myself, I stretch my mouth around the head of his shaft and suck. It’s not easy because he’s so large. My lips barely wrap around him. But I replace his grip and stroke him toward my mouth, my saliva allowing me to bring him deeper, deeper.

      “Oh my God,” he bellows, taking two fistfuls of my hair. “You’re sucking it. I’m in your pretty mouth, baby. Goddamn. Look at you giving me head. I can’t fucking believe it. Suck suck suck. Lick it. Anything.”

      I’m moaning now, my jaw aching with the effort to take as much of him into my mouth as possible. Wanting more. Dying for that salty taste. It’s my new favorite flavor. I want it everywhere. On my skin. Down my throat. It signals his pleasure and there’s something inside of me that has woken up and thrives on his gratification. I’m so lost in the act, his wild groans, the fingers shifting in my hair that I’m caught off-guard when Butch’s hips pump forward, as if he’s unable to help it, and he goes past my gag reflex into my throat.

      “Oh,” Butch breathes shakily. “FUCK.”

      I choke on him. Tears blur my vision and I pull away coughing—hard. My hand goes to my throat reflexively, rubbing at the new ache. I’ve been neglecting my need to breathe for so long that it takes me longer than usual to catch my breath. But when I get back on my knees to try again, I realize Butch is staring down at me, still aroused, but clearly devastated.

      “Cindy,” he rasps, scooping me up into his arms and rocking me. “I didn’t mean to do that. Are you okay?” His big chest starts to heave quickly, as if he’s on the verge of hyperventilating. “You were choking—”

      “I’m fine.” I lean up to kiss his mouth, running my fingertips down the side of his face. “Put me back on my knees.”

      He’s already shaking his head. “No.”

      “Please.”

      “No more,” he growls, eyes a little wild.

      I’m not given the chance to protest again because Butch is turning, settling my backside on the table and bracketing me in with his thickly muscled arms. “You will bring yourself off, like we discussed.” He’s still visibly upset, but not enough to keep his hands from climbing my thighs, pushing my skirt all the way to my hips. “No more cock for my little girl.”

      “You can’t keep it from me forever,” I sob—and I don’t even recognize the woman saying these words. It’s as though I’ve transformed. Become one half of a relationship I didn’t know I needed until I met Butch. But here I am, pouting like a child who isn’t getting her way. The behavior is nothing like me, but it’s right when I’m exhibiting it to this man. It’s our dynamic and it’s natural and without judgement—but not without conflict.

      Butch grips my chin and tilts up my face. “I said no,” he growls, right up against my mouth. “Touch my cock and get that ass spanked. Hear me?”

      Keeping our slippery lips pressed together, I run my fingertips down his corrugated abs, digging my nails into his hard packed muscle ever so slightly. “Is that supposed to sound like a punishment?” I whisper.

      He makes a sound of frustration and then my panties are being torn clean off my body. We remain with our mouths flush, panting, Butch’s giant body wedged between my thighs. His thickness rests sideways on my belly, harder than ever, and my hands are dying to wrap around and stroke, but he must read my intention, because he manacles my wrists. “I won’t hurt you, Cindy. I won’t.” He’s breathing so hard, he blows back the hair resting on my shoulders. “You’re only allowed to touch your pussy. You’re going to play with it for me and I’m going to jack off on it.”

      The fire inside me is stoked by his words.

      My panties are soaked, flesh swollen. The bud between my legs throbs with the need to be touched. I’ve been so focused on satisfying him that my need to orgasm has gone unnoticed until now. But oh…oh my lord, the thought of touching my private flesh in front of him breaks me out in hot shivers.

      Butch looks down at the juncture of my thighs, a vein throbbing in his temple. “Look at your wet little panties. You were enjoying that big dick in your mouth right up until you started choking, huh, baby?”

      “I liked the choking, too,” I blurt in a rush of honesty.

      He surges forward with a close-lipped roar, tearing the skirt off my hips, rendering my completely naked. Naked and whimpering in front of this giant. At his mercy, if he’ll only let me be. “When I let go of your hands, you put those fingers between your legs. On that shiny little virgin cunt. Daddy is going to watch you play until his balls are ready to empty all over those bare lips. You understand me?”

      “Yes,” I whisper, the authority in his tone resonating. Fortifying me.

      “Good girl.”

      He releases my hands, watching me warily. Eagerly.

      Maintaining eye contact, I lean back on my left palm, bringing my right one to my mound. Kneading the hill of my sex once, twice, before allowing my middle finger to part my wet flesh. A shudder passes through me and I spread my thighs open, wanting him to watch. Enjoying being on display for this man and this man only. The way he begins to wheeze, his erection bobbing up into a perpendicular tower, makes my actions all the more rewarding.

      “Tell me what to do, Daddy,” I murmur, opening my thighs another inch, my hips painfully restless, a storm already beginning to gather inside of me.

      His breaths are ragged. “Make a V with your fingers. Pull those lips apart a little and show me the pearl up top. The one I had my tongue all over earlier.”

      Sensation spirals so tightly in my nipples that I gasp, my toes curling where they dangle off the table. He’s so massive in front of me, bare chested, sweating, that thick manhood in his hands and being pumped, pumped, pumped in a tight fist. And watching him makes me throb, makes me burn, so I do as I’m told, easing apart my delicate flesh and letting him look his fill, that fist of his moving faster. Frantic.

      “Goddamn, that is some fresh little virgin meat. I’d sell my soul to fuck it. I would just pop that cherry, baby, I’d burst it like a bubble riding your cunt the first time.” His head falls back on his shoulders, the sound of his moan filling the laundry room. “Fuck. I can smell you. Smells like juicy honey.”

      My body is growing slick with sweat, mostly from the way he’s talking to me, but yes, yes, because I’m sliding the pad of my finger up and down and over my clit. I’ve done this before, but I never found release because I didn’t have Butch as stimulus. Now I do. Now there’s nothing to keep the castle gate from opening and an army of sensation from thundering out.

      I fondle myself faster, my fingers beginning to make wet sounds in the folds of my flesh. “Ohhhh,” I moan. “Butch.”

      His eyes blaze down at my femininity, jaw tight. “Little girl.”

      “I want to be joined with you,” I whimper, openly ogling his erection.

      “God, I want that, too,” he heaves, slamming another fist down on the table. “I need to be the only man who is ever inside you. How do I do that? How? Fuck!”

      “I’m so wet,” I whisper, leaning back and dropping my thighs open fully. “You can do it. Please!”

      A tortured sound leaves him and then he smacks his erection down onto my mound. He smacks it over and over again, muscles shifting like tectonic plates in his chest. And there is no denying his member has grown huge. Colossal. It’s swollen and heavy looking. Turgid and curved upward. A masterpiece. It would take a lot of friction and force to please him. I want that. I need it.

      And borne of that hunger comes an idea.

      “Butch,” I say, offering my kiss to make him come closer. He takes it hungrily, his hand rifling up and down between us, his heavy balls butting up against my inner thighs, again and again. “Put it beneath me. Let me sit on it.”

      His breath suspends, then releases in a long rumble. I’m lifted up off the table several inches and when I settle back down, his rigid inches are parting me…everywhere. It’s so long that it divides my bottom in half, as well as my sex and the effect is so utterly amazing, tears begin coursing down my cheeks.

      We both moan, staring right into one another’s eyes.

      And I hold on to Butch’s shoulders and scoot up and back on his shaft, the hard friction catching me everywhere at once. On my clit, all through my sensitive folds and it even feels good rubbing on my back entrance. It’s everywhere. Everywhere. My thighs shake after five seconds of riding it, nerve endings screeching with delight.

      “Oh Jesus, that’s so fucking good,” he rasps, watching my hips undulate, stroking his erection where it’s pinned between my body and the table. His hand rises and slaps down on my flexing butt cheek. Spanking me repeatedly until I’m so eager for the next smack that I start to beg. “Faster, little girl. Make Daddy’s life. Horny baby, rubbing that asshole all over my dick. Sweet Christ.”

      My legs are shaking so violently, teeth chattering with such force, that my pace is growing more disjointed, but no less frantic. Hungry. “Am I pleasing you?” I sob, leaning up to kiss his chin, his neck. “Am I going to make you come?”

      “Ah, baby, you’re the only reason I’ll come for the rest of my life.” He buries his face in my neck and starts to yank me up and back, fast, pressing me down tighter to increase the friction tenfold until I’m screaming, jerking my hips forward and back, whining and scratching him, prepared to die for one more grind of his sex in the valley of my sex and backside. “You’re mine, Cindy. You’re fucking mine. I’ll leave the darkness for you, baby. I’ll do anything.”

      I must be really lost for this man, because his vow is what shoots me into a climax. My nails dig into his shoulders and I shudder like a leaf in the wind, my thighs spasming in time with my womanhood. Those tiny muscles squeeze and squeeze, a floor of moisture leaving me and giving Butch an even wetter ride. And he takes it like an animal. Pressing me down onto his pumping cock, throwing his head back and roaring through his orgasm.

      “Gave me a full body job, didn’t you, perfect girl? Perfect.” His teeth raze my neck, his hips jumping with every wave of moisture that leaves him. “Rode me like a fucking bike. Making Daddy come so hard. Baby. Smooth-ass girl. Fucking hell.”

      By the time he slumps against me, I’m sitting in a puddle of his desire and there is nowhere else I want to be. Why would I want to be anywhere but here when this giant man is holding me like I’m his only sanctuary…and I’m holding him the exact same way? By some miracle, we’ve found each other in this secluded place in the middle of the ocean. And we’re never letting each other go—I can feel it.

      I’ll leave the darkness for you, baby. I’ll do anything.

      His words echo in my head, making me smile.

      But what if he said those words in the heat of the moment and will regret them later? My smile fades a little when I think of how hard it’s going to be for Butch to come off the rig. It was an effort just to bring him this far.

      What if it hurts him? What if leaving causes him to break?

      And it’s my doing?

      Butch carries my limp form into one of the offices near the laundry room, settling us down onto a couch where he tucks my head beneath his chin and falls asleep. I slumber for a while, but after some time, I’m woken by a noise upstairs.

      On deck?

      I’m reluctant to wake up Butch when he looks more peaceful than he’s been all night and I’m sensing he doesn’t sleep easy on a normal basis. So I slip out of his arms, returning to the laundry room briefly to dress. And then I head up to the deck to investigate the strange creaking noise that continues to echo around us.

      I never expect to be picked up and thrown halfway across the rig as soon as I open the door.
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      A scream wakes me up.

      It’s not unusual for me to hear sounds like this in my head.

      But they don’t usually come from a woman.

      “Cindy,” I rasp, jackknifing on the couch. She’s gone. Her warmth still remains on the insides of my arms, my chest, but she’s not here. Where the hell is she? “Cindy!”

      The cobwebs of sleep begin to disappear a little faster and when I hear the scream again, I realize it’s coming from her—and my blood turns to ice. Cold sweat pours down my back as I lunge to my feet, the walls of the office beating around me like a heart. What is making her scream? I’m already running into the common hallway, a million and one scenarios battering my mind.

      Did she get a limb caught in a piece of machinery?

      Did she fall down the stairs?

      Is there someone on this rig besides us?

      That last possibility makes me roar so loud that my teeth throb in protest.

      “Cindy!”

      This time, the sound she makes is less of a scream and more of a yelp of alarm. And I can no longer deny the fact that has been prodding my subconscious since the very first scream.

      She’s upstairs on deck.

      The screams are coming from outside.

      A place I haven’t ventured in five years.

      I don’t hesitate to run toward the staircase now, however. My Cindy is out there and something is wrong. I would run into an inferno if she needed me. I would go back and relive my time in the war to feel her mouth on mine. There might be a terrible pit forming in my stomach and my throat might be filled with cement, but my physical ailments will be nothing compared to how I’ll feel if she’s hurt. So help me God, I will tear down the sky.

      “Butch!”

      I’m halfway up the stairs when she calls my name, causing my heart to lurch painfully, but I don’t stop running. I don’t stop, even when my pulse seems to be pumping at two hundred beats a minute. I don’t stop when shudder after shudder starts to course through me. When I reach the top of the stairs, I kick open the metal door—and I’m greeted by a howling wind. Slanting rain.

      That’s when I see her.

      Lying on her stomach, holding on for dear life to a metal pole so the wind won’t carry her off into the pitching ocean. “Cindy!” I bellow at the top of my lungs, throwing myself out into the chaos. Wind rips at me, but I’m too large to be budged. Not my girl, though. She’s half my size. Any second now, a good gust of this powerful wind could send her hurtling down over the side of the rig. No, no, no. I’m not going to let that happen. Please God let me move faster. Fast enough.

      The deck is slippery from ocean spray and I use that to my advantage, getting a running start and sliding like a baseball player the remaining distance to Cindy, wrapping one arm around her waist and gripping the pole with my opposite hand.

      I’ve got her.

      I’ve got her.

      “You’re alive,” I wheeze, loud enough to be heard over the pound of rain and whips of wind. “You’re alive, baby. You’re not hurt? Tell me!”

      “No. I’m okay.” She starts to cry, wrapping herself around me, arms winding around my neck, leg thrown over my hip. “Just scared. The wind…it picked me up a-and then I was…I almost…”

      “Shhh.” I push her face into my neck. “It’s okay now.”

      “I figured out what it takes to scare someone from New Orleans.”

      Right here. This is when I fall uncontrollably in love with Cindy. When she’s able to make a joke in the middle of a terrible storm, after nearly having her life snatched away. My heart is already rioting in my chest from adrenaline, but now I worry if it races any faster, I’m going to pass out.

      No.

      No, I have to bring her to safety. A vision of her warm and safe incentivizes me to my feet. She clings to me tightly, her body shivering, and I charge forward, cutting a path through the violent wind and pelting rain.

      But now that I have her in my arms, now that I have assured myself she’s alive and unhurt, the fact that we are outside, we are exposed, hits me like a sack of bricks. On all sides of the rig, white caps race toward us. Like the enemy streaking through the darkness. Coming to capture us, but this time it will be so much worse, because Cindy will have to endure the suffering and torture.

      “NO!” I shout, holding her closer, stumbling up against the stairwell door, wedging her body between me and the shelter, so she doesn’t get sprayed with gunfire or shrapnel.

      A jagged beam of light flashes in the sky, leaving a hiss behind. My God, is that a missile? A drone strike? Where is it going to land? They’re everywhere. The enemy is everywhere out there in the darkness and I can’t see them.

      My knees lose power and I fall, still cradling Cindy, against the door.

      Turn and open it.

      Why can’t I turn and open it?

      It could be a trap.

      That’s how I was caught the first time. Shot multiple times in the back, waking up weeks later in the enemy camp, weak and abandoned by my unit. If something like that happened to Cindy. Cindy. What is she doing here in the middle of a firefight? I don’t understand. She’s too soft and sweet for this place—

      “Butch!” She grasps my face in her hands, urging me to look at her. But I can’t. I’m watching her back. Guarding her. Doesn’t she know there’s an imminent threat? “Butch, look at me. We’re on the oil rig. It’s a bad storm, but we’re okay. We’re okay. You just have to get us inside.”

      “No. They’re advancing. They have a lock on our location.”

      “No, they don’t. It’s just the Gulf out there.” She wraps her legs tighter around my waist and scoots up, planting a soft, lingering kiss on my mouth. “I promise everything is going to be okay. You’re off the coast of Louisiana. With me. There is no enemy and no war. Just some thunder and lightning.”

      On cue, a bolt of lightning bathes our surroundings in white light and I see…I see that she’s right. We are the only ones here. We’re on the rig and those movements in the darkness are waves, not people.

      She is safe. My Cindy is safe.

      Relief spreads from my fingertips, speeding inward where it unlocks the fear and denial clashing in my ribcage. The cold dissipates enough to move. And I do. I rip open the door and lunge inside, kicking the metal exit shut behind me. Adrenaline continues to course through me, spurred on by this wild protective instinct I have for Cindy. Mine. Mine to care for. Mine to guard. And the safest place I can think to bring her is my engine room. Because it’s been my refuge for five years. It’s the furthest place from the storm raging above. Nothing will happen to her there—I will see to it. Nothing bad happens there at all. It’s why I remain.

      We begin to travel down the stairs. “Butch…”

      “I’m going to make you safe.”

      She nods slowly into my neck. “We don’t have to go all the way back downstairs to be safe,” she whispers. “We just need to be inside.”

      “Engine room,” I say, my focus set. Immoveable. Maybe some distant part of me detects the disappointment in her tone, but I keep going, anyway, not allowing myself to acknowledge it. She’ll be safest where we’re going. She’ll see.

      It only takes us a few minutes to reach my small room behind the engines. And I all but deflate as soon as we’re there, within the familiar walls, the steady hum reassuring me that nothing can reach us. We’re insulated. Far away from the camp, the danger, the pain. This is safety.

      “Safe,” I mutter into Cindy’s hair. “I will warm you up now, baby. Everything is fine now.”

      I feel her swallow against my shoulder and then she’s leaning back, looking around my room, my home, and…are those tears in her eyes?

      Sharpness pierces my sternum, my heart rebelling painfully.

      “No, Cindy.” With a miserable sound, I roll our foreheads together. “Don’t cry. You’re safe now.”

      “I know,” she whispers, swiping quickly at the moisture on her cheeks. “I know I’m safe. It’s just, um…we made so much progress and I messed it up. I shouldn’t have gone outside. This is my fault. I didn’t understand…”

      I search her face. “Understand what?”

      “How…serious your fear is,” she whispers, stroking her fingers down the sides of my face. “It was selfish of me to expect you to leave so easily. I’m sorry.”

      All I can do is look into her green eyes, absorbing her beauty and light and care. She’s the angel of mercy I begged for in the darkness of the enemy camp so many times. Here she is, arriving all these years later. I’ll protect her with my life. Always. “There is nothing selfish about you, Cindy,” I say gruffly, nudging her lips with my own until they part on a gentle intake of breath. Then I lick my way into that delicious cave, stroking her tongue with mine. “My perfect, perfect girl.”

      “I’m far from that,” she says softly, looking up at me from beneath heavy lids. “But I can make up for being a selfish, shortsighted idiot. I can give us what we both need.” She trails her fingertips down from my hair, over my shoulders, razing my nipples with her nails, forcing a shocked moan out of me. “Will you lie down with me, Butch?”

      My blood rushes south, hoisting my cock in my jeans. Instantly, I’m so wickedly hard, my head spins, mouth going dry. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Cindy,” I pant, my hands already moving on her ass. Playing with her supple cheeks. Squeezing them in between light smacks. “You were in danger. You don’t know what that did to me. My judgment won’t be as rational.”

      “Good,” she whispers in my ear, her tongue grazing my lobe. “Lie down with me, please.”

      “No,” I choke out.

      Pouting, she drops her legs from around my waist. It physically ails me when she steps away, stealing her body warmth from mine. But then I’m just mesmerized, watching her peel off the sodden tank top, exposing her tits and the stiff, wet nipples at their centers. Then comes the skirt, hitting the floor around her ankles. I’m only vaguely aware of her stepping out of the circle of fabric, because I can’t look away from the drenched white panties clinging to her pussy. The obvious succulence of the flesh beneath has me doubling over and planting my hands on my knees, breathing through the urge to throw her down and shove my cock home, right through the barrier of her virginity.

      She’s asking for it, growls the animal inside of me.

      But no.

      No. She doesn’t realize what she’s asking for. I’m unnatural. I’m not meant for that kind of pleasure. I can only mete out pain with this long, throbbing thing between my legs.

      Slowly backing toward my cot, Cindy crooks her finger at me.

      And I go. Powerless to tell her no.

      “I’ll just hold you,” I say hoarsely. “I’ll warm you up.”

      She nods and I go closer, closer, allowing her to push me down onto the cot, because what else can I do when her hands are on me? I’m trapped in arousal, wonder that this girl chooses to touch me. That she’s here at all. Marveling over that fact, I unwisely let myself to be pushed down onto my back.

      And then she climbs on top of me.

      Naked.

      Her warm little pussy perched on my cock.

      “Cindy,” I say raggedly, already beginning to sweat again, the cold of the storm long forgotten with her thighs straddling my hips. “I almost lost you out there. Please. I’m extra hungry. Extra desperate to touch and reassure myself that you’re okay. Don’t rub your pussy on me, baby. Don’t be cruel.”

      Looking me right in the eye, she starts to rock her hips.

      My guttural groan echoes in the small room, my hands flying up to grip her hips, attempting to hold them still, but I end up scrubbing her cunt up and back, up and back, up and back on my erection, watching her mouth part on a sexy moan, feeling the hot flex of her thighs around me. Oh Jesus. Jesus. Help me.

      Cindy falls forward, rubbing her pretty titties on my chest, her lips kissing my jawline and chin , nipping at me with her teeth. And all the while, we work her virgin pussy up and down on my stiffness, her juice soaking clear through the fly of my jeans. “It tasted so good when I sucked it,” she whispers against my mouth. “I didn’t mind choking a little when it made you feel nice.”

      “Nice?” The word bursts out of me, my chest heaving, heaving. “Baby, touching your throat is the closest I’ll ever come to heaven.”

      “It doesn’t have to be, though,” she murmurs, reaching between us and sliding her hand down the front of my jeans, curling her fist around my dick and stroking me roughly, keeping the riding movements of her hips—and Christ, it looks like we’re fucking. She’s squeezing me in her hand, stroking upward every time her lower body undulates and it’s as though she’s fucking me. “You saved my life out there, Butch,” she breathes in my ear. “It would be such an honor to…” Her body is quaked by a gasping shudder. “To have you come inside of me.”

      “Cindy,” I hiss through my teeth. “No.”

      She blinks down at me, all slow lidded. “Are you afraid to get me pregnant?”

      “I’d kill to get you pregnant.” I lever myself up, snarling against her perfect fucking mouth. “I could also kill you in the process. Don’t you dare.”

      Her quick breaths pelt my lips. “Don’t dare what?”

      “You want to give me a hand job, I’ll take it and be grateful as fuck. But if you unzip my jeans, you’re going to be in big trouble, little girl.”

      “Big Trouble.” She beats me off. Hard. “That’s a good name for it.”

      “Cindy. Cindy.”

      “Daddy, am I in big trouble?” she croons in a young voice that makes my pulse pinwheel, thick heat bombarding me from all sides. I hear my zipper come down and I clench my teeth. Stop her. Why can’t I move? My hands are in fists, pinned to my side by some unseeable force. What is she going to do next?

      What if she can fit it?

      She has me in her pumping fist and now…oh, now the head of my cock is nudging the dripping hole between her thighs. It’s so little and tight. It’s not going to work and she’s going to hate me afterward for the pain. The soreness.

      The way I will undoubtedly lose control.

      “No,” I groan, my balls tightening up viciously. “No, Cindy.”

      “Shhh,” she says, kissing me. “You want this.”

      She tucks the tip of my cock into that intensely narrow channel, her tiny female muscles flexing and stretching around me. Pulsating.

      She circles her hips, moaning softly.

      “Oh fuck.” I’m shaking. Sweating. My instinct is to seat her in one hard upthrust, but I bury my fingertips in her hips, instead, and pant, pant, pant my way through the excruciating pleasure/pain of having one glorious inch of myself inside this girl’s hot little pussy. “No more. No more.”

      I open my eyes to find her biting her lip impishly—and then she wiggles her hips, slipping down, down further on my shaft and I shout her name, slapping her ass hard, reflexively, my lungs laboring to breathe. “Jesus,” I slur, my vision doubling. “Too tight. S’too tight, baby. Stop.”

      I look down between our bodies, finding the pale lips of her cunt stretching around the purple trunk of hunger sprouting up from my lap. She might as well be fucking a monster. And there’s an ominous ripple in my balls, in my belly, telling me we’re getting very close to my edge. An edge I’ve never leapt over before. I have no idea what it looks like, only know it will end in her pain.

      “Ohhh,” she moans, arching her back, her palms flattening on my chest. “I love the way it feels. It beats like a heart. It touches me everywhere.”

      This is the greatest pleasure I ever thought to experience. I could die now and be happy with my time on earth, knowing it ended with a few inches lodged inside of Cindy. I’m doing everything I can to deny the instinct inside me. It begs me to sink in fully, all the way to my balls, and come so deep that her body will have no choice but to become pregnant. I’m holding the urge at bay with everything inside of me, because the idea of her being in pain makes me rageful.

      “You’re perfect right there,” I grunt, leaning up to lick her pointed nipples, dragging the flat of my tongue side to side on them. “Not another inch, Cindy.”

      But then I gently close my teeth around one of her nipples and she moans, slipping down further, involuntarily. A barrier gives way, making her suck in an unsteady breath. And our eyes lock. Hers are dazed and mine must be predatory, because that’s how I feel. That’s what I am now. I’ve just officially claimed her. I’m no longer capable of slowing this down. No, it’s too tight. Too good.

      She’s too mine.

      “Are you hurt?” I growl through gritted teeth.

      “No.” She shakes her head, shifting on top of me. Tempting me. “Maybe a little, but I like the p-pressure. And th-there’s a spot where you’re touching…one of your veins is pounding against it and…please, Butch. I want more. I want it all.”

      My head spins. I would think I’m dreaming if I couldn’t feel her clenching and pulsing on me, impaled and gorgeous and hot. So fucking hot.

      She’s asking for it.

      “All right, little girl, you want this elephant cock?” In one swift movement, I flip her over, looming above her flushed face and bouncing tits. Utter perfection. Mine. Mine. Mine. “You better open your pretty little legs as wide as they’ll go. I’ll deep dick you until you scream.”

      “Yes!”

      Am I hearing her right? She wants it? I’m halfway in and she’s not crying or trying to shove me off yet? Experimentally, I nudge another inch deeper. And another. And her back comes off the bed, her nails digging into my shoulders, scratching tracks of blood onto me. Signs of pain…right? But her pussy, it’s wetter than ever. “Do you…like it?” I rasp, reaching beneath her to grip her ass cheek, holding her steady for another slow insertion. Another incredible inch.

      Oh my God, is this really happening?

      “I love it. I love it,” she chants, her head thrashing on the cot. “More.”

      It’s like a switch has flipped inside of me. Now if I don’t get my entire cock inside of her, I will die. Die. I’m past the point of no return. “Pet your clit,” I order through my teeth. “Help Daddy get in up to his balls.”

      She nods dutifully. If I didn’t know any better, I would say she just soaked herself a little more at hearing me say the word Daddy. My lord. I could have been on dry land looking for her all this time. I could have found her sooner. I’ll never forgive myself for waiting so long. My Cindy. Mine. “You’re my miracle. My angel. My fuck toy, baby.” I wedge my face into the crook of her sweet-smelling neck, kissing and licking her there while she plays with the little button between her legs. Already she’s growing more slippery, her tight cunt contracting and releasing around me, her heels digging into my ass, urging me to move.

      And I can’t hold off any longer.

      I can’t.

      Looking her in the eye, I flex my hips and give her the remaining inches, swallowing her shaky whimper with my mouth, holding her down when she bucks and flails, whispering words of comfort against her temple until she calms. Until the tension leaves her limbs and she turns pliant beneath me once more. “I’m sorry, baby, I’m sorry, I don’t want you to hurt,” I say hoarsely, in between kisses of her panting mouth. Or maybe I’m the one panting. How could I not be? She’s squeezing me so tight it’s bringing tears to my eyes, tension to the base of my spine. Soft. So soft and warm and perfect. She’s already got me shuddering with the need to blow, my testicles wrenched up and throbbing. “But I won’t be able to stop now.”

      My thrusts begin.

      And she throws her head back and screams.

      I bellow in denial. I’m putting this angel through pain. I’m squandering my gift. But I can’t stop fucking. I’m rutting in a frenzy, sweating profusely onto her sweet body, my unwieldy hands probably leaving bruise marks on her skin.

      “Damn me, damn me,” I grunt, while pumping all the harder. Faster.

      “More,” she sobs, ripping her fingernails down my back and burying them in the flesh of my ass. “More, more, more.”

      Relief and wonder and lust detonate inside of me. She’s…enjoying it. Am I hearing her right? Am I inventing this reaction of hers in my mind because I want her pleasure so badly? No. No, I think this is real. Her hips roll beneath mine eagerly, her hands pull me close, urging me on, instead of trying to dislodge me. “Please,” I grit out. “I would die to make you come like this. I would die to feel your orgasm spill out around my dick. Tell me what’s making you hot, little girl, and I’ll do more of it. Going to satisfy this pussy. Going to please it.”

      Dazed eyes wander up to mine, those hips of hers still rolling, enticing, her slick, smooth body writhing beneath my huge, coarse, hairy one. “I don’t know…I…”

      Why is she hesitant to tell me what she likes?

      Is that a blush spreading on her cheeks?

      “Tell me immediately,” I growl, driving into her for emphasis.

      Her moan is better than a chorus of angels. “I don’t know. I l-liked it when you told me you wouldn’t be able to stop. Like you couldn’t control yourself a-and there was nothing I could do about it.” Her voice drops to a whisper. “I liked being helpless.”

      Jesus Christ.

      A hot ripple goes through my cock, nearly causing me to blow.

      No.

      Hold it in.

      This is important, this…insight into my girl. She likes when I give in to the demands of my body when I’ve been trying to prevent such a thing all along.

      No longer.

      I’ll give her what she needs. Always. My body provides for hers.

      I close a hand around her throat and watch her eyes grow more unfocused, her inner walls bearing down on me, squeezing, pulsing. “Daddy is going to take what he needs now. And you’re going to open your legs and like it.” I tighten my grip and listen to her whimper excitedly, her hips shifting, an abundance of wetness making it easier for me to begin pounding. No holding back. I’m a beast now, rearing back and slamming deep into Cindy’s channel, a place made solely for me. “Anyone else comes near this hole between your legs, little girl, I will murder them with my bare hands, is that understood?”

      “Yes,” she wails, nodding. “I won’t. I don’t want anyone but my…”

      “Say it,” I demand, digging my thumb ever so slightly into the racing pulse on her throat. “Anyone but…”

      “My Daddy.”

      Gratification sweeps me and I let go of her throat, rewarding her with my thumb in her mouth. She sucks it eagerly, our body making sloppy sounds now. Wet slaps as I fuck away, jostling her legs around me. The cot creaks beneath us, the metal legs hopping on the floor when I thrust extra hard—the way she likes it. Yeah, I can see that now. The way her eyes go blind, thighs trembling on those extra-rough pumps. I’m caught between reeling over the miracle of Cindy and letting the teeth of my lust rip me apart. And soon I don’t have a choice. The come boiling in my balls has to come out. I need to fill her up with it. Now.

      “Butch,” she whines around my thumb, sucking it once, twice, looking suddenly restless. Flushed. “I’m g-going to…”

      “Yes,” I say through stiff lips. I’m stiff everywhere. God oh God. It hurts. Need to let it out. Not before she finds her peak, though. Not happening. I slide my thumb out of her mouth, lodging my digits down between our bodies and I tickle her clit with my middle finger, moaning when she moans, experiencing that delicate little quickening against my fingertips. “Give me your come, little Cindy.” Remembering what she confided in me earlier, I’m imbued with purpose. “Give me your come or I’ll put you over my knee and spank it out of you.”

      She twists underneath me, gasping, warmth coursing down the trunk of my tunneling cock. Her pleasure pulses all around me and I’m powerless to do anything but stroke into it hard, hammering into the fuckmeat of her pussy, sending the moisture all over, in several directions while she screams and struggles to breathe.

      “Time to breed now,” I pant against her ear, instinct taking control of my body, my actions, my words. I’m an animal operating on pure adrenaline and it wants ownership. Wants to own her, claim her forever. Forever. “You’re going to have a big, round belly and I’m going to worship it. Worship you, my perfect girl. My fucking queen. Open up and let me get the deepest I’ve been. Come on. You want this. You want to have my child. Let Daddy breed you, Cindy. It’s coming now. Lie still and welcome it home. Here comes my seed.”

      The last part ends on a roar.

      Scalding hot moisture rips up the stalk of my cock and drains into her, a monster deluge, before the rest releases in violent spurts. I twist and buck on top of her, hips chugging and grinding, wringing the incredible pleasure out of every second. Every second with her. She holds me as I suffer through the unimaginable strain and rushes of bliss, my ball sac spasming, cock jerking inside of her snugness. By the time I make it through peril to paradise, my poor girl is flattened between me and the cot, gasping for breath, body covered in chafe marks and my sweat.

      “Cindy,” is all I can manage, I’m so drained of strength. Of worry or tension or the fear that I’ve been living with for so long. There’s only her. I can do anything, go anywhere with her. That’s a fact. I’m not going to live in the past anymore. My future is right here beneath me and I will leave the turmoil of war behind to go claim it.

      Claim her.

      Turning us onto our sides, I sigh contentedly when she curls up against me, her feet between my legs, face buried in my chest hair. Drowsiness creeps in and surrounds me so thoroughly, I know I’m not just tired from fucking. I’m tired from five years of reliving a nightmare. No more. No longer. I’m going to leave the darkness and live the rest of my life in her light.

      Cindy.

      As soon as we wake up and I can form words, I’m going to tell her I love her. That I want to leave the rig and go with her to New Orleans. I will find a job. We will live together and she will have her landscaping tools and flowers. She will be content and want for nothing ever again, so help me God.

      But when I wake up, she is not here.

      She’s gone from my bed.

      That’s when I hear the helicopter blades overhead—and I know.

      Somehow I know she’s leaving me.

      And I slip into a state of total madness.
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        Two hours earlier

      

      

      

      From across the small room behind the engines, I watch Butch sleep.

      I wrap my arms around my middle and hold tight, worried I’ll fly apart into hundreds of little pieces, there are so many emotions teeming inside of me. Love, denial, sadness. When I woke up a little while ago wrapped in the warmest, safest place on the planet for me, I knew something with absolute certainty.

      I cannot ask this man to leave the rig.

      No way. No how.

      My mind keeps flashing back to those moments up on deck when he thought enemies were coming to kill us. He mistook thunder and lightning for gunfire. And the way he shielded me…I can’t get it out of my head.

      And now it’s time for me to shield him.

      I own this rig.

      If I never sell it, he’ll never have to leave, right?

      Or at the very least, he’ll be able to remain here in the only place where he feels safe for a long time. In addition to the oil rig, my father’s savings—albeit a small amount, thanks to some dry seasons—are now mine. I can use that to stock the rig with food for Butch down the road. As an American citizen, don’t I owe that consideration to this soldier? This hero? How incredibly selfish would I be to evict him from his safe zone so I can make a heap of money? No, I won’t do it. I can’t.

      I love him.

      I’ve fallen in love with this scarred man who keeps his demons at bay in the darkness of the engine room. And I refuse to hurt him for my own gain.

      But I can’t stay here, either.

      I can’t live three floors below sea level and be scared to come out into the sunshine, worrying Butch’s PTSD will cause another state of confusion or pain. I can’t leave my life behind and never plant flowers again. There is no color here at all, save blue and gray. It would starve my soul, even if Butch fed my heart.

      With tears in my eyes, I dress and climb the stairs, all the way to the top. I go into my father’s office that overlooks the deck. I stand in the exact spot where I spoke to the lawyer yesterday, but I’m not the same girl. Not even close. My heart is shattering, for one. And I’m no longer making decisions solely based on how they will affect me. I’m making a choice that is heavily influenced by love and I can’t seem to make it any other way.

      Though my arm weighs a thousand pounds, I pick up the phone on my father’s old desk, dialing the number on the business card left behind by the lawyer. He answers on the third ring, sounding tired. Rightly so. The sun has barely risen in the sky. I don’t even know what time it is. Only that I have to leave, return to New Orleans right now, before Butch wakes up and convinces me to stay. He could do it so easily. He could tempt me back into bed with promises of pleasure—the kind I never even knew existed—and I would go eagerly.

      I could lose myself here.

      I could lose myself to lust and obsession and wake up years from now, realizing time has marched on without me. As someone who values the life they’ve carved out in the world, as much of a struggle as it can be sometimes, I can’t do that. I can’t give myself up.

      And I can’t ask Butch to come with me. I can’t see him in pain and panic the way I did last night. Even the memory is like a knife sinking between my ribs.

      “Hello?” the lawyer repeats himself in my ear, more impatient now.

      “Yes, hello. This is Cindy Carter.” I swallow the knot in my throat. “Can you please arrange for a helicopter to come pick me up now?”

      When I hang up a few moments later, I start to shake.

      Even more proof that I have to leave now. One more night with Butch and I will never be able to walk away. He already has a hold on my bones, my heart, my desire. He’s made his mark everywhere. With a trembling hand, I write out a note for him and leave it on the desk beside the lawyer’s business card. Maybe he’ll never see it. Maybe after the setback he suffered because of me last night, he’ll never want to venture up this high on the rig every again. But it seems I can’t just take off without leaving some part of my heart behind.

      I go out on deck with tears streaming down my cheeks and I sit cross-legged, looking out at the ocean. Last night’s storm is long gone, but the water is still moody Salt air throws my hair around, though it hardly matters. It was in disarray from being underneath Butch last night. At his mercy.

      My breath catches when the flesh between my legs constricts hungrily.

      More.

      I want more. I want back in his bed.

      The pulse points in my body are drumming, my tummy muscles trembling.

      I’m never going to find anyone like him again—and I don’t want to.

      I’ll feast on the memory of our one time together for the rest of my life. There will be no other men for me. Not ever.

      When I see the chopper approaching in the distance, I look at the steel door leading below stairs and whisper, “I love you.”

      I hold my skirt down to keep it from flying up in the whirlwind created by the helicopter propellers. And when it finally sets down in the designated spot, I jog toward it and climb aboard, my heart ricocheting wildly in my throat. I’m doing the right thing. I have to leave now or I’ll never go. Worse, I’ll force Butch to do something to make his trauma worse. I won’t do that. I can’t.

      This is the only way.

      The pilot looks at me in askance and I give a thumbs up.

      We lift into the air and the rig becomes smaller and smaller beneath us.

      But not so small that I don’t see Butch run out onto the deck, shirtless, his face a mask of denial. Agony. Insanity.

      All I can do is double over, bury my head between my knees and cry.

      Please understand, Butch.

      I can’t stay and I love you too much to make you leave.

      I don’t stop crying for a long time. Not when the rig becomes a tiny speck in the distance behind me. Not when I get back to New Orleans. And not when I crawl into my bed sobbing his name, my body on fire for something it can never have again.
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        * * *

      

      Life doesn’t feel real.

      I came back from the rig one day ago. There were job requests waiting in my email and I took the first one, determined to throw myself into hard labor in the sunshine to distract myself. Maybe if I exhaust my body, I’ll stop throbbing everywhere. I can’t breathe right. My skin is so sensitive that I had to cross my legs and squeeze this morning after accidentally brushing up against the doorframe.

      But I can’t make myself orgasm.

      In the shower, I pictured Butch on top of me, I tried to imagine his weight pressing me down, that enormous part of him grinding in and out of my body while he snarls and grunts. Can’t move. Can’t escape. His hand around my throat. I got to the point where I was panting and clenching, but no relief came. I can’t get any relief from this pain without him.

      My pulse thuds loudly in my ears, my breasts ache inside my tank top.

      The sun might as well be two feet away for the dew it’s leaving on my skin.

      I’m on my hands and knees outside of a townhouse with a small patch of garden. They want gladiolus. Or was it lilies? I don’t know. I can’t even remember what I purchased at the nursery this morning. The whole trip is a blur. When my fingers bury in the dirt, it feels like a sensual act and I trap a moan, wishing for Butch’s fingers in my hair, pulling. Yanking.

      No way to sugar coat it. I need to be orgasmed. Now.

      By my roughneck.

      And I don’t even know how I’m going to make it through one day, let alone a lifetime. There are tears pooling in my eyes from missing his arms around me, my nipples are in pulsing little peaks, begging for suction from his mouth. I’m in agony. How did I form an addiction to him so fast? What is happening to me? I’ve soaked through the seam of my jean shorts and my core is almost ticklish, like I’ve gone over a bump in the road at high speed and caught air, but I never come down, I just hang there, my privates growing weightier, needier. Stop. Please stop.

      But the lust won’t dissipate.

      I glance behind me at the quiet street in front of the house, then pick up the hand shovel, pressing the length of the handle to my cleft, rubbing myself there through the denim. I moan and fall forward onto an elbow in the dirt, working, working the handle on top of my clit, imagining it’s Butch’s shaft. I shouldn’t be doing this to myself. I’m only going to make the misery worse, going to bring myself to the precipice and I won’t be able to come down the other side.

      God. Oh God.

      I sob in frustration, dropping the shovel, fingers burying into the dirt and ripping out handfuls. The earth sifts down through my fingers when I hear a familiar bellow. My lungs seize, my entire body going still. Is this my imagination playing tricks on me? Or is that Butch calling my name? Here in New Orleans?

      I’m still on my knees in the dirt when he comes into view.

      At the end of the block.

      This is a quiet street, but the few people on the sidewalks jump to get out of his way. And it’s no wonder. He is moving hell for leather. Covered in sweat, teeth bared like a wild animal, no shirt or shoes. He walks in front of a car without looking and a scream lodges in my throat, but the vehicle skids to a stop at the last second and I slump sideways, freezing again. Unable to believe what I’m seeing.

      He’s off the rig.

      He left the rig?

      For me?

      Butch has reached the sidewalk in front of the house where I’m working. He sees me and pounds his chest, once, twice, the feral gleam in his eyes taking on even more dimension. Every step he takes in my direction, my womanhood throbs all the more violently. Until I’m crawling toward him on my hands and knees through the dirt, my sides heaving, moisture coating my cheeks.

      “Please, please, please,” I whimper, begging him to understand what I’m asking for when I can’t articulate it fully. Or at all. I just need his skin on mine, need to feel the pound of his heart. Feel his breath on my neck. My face. Need to be dominated and pinned and taken. Need to be with him any way I can. “I missed you,” I cry out. “I missed you. Please.”

      A hint of the madness in his eyes fades, his step slowing, chest heaving. “You left me.”

      I throw myself down onto his feet, wrapping my arms around his ankles. Scooting my body in as close as it will go. “I tried to do the right thing.”

      “Being away from each other is not the right thing, Cindy,” he rasps brokenly. “It’s so goddamn wrong. I thought I died inside in that prisoner camp. But I was wrong. I died when you flew away. I’m dead right now.”

      “No, No, you’re not. Don’t say that,” I whisper. “How did you find me?”

      “I found the lawyer’s business card in the upstairs office. A few threats and he arranged a helo for me. He gave me your address and I went there, found your appointment book. Knew I’d find you here. But with nothing to go on, Cindy, I would have tracked you down. I’d have found you no matter what and I always will. Understand that.” When I look up the length of his body, his teeth go back to being clenched and I’m wrenched off the ground by my armpits, thrown over his broad shoulder. “Christ. You’re horny out of your mind,” he growls. “Where can we fuck?”

      Thank God. My nerve endings start to snap, my body sensing it’s on the verge of being rescued from purgatory. “I don’t know. I don’t even know where I am.” I rub my mouth on his bare back, my hands running over his muscle, desperate for the rough texture of him. “I can’t think of anything but you. I can’t. I can’t.”

      He walks us into a deep doorway that brings us partially out of view of the street. Then he drags me off his shoulder and without my feet touching the ground once, he pins me against the wall, yanking my legs up around his hips and roaring into my neck. “You can’t think of anything but me, little girl? Good. Good.” He takes the sides of my jean shorts in his hands and tears them clean off my body. My panties go next, dropping to the ground in tatters. “Because there isn’t a corner of this earth I won’t chase you down if you run from me again. You understand me? If you hold a fraction of this obsession I have for you, then imagine it multiplying endlessly. That might give you an idea of where I’m at, baby. Don’t you ever—ever—run from me again.” He drops his face into my neck and bellows hoarsely. “Please.”

      My instinct is to scream that I won’t leave, not ever again. I did leave the rig for a reason, though, didn’t I? “But…you’re okay? Out in the world? I didn’t want to take your home away from you. I couldn’t steal the place you feel safe. I love you.”

      “You’re the place I feel safe,” he breathes into my ear. “I need to be the place you feel safe, too, Cindy. Let me stay. Let me love you. Because Jesus, I love you so fucking much. Your note…” He digs it out of his pocket and slaps it against the wall. “‘Keep the rig. Keep my heart. Love, Cindy.’ Were you trying to destroy me?”

      “No. No.”

      Pressing his forehead to mine, he reaches down between us and unzips his pants, bringing his erection to my folds and dragging it up and back through the dampness, drawing a choked moan from my mouth. “You were sacrificing what you want for me. What you need. For me. Did you think I’d let you do that?” He grinds his bared teeth against my cheek. “You could be pregnant with our child. No. You are. We both know this big dick didn’t do it any other way. You were open for me, that tight pussy begging for my sperm. And then you run? NO.” In one long thrust, he’s seated inside of me and the orgasm I’ve been courting screams through my muscles and tissue and bloodstream, turning me into a shaking mess who is only capable of gibberish. “Did you think I would rather live in the darkness alone than in the light with a fucking angel?” He looks me in the eye, driving in and out of me in a slow grind. “I have monsters in my head, Cindy. I’ve got problems. But my number one problem is losing you ever again. Everything else is a distant second place.”

      It’s a challenge and a half to focus and hold this important conversation when he’s touching that spot inside of me, the trunk of his shaft rubbing my swollen, sensitive clit over and over and over. But he was so brave coming here, leaving his rig after five long years. So I struggle through the lust bank and find the words that will reassure him. “If you want to live in the light, I’ll help you fight off the demons,” I whisper, meaning it with my whole heart. “We won’t just keep them in the dark, we’ll slay them together.”

      Relief has him falling into me, his hips humping eagerly. “Together. Yes. We are together, Cindy.” His kiss is wild, consuming, and it turns me inside out. Makes my blood race and my chest knit tight. “We are together forever now. Say it.”

      “Together forever.”

      He thrusts into me crudely, his hand coming up to grasp my throat. “Mine.”

      “All yours.” My heart accepts those words, rejoicing. “All yours.”

      Butch is making rough, animalistic love to me in public in broad daylight and we are not being quiet about it. Our moans and whispered pleas echo off the inside of the alcove, skin smacking off skin wetly. He’s here. He came for me. And I never have to let him go. That realization makes me so emotional that I cling to him all the harder, coaxing his mouth down for long, hungry kisses.

      “Come inside me hard, Daddy,” I whine, licking the seam of his lips. “Breed me again. Just to be sure.”

      One ragged groan and a deep thrust later and Butch stills, then begins to shake, his liquid heat entering me in great waves, his lower body lurching with each one, our hearts slamming together. “I love you,” he pants, pumping upward one final time with enough force to make me cry out. “I love you, Cindy. My Cindy.”

      Drowsily, I kiss his sweaty chin and his arms tighten around me, a physical vow to never let me go. “I love you, Butch. My Butch.”
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        Five Years Later

      

      

      

      I sit on the couch in the office of my therapist, Tobias, an arm draped over the back of the couch. A clock ticks steadily on his desk. Our session is almost over and today I’m particularly anxious to get home. Cindy’s mother is coming to babysit for the night and I’m bringing my wife out on a date night. Between our booming landscaping business and our two children, Ali and Jack, my wife has been working very hard lately and I’m anxious to reward her. I’ve booked a table in the private room of her favorite restaurant and I plan on sitting her on my knee and feeding her every single bite, so she doesn’t have to lift a finger.

      “Have there been nightmares lately?” asks Tobias.

      “Not recently,” I respond, shifting on the couch. “She keeps them at bay.”

      As I say this, I can feel her in my arms. The steadiness of her breath against my throat as she sleeps. Her delicate, naked body pressed to mine, her pussy wet with my seed, flushed from being ridden. She trusts me so thoroughly, even after the violent dreams. Even after I’ve woken up on top of her hundreds of times, shouting, believing we’re in a desert across the ocean, she still tucks herself into me every single night, her trust in me absolute. No fears, no doubts.

      That is why the dreams have stopped. Not only do I have a fantasy life now. Incredible children, a home, a job where I work with my hands and get to spend time with my wife. But I have her confidence. The dreams, the memories and the pain…they never stood a chance against what we have. Love has healed me.

      “Ah yes, Cindy,” Tobias chuckles, scratching at his gray eyebrow. “Sometimes I think most of our sessions are spent talking about her.”

      “She is my world.”

      “So you’ve mentioned.” He smiles, goes back to consulting his notebook. “Are you still having the…compulsions?”

      A jagged object rises in my throat, my fingers flexing where they hang off the back of the couch. “Yes.”

      Tobias steeples his fingers in front of his mouth. “Talk about that.”

      Suddenly, I can feel every pulse point on my body. “Yes. It has gotten more serious. I am growing more and more…obsessed with my wife. I can’t seem to stop. She is twenty-four now and…the way she has matured. It haunts me. Her body and spirit. Every single thing about her gets better, better with each passing year. I don’t like letting her out of my sight. I don’t like her going shopping or to the park alone because men stare at her. They stare at my wife. She’s the fortune men search for their entire lives and they want her. They want what’s mine.”

      “So you follow her. You…deter these men. And she has no idea.”

      “They are lucky I have refrained from murdering them,” I growl through my teeth. My throat is too dry to swallow. “It could get to that point. You have to understand, every year—every year she gets better and better and she was already a fucking angel to begin with.” I drag my hands down my face. “I think about her every waking moment of my life.”

      “What do you think about?”

      “Fucking her. Giving her head. Marrying her again. I think of us in front of the church altar and replay her saying the vows, over and over and over.” I’m breathing hard now, my chest shuddering up and down. “What if she leaves me?”

      “Do you have any reason to believe she would leave you?”

      “No. But she is an angel and I am a brute. People stare at me for a very different reason than they stare at her.”

      When I arrived in New Orleans, I took Cindy home to her tiny little apartment and we didn’t get out of bed for three weeks. Only to bathe or eat. I kept her flat on her back and on her knees, her screams echoing off the walls, until I noticed her skin was starting to lose its glow from the sun. I was horrified at myself—and I never quite recovered from that horror.

      This was why she’d left the rig. By keeping her from the sunlight, I was fulfilling the prophecy. I was harming the only person I’ll ever love.

      Immediately, I brought her outside. To gardens. Rooftops. Beaches. To places where I felt uncomfortable. But having her hand in mine made it all right. And eventually I got used to being on the street, in a restaurant, in the store. I got used to being among the living again. She resuscitated me. She gave me a new life.

      Cindy sold the rig and we used that money to bolster her landscaping business. To buy tools and equipment and advertising. We added a new component to her services. I build now. I build trellises and pergolas and benches and gazebos. We own a warehouse where we grow our own flowers and plants and I keep my building materials there, too. Our fleet of employees just reached forty people last week and we’re thriving.

      Our life is perfect. But I’m not.

      I can’t allow Cindy to take jobs without me following in the shadows. I have to be there. I have to guard her. Have to keep the fucking vultures away from what is mine. I have to make sure I’m doing everything in my power to make her happy so she won’t try to leave. So I won’t choke the health out of her again.

      “She left once,” I croak. “On the rig. She could do it again if she knew…”

      “That was a special circumstance, Butch.”

      With a shaky exhale, I get up to pace, my heart tucked up behind my jugular, pounding away. “She’s too perfect for me. She’s going to realize it. I’ll wake up one day and she’ll be gone.”

      Tobias doesn’t say anything for long moments.

      It’s quiet so long that I arch an eyebrow at him. “What?”

      He hesitates. “This is against my principles. Against my oath as a therapist, really. But hell, I’m old and I’m going to retire soon, anyway. I have a unique way of solving this problem of yours and I’m going to do it.” With a groan, he pushes up from his chair and hobbles over to his desk, removing a tape recorder from the top drawer. Laying it flat and resting his finger on the play button. “As you know, I have sessions with your wife. Not frequently. Just enough to make sure she’s handling your flashbacks and nightmares okay. Obviously, since you’re not having the dreams so often anymore, I’ve seen her a lot less.”

      I can barely hear him over the racing of my pulse. “Is she on that tape?”

      “Yes.”

      The urgency inside of me to hear her voice is so overwhelming that I have to sit down. “Please.”

      Tobias sighs. Nods. And hits play.

      Cindy’s sweet voice fills the room.

      “Is it normal to be obsessed with your husband?” The recording crackles as she laughs breathily. A long pause ensues. Then, “Sometimes I have to force myself to give him a break. I’m always wrapped around him or hitting him up for a kiss when he’s trying to work. I don’t want to be clingy, but…” She blows out a breath. “He’s so beautiful and hard-working and the way he loves our children…I fall in love with him more every day. Every year. And I don’t know where it’s going to end. I don’t even like him going places without me because these women…they stare.” There’s a pout in her voice when she says, “But he’s mine. I’m…infatuated. Endlessly. With my husband.”

      Tobias stops the recording.

      My heart is going to beat out of my fucking chest.

      I’m dizzy. Floating.

      To know she feels even an iota of my jealousy, of my obsession, is startling and breathtaking and glorious. I can’t believe it. I can’t believe it.

      “I have to go,” I rasp, lunging to my feet and stumbling out of the office to the sound of Tobias’s knowing chuckle. The walk home is a blur. I don’t see anything. No cars, no people, no trees. There is only getting home to my wife. I play the recording in my head on a loop, marveling, rejoicing. Thanking God. I am not alone in this wild love that grows and grows without cease. She is right there with me.

      When I walk into the house, Ali and Jack come running from the living room and I hoist them up into the air, hugging them to my chest. Letting my daughter, the youngest, pat my face with her crumb-covered hands.

      “Dada home.”

      “Is he?” comes Cindy’s voice. “So early?”

      She peeks around the corner of the entryway and I see it now. Right before she schools her features. I see the lust. I see her covet me, even though every inch of me, inside and out, belongs to her. Color appears on her cheeks and she works to keep her breathing even. My God. Is this real? How have I not seen it all along that we’re fighting the same affliction? We’ve never hidden the fact that we love each other. We say it and show it every chance we get, but this runs deeper. Very deep.

      Cindy comes fully into view and my breath seizes in my lungs. She’s already dressed for our night out in a tiny black cocktail dress and heels.

      “Is your mother here?”

      She nods. “In the living room.”

      I kiss both of my children on their heads without taking my eyes off their mom. “Go see Grandma. I need to speak to Mommy upstairs.”

      As soon as I set Ali and Jack down, they run off. And I don’t waste a second.

      I stride forward, scoop my surprised wife into my arms and take the stairs two at a time. Jesus, she is so goddamn beautiful, her long hair loose and hanging over my arm, her lips popped open, a questioning look on her face. My chest is going to explode before I get this straightened out.

      We reach our bedroom and I set her down in those heels, immediately stripping off my shirt and going to work on the fly of my jeans. I begin backing her toward the bathroom. “Um…” She’s already flushed, eyes glazing over. “H-how was therapy?”

      “Enlightening.”

      “Oh.” Her ass hits the edge of the bathroom vanity. “How so?”

      I don’t answer. I just take out my cock in a fist and listen to her whimper. “Have I not made it fucking clear that you own this dick, little girl?”

      Her nipples grow stiff inside her dress. “Y-you have. You have.”

      Still holding my shaft, I crowd her up against the sink, baring my teeth against her soft lips. “Do you hold back with me, Cindy?”

      A long pause. “What?” she whispers.

      “Do you. Hold back. With me?” Giving into temptation, I capture her mouth in long, moaning kiss. “Are there ways you want to act with me and you don’t?”

      “N-no.”

      “The truth now.”

      For several seconds, she stares straight ahead at my throat. Then her chin firms and she murmurs, “Mine.”

      It’s hard to speak around the tightness in my throat, but I manage it. “Louder, wife. Don’t you dare hold back with me.”

      She starts breathing faster, her eyes flashing dangerously. And then she stomps her foot down on the tile floor. “Mine! My husband.” She shoves at my chest. “You can’t just walk around looking like this.”

      “Like what?”

      Her body softens, begins to writhe between mine and the sink, like she can’t help it, and my cock stiffens like nobody’s business. “You’re so big and hard and capable and thick. And I…”

      I’m going to come. I swear to God. “What, baby?”

      “I don’t like being without you. I don’t like you being without me,” she whispers, as if she’s confessing a horrible secret. “Oh God…I’m clingy. And jealous and I have to stop myself from calling you a hundred times a day to come fuck me—”

      My groan has to be shaking the rafters of our townhouse, but I don’t care. I don’t care about anything but getting inside my wife’s pussy. I love her, I love her, I love her. I am obsessed with her. Jesus Christ. How did I lock this woman down?

      “Turn around,” I growl, manhandling her. Not waiting for her to follow my instructions, I spin her around and yank up the skirt of her dress, palming her sexy derriere a moment, slapping both cheeks with the flat of my hand, before tugging down her black, see-through thong. And then I lock eyes with her in the mirror above the sink and fill her with cock in one rough punch. My hand covers her mouth to trap the scream at the last second, my hips already busy. I kick open her stance, bend her over and fuck without holding back. “You think you go on a single job without me, little girl?” I grunt into her ear. “I follow you. I track your phone and I follow. You think I allow you to kneel in the dirt in public, where other men can see you? Never. I’ve threatened to kill so many motherfuckers, I should be in prison. You are mine. Your heart is mine. This tight little cunt is mine. Do you understand me?”

      Her eyes are dazed but relieved. I’ve been so worried about being bad for her, like I was those first three weeks, that I haven’t been giving her my full force, the total dominance she needs. That we both need. The holding back stops now. “Yes, Daddy,” she says through swollen lips. “I understand.”

      “I live this life because you’re in it,” I breathe into her hair. “No other reason. You’re the reason I walk the earth. I exist for you. If you want to fuck me, you call me, goddammit. I will bang you where you fucking stand. As often as you want. You think this cock doesn’t drip for you every second of the day? I’m just counting the minutes until I’m railing my hot-ass wife again. You make me fucking burn. I burn all day. All night. Is that fucking clear?”

      She nods unevenly. “Yes. Yes.”

      I grip her throat and take her harder, watching her ass jiggle against my stomach. “As far as jealousy? That ends now. I see no one but you. I’ve never seen anyone but you. And it goes both ways, understand?” I tighten my hold on her throat until she gasps, her pussy flooding. Squeezing. “You don’t see anyone but me. And you never, ever, ever fucking leave me, Cindy. I mean it. Don’t you dare.”

      “Never,” she sobs, our eyes finding each other in the mirror. “I can barely stand to get out of our bed in the morning.”

      “Keep it that way.” I slide my grip up from her throat to her jaw, tilting her head sideways so I can run my open mouth up the side of her neck. “We’re taking tomorrow off. You’re going to spend it sitting on Daddy’s cock.”

      “Two days,” she whispers, no longer hiding her obsession. “Three. A hundred.”

      I let my obsession show, too. My deep, dirty darkness.

      Every ounce.

      And she gasps in the face of its enormity, an orgasm cresting over her, making her shake and whine my name. “Be careful what you wish for, little girl.”
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