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        Dedicated to all those girls who are at that age where a man looks good, but so does his dad.

      

      

      

      
        
        P.S. Dad, please never read this, I will never be able to look you in the eye again. Shut the book. Walk away and let’s pretend this never happened. ’Kay?
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        I never wanted to need him.

      

        

      
        But when my boyfriend cheats on me, I decide to get a little revenge...by sleeping with his father.

      

        

      
        Tyler, Mr. Phillips. The silver fox that fills my fantasies and has been off limits… until now. Our one night together turns into more than we could have ever imagined, but when real life explodes into our torrid romance can we handle what it brings?

      

        

      
        Hearts are broken, lives are ruined, but if we can survive the world pulling us apart, we just might have a chance at a happily ever after.

      

        

      
        Buckle up daddy, I’m about to be your angel.

      

        

      
        Screw you Justin, your dad does it better.

      

        

      
        *This book contains dark elements which some readers may find triggering. All characters in this story are over eighteen and all sexual interactions are fully consensual.*
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        Lexi

      

      

      “What if he doesn’t like me?” I murmur, nervously nibbling on my lip. Justin reaches over and smiles at me softly. I wonder, not for the first time, why it does nothing for me. It just feels…safe and comfortable. Which isn’t such a bad thing for me. I need to stop dating the wrong men, and Justin is kind and nice and…boring, but shit, that’s not bad, right?

      Boring is good. Boring won’t hurt me.

      He grips my hand in my lap and squeezes before tugging my dress down, making me shift uncomfortably. Should I have worn something else? I’ve never met a boyfriend’s parents before. I’m not exactly the type you take home to the folks, plus the idiots I usually date don’t last that long. I mean, we have only been dating a couple of months, but he wanted me to tag along to his dad’s birthday party, and I felt awkward saying no.

      So here we are, and when we pull into a long driveway leading to a very normal-looking, huge house, I swallow. Fuck, what am I doing? But I don’t have time to think. Justin is out of the car and waiting for me. Sucking in a steadying breath, I scold myself as I get out of the truck. You’ve got this, Lexi. Fake it till you make it, it’s just like being on the stage.

      I take his arm, and he tugs me to the front door. He doesn’t even knock, just yanks the black door open and slips inside. With a grin, he greets the first person he sees and wanders away, leaving me there. Awkwardly shifting, I slip from my jacket and fold it over my arm as I hold the present in front of my stomach.

      I meander forward in the hallway, ignoring the stairs to the right, and follow the music from the party to the left. It’s bustling with people, and I tug nervously at my lip. Normally I wouldn’t be so bothered, I would go in and introduce myself and have fun, but this is different. This is my boyfriend’s dad’s house, the guy I like, so I stand there until a man breaks from the crowd and heads my way.

      The air whooshes from my lungs as I stare at him helplessly. Holy fucking vaginas. He’s perfection. A silver fox for sure. He has a trimmed, well-kept, dark brown beard, and his short, styled brown hair is peppered at the sides. There are a few laugh lines around his eyes and mouth, but they only add to his beauty, not subtract. His eyes are dark and consuming as they lock on mine, freezing me to the spot with no escape from them or him. Others would glance away, but not him. He’s intense and heading straight for me.

      His huge, built body is encased in grey slacks and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms to showcase thick, veiny forearms and big hands. He’s probably in his mid-forties, but Christ, it’s obvious he takes care of his body more than most guys my age. And dancing around those dangerous lips is an arrogant smile like he knows it.

      From one look, my panties melt and my pussy turns slick. I’m wetter than I’ve been for months with Justin. I’m no doubt blushing hard and breathing a little too heavily, but this man…he seems to take up the whole room. His personality fills it so completely, his power, his dominance…and it’s all aimed at me right now.

      And then he’s before me.

      “Hello,” he greets with a slightly confused smile, his eyes running down me in an undeniably sexy way. The burn of it makes me tremble before him.

      Suddenly, Justin is there at my elbow. He wraps an arm around me almost possessively, acting more covetous with me than he ever has before. “Hey, Dad, this is Lexi, the girl I’m dating.”

      Dad?

      This is his fucking dad?

      My jaw almost drops. Justin is blond with green eyes, and this guy is all dark and brooding, built where Justin is lean. Please tell me he’s a stepdad, because fuck.

      The man jerks back slightly, his eyes narrowing as they run across me in anything but a fatherly sexless way, and it has me almost panting again. No, stop, shit.

      “Nice to meet you,” I force out, my voice tight. “Happy birthday, Mr. Phillips.”

      He frowns at that as I thrust out my hand. “Call me Tyler. It’s nice to meet you, Lexi.”

      I freeze, my heart flapping wildly like a caged bird caught in my chest. My stomach clenches and my breath catches as I awkwardly hold out my hand. He captures it gently, like I’m precious, his callused fingers stroking alongside my hand as he leans down and, dark eyes on me, presses his soft lips to the back of my hand. The whiskers of his short beard catch and make me swallow hard. He straightens and gently lets go as I gawk at him.

      Fuck.

      Am I attracted to my boyfriend’s dad?

      No, no fucking way. This can’t be happening, but as those dark eyes stay locked on me, I know the truth. I’m screwed, and not in the good way, because after just one second around my boyfriend’s father, I’m more turned on than I have ever been.

      And he’s off limits.
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        Tyler

      

      

      My dipshit of a son’s new girlfriend is way too fucking beautiful. I can’t take my eyes from her as she laughs and leans into his side. I’ve been trying to stop watching her all night, but I can’t. He doesn’t even look away from his phone, the stupid prick. Where the hell did I go wrong with him?

      Look at her.

      She glances up and seems to deflate when she realises he doesn’t care—what an idiot. She’s breathtaking, the most beautiful girl in this room. Hell, any room I’ve ever been in.

      Her long, blonde, wavy hair hangs over her sleek, tanned shoulder. Her blue eyes are captivating and melt anyone they settle on. She’s so sweet, so innocent looking. Her lips are full, and her face is all angles and enchanting. Her body…

      Fuck.

      She looks like a wet dream.

      Shit.

      I want my son’s girlfriend. Badly.

      Turning away, I toss back my drink and head to the kitchen, rearranging my hard cock in my slacks, and lean against the sink. Get it together, stop thinking about her like that. She’s young enough to be your goddamn daughter!

      But fuck…

      “Mr. Phillips?” The soft, sweet, seductive voice comes from behind me, and I have to curl my fingers into the sink to stop myself from grabbing her. I can’t even bear to look into those blue eyes again.

      “Tyler,” I remind her harshly.

      She goes quiet for a moment, probably at my abrupt, rude response, so I sigh and turn, hiding my erection behind the kitchen chair. “Anything you need?” Like my cock? I want to ask, but I don’t.

      She smiles a small, nervous smile. Those red painted lips curl up, and all I can imagine is having them wrapped around my cock, and that blonde hair bound in my fist as I take her sweet little young mouth.

      “I was looking for the toilet…” She trails off and shifts awkwardly, drawing my gaze to the high heels she’s wearing. I run my eyes up her long, lean, tanned legs to her thick thighs that are on display in the short, floaty dress she’s in. I wonder…if I pulled it up, would I find lace?

      I bet I would.

      Shit.

      I jerk my eyes up to hers to see her lip caught in her teeth, her eyes wide and confused, but also…a flare of something else, something that flitters by too fast for me to catch. “Down the hall, first door,” I tell her roughly.

      She nods and turns away, her hips swaying as she heads into the hall, and my eyes catch on that perky plump ass. I imagine it filling my hands as she rides my dick.

      Fuck, what the hell is wrong with me?

      Just then, Justin strides into the kitchen and looks around, no doubt for his girl, the thought sour in my mind. “She’s in the bathroom,” I grumble.

      He nods and grins at me. I swear this kid looks more like his mom than me, it’s scary. “What do you think of her?”

      I fist my hands and push them into my sides to stop myself from wringing his neck. It’s not his fault I’m attracted to his girlfriend, and I’m a sick fuck for wanting a young girl like that. “She seems really nice,” I offer, and he nods.

      “She really is. She’s a singer downtown, got a regular spot, that’s where we met.” I nod. She sings… I can just imagine.

      Her voice is smoky, soft, and sexy. I can envision her singing, the sound wrapping around me as I peel off her clothes and bare her perfect skin.

      “That’s good,” I bark. “You like her?”

      He shrugs. “Yeah.”

      Yeah? Christ, sometimes I want to smack my kid. Is that normal? “She seems very smart and kind,” I hedge.

      That’s an understatement.

      She charmed the room and me tonight. Her laugh is contagious, and her smile is sweet. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, brooding in my chair as my friends talked to me, but none of it mattered. My eyes were locked on the angel in white. She listened so intently and cared what they were saying, I could see her dazzling everyone here.

      He pulls out his phone again, smirking at something on it. “I guess it helps she’s hot as hell.”

      I snort and turn away. What a prick. Hot? That word is ridiculous and doesn’t touch her beauty. She looks like perfection, all curves and sweetness, that delicious little mouth perfect for fucking.

      Pinching the bridge of my nose, I breathe deeply. “How’s your mum?”

      “Seems fine, off with Mark in Thailand. You know, Dad, you should really get a new wife or some shit so you aren’t alone here. God knows you could do with getting laid, you’re always wound so tight.”

      Turning, I arch my eyebrow at him. “Justin, my sex life is none of your concern. Now go say hi to your auntie, she’s been worried,” I snap, and he sighs but does as he’s told like when he was a kid.

      I hear a slight gasp, but when I look around, I can’t see anyone, so I dismiss it. I turn back to the sink and count to ten. So she’s attractive? So your cock is hard just from looking at her?

      That’s fine.

      You won’t see her much, you can ignore this. If she makes Justin happy, then I can handle this…
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        Tyler

        A Month Later…

      

      

      She’s here again.

      In a fucking tiny little red bikini that hides nothing. The material clings to her wet perky ass, and her full breasts almost tumble from the material. Her nipples are pebbled temptingly. Her blonde hair is pulled up in a sloppy bun, and her face makeup free. If I thought she was beautiful with it on, she is downright astonishing now.

      I’ve seen her a few times since my birthday, mainly in passing or when we go out for a meal with Justin. Each and every time, I come back with a raging hard-on and feel sick with myself. I want her, even now.

      Badly.

      It consumes me. I jack off to my own fantasies of her. Of stealing her from my son and teaching her what a real man would treat her like, making her scream my name and ride my cock. Turning away from the window, I breathe heavily. Now she is here. In my pool. Half goddamn naked and wet, and I can’t take it. I even asked him to stop bringing her around. He asked why I hated her. It was better than him learning the truth—that I don’t hate her, the opposite actually. I crave her and the sweetness of her body.

      Her innocence calls to a dark part of me that wants to ruin it, that wants to shatter it, claim her, and make her my own dirty little angel. She’s young, barely over twenty, and I’m twice her age. She’s dating my son, but it stops nothing. I still wish I could storm out there, throw her onto the patio, and rip off that tiny suit and tongue fuck her. I bet she would taste as sweet as she looks…

      Like she controls my movements, I turn back at her laugh, pressing my forearms to the glass of the second-floor window in my bedroom as I watch her. The sun kisses her golden skin, and her curves call to me, demanding I fill my hands as I drive into that tight little cunt.

      Justin splashes her, and she splashes him back before he grabs her and reels her in for a kiss. She doesn’t even fucking moan. She would if I did it. I would plunder that mouth until she couldn’t breathe without me. He slides his hands down into the water, and I have to close my eyes as jealousy roars through me.

      She isn’t mine, but fuck, I wish she was.

      I can’t help but torture myself, unable to turn away as he hoists her from the water and perches her on the pool edge. He kisses her again, and her eyes close as he turns her head and kisses down her shoulder and chest, ignoring her silent plea. She thrusts her ample chest out, and he doesn’t so much as even touch them, the fucking idiot. I would yank down that string and lavish them with my tongue, making her beg from that alone.

      But he doesn’t. His hand slips past her bikini bottoms, and I feel filthy for watching. I’m about to turn away when her head falls back and her eyes open, scanning the garden and the neighbours before perusing my house. Fuck.

      They slide past the window I’m in and flick back in shock, locking on me. She can see me. She knows I’m watching like a perv. Yet she doesn’t say anything, instead she freezes briefly before closing her eyes again and parting her legs further for him.

      Dirty little girl.

      Does she want me to watch? Is she teasing me? Does she like it? If the way she moans is any indication, she does. She seems wilder now that she’s aware my gaze is trained on her thrusting hips as he fucks her with his fingers. It’s over all too soon though. She moans loudly, fakely, and he pulls back with a smug look.

      That fucking idiot. She faked it.

      I rip myself away from the window before I storm down there and take her myself, showing him exactly what to do with a woman like that. How to make her scream, writhe, and beg for your cock. To take hours tasting her, learning her.

      Heading to the shower, I strip off quickly and palm my cock, the image of her eyes on me seared into my brain.
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        Lexi

      

      

      That night, I can’t stop thinking about the man in the next room. Tyler saw us earlier, I know it. My boyfriend’s dad saw us messing around, and fuck, it had me wetter than I’d ever been. I could feel his eyes on me as I fucked his son’s fingers, wishing they were his. Imagining they were.

      Justin snores and flips over as I lie on my back, my thighs clenched as I visualise sneaking into the next room and waking his dad with my mouth on his cock. I can’t get him out of my head. It’s been a month since I met him, and every goddamn time I convince myself it’s all in my head, that he’s not that hot. That it was the wine or the food and my reaction wasn’t real.

      Yet my need for him gets stronger each time.

      I imagine him fucking me, his arrogant mouth on my pussy. It’s gotten so bad that when Justin and I fuck, I have him do me from behind so I can pretend it’s his dad’s hands digging into my hips and his breath in my ear as he drives into me. But then it’s over too quickly and I’m left wet and wanting, wondering if his dad would make me come.

      Turning my head to see Justin, I check that he’s still asleep, his blond haired tousled. He looks nothing like his father. When I first saw him, I thought he was cute…but his dad. His dad is like a fucking aged wine, better with time.

      Licking my lips, I roll my head away and close my eyes, trying to force myself to sleep. It’s no use. My mind flashes back to those dark eyes locked on my body, the way I could feel his gaze burning a path across my skin as I put on a show for him. Did he like it?

      Did he touch himself?

      Biting my lip to contain my moan, I glide my hand silently across my thigh, parting them slightly as I slip my fingers into my panties, finding myself wet.

      Shit.

      I stop and suck in a breath. This is twisted, Lexi, even for you. I force my thoughts away, but just as easily as I do, they come back. I visualise those dark hands parting my thighs and that sinful mouth closing on my pussy like he owns it. Arching up slightly, I curl my finger around my clit, imagining it’s his tongue.

      His thick fingers trace down my lips and part them to reveal me to his hungry gaze. Trailing my fingers down, I slide one and then another inside me, gasping at the stretch. My heart thunders. If Justin wakes up now, if he sees me… If he knew I was touching myself over his dad…

      The thought makes me hotter, and I kick off the covers slightly, widening my thighs as I raise my hips to meet my fingers, setting a quick, hard rhythm. It would be dirty and quick, his skilful mouth and fingers demanding my release. I’m so close…when Justin’s snores stop. Eyes flaring open, I yank my fingers away and turn my head to meet his gaze as he blinks the sleep away.

      If I can’t have his dad, I’ll have him.

      The dirty thought hits me suddenly. What if his dad hears us? He’s only next door, and the bedroom door is slightly ajar. He could.

      “Hey, babe,” I murmur. He yawns tiredly and flips onto his back.

      In one smooth move, I roll over and straddle his lithe hips, pressing my soaked pussy to his boxer-covered cock. I rock against him as he fully wakes up. He blinks in shock but reaches up and grabs my hips. “Lexi, what the—”

      “I want you,” I whisper, leaning down and kissing him. He kisses me back, but it doesn’t do much, so I lift my head, grab his hand, and pull it up to my chest, making him cup my tit.

      He groans, his cock jerking beneath me, and squeezes them, but not hard enough. It’s clear Justin is more…vanilla than me, but I’m trying. Raising my hips, I reach between us, tug down his boxers, and circle his hard cock. He stretches over to the nightstand and grabs a condom, slipping it on quickly.

      Pushing aside my panties, I notch him at my entrance and then slam myself down, taking him in one thrust. Moaning loudly, I close my eyes and rock on top of him, lifting and dropping and rolling my hips, desperately seeking my own release. My eyes stay closed as I shiver and rub my clit, hard and fast, imagining his dad in the next room hearing.

      Listening.

      His hand wrapped around his cock as he fucks it, thrusting up, pretending it’s me. A moan slips free at that, so Justin reaches up, trying to cover my mouth.

      “Shush,” Justin hisses. “My dad could hear.”

      Fuck, I hope so.

      Reaching behind me, I lay my hands on his thighs and lean back in a long line, rolling my hips and watching his cock slip in and out of me, wishing it was someone else’s. I stutter at that, at Justin’s face, so I close my eyes and turn my head slightly and get back to my fantasy.

      I’m back to moaning in no time with Justin groaning beneath me as he fucks me desperately. I can tell he’s already close, so I race to keep up, my finger rubbing fiercely at my clit.

      A noise has my eyes opening. It wasn’t particularly loud, but for some reason it caught my attention. Justin is too lost to notice, but I do. There’s a shadow in the hallway. I freeze for a second, knowing who it is. The big outline moves, shifting slightly, and the floorboard creaks again—that was the sound I heard.

      I should be disgusted, I should stop.

      But I don’t. My pussy clenches at the sight of him, knowing he’s watching me, so I roll my hips harder and rub my clit. I keep my eyes on Justin’s dad’s shadow, and with a whimper, I come. My pussy clamps around Justin’s cock as he grunts and stills below me. But I still don’t look away, my eyes on the shadow.

      Justin reaches up and cups my head, turning me to him before sitting up slightly and kissing me. “That was great, go clean up,” he murmurs, as he slaps my hip to get me moving.

      Swallowing, I climb off him, my eyes going to the door, but it’s empty now. Did I imagine it…or was he really there?
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        * * *

      

      I freeze. Did I pick this short skirt for Justin…or his dad? Shit. Justin is already downstairs, and I can hear them talking. We promised to eat breakfast before we left. I’ve showered, done my hair and makeup, and now I’m staring at myself in the mirror. I wear sluttier stuff than this, but after last night, I’m questioning it. It’s a short pleated yellow skirt paired with a white crop top. But I have no other clothes, plus it’s hot as hell outside, so I tug it down and head downstairs.

      They are both quiet when I come in. Justin grins while his dad stands—Tyler, I need to stop referring to him as Dad, or worse, Daddy.

      Or maybe not.

      Tyler heads to the machine in the corner. “Coffee?” he rumbles, his dark voice making me shiver.

      “Please.” I nod and smile at Justin as I slip into the chair next to him.

      Tyler leans over my shoulder, his arm brushing mine, making me gasp quietly as he places the mug before me. His chest vibrates behind me. “There you go,” he offers quietly.

      “Thank you, Tyler.” I swallow as he moves away, almost slumping. He just carries such a power that it’s crazy.

      He sits down, his dark eyes on me as Justin eats, oblivious to the tension. “Sugar and milk are on the counter if you want any.”

      Nodding gratefully, I stand and then hesitate. Instead of heading around the corner, I do something daring. Justin isn’t looking, and Tyler’s chair is facing me, not Justin’s…

      I can’t help but tease him. I lean over the counter to grab my sugar and milk, causing my skirt to lift up my thighs and flash my white panties. When I turn around, I meet his dark gaze, but he quickly looks away and I frown. Why do I want a reaction? Why do I care?

      Sitting back down, I make my coffee and then cup it, warming my hands. “So, Lexie, you’re a singer, correct?” Tyler asks, leaning back in his chair, his thick thighs parted.

      I nod with a smile. “I am, and a dancer. I studied criminology at university, but honestly, I love singing.” I shrug. “I sang at a bar to pay for my accommodation and courses, and then just decided to stay on after.”

      “She’s really good,” Justin mumbles, his mouth filled with food. Tyler’s lips quirk down at that as he stares at Justin in disgust for a moment before looking back at me.

      “Well, maybe I’ll see you perform one day. I bet you’re quite the performer,” he comments, those dark eyes dropping to my lips. I shift in my chair and try to ignore the pulsing of my pussy. There’s no missing his double meaning—he’s talking about the pool…and last night.

      “Babe, will you grab me a water?” Justin requests as he wipes his mouth. “Fridge.”

      Nodding, I place my mug down and slip from my chair, heading to the fridge. I open it and spot the water at the bottom, so I bend to grab one and freeze, realising I’m flashing the whole room, and I can feel eyes on me.

      Dark, thrilling eyes.

      Forbidden.

      Straightening, I turn as I shut the fridge with my hip, but Tyler is gone. I watch his back as he retreats down the corridor while I stand there with the cool bottle of water.

      Why do I care?

      I shouldn’t, but I do.
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        Tyler

        Two Weeks Later

      

      

      I swear she’s been put here to torture me. I have a strong will, but Lexi? She tests it. Pushes it. Has me wanting to break all the rules and take what I want—her.

      The worst part? She isn’t even trying.

      Sitting across from her, I toss back my drink, trying to staunch the fire burning in my stomach and appease my hard cock, which is begging me to throw this board game from the table and fuck her across it instead. Justin is clueless. He was out about an hour ago, got bored, and sat outside, drinking while on his phone.

      It’s just her and me.

      Then she starts playing dirty. I could concede, give in, and walk away, keep things cool, but in the face of her mischievous, knowing, bratty smirk, I find myself going all-in.

      Her bare foot catches on my leg under the table again, as if on purpose, and her eyes widen innocently as she moves her player. Narrowing my gaze on her in warning, I roll the dice and move before leaning back and watching her. She licks her lips, her eyes on the board, and I can’t help but want to groan. Those sweet pink glossy lips have me imagining all the dirty things I could do to them.

      The shirt and shorts she’s wearing are casual and loose, yet on her, they look like fucking lingerie. I haven’t been this turned on since I was a goddamn teenager. Is it not bad enough I caught her fucking my son? That I stood there like a fucking statue, unable to move?

      Watching her rolling, winding hips. Her incredible breasts bouncing as she took her pleasure, and when her eyes met mine and she didn’t stop…I swear she rooted me to the spot. My hand ached to grab her, bend her over that bed, and spank her arse red for teasing. For flaunting. She had to know I was there, that I heard and saw her.

      And when she came?

      Fuck.

      That sound she made is branded into my brain. “Your turn,” she offers sweetly, that smile curling her lips again. She knows what she does to me.

      And I hate myself just a bit because I love it. I love her bratty little attitude. She has the face of an angel and the soul of a sinner. Lexi is a dirty little brat wanting a firm hand and a hard cock. But that can’t be me, I remind myself as I roll and move.

      I search desperately for a safe topic. “How is work?” I ask.

      She sips her wine, crossing her legs innocuously. The top she wears gapes slightly, showing the crests of her full breasts. If she lifted her arms, I would see—

      “It’s good. I’ve got a regular spot there now, but as the headliner so…” She shrugs, the shirt slipping down one shoulder to expose her tanned skin. My mouth aches with the need to dig my teeth into it while I slam into that sweet little pussy. My son is right there, through the doors, but I debate running my hand up her thigh and parting them. Would she be wet?

      Would she scream for me?

      “That’s good,” I rasp, before clearing my throat. “What’s the club’s name? I might have to come some time.”

      She giggles, a blush staining her cheeks that has me grabbing onto the table edge. Fuck, she blushes so goddamn prettily. I bet it would flush her chest as well.

      “Erm, I don’t think you would like it.” She tilts her head, those blue eyes lighting up naughtily.

      “Why? Because I’m old?” I huff.

      She winks. “Not at all, but… Well, frankly, Mr. Ph—”

      “Tyler,” I interrupt, raising my eyebrow and daring her to call me Mr. anything again.

      “Tyler,” she corrects, my name rolling from her tongue, caressing it. “It’s a burlesque club.”

      I blink and freeze, my body turning rigid. I can’t stop my eyes from running across her again, imagining her in those little costumes while dancing across a stage. Fuck.

      “Burlesque?” I manage to get out of a choked throat.

      Fuck, that’s all I’m going to see now. Imagining her in lace and pearls, floating across in the spotlight while smirking at me. She laughs again. “Yep. Justin probably didn’t want me to say, but I’m not embarrassed.” She shrugs one shoulder and moves on the board. “It’s just another form of dance, of expression, just like ballet or tap.” She looks up then with defiance on her face, daring me to judge her. “They all use their bodies to express their emotions, but in burlesque, I get to be free and lay it all out on the stage, to flirt and tease that line. It empowers me. It’s not all about sex, it’s about power.”

      I nod in understanding. I wasn’t judging, I was trying to stop myself from demanding she put on a show for me. “Of course, you sing as well? That’s very impressive, you must be quite the athlete.”

      She tilts her head in confusion, and I carry on, “To dance and sing at the same time, that takes great strength.”

      The smile is slow, but when it fills those lips, I suck in a wobbly breath. It punches me right in the chest, as if me understanding means everything to her. Does Justin not?

      “That’s a very enlightened view to have. Many men get insecure.” She huffs.

      “Justin?” I surmise, crossing that bridge. I shouldn’t ask, but I’m not backing out now. I trap her in my gaze, and she shifts, glancing over her shoulder before looking back at me.

      “He didn’t mind at first…but yeah, he’s getting worse with it. Thinks I want to sell my body for money.” She glances down, her face angry. “They always do. They never see past the pasties and feathers to the art underneath, to the freedom it gives me.”

      “Is that what you want, angel, freedom?” It slips out, I can’t help it. But I don’t take it back.

      She jerks her head up, meeting my eyes, those pink lips parting temptingly. Swallowing, she nods. “Always. To be free and be who I want, to do what I want…who I want.” Her voice turns husky at the end.

      Our eyes stay locked, and I’m unable to break it. I can’t look away, even though I should. Tension fills the air as her meaning sinks into my skin. Does Lexi want me the way I want her? Is that what she’s trying to say?

      I open my mouth to ask, but the sliding door slams open and breaks the spell. “You ready, babe? I’m tired,” Justin calls, as he steps into the living room.

      She clears her throat and gets to her feet. Winking at me, she moves again, and I gawk as she wins. “Gotcha,” she murmurs, and turns with a grin.

      A laugh bursts out of me. No one has ever beat me. Not ever. But this little angel just did, an angel dreaming of freedom—something she won’t find in my son’s arms.

      Something I wish she would find in mine.

      I would let her soar and be free, if only she would be mine.
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        * * *

      

      It’s in the little things. I have come to care for Lexi. It’s been months now. I honestly didn’t think they would last that long, but we spend more and more time together. We have movie and game nights, and we drink and talk. Justin always gets annoyed and calls it an evening first, leaving us alone. I learn her dreams, her hopes, her past.

      She’s beautiful inside and out.

      Completely. But tonight, she’s different—quiet and unhappy. I try to coax her out of her shell, but she seems to curl in on herself, so I break my own rules. Rounding the table, I ignore the game we’re playing. Justin is upstairs packing. It’s just her and me, which is probably why I’m so brave. But that longing, that hurt on her face, has me breaking every rule. I need to comfort her, to help her.

      She calls to that protective side of me.

      Kneeling at her feet, I clasp her hands in her lap, mine dwarfing hers. Her eyes stay locked on them, my tan flesh against hers, yet she doesn’t pull away. “You okay?”

      She nods and goes to give me a fake answer, so I reach up, clench her chin hard, and force her eyes to mine. “Do not lie to me, angel. What’s wrong?” I demand, ordering her to tell me, giving her no room for lies or evasion. She will tell me, or I will force it out of her.

      “I—do you think I’m ugly?” she whispers.

      I blink in astonishment. Lexi is very comfortable in her own skin, and she owns her beauty… What’s brought this on? “Why?” I snap.

      She flinches, but I refuse to look away. “Words, angel, use your words, or I’ll go ask my son.”

      She sighs, tears filling her eyes. “We had a fight about me dancing. He said I want to do it because I think I’m not good enough, that I need them to want me to prove I’m not ugly.” She hiccups on the last word, and fire races through me. How fucking dare he?

      How dare he try and break this beautiful creature before me? How dare he hurt her because of his own insecurities? He should worship at her feet and watch her dance and sing proudly, knowing that all those men and women want her, but she’s going home with him. I want to wring his neck, but she’s still staring at me. Those big blue eyes stay on me, waiting. I have to answer. I have to.

      “No, he’s wrong. I’ve never seen you dance, but I know that’s not why you do it. You’re beautiful, Lexi, so goddamn beautiful it hurts sometimes, and not just because of your face or body.”

      She sniffles, and I wipe away a tear, cupping her face. “It’s in the little things.” She tries to look away, so I tighten my hand and force her eyes to mine, my voice going low and gravelly as I admit it, as I reveal just how much I watch her.

      “You don’t see yourself clearly. You can’t see when your face lights up in laughter, when you smile freely when no one is around, or the way it softens in peace. You can’t see yourself when you’re talking about your passions, the way your eyes sparkle and your voice rises and becomes faster. The way your lips never stop smiling, the way you lean into people when you’re talking. The way you stare at them as they speak, giving them your full attention. You don’t see the way your tears fill those baby blues and call to everyone.”

      She gasps, and I move closer, pushing between her thighs, forcing myself there. She swallows again, her eyes flickering between mine nervously. “Angel,” I murmur, “you’re beautiful, a pure, kind soul. Your beauty astounds me. Every time I think you can’t get any more gorgeous, you do. It kills me. Ruins me.”

      My eyes drop hungrily to her lips, and hers drop to mine before our gazes meet again. “So beautiful,” I whisper longingly.

      I hear his footsteps, and so does she. A smile curls her lips as she rolls them into her mouth for a moment. “Thank you, Tyler,” she whispers just for me, before letting go of my hands and dashing her tears away. She rebuilds herself as I watch, and I have never felt such happiness, knowing she let me see her weakness, her uncertainty, and let me help.

      “You ready, babe?” Justin calls, like she’s a fucking dog.

      She stands and slides past me. “Coming,” she replies, her voice not fully recovered, but he doesn’t question it—idiot. She freezes at the door to the living room as I stand to watch her.

      She sucks in a breath and turns to me, quickly covering the distance. Her hand goes to my chest as she leans up on her toes and presses her lips to my stubbly cheek. I breathe in her sweet scent, enjoying the feeling of her warmth, of her lips on my skin. She lingers there longer than what’s considered polite before falling back to her feet. Dropping her hand, she looks at me as she steps away. A flash of confusion sparks in her eyes.

      Then she’s gone as quickly as she came.

      I watch her go as my hand rises to cup my cheek, and I capture her warmth there. Such an innocent move, and yet I’m almost spilling in my jeans.
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        Lexi

        Two Months Later…

      

      

      I guess I know where it went wrong. It was the moment I met those dark eyes and saw that arrogant smirk. When I realised I wanted his dad more than him. When he spoke beautiful words, which I still repeat in my head, and when I realised he wanted me too. Then, every day since, every innocent touch, smile, laugh, and joke made me forget everything and everyone—including Justin.

      That night, with Justin’s arm across my stomach, I couldn’t sleep, wishing it was someone else’s. So yes, I can understand why and when. It drove a wedge between us, even if Justin didn’t know why and I don’t speak about it.

      I didn’t even notice when he started cheating, and honestly if I did, I don’t think I would have cared. He became a chore, someone I felt I had to be with, because he was good, kind, and sweet… But how sweet is a man who can screw another woman while you are in the next room at a party?

      I didn’t find out that night, no, I found out about two days ago. And honestly, I was relieved. Shitty, but true, and when I confronted him and he broke it off, claiming I was too much work, wanting too much, I smiled. I smiled because all I felt was freedom. It was finally over.

      Dumb, I know.

      Maybe a part of me stayed because it was my only connection to Tyler. Maybe I stayed because I was tired of being hurt by those bad boys that I fell for so easily, with their dark eyes and panty wetting smiles. The ones who would call me hot before beautiful, and who saw my body before my smile.

      It’s over.

      Shouldn’t I be upset?

      We were together for almost six months. One of my longest relationships for years, yet I’m unbothered. I even wished him happiness as I walked away. He had been upset, angry, and I realised he was trying to hurt me, to get a rise out of me.

      Did he know, even as I lay in bed next to him at night, I was miles away?

      That even before it was over, I had one foot out of the door?

      Probably. I never wanted to hurt him, but I think I did, and when I think of him, I feel guilty…and, okay, slightly hurt. He was supposed to be a good guy, goddammit, and even as relieved as I am, I’m pissed he cheated. He could have dumped me, anything, but cheating? Asshole move.

      I’ve been talking myself around in circles for days, vacillating from laughing to crying, from hurt to happy. And when I crash, I realise one thing—I want revenge, I want to get even.

      But it isn’t until tonight that I know how. I am currently on stage, blowing kisses and winking as I hold feathers to my chest. My blonde hair is perfectly curled, and I wear only pearls beneath the feathers. The spotlight hits me so I can’t see the audience in the cosy club, but I can hear them. Their applause is thunderous, and they stomp their feet and cheer as they demand more. I bow again, gesturing at the band, and the spotlight fades. I turn to head off stage, my set done for the night, but my eyes catch on a table near the stage but in the shadows.

      I freeze, my breath stopping and heart skipping a beat as I meet those dark, familiar eyes. They are locked on me, even in the dim light, and more familiar to me now than his son’s. He’s in a suit, like always. His legs are parted, and he has a scotch in his hand. As I watch, he tosses some back, and I hurry off stage.

      Tyler.

      What is he doing here?

      Looking at myself in the mirror, I quickly slip into a dress and put on my heels, ready to do my rounds, but I can’t drag myself away from the mirror. I dab at the sweat on my made-up face, swiping my chin and around my red lips. Grabbing a cotton bud, I clean the lines of my heavily shadowed eyes before freezing. I’m wasting time, putting it off.

      Big girl pants, Lexi.

      Turning, I toss my hair over my shoulder and head out through the stage door. I saunter straight to him, knowing if I don’t, I will chicken out, but I have to know. Why is he here?

      With every step I take closer, a feeling so strong grows within me, a fire, a desire. One that has been building for him since I first saw him, and somewhere inside, I know it will explode tonight.

      But who will be left in the ashes?

      To burn so bright and to feel so deeply is addictive, but when it is all over, the aftereffects will leave you weak and ruined. Tyler Phillips will ruin me. I know it, I saw it in those eyes.

      But I want it.

      I want to be ruined at his hands.

      Broken and remade.

      People reach out and congratulate me. They speak, but I don’t hear them. I smile and move on until I am before his table. “You’re magnificent,” he praises, drinking me in like always, but this time, he shutters the need in his eyes as they meet mine.

      “Why are you here?” I ask, not unkindly.

      He kicks out the other seat. “Sit, Angel.”

      I do, and his lips quirk at that. He slides a drink to me, and I sip it—gin, ice, and lemon, my favourite. He sighs and looks around. “I wanted to see if you were okay. I spoke to Justin today.”

      Licking my lips, I glance around too, unable to meet those eyes now, unsure what to say. He reaches out and grabs my arm, drawing me back. I stare down at his big hand on me and follow it up to his gaze, shivering from the intensity I see there. “Are you okay?”

      I don’t answer, I’m unable to speak under all that power, and he clenches his hand almost painfully, his lips dipping unhappily. “Angel,” he warns.

      “Yes and no,” I whisper, for only him to hear.

      He doesn’t speak, just watches me, searching me for the truth, and it’s too much, too consuming, too sudden. I tug on my arm, and he lets it go before sitting back. I gasp in a wobbly breath when he releases me, and I raise a shaky hand to sip my drink. I lick the rim when I meet his eyes. “Is that why you’re really here? To see if I’m okay after your son broke up with me?”

      He frowns but doesn’t look away. “Yes and no,” he admits, and I nod. We’re both dancing around the truth.

      The reason he came, the reason he doesn’t leave. The reason I don’t walk away, the reason I lean closer.

      Need.

      Desire.

      An urge to find out if it would be as good as my fantasies…

      A forbidden whisper links us, something so wrong it’s right. And as I clench my thighs together and his hungry eyes devour me, I know. I am going to fuck Justin’s dad—

      Tyler. I’m going to fuck him, taste him, and sate this desire, and once I’m feeling better and satisfied, I will walk away and this will all be a good memory to think about on occasion.

      Tossing back my drink, I settle, knowing what I’m going to do. No more dancing around it, twirling with need and unspoken words. It’s now or never. Shoulders back, I smile at him, channelling all the bravery I use on stage, which helps me get my next words out.

      “Meet me in the bathroom.” I stand, and with a backwards wink, I saunter through the crowd to the hallway at the back. I go into the women’s bathroom and lean into the mirror, checking my lipstick as I wait to see if he’ll follow. My heart is slamming into my chest, my hands shaking with nerves.

      A moment later, the door slams open and he fills it. He looks confused, but also hungry. He knows. I step closer, and he backs up, hitting the door shut and pressing against it. I flick the lock and check that the rest of the stalls are empty.

      “Ang—Lexi, what are you doing?” He frowns sternly.

      “Angel? That’s what you were going to say, right?” I ask, running my hand teasingly down his chest. He captures it and squeezes, making me gasp in pain and pleasure, my pussy clenching from the power in his touch. Fuck, I can just imagine those hands clasping my hips like that, my breasts…my thighs.

      His eyes are dark as he reads my intentions on my face. “You aren’t thinking clearly—”

      “No, I am. Clearer than ever. I’m sick of pretending I don’t want you. I do, and we both know you want me too,” I retort, and then grin sweetly.

      “Lex—” He sighs. “You are young enough to be my kid. Hell, you were dating my kid!” he snaps, but he pulls me close like he can’t help himself.

      “So? Would it make you feel better if I call you Daddy while you fuck me?” I grin, and he groans, closing his eyes for a moment before they open and lock on me.

      Oh, he liked that.

      Pushing closer, I press up against his hard body and look up at him through my lashes. “Daddy, fuck me, right now. We both know you want to, so fuck the rules. I’m tired of being good when bad feels so much better.”

      “Angel,” he grinds out, but then he doesn’t know what to say, so I step back, tug my hand free, and grab the bottom of my dress. I lift it up my thighs slightly, and his eyes track the movements, his hands balling into fists. “Stop.”

      “Why?” I grin, shifting it higher and showing him that I’m bare underneath. Bare and wet. For him.

      He snaps. He grabs my neck and forces me into the wall, pressing my face against it as he pushes against my back. His mouth brushes my ear as he holds me so easily in place. “You want to be a bad girl? Is that it, Angel?” he snarls as he trails his other hand up my thigh to meet my bare pussy. He cups it hard, possessively, and I grind into it. “You think you can flash me your pussy and tease me, and I won’t react? Such a bad little angel, yet I bet if I stuck my fingers in your pussy right now, you would ride them and scream, wouldn’t you?”

      “Yes,” I groan, pushing into his hand. “Please, Tyler.”

      “Please what,” he whispers, biting my ear.

      “Please, Daddy, fuck me!” I almost cry, desperation filling me. I didn’t come this far for him to walk away now. He spins me, and I instantly miss the pressure of his hand.

      I pant as I stare at him. He’s fully dressed, and looks oh so dark and tempting. He watches me, running his gaze across my exposed skin. “Dress off, now.”

      I swallow, and he narrows his eyes at my hesitation. “You want my cock? Dress off now, Angel.”

      I do as I’m told. Wiggling my shoulders, I let the straps fall, exposing my breasts. He groans, his eyes locked on them as I grab the material at my hips and drag it down until it pools at my feet. Stepping free from the glittering fabric, wearing just my heels, I wait as he runs his eyes over me.

      “I’ve been imagining you naked since the first moment I met you, but it’s nothing compared to the reality. You’re fucking stunning, Angel, too goddamn perfect, too clean for these old, filthy hands. But I don’t care. I tried to be good and let you walk away. Now you’re mine, and I’m going to have you in any goddamn way I want. Do you understand me?” he snarls, moving closer and clutching my chin harshly. “Say yes, Angel.”

      “Yes,” I whisper breathlessly, putty in his hands. Here, in the club bathrooms, he drops to his knees, and I wobble back as he grips my thighs. “Tyler—what—”

      He looks up then, his dark eyes meeting mine. He’s so close to my pussy, I can almost feel his breath. “You didn’t think I was going to bend you over and be a quick fuck, did you? I’m not like the little boys you’re used to dating, Angel. You only get this cock when I’m ready. First, I have some fantasies to play out, including finding out how you taste and sound as you come on my tongue.”

      He pushes me back until I hit the wall again and grabs my thighs. “Hold onto the bar,” he murmurs, and I reach up and do just that as he throws my legs over his shoulders. His big hands span my ass and squeeze as he drags my pussy to his mouth like a starving man.

      There is something so wrong, so dirty and hot about him being fully clothed while I’m naked and helpless, knowing someone could walk in and see. It has me moaning at the first touch of his tongue. He doesn’t go straight for my clit, no, Tyler acts like we have all the time in the world as he parts my lips and licks along them, teasing me. Sucking in a deep breath, he groans again. “You smell delicious.” He licks me from my taint to my clit and groans again. “You taste even fucking better. I can tell I’m going to get addicted. I’d spend my fucking life on my knees between your thighs, Angel, looking at your pretty pink pussy. Are you all wet for me, Angel?”

      I nod, and his grip tightens on my ass as he blows a breath across my center, making me tremble. “Words, Angel.”

      “Yes! It’s for you,” I whimper, pressing to his mouth, desperate to come.

      “Good girl,” he praises, and rewards me by licking me again, up and down, teasingly, tauntingly, before he suddenly flattens his tongue and presses it to my clit and hums. I almost fall forward as I cry out, my other hand reaching down, grasping his hair, and pulling him closer.

      One of his thick fingers presses to my entrance, and those dark eyes roll up to meet mine as he pushes it inside me. Another soon joins it, stretching me, filling me. He curls them as he flicks my clit again and again, winding me higher. I can’t help but teeter on his broad shoulders, rocking into his mouth and fingers.

      “More,” I demand.

      He doesn’t reply, though, so I tug on his hair. “More, Daddy!”

      He groans, and another finger joins the other two, filling me, curling and stroking my channel and all those sensitive nerves that have me bucking and calling out his name.

      “I’m so close—so close,” I cry out, uncaring who hears.

      He laps at me, tasting me like I’m his favourite fucking dessert. Like he can’t get enough, like his whole purpose in life is to taste my pussy.

      “Please, God, please.” Words tumble from my lips unchecked as I ride his face, dragging him closer as I reach for that precipice that’s suddenly there. He throws me off it when his other thumb presses against my asshole, just pressing.

      I scream my release, grinding down on his face, my thighs clamping, but I can’t stop. Waves and waves of pleasure roll through me until they finally fade and I slump. He’s still licking me with delicate strokes of his tongue, tasting my release, but I’m oversensitive.

      “Again,” he demands.

      I try to push him away, it’s too much, but he ignores me. “I can’t,” I almost sob, shaking hard.

      “You can and you will. I didn’t come for one measly orgasm, Angel,” he snaps. “You only stop when I say enough. Not before, not ever. Got me, Angel?”

      I whimper, and he sticks his tongue in my cunt, lapping at my cream like he can’t help it. “Tyler, God, please, I can’t.”

      He grunts into my pussy, yanking his fingers out and slamming them back in, making me cry out. His tongue licks around them before lashing my clit, then trailing back down across my lips. He leaves no place untasted, his fingers digging into my ass so hard, I know they will leave marks.

      I can’t look away from his dark head between my thighs. All these months have led to this, and now I never want it to end. The pleasure muddles my head, filling my veins, commanded…called by him.

      Tyler.

      Fuck, I’ll call him Daddy if he continues to fuck me this good.

      He builds me back up so quickly, quicker than ever before, and throws me over that edge again with a rough demand. “Come now, Angel.”

      He licks me through it as I grip him closer. My vision blackens from the pleasure, and when I blink my eyes open again, he is pulling my thighs down, his chin and lips covered in my glistening release. It looks so filthy, yet he doesn’t care, doesn’t wipe it away. Instead, he stares right at me, proudly wearing it.

      Sitting back, he helps me stand, and then he lifts his three glistening fingers to the light, meets my eyes, and sucks them clean. I don’t know why that feels so dirty, especially since he just tongue fucked me in a club toilet, but it does, and I clench my thighs again, panting.
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        Tyler

      

      

      Fuck, she tastes like heaven.

      She came so fucking prettily on my tongue and fingers. I can still taste her, her screams ringing in my ears, and yet I want more. I want it all. I want to be buried in her cunt and see her come on my cock. I want those nails in my back, clawing me there instead of my head. I want to come across her breasts, mark her, claim her.

      But she’s young, innocent. In those moments, however, she looks anything but as she moves closer, naked and flushed with pleasure. Her chest is heaving and begging for my mouth, so I can’t help but lean down and tease her nipple, sucking it between my lips. She groans and grips my head before pulling it up. I go willingly, and we pause before our lips crash together.

      She must taste herself on my lips, because she whimpers and bites down on my lip, dragging it out. Gripping her ass, I pull her closer, holding her against me as her hand slides between our bodies and cups my cock. It’s hard, begging for her, wanting to be inside her. But if we take that step, there is no going back. I just planned to make her come and let her think through what happened, but my angel has other ideas.

      She drops to her knees and, eyes on me, flicks open my trousers and pulls out my cock. Her tiny hand wraps around the base as she blows over the mushroom head before licking it. Groaning, I jerk into her mouth, tapping her lips until she opens them and sucks the tip inside. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks before popping free and licking along my shaft, wetting me thoroughly. “You taste so good,” she murmurs huskily.

      “Dirty little brat,” I growl, and she grins mischievously.

      “Yeah? What are you going to do, Daddy?” Before I can say anything, she swallows me down, all the way to her hand, which she twists tightly. I groan, my head dropping back as she bobs up and down, swallowing me deeper each time. Her hot little mouth is better than I could have ever imagined, her lipstick staining my cock.

      I can’t take it anymore though. Dragging her up, I kiss her again, smudging that red lipstick all over us both. “Should have walked away, Angel, when you had the chance, because now I’m not letting you go.” She’s panting and shivering as I grab her.

      Spinning her, I kick open her thighs and press her down with a hand on her back, baring that pretty perky ass that she paraded across the stage, teasing me. She grips the sink as I fist my hand in her hair and drag her head up until she meets my eyes in the mirror. “Eyes on me, Angel. You will know exactly who is fucking you, exactly whose cock you’re coming on.”

      She whimpers, her lips parting as she rubs herself against me. “Then fuck me already.”

      I lean down and watch her in the mirror as I dig my teeth into her shoulder in punishment. She jerks against me, closing her eyes for a moment before they snap back open and lock on me. Biting harder, I run my hand between our bodies and finger her wet cunt until she cries out again, pushing into my hand for more.

      “Tyl—Daddy, please!” she begs.

      Releasing my teeth from her skin, I happily note the mark there before I grab my cock and slide it back and forth across her wet pussy. She pushes down on me, grinding on my cock, her ass sticking out to try and take me.

      Impatient little thing.

      “Fucking dirty little girl,” I mutter, gripping her hair tighter as I notch my cock at her entrance.

      “Yes, filthy, so fuck me, fill me with your cum, until it’s dripping down my legs and they all know exactly what we were doing in here.” She groans, her pert breasts begging for my lips.

      “Angel,” I moan. “When you talk like that, you make me want to fuck that dirty little mouth of yours.”

      “Later,” she promises, arching back and slamming down so an inch of my cock slips inside her. She moans at the feeling, while I grip her hip to slow her with my other hand. I’m too big for her to take me all at once, even as she pushes back to try.

      “That’s it, Angel, take all of me, work yourself onto my cock,” I murmur.

      Her eyes close and her lips part in pleasure as she grips the sink, pushing back another inch to take me further into her tight wet pussy. “God, you’re so fucking tight, Angel.”

      She swears, her head falling down. She’s so wet, but even so, I’m too big. Gripping her hip, I drag her back and forth on my cock. “Come on, Angel, take all of me, I know you can. Fuck my cock, baby girl.”

      “Tyler, God, please,” she begs, pushing back to try and take me, but she can’t get enough force.

      I stop teasing, denting her hip with my fingers as I slam into her. She screams, jerking against me, but I hold her still, letting her feel every inch of my thick cock invading her. Taking her.

      Claiming her.

      Making this dirty little angel mine.

      “God, you feel so good, Angel, so tight, so wet,” I murmur, licking her shoulder as she relaxes against me. “Good girl. Feel how hard I am for you, how goddamn crazy you make me. I’ve imagined fucking this tight little pussy more than I can ever explain. Having you screaming beneath me as I cover you in my cum, watching it drip from your mouth and pussy and even your ass.”

      She cries out and pushes back, so I slowly start to move with small, little thrusts, just working through her tight muscles as I continue to tell her every dirty little thing I want to do to her.

      “Every game night, I imagined getting to my knees and burying my face in your pussy, making you scream as you come on my tongue.”

      She cries out again, clenching around me as I start to speed up.

      “Every movie night, I wanted to slip my hand up your thigh in the dark and feel if you were as sweet as you looked.”

      “Tyler,” she gasps, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror, hazy with lust. Her red lips are parted, her cheeks flushed. She’s never looked so beautiful.

      “Every fucking party, like my birthday, I wanted to follow you to the bathroom, bend you over the sink, and watch you take my cock—just like this—and fuck you so hard you couldn’t walk. They would hear us, wouldn’t they, Angel? And you still wouldn’t stop, not until you came like the greedy girl you are.”

      “Yes, God, yes,” she chants, pushing back to meet my thrusts, going wild.

      Gripping her hair tighter, I slam into her again and again. I fuck her hard and fast like I promised, her slick pussy clenching around my cock as she grinds back into me, taking all of my length.

      “Such a dirty little girl. You would love it if someone saw us. If someone caught me fucking you. Saw you wild with desire for me, your cunt dripping and mouth filled.”

      She rocks back harder, taking what she needs. “That’s it, Angel, take it all, make yourself come on my cock. Take that edge off.”

      She cries out and does just that, her eyes closed in bliss, her body thrashing in my grip as she rocks and grinds on my cock, chasing her release. “You’re so close, Angel, I can feel it, all ready to come again for me, and we have barely started…”

      “Fuck,” she snaps, opening her eyes again to meet mine. “You’re so big.” She shakes her head, watching me through the mirror. “You feel so fucking good, better than I imagined… I did that night,” she admits breathlessly. “When I was riding his cock, I was imagining it was yours… I was touching myself, thinking of you, when he woke up. I needed to come so badly…God, so badly.”

      I pull on her hair, and she cries out in pain, her pussy clamping down on me. “So you used him, didn’t you?” I demand.

      “Yes, yes, yes, Daddy, I used him,” she shouts.

      “Did you come hard? Did you scream and close your eyes, imagining it was my cock you were bouncing on?” I growl, demanding her answer. “Look at me, Angel.”

      Those baby blues lock on me as she licks her lips, her pussy fluttering around me. “Yes, God, yes, I was imagining it was you, every fucking time.”

      I can’t help it, I lose it, and with a snarl, I piston into her. She cries out and her cunt clenches around me as she comes, but I fuck her through it, keeping my eyes locked on hers so she knows exactly who’s fucking her now. “Again,” I demand.

      “I can’t, God, I can’t!”

      “Again, Angel, or I’ll come on your chest and make you walk out there with it on you,” I warn. I release her hair and grab her other hip, yanking her ass higher so I can get a better angle.

      She screams as she pushes back to meet me. I can’t control it anymore, I’ve needed her for too long, she’s too fucking tight, too wet. Too perfect.

      “Now!” I roar.

      She moans as I slam into her once more, and using her hips, I grind her onto my cock until not an inch of room is between us. With my own grunt, I fill her clenching pussy, filling her with my cum.

      She gasps and moans as my cock softens, still pushing back with tiny thrusts, rocking on it as she rides out her release. “Good girl. Look how beautifully you came for me.”

      “God, Tyler,” she croaks, lifting her head, her eyes lax and lazy as she leans back into me, letting me hold her up. I don’t tell her my own knees are weak and feel like they might buckle from the pleasure still coursing through me.

      It’s never been like this, not with anyone else. But with my dirty little angel? It’s fucking amazing. And we are only just getting started. A knock comes at the door then, and she smirks. “Busy!” she calls.

      Pulling free of her clinging pussy, I grab her dress and kneel down, lifting one leg and then the other as I drag the fabric higher until she’s covered from my greedy eyes. “I need to clean up,” she protests.

      I turn her then grip her throat and drag her closer. “No you don’t. You’re going to walk out there with my cum dripping from your pussy. You’re going to get in my car with me, and if you’re a good girl, I’ll fuck you on the way home.”

      “And if I’m not?” she whispers dangerously.

      “I’ll fuck you on the way home but won’t let you come. Then, back at mine, I’ll fuck you again, driving you crazy until you’re begging to come, and only then will I let you. Your orgasms are mine now, your body is mine, and I haven’t had nearly enough, Angel. I plan on having you all night long, and maybe even the next day and the next. Only when I’m satisfied will I let you go.”

      But I know deep inside, it will never be enough. Not one night, not a week. I can’t get enough of Lexi, and I don’t think I ever will.
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        Lexi

      

      

      He twines our hands together, unashamed to be seen with me as he opens the door. There’s a woman waiting there, and when her eyes land on him, her mouth drops open. He nods at her and slides past, pulling me after him. I wink at her. “Sorry, Daddy called.”

      I laugh as she sputters, and Tyler pulls me closer, his hand dropping to my ass and gripping it possessively as we wind through the crowd. Here, no one will question it, we’re all free to be who we want. It’s one of the things I love about it—you can just be you. No judgement, no stares…just being alive. Happy and consenting.

      We are a family of misfits and cast-offs. Each and every girl has their own reason to be here, but up on that stage, nothing else matters. “Behave.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I purr, leaning into his side and batting my eyelashes up at him. I lick my lips as he glances down at me. “You could always fill my mouth…”

      He narrows his eyes on me. “I will pull you over my knee right here, Angel, and we both know you would like it.”

      “Is that a promise?” I murmur as I grab his hand and head over to the bar. Along the way, I wave at Halsey up on the stage as she performs. She’s younger than me, but we are really close. I almost laugh when I see a group of three young men gobsmacked in the front row, their eyes locked on her like no one else exists. I grab my bag and jacket from Jimmy the bartender, who doesn’t even blink at Tyler. Tyler takes my jacket and helps me slip into it before throwing my bag over his shoulder. Somehow, he still looks dark and fucking manly with a flowery bag over his shoulder. He pulls it off so well. His arm wraps back around me as he steers me from the club.

      “Better get ready, Angel. We have all night for me to do all the dirty things I want to you.”

      “I can’t fucking wait,” I purr, and lean into his side again, pressing my breast against him. He pulls me closer, slipping his hand up my thigh as we head into the cold air. He leads me across the road to his Mercedes and opens the door for me, helping me into the low seating. Leaning in as I get comfortable, he grins at me, brushing his thumb across my chin and the lipstick there. “Buckle up, baby.” He winks.

      After shutting the door, I do as I’m told as he rounds the hood and gets into the driver’s seat. He revs the engine, one hand going to my thigh as he pulls out onto the nearly empty road. His hand creeps higher and higher, pushing up my dress, so I widen my thighs for him.

      “Feeling impatient?” I grin, leaning back into the heated seat and lifting my hips a little to nudge him higher.

      “With you? Always.” He smirks over at me, turning a corner with ease. “I’ve been wanting to get my hands on you for months. I have a lot of time to make up for…”

      “Yeah, well, you better get started then.” I grin, grabbing his hand and dragging it up to my pussy. He groans, his eyes flickering from the road to me, but then he has to change gears and take his hand back.

      “Touch yourself,” he demands.

      I grin and say, “No, how about I touch you instead?”

      Before he can protest, I have his trousers undone and his cock freed. Unfastening my belt, I lean over and suck his cock into my mouth with no teasing. I groan around him at his taste, salty and all fucking man. He’s so big, I can’t swallow him whole, so I wrap my hand around him and squeeze and twist as I bob up and down.

      “Fuck, Angel,” he growls, his hand tangling in my hair possessively.

      Hollowing my cheeks, I fondle his balls, sucking him hard and fast. Saliva drips from my chin as I glide up and down.

      He drags me up and down his cock, gunning the engine. Suddenly, he rips me away. He’s panting and white knuckling the wheel, his cock hard and wet from my mouth.

      He looks over at me with tight, lust-filled eyes. “Touch yourself, now, Angel, but do not fucking come.”

      I pout at him for stopping me, but when he glances over with hard eyes, I do as I’m told, loving the effect I have on him. “Now, Angel, let me see those fingers in that cunt.”

      Goddamn, his dirty mouth does wicked things to me. As does his forearms…and beard…and eyes. Okay, so all of him. I can’t wait to see him naked, strip him from that suit and worship at the altar of Daddy Tyler, ’cause Jesus Christ, this man, he’s aged to perfection.

      Silver fox? More like silver god.

      Not wanting to keep him waiting, I tug my dress up and open my thighs, shifting so he can see better, my head turned towards him on the headrest. Running my fingers down my center, I reach over and slide them across his lips, wetting them with my cream. He glances over and licks them clean with a groan. “You taste way too fucking good, Angel.”

      “Even better with your cum inside me.” I groan as I dip my fingers inside myself. There’s no point teasing at this point, I’m so needy again. He just gave me four orgasms, and I already want more.

      Arching into the seat, I run my hand up to my chest and squeeze hard, my eyes on him as I finger myself. “Fuck, I’m so wet, drenched.”

      He groans, his eyes flickering over to me again and again. “Don’t you dare fucking come. The next time you do, it will be around my cock.”

      “No promises,” I offer breathlessly, my voice husky as I flick my clit and ride my fingers unashamedly. We’re on the highway now with cars passing us. They could look over and see me, but I don’t care. Let them watch.

      “Tyler—” I gasp

      He swears and swerves, making me laugh which breaks off in a groan as I feel my impending release. He must too.

      We don’t make it back to his place.

      He pulls off the road with a curse and drives down a dirt track before stopping at the edge of a forest, the main road not too far behind. His seat belt is off in a moment, and then he’s grabbing me. Laughing, I let him drag me into his lap.

      His hard cock is there, and he holds me above it with his dark eyes on me, his hands mean and tight. He’s so goddamn powerful, he makes me feel tiny and fragile.

      He calls me Angel, but he fucks me like a whore. I love it.

      He slams me down onto his cock as his hands rip down the dress, freeing my breasts. He sucks my nipple into his mouth, worshipping my body as electricity arcs between us.

      I love sex, I love pleasure, but it has never been like this before. Never so raw…so filling, until I feel like I might die if I don’t have him. He feels the same, I see it in his eyes, and I wonder how we both fought it for so long.

      But now we’re together, and it’s explosive.

      Dirty, and oh so fucking good.

      His cock slams in and out of me, so I grab the back of his chair and use it to ride him. Lights arch across the car as people pass us, and it only amps me up.

      My breath fogs the windows as I pant and moan, using him, riding him. He holds me tight, letting me take whatever I want, letting me use him. Tilting back, I drag his mouth to mine and kiss him hard, all clashing teeth and desperate tongues as we rock and pump together, both reaching for the orgasms we can feel coming.

      His fingers tighten on me, one hand gripping my breast—fuck, that’s amazing. I love the pain, I love the hardness. He clutches me tighter and drags me closer. His hips stutter, and he’s just pounding into me now, uncaring about finesse or restraint.

      “Angel.” He moans my name into my mouth.

      It sends me over the edge, and I scream my release into his car, dropping down on his cock and grinding. My body shudders from the force as I clamp around him. Pleasure surges through me so strongly, I can only hold on to him as he groans and stills, and then I feel him release inside me, filling me with his cum as it drips down his cock and my pussy.

      Holy fuck.

      We are both panting and sweaty, but as I lift my head, we grin. He cradles my cheek and kisses me softly, the gesture so opposite to the dirty, fast fuck. “Time to take you home, Angel.”

      “Yes,” I murmur, biting down on his lip as I think about what awaits us tonight. We won’t be sleeping, no, tonight is about pleasure. Ours.

      He tuts and smacks my ass in punishment. “Behave, or the first place I’ll fuck will be your ass.”

      Christ, I hope so.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I get home in record time with the dirty sinner in my passenger seat. Her body calls my name, and I will answer with my tongue. As soon as we pull up at my house and into the garage, I turn off the lights and engine, and slip from the car before rounding to her side. Ripping the door open, I barely let her get out before I have her backed against the side of the car.

      She giggles, but it soon turns into a gasp when I wrap my hand around her throat and tilt her chin back to meet my dark, hungry eyes. “Always teasing me, Angel. It’s time you paid for it,” I snarl, as I run my gaze down her dress. “I like this dress, but I like it off more.”

      I rip it down, slip to my knees, and lift one foot and then the other, dragging the material off until she’s naked before me except for her heels. She shivers from the cool air, her pert little nipples tightening and begging for my mouth. Her pussy is still glistening, her lips raw and eyes wild. She’s fucking mouthwatering, and even though I just had her, I want her again. I want to dip into each and every hollow of her curvy body, but I need to let off some steam first.

      Steam she calls to, steam she commands as she lifts her foot, places her heel against my hard cock, and presses down ever so slightly. “Daddy?” she purrs, leaning back into the car and tracing her hand down her chest to cup her gleaming cunt. “If I’m a good girl, will you fuck me?”

      “Yes,” I growl, kissing her silken thigh.

      “What if I’m a bad girl?” she asks, licking her lips as she stares down at me. “What if I’m a really bad fucking girl?”

      “Then I’ll fuck you harder,” I answer, my voice husky. “Turn around and put your hands on the hood, Angel, then spread those legs and let me see my pussy.” When she grins, I grab her foot and squeeze it. “Now, Angel. Don’t make me ask twice, or I’ll fuck your ass and leave my cum dripping from it and go inside.”

      Her eyes narrow, but she drops her foot and, with a flick of her blonde hair, turns. Watching me over her shoulder, she places her hands on the hood of my car before bending over. Her legs spread, giving me a perfect view of her pink pussy.

      She wiggles her ass at me. Leaning closer, I trail my tongue up her leg to her pussy before switching to the other thigh and tracing it down to her foot. She gasps and lowers her head to meet the hood as she spreads her legs wider. So goddamn responsive and needy.

      The perfect mix of demon and angel.

      A sin to tempt even a priest from his calling.

      She looks like those women out of the movies and acts like a goddamn angel, but fucks like a porn star.

      Those boys she dated before were idiots.

      It doesn’t get better than Lexi. She’s the perfect woman, my perfect woman, because no one else will have her again. Her pussy is mine, her ass is mine, and her mouth is too. I intend to show her.

      I’ve spent my life waiting for a woman like her, and now that I have her, I’m not letting her go. She might have come to me for revenge, but she will be getting a whole lot more. This angel walked her beautiful ass right into the demon’s lair, and this demon has no plans of ever letting her leave.

      Circling around her pussy with my tongue, I part her lips and dip it inside her, making her moan loudly as she rocks into my touch. “Daddy,” she whispers huskily, “you didn’t lock the door.”

      She’s right, I didn’t, and I didn’t shut it properly either. It’s almost half up, anybody could see us. “Do you like that, Angel? Like the thought of someone stumbling upon us, seeing my tongue in your cunt?” She whimpers as I push two fingers inside her and curl them. “That they could see me fucking you and hear your screams?”

      “Oh fuck,” she whispers, as I flick her clit with my tongue.

      “Because I think you do, Lexi. I think you want someone to see us, to see what you do to me. How you drive me mad, until I can’t think of anything else but being inside you with your nails in my back and pussy wrapped around my thick cock.”

      She practically gushes as I talk, pushing her ass back for more. Chuckling, I lap up her juices, making her gasp again. “But you were a good girl, such a good girl, and you deserve a reward, don’t you?”

      When she doesn’t answer, I pinch her clit, making her jerk and yell. “Answer me when I speak, Angel.”

      “Yes! Fuck, Tyler,” she begs.

      Licking her pussy once more, I pull my fingers free and stand before circling my arm around her neck. I press my cream-covered fingers to her lips as I kick her legs further apart. “Taste yourself on my skin, Angel, how goddamn wet you get for me, and don’t stop sucking,” I order, as I palm my cock with my other hand and press it to her dripping center.

      Her perfect lips open and suck my fingers into her mouth, wrapping around them as she lashes her tongue across them, tasting her cream and my cum. Dirty little angel.

      Slipping them from her mouth, I wrap my hand around her neck and force her face to the hood. “Good girl. Look how goddamn gorgeous you are, spread out for me like a feast.”

      “Daddy, please,” she pants, pushing back to try and take my cock, so I smack her hip.

      “I said stay still, Angel.”

      She whimpers again, her hands clenching on the hood as she tilts her hips back. “Angel,” I warn. “Behave.”

      “Or what, Daddy?” she purrs, pushing back and taking an inch into herself, making her gasp. “You said you would fuck me harder, or were those just dirty words?”

      I smack her hip again and slip deeper into her clinging pussy with one thrust, holding back my groan at how tightly she grips me. I lean down and kiss her neck. “Just dirty words, Angel?”

      “Yes, is that it…old man?” she taunts.

      Narrowing my eyes, I pound into her, and she screams loudly, but it melts into a laugh as she pushes back to meet my brutal thrusts. I work her hard, and before she knows it, she’s screaming again, her cunt pulsing around me in release. Dragging myself out, I part her ass cheeks as she sucks in breaths and moans.

      “Dadd—Daddy?” she asks lazily.

      “I told you I would fuck you harder. You should have been a good girl,” I growl as I drag my wet cock down her ass. “Now I’m going to fuck your pert little ass and watch my cum run from it, and we both know you will come again like the dirty little girl you are, won’t you, Angel?”

      “Oh God,” she whispers, but I’m big and I don’t want to hurt her, so I spank her and press harder on her neck.

      “You don’t move, or I won’t let you come all night,” I threaten, and then I step back. She shivers but doesn’t move, so with a chuckle, I head into the dark house, flicking on lights as I head upstairs. I find the unopened tube of lube in the drawer and go back down to find her right where I left her, spread out on my car, ass in the air, pussy dripping.

      Fucking hell.

      Stepping behind her, I pop the cap and squirt it on her parted ass, making her jerk forward. “Is it cold, Angel?”

      She nods as I rub it in with my fingers, pressing one into her ass and working through her tight muscles. “I’ll make it warm,” I promise, adding another finger. She’s too tight. “Relax, baby, my cock is too big to do this if you don’t relax.”

      She whimpers again but relaxes, trusting me with her body and pleasure. “Good girl,” I praise as I work her with my fingers, in and out until she’s moaning again. When she starts pushing back, I pull them free and press my cock to her ass. She freezes, so I stroke down her back with my other hand. “Angel,” I coo, “feel how hard you make me, how goddamn wild you make me feel. You make me forget everything else but you and this body I crave.”

      She sighs, curving into my touch, and I slip the head of my cock past her muscles before freezing and letting her relax further before I work in another inch. It’s slow going, and I move with shallow, slow thrusts until I finally get my cock all the way in. It’s torture in the best way, trying not to move when all I want to do is slam into her until she can’t see, never mind stand.

      “Good girl,” I murmur in wonder, looking down at her tight little ass taking me. “Goddamn, Angel, you should see how sexy you look right now, wrapped around my cock.”

      “God, Tyler, move, please,” she begs.

      Chuckling, I pull out and push back in, starting slow and soon speeding up. She moans raggedly, meeting each thrust, her ass constricting around me so sweetly, I know I won’t last long. But neither will she. She’s already nearly screaming again, and when I pound into her for real, she does scream.

      Loudly, no doubt waking the neighbours.

      “That’s it, Angel,” I snarl as I fuck her. “Let them hear you come for your daddy,” I snarl as I reach down with my clean hand and flick her clit until she comes with a yell. Her ass tightens around me until I can’t move, locking me inside her body as she jerks and writhes.

      It forces my release from me. My balls draw up until I can’t help it. I groan as I explode, filling her ass. Curving over her back, I rain kisses across her soft, sweaty skin. “Goddamn, Angel,” I groan breathlessly, my heart hammering. “How can it get better every time?”

      We stay like that for a while before she shivers, undoubtedly from the cold. I pull from her snug body and turn her. She stumbles, so I hold on and kiss away the tears on her cheek, but she’s smiling so I’m betting they aren’t sad tears.

      “Hang on, Angel,” I murmur, as I close the garage door and lock it before scooping her up and holding her against my chest. “I’ve got you. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

      She nods and curls into my chest like a little kitten. I almost miss a step as I look down at this tiny, curvy woman in my arms. She’s so trusting, so goddamn perfect, it hurts.

      How could I ever let her go when she’s everything I’ve been waiting for all my life?

      None of it matters, not age, her ex…my son. It doesn’t matter. I’m keeping her.

      Lexi is mine.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I can’t even move, my limbs don’t want to listen to me. I have never been fucked so thoroughly before. I’m in a state of relaxed bliss. He could do anything, and I would let him. I’m like a purring fucking cat in his big arms as he carries me effortlessly through his house and up the stairs.

      It’s weird to be here again, but it also feels right. He strides past Justin’s room, and I purposely don’t look. He catches my eyes, though, and smiles softly as he steps into his room and through to the en suite. “How are you feeling, Angel?” he murmurs.

      “Tired. I think you killed me.” I giggle, and he grins as he starts to fill the bath, all the while holding me in his arms. Jesus, how strong is this guy? He adds bubble bath and lets it run as he strokes my back lovingly. When it’s almost half full, he helps me into it. I’m almost submerged, I’m that relaxed, and he laughs again, helping me sit.

      “Don’t drown while I go get you some water,” he orders, grinning widely.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I answer automatically, closing my eyes as the warm water flows around me, relaxing me even further. I don’t hear him leave though, so I crack open my eyes to see him staring down at me with a strange expression on his face. But then he blinks and it disappears, and he leans down and kisses me so softly, it brings tears to my eyes.

      “God, Angel.” His voice is rough and filled with tenderness as he strokes my cheek and then sighs before pulling away. “I’ll be back in a moment. Don’t fucking move.”

      I just float, letting the bubbles ease my muscles. I do have to turn the tap off when it’s full, and not two minutes later, Tyler is back. He presses a water bottle into my hand. “Drink, Angel,” he demands.

      I sit up and twist the already loosened cap and take a big swig before passing it back to him. He places it on the side and starts to strip. I swear my jaw drops as I watch him.

      It’s better than Magic Mike.

      In fact, the music even flows through my head as I watch him. He’s not even trying to be sexy, but I swear I just came from watching him. He’s goddamn beautiful, all muscles and hard edges, his age only giving him time to reach perfection. He has a smattering of dark hair across his expansive chest and some tribal ink curling around his shoulder. His six pack clenches as he takes off his socks and trousers. I lick my lips as he reveals his thick, hairy thighs—what is it about thick thighs that makes me wet? His cock is at half-mast already, thick and long like I remember. Knowing he’s good-looking, he turns and winks when he catches me staring, his peachy ass flexing.

      Now I know why girls like older men. Who needs growing boys when you can get a fucking perfect older man with a big cock who knows how to use it?

      “Scoot forward, Angel.” I do as I’m told, lost for words.

      He slips in behind me, splashing the water over the side as he pulls me into his arms, his legs settling on either side of me. I relax back into his big chest, and he wraps his arm under my breasts, keeping me up so I can close my eyes and float.

      He starts to wash me, and I let him, grabbing his other hand and placing my tiny one against it. I smile at the differences. Tyler is huge all over, he makes me feel delicate.

      Lifting his hand higher, I play with his fingers, noticing a small white scar across one digit. “What happened?” I question softly, as he continues washing me. I’m putty in his hands. How can one man be so perfect?

      I’m a strong woman, but goddamn, even the strongest of us likes being looked after every now and again, and Tyler? He worships my body in and out of sex, completely dedicated to each task of looking after me, even though he probably knows we can’t have sex again because I’m too sore. He doesn’t care, he does it because he can and wants to, not to gain anything.

      “When I was in university, I got drunk and tried to cook. It didn’t go well,” he replies, making me laugh as he kisses my cheek and takes his hand back to finish cleaning me.

      I sigh. “I never asked… What happened to Justin’s mom?”

      He doesn’t even skip a beat, his sudsy hands curving over my belly, still washing me. “Nothing, it was a one-night stand. I was young and still building my company with no time for relationships. We met in a bar, and I didn’t even get her name. Two years later, she found me and told me I had a son. After that, we split raising him. I had him every weekend and she had him during the week. It worked, even when she got married. We became friends of a sort. I never wanted kids at that age, but it made me work ten times harder to provide everything for him I never had.”

      “You’re a good father,” I murmur.

      He laughs, kissing my cheek. “I hope so, it doesn’t stop them from making their own mistakes. Like you.”

      “Uh, you think I was a mistake?”

      “For him? Yes. He never stood a chance with you. You would have realised that, even if he didn’t cheat. You’re too much for him to handle, too outspoken, a dreamer, creative. Justin, as much as I love him, is a very small-minded man.”

      I think his words through. He’s probably right. “So you never settled down?” I ask curiously.

      He shrugs as he washes my legs. “My company took off, and work became my life when he moved out. The years passed so quickly… Angel, no one ever made me want to. They see me, and they see the money attached to my name, they see a good life. Eventually, I got tired of the snakes and just gave up trying…until you.”

      “Me?” I almost squeak.

      He chuckles deeply. “Yes, you. With your goddamn innocent eyes and kind nature, you had me with one fucking smile, Angel. You are nothing like anyone I’ve met before. You don’t want anything, yet I want to give you the whole world.”

      I shiver at that, unsure what to say. How did sex with Tyler get so deep so fast? I just got out of a complicated relationship, so I’m not looking for another one. I should walk away now before he gets the wrong idea.

      He must feel it, because he stills. “I’m not asking for anything, Angel. Not yet, but we both know this was more than sex, you can get that from anyone. You came to me for a reason, and when you figure out what it is, I’ll still be here waiting. I’ve waited years for the right woman, I can wait a little longer.”

      I ignore his words, not ready for what he’s saying, and he drops it. Part of me feels like I’m only just meeting Tyler—well, this side of him anyway. This intimacy is new, but then the other half of me knows him better than anyone. I know what makes him laugh, how his lips tilt to the right when he smiles. How he likes his coffee, his dreams, his hopes…

      He grabs my pussy hard, possessively, like he owns it, and goddamn if I don’t rub myself against that hand, even though he’s just trying to take care of me. It does the trick though—it pulls me from my thoughts and brings my attention to the hard cock pressed against my ass. His rough palm cups my sex… No more thinking, Lexi. None of it matters right now. I don’t care how messed up this is, I want this man every goddamn waking minute. Every brush of his fingers creates a mix of agony and pleasure, his rough palm grinding into my clit until I gasp. The water laps against my hard nipples, making my cheeks heat and heart slam.

      He kisses my temple, making me sigh in disappointment as he washes me and then drains the water before helping me out.

      “Come on, Angel, you need to eat and sleep.”

      “Is that right?” I grin as he crouches and lifts my feet, drying them before placing a kiss on each and putting it back down. He glances up at me, those dark eyes smouldering as they meet mine.

      “Yes, because I plan on spending tomorrow between your thighs, so you better rest while I let you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Tyler

      

      

      I’m old enough to know what I want in life, and strong enough to take it. I want Lexi, it’s that simple. I felt the way she froze earlier at my declaration. I’ll let her retreat for now. She’s young and coming from a bad place, so I let her believe this is just temporary, just about settling some desires in her…when in reality, I plan on keeping her.

      Forever, if she will let me.

      I’m too old for games, yet I’m willing to play them to get her. Willing to do whatever it takes to make her see she belongs with me. Like now, I’m watching her sleep. The moon shines through the open window, lovingly illuminating her beautiful face and her blonde hair, which is spread across my pillow like I imagined for so many nights. Her body is pressed to mine, each curve so different than my hard, aged body.

      I feel dirty and wrong. She’s young and makes me feel so much older…but that won’t stop me. I don’t care what anyone thinks or how big the age difference is—when you know, you know.

      And Lexi? She’s the one.

      The one I’ve been waiting for. It’s never been like this. I thought I could take her body, the body she offered, and feel nothing. I was wrong. The sex…fuck, it blows my mind. I’ve never been so attracted to someone, and the way we come together, it’s like heaven in a beautiful blonde package.

      Relationships like this don’t come around often. I refuse to be like my idiot son and let the best thing to ever happen to me go.

      Justin… What will he think? Do I care?

      He’s a fool, always has been. He treats women like disposable holes—hurts them, then leaves them. He’s young, I know that, but sometimes, I hate the prick.

      Why did he have to meet her first?

      I’m tired of watching her and wanting, tired of pretending I don’t ache for her. That I don’t dream about her, visualising her in my arms, her body splayed out beneath me.

      She wants me, I know it.

      But will it be enough?

      The questions crowd my mind, but when she turns with an adorable little snore and presses her face to my chest, I realise I don’t care. That will figure itself out, all I care about is that she’s here. With me. In my bed, in my arms.

      For now, Lexi is mine.

      And I plan on making the most of it.

      Wrapping my arms around her, our legs tangled together, I press my head to hers and close my eyes, a smile on my face. My little angel burrows closer like she can’t get enough. I fight the tiredness pulling at my mind and body, wanting to remember this night forever.

      The beginning of the rest of my life.

      With Lexi at the center of it.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I wake up slowly with pleasure curling through my body, something hard against my back, and my heart pounding. I’m on the verge of coming…

      What the—

      A moan leaves my lips as I feel Tyler behind me. His cock is in my pussy, and he grips my breast as he fucks me slowly with hard, measured thrusts.

      “Finally awake, Angel?” he murmurs. “You were so deeply asleep, yet you almost came for me, my dirty little girl.”

      He runs his hand down the valley of my breasts and cups my pussy as he drives into me harder. “So fucking close. Even asleep, you were wet for me. What were you dreaming of, Angel?”

      I groan, and he laughs, kissing my neck and up to my ear. “Was it about my cock?”

      “I don’t—I don’t remember,” I gasp, stuttering over the words as he slaps my clit.

      My body is pressed so tightly against his, there isn’t an inch of room between us. I can feel his heart hammering in time with mine, his hand shaking slightly as he holds me and pounds into me now that I’m awake.

      “I bet it was, Angel. You woke me by moaning in your sleep, your hand stroking down my stomach like the greedy girl you are. I couldn’t help myself,” he murmurs into my ear, the dirty words making me cry out, and he slaps my clit again. “Did I say you could come yet, Angel?” he growls.

      I shake as the release sneaks up on me. I’m so close—he suddenly pulls out of me, making me groan.

      I’m flipped, and he’s over me, the shadows of the dark room covering his face. Those dark eyes lock on me hungrily, and his big, thick arms are on either side of my head as he nudges open my thighs and forces himself between them. His wet cock is pressed to my pussy again as he waits for me to come down from that edge.

      Narrowing my eyes, I turn my head and bite his arm in punishment. It forces a grunt from him, and I watch as his eyes flutter closed and he shivers. “Fuck, Angel, don’t do that unless you want me to come on your chest right now without even making you come. You’re not the only one close…”

      Arching up, I rub my breasts across his hard chest, and he groans again before ducking his head and licking one of my nipples, pulling it into his mouth.

      Moaning, I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling all of his weight down onto me. He drops with one hand still next to my head as his other squeezes my breast hard, rolling the nipple in time with his tongue lashing and sucking my other one.

      My eyes close without meaning to. I’m unable to look into those dark, hungry depths anymore as he destroys my body. His hand is suddenly on my chin, gripping harshly. “Eyes on me, Angel, now.”

      I snap them open as I pant, watching him as he crawls down my body, his lips trailing along my stomach and making me tilt into his mouth. His wide shoulders force my legs further apart as he blows a warm breath over my wet pussy, causing me to shiver.

      “I can’t get the taste of you out of my mind. Christ, Angel, you taste amazing, and I want to wake up every day with my tongue in your pussy.”

      “Fuck, Daddy,” I moan, unable to help it. His dirty words spur me on as he parts my lips and laps at me, his dark, hungry eyes still locked on me.

      He dips a finger inside me, stroking along my walls and nerves as his tongue curls around my clit. He eats me like he can never get enough, his gaze filled with pleasure.

      The fact that he enjoys it only makes me wilder. I reach down and grip his head, scratching my nails along his scalp as I roll into his tongue, pushing my pussy further into his mouth. The edge is sneaking back up on me fast, especially when he adds another finger, stretching me, fucking me in time with his tongue.

      “Angel,” he groans. “I love how wet you get, how fucking tight you clamp on my cock and fingers, and watching you come? It’s fucking amazing, my new favourite thing. I want you screaming my name all day every day, those pink pretty lips parted like they are now, your eyes wild and wide…your body mine.”

      He lowers his face to my pussy as I shake my head and close my eyes, unable to keep them open any longer as more and more pleasure flows through me, controlled by him. His lips wrap around my clit, and he sucks, hard.

      I almost come away from the bed as I scream, the release catching me off guard and sending me tumbling straight into darkness. Fireworks explode behind my eyes as I feel him stroking me through it, his voice penetrating the fog but not his words.

      When I finally come back down, he kisses my pussy and crawls up my body. His chin and lips are covered in my cream, but he doesn’t care and neither do I as I reach up and yank him down to me. I taste myself on his lips as I kiss him desperately, our tongues and teeth clashing as he hoists my leg over his hip and presses his cock to my entrance.

      “Tyler,” I pant against his lips. He nips them in warning, making me groan. “Daddy, please.”

      With a groan, which I swallow, he slams back inside me, his thick cock making me moan as he stretches me to my limit. From this angle, he hits deeper than before, and when he pulls his lips away and my eyes flicker open, they clash with his, making this much more intimate. His fingers dent my skin as he fucks me…but those eyes.

      Those dark eyes never look away from mine. He’s claiming me, branding ownership on me, letting me know exactly who’s inside me, fucking me and bringing me pleasure.

      Our bodies move like music, curling around each other in sync, our crescendo building fast. Both of us are unable to last with each other. It’s never felt like this, like I can’t get enough of him. That I never want him to stop. I want him inside me all the time in any way I can get him.

      I’m obsessed with the pleasure he brings, like a junkie needing a fix. That’s what Daddy Tyler is to me now, my very own drug. Each kiss fuels it, each slide of his hands across my chest and sides urge me on. Each time he sinks into my pussy and wrings moans from my throat, it proves one thing.

      This isn’t a one-time affair, this is addictive.

      The thing about addictions? They have so much power to hurt you, and without them…without them, life is torture. How will I survive walking away from this when I know the bliss I can find in his touch?

      “Stay with me, Angel,” he groans, pressing his head to mine as he drives into me, pushing away each depressing thought. Each stroke of his cock builds that pleasure higher until I don’t care.

      If I’m an addict, so is he.

      He might call me Angel, but we both know they fall.

      I do, I fall hard, right over that cliff and into release. I moan against his lips as he stills and grunts his own pleasure. Our hearts are hammering, and our bodies are covered in sweat as he presses closer.

      I wrap my arms around him as I try to breathe, but he kisses me so softly, so gently, it almost brings tears to my eyes. He fucks me like an animal, but after, he loves me so tenderly. How is that even possible?

      “Stay, Angel, stay with me?” he whispers.

      I blink, then swallow to ease my dry mouth as I come back down to earth.

      Angels fall.

      But can I really fall for my ex-boyfriend’s dad?

      As we pant, his cock still inside me, our bodies locked together, I search his eyes. Words remain trapped in my throat as I search for an answer to his question. He sighs before kissing me again. “Let’s get some sleep.”

      I know I’ve hurt him, but I don’t know what I want. This has all been so quick, gone so fast, and I’m wrapped up in Tyler. What if that wears off? What if it’s not enough? Can I really stay? But…can I really go?

      Will he even let me leave if I try?

      Do I even want him to?

      Life rarely brings us second chances at a first love. I’ve had my fair share of boys and fools, and now I want a king who will take care of me in every way. Who knows what he has in his arms…a queen.

      But can lust—I won’t say love, not yet—really last when we’re facing such odds?

      I wish I knew.

      Daddy…please, don’t hurt me.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I leave Lexi asleep as I slip out to do some food shopping. On the way back, I decide to grab breakfast for her and myself, we can even have it in bed. I know in the light of day, she might have regrets or reservations, but I’m hoping not, just like I’m hoping she’s still there when I get back.

      This is more than just sex or fucking. There is something between us, something I want to explore, even if she isn’t sure. I just need time to convince her I won’t hurt her like those idiots in the past. Time to prove she can trust me with her heart.

      I’m just leaving the coffee shop with my drinks and bag of food when I run into Justin. I freeze, and so does he before he grins. “Hey, Dad. What are you doing up so early on your day off?”

      “Getting breakfast,” I hedge. “I thought you were working today?”

      “Called in sick,” he replies, his eyes darting away like they usually do when he’s lying. “Want to eat together?” he asks.

      “Sorry, I have to get back, maybe next week?” I suggest.

      He nods, and I pat him on the shoulder as I pass before stopping, knowing I shouldn’t. “How’s Lexi? I haven’t seen you both in a while.”

      “Oh.” I look back to see his face reddening and his hand scrubbing at the back of his neck. “We broke up. Sorry, I know you liked her.”

      Fucking understatement, kid, seeing as though I stole her the first chance I could, filled her with my cum, and am now thinking of ways to keep her forever.

      “That’s too bad, she’s a good person. What happened?” I question dumbly.

      He and I have drifted apart recently, mainly because every time I see him, I want to beat him up for having her, and I think a part of him knows that. “Just didn’t work out. Hey, I better get going if I want to get to work.” He disappears inside. Wait, I thought he called in sick?

      Kids, they never get too old to lie to their parents.

      Turning away, I tamp down the guilt at lying to him, of not telling him the truth about Lexi and me. But I don’t know if she wants me to, and this is her choice, not mine.

      The truth has a way of finding the light of day though, I just hope she realises that.

      Shaking off the encounter, I head home, and once inside, I plate up the food and carry it upstairs. When I enter the room, I freeze and stare.

      She’s beautiful at night, but even more so in the day.

      The sun streams through the window, kissing her golden skin, and her blonde hair shines like spun gold on my pillows. Her skin is smooth and perfect, her curves on full display. Her high, perky breasts beg for my mouth, and her curvy stomach calls for me to kiss and worship it.

      Her rounded hips and thick thighs have my cock hardening within seconds as I debate having her for breakfast instead. But when her stomach rumbles and she blinks open those electric eyes, I know I need to feed her first.

      Then I can eat her.

      “Morning, Angel,” I murmur, as I pad across the room. I place the plate before her and the coffee onto the nightstand before leaning down and stealing a kiss.

      Grinning, I slip in next to her, my own plate of omelette resting on my knee as she blinks sleepily and sits up. The sheet pools at her waist, not that she seems to care.

      “Mmm, this smells amazing, did you cook?” she asks, grabbing the croissant, breaking a bit off, and chewing before moaning. “Dear God, if you did, I might just marry you.”

      “Well then,” I tease, before cutting my breakfast up. “Hate to disappoint, but no. I did run into Justin at the coffee shop though.”

      I feel her freeze and her eyes swing my way, so I raise my head and smile reassuringly at her. “I didn’t say anything.”

      She slumps and then winces. “Sorry, I didn’t mea—”

      “I know.” I nod and jerk my chin at her food. “Eat.”

      Her eyes twinkle as she takes a bite. There’s a crumb of pastry on her lip, so I lean in and lick it away. She moans and leans into me, but I retreat with a chuckle. “Eat first, Angel.”

      “Tease,” she grumbles.

      “Oh, I plan on teasing you all morning, Angel, and making you scream my name for everyone to hear, but you need to eat first… You’re going to need your energy.”

      She grins and eats faster, and once I’m done, I sit back and sip my coffee, watching her. “Stay today and tonight with me.”

      “Tyler—” She starts, and I hold up my hand.

      “I’m not asking for anything else, but we both know we haven’t had enough of each other. I have a lot of time to make up for. You aren’t working tonight, are you?”

      She shakes her head, nibbling on her lower lip nervously, so I lean in and press my thumb against the plump flesh until she releases it, and then I stroke my thumb there. “Then stay with me, Angel, one more night. Let me sleep with you in my arms. If you want to leave tomorrow, I’ll let you. I won’t even come after you if that’s what you want, your revenge completed. One more night, Lexi, with me.”

      She searches my eyes before leaning into my touch. “Okay,” she concedes, making me grin.

      “You want to shower, Angel?”

      She nods, and I lean closer, whispering against her lips. “Better hurry, I was hungry for more than just food. I want you under me in less than twenty minutes, so you have ten.”

      She squeals and gets to her feet. Laughing, I slap her ass and watch as she hurries across the room, her hips swinging enticingly.

      Fuck twenty minutes.

      I get up, reach over my shoulder, grab my shirt, and tug it off, kicking off my shoes as I follow after her.

      I could wake up like this every day with her in my bed and her laughter filling the air.

      Angel, stay, forever.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I’m horny.

      Really horny. Not once has Tyler made me come today. He’s torturing me, I know it. We washed each other in the shower, him touching me and getting me all riled up before stepping back, ignoring his hard cock.

      He’s smirking as he watches me now. I shuffle uncomfortably in my chair as we play a game.

      His choice.

      We have the day together, and he wants to sit and play a board game. His chest is bare, and his hair is wet from the shower. I want to jump him, but I refuse to give in.

      Instead, I decide to torture him back.

      Standing up, I purposely don’t pull my dress down, flashing my ass and lack of underwear at him as I stroll to the counter and swipe a lolly from it. I always used to see the way he watched me with them. I don’t even know why he kept them around. We bought them as a joke. I’m thinking now it might have been because he was a glutton for punishment. Ripping away the wrapper, I turn, and with my eyes on him, I suck the strawberry lolly into my mouth, moaning at the taste.

      His eyes narrow as he watches me, his whole body hardening. I skip back to the table, take a seat, and pull the lolly from my mouth with a pop before running it across my lip enticingly. He follows the movement with a groan.

      “Angel,” he warns, “what did I tell you about being naughty?”

      I blink innocently at him. “Do it?” I answer sweetly before tracing my tongue across the lolly as he watches me wrap my lips around it, sucking hard.

      “Angel, I mean it,” he growls, sitting back with a wince before he reaches down and rearranges himself.

      Laughing, I pull it from my mouth, licking my lips as I roll the dice and move my player, tapping the lolly against my lips. “I’m just playing like you wanted,” I purr as I relax back and run it across my lips again while I watch him. “You want a drink?” I ask, as I get to my feet, sucking it into my mouth.

      His hand darts out and grabs my wrist hard, making me gasp and look down at him. My heartbeat instantly increases, and my pussy clenches at the raw dominance rolling from him.

      Tyler is a fucking alpha through and through, and I just basically disobeyed him.

      I know he was trying to be sweet, to prove he’s after more than my body, but a girl has needs, needs that involve his cock in my pussy, those big hands gripping my breasts, his lips claiming mine possessively…and many, many orgasms.

      He stands and towers over me. His hard body almost presses against my arm, making me shiver at the strength in him. “Angel.” One word, and I nearly melt.

      Leaning up on tiptoe, I kiss him, letting him taste the strawberries on my lips before lowering my feet flat on the floor. “Yes, Daddy?” I murmur sweetly.

      “Fuck,” he grunts.
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        Tyler

      

      

      How can I resist her when she tastes so sweet? When those big eyes peer up at me, filled with mischief and lust? The tiny dress she’s wearing hugs her curves and shows nearly all of her breasts and ass, making me constantly hard as I imagine bending her over the table and fucking her.

      Like I imagined so many times before as she sat across from me, but now I can. I’m trying to keep our relationship the way it was and be respectful, but that isn’t what either of us wants. She wants me, I want her.

      She wants my control, dominance, and commands. She wants my cock in her when and how I decide, and I want my little angel at my mercy. Completely.

      She stares at me as she licks the lolly before stepping forward, popping it from her mouth, and running it around my lips. She kisses me softly, pulls back with a grin, and licks her lips again. “You taste like strawberry,” she purrs.

      When she pops it back into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks around it, I can’t help it. I grab the back of her head roughly and drag her to me. She gasps, and I snatch the lolly and throw it away. “On your knees, Angel.”

      She grins but falls to them, blinking up at me almost owlishly, as if she didn’t know this was coming. My dirty girl. “Yes, Daddy.”

      Unbuckling my belt, I see her shiver at the sound as I unzip my pants, free my cock, and then tap her chin. “Open up. You want something to suck on? You can suck my cock. Swallow me down, Angel, and show me how that pretty mouth works.”

      She moans, her eyes widening in lust as she opens her mouth like a good little girl and sucks me down. Groaning, I watch her lips close around me as she sucks, her hand gripping the base of my cock.

      I stroke her head and thrust shallowly, forcing myself deeper into her wet, tight mouth, fighting the urge to slam inside and fuck her senseless for teasing me. “God, Angel, you look so damn beautiful on your knees with my cock in your mouth, those big eyes peering up at me. I feel so fucking dirty, you look so goddamn innocent.”

      But then she drags her teeth along my cock as she bobs her head, proving me wrong. My angel is dirty as hell and loves it when I use her, order her, dominate her.

      Her blue eyes remain locked on me, and her cheeks hollow around my length as she holds on while I slam harder into her mouth, forcing myself deeper down her throat. “Good girl, suck me all the way down, Angel,” I growl, watching as she swallows me almost whole, her lips meeting her hand, making me moan as I fight the tight heat of her mouth.

      Wrapping my hand in her hair, I use it to pull her back and then force her down. She gives in to my control, letting me drag her up and down my cock. She wiggles on the floor, rubbing herself against it, and I have to close my eyes to stop myself from coming from the sight alone.

      “Christ, Angel, are you riding the floor, dirty girl?” I grind into her mouth, and she gasps as I shove myself deeper. “So wet from my cock, you’re nearly coming I bet.”

      She moans around my cock, the vibrations eliciting a grunt as I jerk in her mouth, forcing myself down her throat before drawing back and slamming in. I’m almost snarling now, unable to speak.

      Those eyes leave me defenceless as she takes all of me, such a fucking perfect angel. Each thrust brings me closer to coming. I want to watch it overflow from her lips. I must say it out loud, because she moans again, and the vibration sends me over the edge.

      I spill into her mouth. She drags her lips off my cock instantly, opening her mouth and letting my cum drip from her lips, down her chin, and onto her chest. She drags her dress down until it puddles on the floor, and she kneels naked before me as I stumble back, panting heavily.

      The sight of my cum dripping down her chest has me nearly coming undone again, my cock hardening already. She licks her lips hungrily. “Like this, Daddy?” she murmurs, as she rubs her finger over her lips before sucking it clean. “Or maybe you want a show?”

      She runs two of her fingers down the mess on her chest as I watch, wetting them with my cum before tracing it down her belly. My eyes track her movement helplessly. Her knees part as she presses her cum-covered fingers into her pussy and moans.

      “Fuck, Angel,” I groan, watching as she rocks into her fingers, fucking herself on them. “Lean back, let me see your greedy cunt.”

      She drops back, her legs spread, her chest arched, and her eyes locked on me as she rubs herself. She pulls her fingers free from her clinging cunt and rubs her clit before sliding them back down and plunging them inside her channel.

      I grip the table behind me, trying to stop myself from marching over there, but when she adds another finger, I can’t. I break free and drop to my knees, crawling between her legs. I slap her hand. “Move, Angel, let me taste you.”

      She pulls her fingers free, and being the tease she is, she runs them across my lips. I wrap my lips around them and suck them clean, tasting her and me on them. “Do we taste good together?” she asks huskily.

      Pulling out her fingers, I lean down and lick a long line down her greedy pussy. “Like heaven, Angel, but your orgasms are mine. I’m a greedy bastard like that.”

      I throw her legs over my shoulders, and she falls back, chest arching as she rubs herself along my mouth.

      Anyone could see us right now. If they walk to the front window of the living room, they could spot us through the open kitchen doorway. But neither of us care.

      She’s mine, even if it’s just for today, and I’ll do whatever the fuck I want to her. If I want to take her outside and make the neighbours watch as she rides my dick, I will.

      Grabbing her hips, I drag her closer to my mouth as I lap at her pussy, tasting my salty release mixed with her sweetness. She pushes closer with a whimper as I drag the flat of my tongue along her clit and down to her hole before thrusting it inside her.

      “Tyler, God, please!” she begs.

      “I want you to come on my tongue, Angel, again and again. It will never be enough,” I murmur, as I press two thick fingers to her entrance and slip them inside, her pussy clamping on them instantly. Curling them, I lash my tongue against her clit, hard and fast, knowing she’s already close.

      The evidence of her enjoyment over giving me a blowjob is clear. My dirty little angel. She cries my name louder and louder, digging her hands into my hair and pressing me closer until I can’t breathe, all I can do is lick her pussy.

      I would gladly die right now, suffocated between her thighs with my fingers and tongue in her pussy. Her release crests as she screams and clamps her thighs around my head, keeping me there as I rub and lick her through it.

      Her thighs tremble and drop open as she breathes heavily, her pussy fluttering around my fingers. When she can’t take anymore, I pull away and crawl up her body, holding myself up with one hand above her head as her eyes open and clash with mine.

      Leaning down, I kiss her softly, forcing her to taste her release on my lips and tongue. “That was just the first one. Now clean up and let’s finish our game. Can you be a good girl for that long, Angel?”

      “No promises.”

      “If you are, we’ll have dinner after,” I offer against her lips.

      “Oh yeah, what?” she inquires, but her excitement dims a little.

      “You,” I growl. “You’re my dinner.”
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        Lexi

      

      

      I clean up and slip back into my dress, then we finish our board game and he wins, because I’m distracted by his dirty promise. He was so calm and matter of fact. He’s going to fuck me. I don’t know when or how. I’m just waiting, and it makes me a lust-filled mess.

      A puddle under his gaze, and he knows it.

      He smirks arrogantly, the same one he gave me the first time I met him. He puts away the board game, slowly and calmly, as I stare at him. I wiggle in my chair as I watch him, observing the way his forearms move and biceps clench. The flex of his ass in his tight jeans. It has me almost drooling.

      Tyler can nearly make me come without even trying. It’s embarrassing really, and addictive. I’ve never felt this insanely attracted to someone, and I find that I’m sad just thinking about this coming to an end.

      Because it has to, right?

      It’s just so explosive. Every time we’re together, I expect it to lessen, but it only gets stronger. He plays my body like an instrument. He looks after me and is kind and caring, and then he can flip into a hard-faced, surly daddy ready to fuck me senseless. His dirty words flooding my ears as his cock fills my body.

      I clench my thighs together at the visual, and he leans in, running his nose along my neck teasingly before nipping my ear. “I can almost smell your need, Angel.”

      “I thought I was your dinner?” I murmur, angling my head so he can have better access.

      He chuckles dirtily as he nibbles my skin. “So demanding, Angel, always wanting what you can’t have…”

      “Oh yeah? Like you? Like your cock? Because I seem to have them,” I counter, reaching up and threading my fingers through his hair as he kisses along my shoulder.

      He yanks down my dress and grabs my breast, squeezing hard in punishment. “Watch your mouth.”

      “Or what? You already fucked it, and that didn’t work,” I tease, groaning as he tweaks and squeezes my nipple so hard, it borders on pain. Everything with Tyler is a dominant, sure move, and he knows just how much I like it when he adds that hint of pain to the mix.

      “Don’t force me to punish you, Angel. I planned to be so nice, to eat that sweet pussy of yours until you screamed, and then fill you with my cock and watch you bounce on it… But if you’re going to be naughty, I might just have to change that,” he murmurs, biting my earlobe as he releases my breast and traces his hand down my stomach and cups my pussy.

      Possessively.

      Hard.

      I grind into his hand, closing my eyes, but the pressure isn’t enough. I want his tongue, his cock, whatever I can get. He knows it and laughs, the arrogant bastard. “Daddy, please.” I try changing tactics, my voice low, purring, and sweet.

      “Fuck, you beg so sweetly, Angel,” he groans, licking my ear. “Especially when I’m buried balls deep in you. I love the way you beg…plead…scream for me.”

      “Really? I don’t remember. Why don’t you prove it?”

      He laughs again. “Such a little charmer. Are you challenging me to make you scream, Angel? Because we both know all it will take is my tongue or fingers, and you’ll be screaming like a sinner.”

      “Then prove it, Daddy. Prove I’m your naughty little angel,” I demand. He yanks my head back with his other hand, making my throat a long line as he narrows his eyes on me, those dark orbs hungry. He leans down and presses his lips to mine in a hard, bruising kiss before he lets go and drags his hand down my pussy.

      He slips two fingers inside me. I’m soaked, and it makes him groan as he watches me, keeping me in a tight line as he fucks me with his fingers. But I want more than his hands. I want his cock, his mouth. I want him ramming into me the way I imagined every time I sat across from him at this table.

      “Daddy,” I pant, lifting my hips and rolling them into his fingers. “Fuck me, right here over this table like we both imagined so many times. Like that night Justin was outside…and my foot and yours were touching under the table…your eyes on my breasts. I’d worn that tiny little crop top to try and tempt you, and God, I wished you had broken and grabbed me. Do it now. Show me exactly what you wished you could have done to me,” I plead.

      He pulls his fingers from my pussy, making me whimper as he releases my head. Rounding the chair, he watches me as he sucks them clean of my juices, causing me to pant harder. I love how unashamed of his desire he is.

      He kicks the chair from under me and grabs me. I’m spun and thrown onto the table. The things on top clatter to the floor, but we ignore them. He rips open my thighs and pulls the dress over my head, throwing it away. I’m naked before him, and he’s still dressed.

      Why is that so dirty?

      I shiver under his dark gaze as he runs it across my splayed body. Leaning back on my elbows, I part my legs wider, letting him get a good look at my wet pussy.

      “I wanted to fuck you that night and every night, but that shirt…fuck, I could see your nipples through it. I wanted to rip it off and sink into your body, fuck you right there under his nose. Claim you like I wanted since I first met you. Angel, you tested my resolve, you made me feel so weak.” He leans down and sucks my nipple into his mouth, making me groan and arch my neck back as I clutch his head to my chest.

      But he fights my hands and lifts it, his dark eyes looking at me across my body. “Do you know what I did when you left?” I shake my head, my eyes wide, heart slamming. “I fucked myself right here, screwed my hand as I remembered the way your tits bounced when you walked, the way your tight little ass moved in those shorts. The way your lips curled in mischief…the way your eyes lit up. I imagined it was your pussy I was fucking. I came all over the goddamn table, Angel.”

      Leaning further down, he licks down my stomach, circling my belly button before stepping back, and I whimper with need. Smirking, he flicks open his trousers and palms his hard cock, stroking it as I watch. “Just like this.” I watch him squeeze it in his hand. “Imagining your tight young pussy beneath me. I felt so fucking dirty after, but it didn’t stop me from doing it again every single fucking day I thought about you. About the way you would writhe for me, scream for me. How much of a dirty girl you would be, loving my hard cock. Loving the way your daddy fucks you…but it doesn’t compare to reality.” Stepping between my legs, he rubs his cock down my pussy, making me push closer. “Not one fucking bit.”

      He slams inside of me, making me scream as I arch up. All that waiting, all that teasing, fuck… He doesn’t go slow, he doesn’t make it last. He fucks me, dirty and raw, slamming into me, again and again. The table rocks with the movements as I reach over my head to hang on. My legs wrap around his waist as I urge him to move faster, dirty words leaving my lips.

      “Daddy, please!” I beg. “Harder, God, harder,” I urge, kicking at his ass, and he unleashes on me, showing me exactly how easy he’d been going on me.

      His face locks in a snarl, his eyes are hungry, and his hands grip my hips hard, denting them as he slams me down onto his cock. The wet sound of us coming together is loud, even over the slapping of our skin.

      It’s a dirty sound, but God, it only gets me hotter. My fingers dig into the smooth wood as I slam myself down to meet his thrusts. His hard cock is so fucking thick, it’s on the edge of pain, but I wouldn’t stop this for the world. Especially when he reaches down and starts flicking my clit in time with his thrusts. The pain and pleasure blends together.

      Our sex is dirty, just like our relationship—raw, brutal, and oh so fucking addictive. I don’t want this to end. I want to spend every day beneath him, above him, with his cock inside me, showing me exactly who’s boss. I might tease and provoke, but this is all him. He only takes me when he wants to, I’m completely at his mercy.

      His dirty angel.

      His fingers drag up from my clit and trace through the valley of my breasts before circling my neck and squeezing, cutting off my moans. His hold anchors me, bringing me back to earth, even as my pleasure climbs higher. He reminds me with one touch that it’s him fucking me, owning me, destroying me for everyone else. He locks me to him, his eyes clashing with mine as he fucks me relentlessly.

      “Angel,” he groans, the slap of our skin loud. His arms bulge with power, and I can’t look away from this god before me. No man should be this good-looking or this incredible at fucking me. My body is his more than it’s mine.

      It responds to his words.

      His touch.

      His demands.

      “Fuck, you’re so goddamn tight and wet, look how bloody wet you are. I’m obsessed with you, Angel. You’re mine. Say it,” he demands, leaning over me and releasing my throat enough for me to talk. “Say it,” he orders as he powers into me.

      My legs shake as I reach that edge of release again, but he keeps me there with measured thrusts, not enough to send me over the edge, and he knows it. “Say. It,” he snarls, squeezing my throat in warning.

      “Yours,” I cry. “Yours, yours, yours, Daddy, I’m yours!” I scream as he rams into me and reaches down and flicks my clit at the same time.

      “Come,” he commands, and like a good fucking girl, I do. I come so hard, I almost black out. I can still feel him fucking me, fucking me right through it. I’m barely over the first crest, and he’s already building me back up.

      “You’re going to come again,” he demands, his fingers whitening with the grip he has on my legs as he tosses them over his shoulders and keeps up his hard, wild pace.

      “I can’t,” I whimper, shaking my head.

      “You can and you will, Angel. Your body is mine, and if I tell you that you will come again, you will. All over my cock like the good little dirty girl you are,” he demands.

      “I-I—fuck, I’m too tired, too sore,” I cry out.

      “I’ll kiss it all better, but right now, you’re going to fucking come,” he orders. When I shake my head again, he pulls out of my clinging pussy, making me cry out.

      I’m flipped, and my shaky legs hit the floor as I’m pushed down with a hand in the middle of my shoulders. Body bent, he kicks open my legs and drags my ass higher as he slams inside of me.

      My nails rake down the wood, scarring it as I cry out yet push back to meet his thrusts. I want what he’s offering, the orgasms he pulls from me. His thick cock drags along those nerves until I’m right back on that ledge.

      “Now!” he demands, and I tumble once more, my body locked and shaking beneath him as I try to breathe. My pussy clamps around him, making him grunt, and he stills.

      “Yes, Daddy, fill me up, let it drip from me, show them who I belong to,” I cry out, as I feel him fill me with his release.

      I collapse forward, my face pressed to the wood. He leans into my back, his cheek pressed against my shoulder as he pants too, our slick bodies sliding together. “Christ, Angel, I think you’re trying to kill me.”

      When I laugh, I make him groan again, and he kisses my spine. “Let’s get washed up, and I’ll make you some actual food.”

      “Orgasms and sandwiches? You’re the best daddy ever,” I tease, making him smack my ass.

      “Better remember that, Angel,” he retorts.

      Oh, I will.

      I will…
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      I make pasta while Lexi is washing up. I’m just setting it onto the table with some sparkling water, when she comes back into the room wearing nothing but one of my shirts.

      I close my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose. “Angel, fuck,” I mutter. “Do you want me to fuck you again?”

      She laughs as she passes me, trailing her hand across my chest. “Food first, Ty, then you can fuck me to your heart’s content.”

      “You don’t make it easy to keep my hands off you,” I mumble as I open my eyes and smack her ass when I step by her and take my own seat. I place my napkin on my lap, trying to ignore my rapidly hardening cock as she sits. The shirt gapes, the first three buttons undone, showing me the full crests of her breasts.

      She brings her knee up like she always used to, and it makes me smile. It’s a habit, something she does when she feels comfortable with someone. She never did it with Justin after he commented on it. The little idiot. I hide my smile as I take a sip of my water and watch her pick at her food.

      “Angel, you need to eat.” I wink to soften the rebuke, but I observe her until she takes a big bite and start to eat myself. She doesn’t take care of herself, but that will change, I’ll look after her.

      Always.

      She thinks she gets to walk away from this, but she’s wrong. She might not have meant it when she said she was mine, but we both know the truth.

      She’s mine now, and I’m hers.

      No other will compare. I don’t even want another. I just want her. Even if it’s hard, complicated…and twisted. I want her for the rest of our lives. I’m tired of being alone…but I was waiting.

      For her.

      We eat in comfortable silence for the most part. “How’s work?” she asks before she takes a sip.

      “Really good. We have expanded and taken on over two hundred more employees.” I wipe my mouth, sit back, and watch her.

      “Wow, that’s amazing, Tyler! Though I can understand it, you’re an amazing boss with an incredible work ethic.”

      “Thank you.” I smile. “What about you? Have you decided what to do about singing and your degree?”

      She launches into her answer, and I listen with rapt attention. Everything about her life interests me. She’s very intelligent, but also creative, and trying to stifle that would be a shame. She deserves to be happy and to enjoy her work.

      Reaching over, I clasp her hand. “I wish I could have found the job I love when I was your age. If you find something you love now, why hesitate? What does it matter what anyone else thinks? Happiness is a hard thing to find, my love, hold onto it.” I squeeze her hand as she beams a breathtaking smile at me.

      I could do this every day for the rest of my life—talking through problems, sharing our lives. It’s so normal, blissful, and as I stroke her hand, I can’t help but lean in and kiss her.

      This is so much more than physical. Our emotions were already in this relationship before this weekend, since the moment I met her, to be honest. She can deny that all she wants, but deep down, she knows the truth. It never worked with Justin because she didn’t love him.

      She was falling in love with me.

      Like I was with her, so deeply it scared me. It was so quick, I couldn’t even fight it, as much as I tried, but sometimes, it doesn’t matter how hard you try to resist something, it’s going to happen anyway.

      The world has a strange way of bringing you what you need in a manner you never expected. Lexi came into my life with an added list of complications, like my son on her arm. I was patient, I was strong…but I won’t be anymore.

      She’s what I want, and I plan to take it. An idea is already forming in my head on how to keep her forever, to get a ring on that finger, to be her ‘daddy’ for the rest of our lives.

      She smiles, tilting her head. “What are you thinking about?”

      “About how beautiful you are,” I murmur, leaning forward and kissing her hand possessively. “How fucking much you take my breath away without even trying.”

      She gasps, her eyes shining as she blinks and leans into my touch, the same way I seek her out. “Yeah? Keep going.”

      Laughing, I hook my feet around her chair and drag her closer until I can grab it with my hand and yank it the rest of the way. When she’s right in front of me, I tilt her chin back and stare into her eyes. “How selfless, kind, and caring you are. How talented. When you sing, I get goosebumps, you transport me to another world.” She swallows, but I carry on, brushing my lips across hers. “You make me want to be the man you see when you look at me.”

      “Tyler,” she whispers.

      “I’m obsessed with you.” I punctuate my confession with a kiss. “And I never want to let you go.”

      She gasps, and I can’t help but kiss her again, hard, showing her with my kiss everything I haven’t said yet. Everything I know she wants to hear but isn’t ready for.

      When I pull back, her eyes are closed, and they slowly blink open, clashing with mine as we speak without words.

      We’re telling each other just how much we want one another…how much we love each other.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Lexi

      

      

      We spend the rest of the day talking and exploring, sharing gentle, loving touches as we learn each other’s bodies. I ask about some thin white scars I find, and he tells me about how he broke his leg trying to impress Sandy Lewis when he was twelve. We laugh, we cuddle, and honestly, I’ve never felt so connected to another being.

      Like I know all of him, yet there is so much still to discover.

      He offers himself without bias or judgement, he’s an open book. Anything I ask, he answers, and I try to do the same. He doesn’t just wonder about the superficial things though, he digs deep. His questions even have me contemplating the answer and debating it before I reply.

      I like it. He talks to me like an equal and considers my opinions, even if he doesn’t agree. He talks it out rationally. I guess that’s his age, but honestly, it’s so refreshing.

      Obsessed.

      He said he was obsessed with me earlier, and I know the feeling. Everything I learn about Tyler only makes it harder to walk away. I’ve had his body, but now he’s sharing his mind and heart.

      I don’t know if I can survive it…if I can walk away, even though I should.

      Every time I look at him, my heart skips a beat and I get that feeling low in my stomach, that burning and rolling that tells me even if I’m not ready yet…this is more than sex.

      I guess I knew that deep down when he came to the club. I made my decision to throw myself at Tyler and let whatever happened happen. He decimates me so easily—one word, one look, and I’m his. He could crook his finger, and I would come running, and the intensity of that scares me.

      I’ve never felt this deeply before. Tyler Phillips is my new obsession. He’s the reason behind all those love song lyrics I sing without understanding. But now I finally do, they are starting to make sense.

      He senses it but doesn’t let me retreat, those dark eyes keeping me locked in place as he watches me. I’m cuddled against his side while the TV plays some stupid film. Our legs are tangled together, and his arms are wrapped around me, making me feel small and protected.

      “Tired, Angel?” he murmurs, and I blink. I’m not really, but the longer I spend here in his arms doing mundane things, the more I never want to leave, so I simply nod.

      He leans down and kisses my head, the gesture so normal and instantaneous, I have to blink away tears. Slipping from my embrace, he locks up as I watch, and when the room is darkened, he comes back over and scoops me into his arms.

      I wrap mine around his neck and settle there as he carries me up the stairs, but I can’t help it, I kiss his neck. He freezes, almost stumbling. “Angel,” he warns. His voice is loud in the dark house, making me shiver in need.

      So I do it again.

      With a grunt, he leaps to the top of the stairs and slides me down his body, my arms still around his neck and my body plastered to his front. He grips my chin. I can barely see him, and for some reason, that has me nearly panting, my pussy clenching as I think about what’s to come.

      “Angel, if you want me, all you have to do is ask,” he rumbles, his timbre dark and sexy as hell.

      Leaning up, I kiss him softly before stepping back. “But do you want me? All the time? No matter what? Even now?” I murmur, as I keep stepping backwards down the corridor. For each step I take, he takes one forward, chasing me, herding me where he wants me.

      He’s always in control, even when I think I am.

      Justin’s bedroom door is open slightly, and I freeze, my eyes getting caught on the perfectly made bed there. Memories of a night similar to this slam into me.

      Tyler grabs my shoulders and spins me, his hand going to my neck and pulling my head back until it hits his shoulder. His other hand holds my hip, letting me feel every inch of his hard body against mine. “Do you remember that night?” he growls silkily into my ear, his hard cock pressing to my ass.

      “I do. I heard a noise and went to investigate, only to find you bouncing on my son’s cock. I couldn’t see him, only you. Your winding hips and curvy body, the way you rode him with your hair trailing behind you and your eyes closed. You looked like a fucking goddess, and then you turned, didn’t you, Angel?”

      I nod, and he squeezes my throat. “Yes, I did. I heard you… I’d been imagining you listening next door, and then I saw you at the doorway.”

      “Just like this, standing here,” he growls.

      “Yes, I-I couldn’t look away, wondering if you liked what you saw.”

      “I fucking loved it,” he rumbles. “I came so hard into my hand, I’m surprised you didn’t hear me. Visualising you bouncing on my cock, riding me like that, your curvy body in my hands. To taste and fuck.”

      I can’t help but rub myself back against him. This is so messed up, but I’m wet as hell. He licks along my ear, making me moan. “If I reach down now, you’ll be wet for me, won’t you, Angel? Remembering that night… Did you wish it was me?”

      “Yes, and yes,” I reply, and he chuckles as he slides his hand down to my thigh, stroking it before running his knuckles back up. He glides higher and higher, almost to my pussy, bunching up his shirt.

      “I imagine it sometimes. I even stand here and remember it as I fuck my hand, wishing it was your pretty, tight young pussy. I felt so dirty wanting you, but I couldn’t stop, and I knew what you looked like then. The curve of your full breasts, your wide hips, and long legs…the way your ass jiggled as you dropped. The way your nose scrunched up as you came.” His hand slides higher until he grips my pussy in a hard, possessive grasp. “The way you flushed so prettily just before you came.”

      “Tyler,” I gasp, pushing my pussy into his hand, dripping for him already. I need him to fill me. His dirty words and possessive hands have me on the verge of begging.

      “I want you, right now, just like that. I’m going to make you ride me on his bed, just like you did that night, and you’ll love it, won’t you, dirty girl?”

      “Fuck,” I moan, rolling my hips to grind into his hand, because hell yes I will.

      He pulls his hand away and steps back. I spin, watching as he lifts his palm and, eyes on me, traces his tongue down the center of it, tasting my juices there before narrowing his eyes. “Get your sexy ass inside that bedroom. I want you on your knees on the bed, naked, Angel. Let me see that pussy of mine.”

      I rush to do as I’m told, stripping the shirt off and letting it fall to the floor as I climb onto the bed and sit up on my knees, facing the headboard. A shiver goes through me as I hear the floorboards creak as he almost silently moves my way. I feel him behind me, the warmth of his body, his breath mussing my hair, and it makes my heart slam as I wait for whatever he’s going to do.

      Suddenly, his hand snaps out, wrapping my hair in his fist, and yanks my head back until I’m craned backward, looking at him above me. He climbs onto the bed and presses against my back. He’s naked. Oh, fuck. I can feel every inch of his hard, warm skin. I want to turn, to look at him, to touch him, but he keeps me there, motionless and waiting for his cock and mouth.

      “Bend over and spread those legs, I want to taste you.”

      Fuck me.

      He releases me, and I drop forward to my hands, almost pressing my face to the bedspread which still smells slightly like Justin. For a moment, it makes me feel wrong, but when Tyler parts my ass with his big hands and traces his tongue from my pussy to it, I soon let that fade away.

      He licks me, again and again, his tongue dipping into my pussy before lashing my clit, until I’m moaning and pushing back, pressing my pussy to his hungry tongue. But then he’s gone.

      Whimpering, I press my face to the bed, sucking in desperate breaths as I pulse and shake from the need to come. The bed dips, and I lift and turn my head to see him sitting back against the headboard, his hard cock fisted in his hand as he watches me. I can’t help but lick my lips as he watches with a groan.

      “Crawl to me, Angel,” he demands, so I do, swinging my hips as I crawl between his legs until my head is level with him and I’m sitting up. He watches me hungrily while leisurely stroking his cock.

      “Touch your breasts.”

      Biting my lip, I reach up and cup my heavy breasts, watching his hand on his cock as I twist and flick, squeeze and roll, until I’m rocking against nothing, my release building back up.

      “Stop. Now let me see you touch that sweet little pussy, let me see you make yourself come for me.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whimper as I release my breast and trace a hand down my stomach to my center, stroking through the wetness before curling and rubbing my clit. Dragging my eyes up, I meet his dark ones as I rock and flick myself, trying to last. I want him to be as wild as I feel right now.

      But it’s too much with him watching. I’m close when his voice barks out, “Stop!”

      I rub again, and he grabs my wrist hard before yanking my touch away from myself. “I said stop, Angel. Bad girls won’t get what they want tonight,” he warns.

      Jesus, how can he make those words sound so filthy?

      Letting go of my hand, he grips my hips and effortlessly lifts me until my knees are on either side of his thighs and I’m hovering above him. I grab his cock and press it to my pussy without him urging me to, making him groan. “That’s it, baby, let me watch you sink down onto me. Take all of me, I know you can.” He releases my hips and leans back, watching me as I work myself onto him.

      I impale myself on his cock, taking it in an inch at a time. My tightness makes it difficult, until I’m almost crying with the need to feel him fully inside me.

      “Good girl,” he murmurs. “Take it all, I know you can.” I nod, and then lift again and drop, and he slides all the way to the hilt. I have to freeze then. The feeling of being so full causes me to close my eyes as I tremble and clamp around him. He’s so fucking big, it’s not even funny. He feels like he’s almost touching my cervix.

      “Fuck, that’s so beautiful, watching you take all of me,” he growls as he reaches around me and squeezes my ass, urging me to move. “Now ride me, Angel. Take me, take all your pleasure, let me watch you come apart on my cock. Riding me, using me.”

      Dropping my head back, I do as I’m told. I start to rise up, slowly rolling my hips at first, until I’m dripping down him, and then I lift and drop. His hands grip my ass, helping me as I fuck him, impaling myself over and over on his thick dick. The squelch of it’s loud in the room, even over my breathing and the pounding of my heart.

      “God, Angel, you’re so perfect. Too fucking perfect. Look how pretty you are riding your daddy’s dick. Does it feel good?”

      “Yes, Daddy, fuck, I-I—” I shake my head with a moan and press my hands to his chest, leaning in to kiss him as I twist my hips. I feel him hit that spot inside me that has me almost screaming into his mouth. He swallows it, his tongue duelling with mine as his hands take over, helping lift and drop me faster and faster, until I scream my release into his mouth. My pussy clenches so hard he groans, and I see fireworks, my body trembling from the force of it. But he doesn’t stop moving my hips, fucking through my tight pussy and the orgasm.

      “That’s it, Angel, you look so fucking perfect when you come, I can feel it dripping down my cock,” he rasps, and when I flicker my eyes open, he’s watching his cock drive in and out of me.

      “Tyler,” I gasp.

      He grunts and suddenly lifts me. My head spins as I’m turned, dragged back along his lap, and impaled on his cock, making me scream as he drives through my still fluttering center.

      He presses my back to his chest as he lifts and drops me onto his cock. My eyes are locked on the door, and his hand is right on my throat. “Remember how you watched me? Even in the dark, this body of yours rolling and fucking him, yet all you did was watch me, your chest heaving, lips parted, and eyes wide. You were fucking astounding. I wanted to take you from him, to show him just how to make you scream…like you just did, Angel. You scream so prettily with a cock inside you, with a real man fucking you.”

      He drives up into me so hard, I swear I feel it in my belly. His hands are possessive as our slick bodies move together…his thick, hard cock taking me again and again. It’s too much. I’m limp in his grip, letting my daddy do whatever the hell he wants to me.

      The squelch of our joining is loud, a testament to how wet I am, and he knows it. He chuckles into my ear as his fingers trace down my stomach and pinch my clit, making me cry out. “My dirty angel, what am I going to do with you? You drive me insane, you make me forget what’s right…what’s proper. What I should be doing…”

      “Fuck all that and fuck me. That’s what you should be doing,” I pant, rolling my hips into his fingers and cock, already chasing another orgasm—he’s made me greedy for them.

      For the pleasure I find in his arms.

      What we’re doing is dirty and wrong, fucking on his son’s bed, pretending it’s that night…but it’s hot as hell too. “What would you do if he walked in?” I ask.

      “You mean would I stop?” he murmurs, dragging the flat of his tongue along my ear. “Never, you’re mine, Angel. This body is mine.” He pinches my clit in warning. “And I’ll take it whenever I want, however I want, and you will love every second, won’t you?”

      I whimper, unable to speak as that peak builds again. He tightens his hand on my hip and smacks my clit hard. “Answer your daddy.”

      “Yes! God, yes! Please!” I almost scream, the lash of pain nearly tipping me over the edge, but he keeps me there, riding that knife’s edge of release and torture, dragging it out, showing me exactly who my orgasms belong to.

      Daddy Tyler.

      “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy,” I chant. “Please, God, please, Tyler, I need to come, please. Daddy, make me come on your fat cock. I want to feel you fill me, to watch it spill from me onto his sheets.”

      He grunts and his hips stutter, and then he fucks me for real. No more nice, teasing Tyler. He powers into me with hard, quick thrusts, forcing me to ride his cock, bouncing on it as he takes me.

      And from one stroke of his cock to the next, I come so hard, I black out.
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      My angel is limp as I carry her to bed and clean her up. She’s already half asleep as she kisses me goodnight and ever so innocently and sweetly mumbles, “Goodnight, Tyler.”

      I hold her all night, and when the sun rises, I’m reluctant to let her go. I’ve been trying to think of a way to get her to stay, to keep her forever, and a plan is forming. My angel thinks she’s walking away, but sometimes, an angel has to soar before it can be tamed.

      She will be mine again, this possible separation isn’t forever. I remind myself of that when she wakes up. Those big blue eyes blink open and lock on me. A smile curves her lips lazily as she stretches and flips over onto her front and peers at me. “Morning,” she mumbles.

      I can’t help but smile, she’s too fucking adorable. I lean down and kiss her. She tries to deepen it, but I pull away, leaving her wanting. She frowns as I laugh and slip from the bed. “Coffee and breakfast, Angel?”

      “Sure,” she replies, obviously confused. “Then I guess you could call me a taxi?”

      I hesitate, and only when I can control my expression do I glance back at her. “Sure thing. Come down when you’re ready, beautiful.”

      I hear her getting up as I head downstairs with my phone out, putting my plan into place. As soon as I have it lined up, I brew the coffee and get started on breakfast. She’s used a lot of energy this weekend, so she needs to eat more.

      By the time it’s done, she’s downstairs, wearing that dress from the club. I groan, almost stumbling as she comes in. Fuck, how can she get even more beautiful every day?

      I have the urge to rip it off and bend her over the table, but I don’t, even though her eyes drop in disappointment like she expected it. “Sit, Angel,” I demand, and she does, sinking into her chair as I serve her, then myself. Once I’m seated, I place my napkin on my lap and watch, eyes narrowed, as she picks at her food.

      “Eat, or I’ll put you over my knee,” I threaten.

      She grins. “Is that a promise?” she purrs, but takes a big, purposeful bite, making me smile as I dig in myself, but the air is strained. Both of us are unsure what to say or do. She’s leaving, I know that, but I wish she would stay.

      She makes this empty house feel like a home.

      When she’s finished eating, she sips her coffee and our legs tangle under the table, the dark of it allowing us to reach for each other. We’re back to being a secret again, but fuck that. I want the whole world to know she’s my girl. I want to scream it, I want them to watch her in my arms and know she’s mine.

      Kicking my chair back, I drop to my knees next to her and jerk her chair around, forcing her legs around me as I grip her chin and stare into her eyes before kissing her. Hard. She moans instantly, digging her hands into my shirt as she tries to rip it off, so I pull back and whip it over my head and toss it away.

      Her hands land on my skin and stroke, making me shiver. Fuck, only she can make me weak like this. I nip at her lip before turning her head and kissing her neck. She whimpers, hiking her dress up to flash me her panty-less, wet pussy, and it’s my turn to groan.

      “Fuck, Angel, how am I supposed to let you go?” I mutter against her skin, feeling her pulse pound under my lips. “When I can see how wet you are for me, when you surrender so easily…when I crave you every second of every fucking day. I want to come home and find you wet and waiting. I want to bend you over the table whenever I please.”

      “Like now?” she asks, and grabs my hand, dragging it down her body to her pussy. Unable to help myself, I cup her.

      “Like now, Angel. So demanding, aren’t you? So fucking needy, my little brat,” I mutter, nipping at her skin as I flick her clit before sliding down her wetness and slipping a finger inside her. But I don’t want my fingers there, I want my cock. And she wants to leave? Fine, I’m going to make her remember me. I’m going to ruin her for anyone else, so when she gets home and lies in bed tonight, she’ll get wet as she remembers the way I fucked her. I get to my feet and unbuckle my belt. She watches me with hungry eyes, her body on display for me. I pull out my cock and stroke it as I watch her.

      “You want this, Angel?” She nods, and I narrow my eyes. “Words, Angel.”

      “Yes, fuck, Daddy Tyler, I want it. I want you to fuck me right here and now,” she purrs.

      “On your feet,” I demand. She stands, so I grab her throat gently and push her backwards. I walk her to the back windows. It looks out into the garden and the rest of the neighbourhood where people could see. I want her to know that I want them to see her with me.

      To know she’s mine.

      I press her to the glass and kiss her before turning her, my hand still on her neck as I lean in. “I’m going to fuck you right here where they can all see how well my angel takes my cock. How easy you come for me, and then you’re going to leave and sit in that taxi with my cum running from your cunt.”

      “Yes! Fuck, please, Ty!” she begs, pushing back into me.

      Laughing, I run my hand up her thigh and to her pussy, dragging my fingers through her wetness. “I love how turned on you get, love how fucking wet you always are for me. Is the thought of someone seeing us making you hot? Seeing you being fucked by an older, darker man? Taking your sweet little innocent body again and again?”

      She’s moaning but not answering, so I slip my finger up her ass and press it inside her. She groans and pushes back into me. “You know when I talk, you’re supposed to answer, Angel.”

      “Yes! Fuck, I want them to see! I want everyone to see. The idea of people watching us makes me wet as hell. Now fuck me, Daddy, please!” she almost screams.

      Pulling my finger free, I press the head of my cock to her pussy, and when she inhales, shivering in need, I slam inside her. Her hands smack against the glass as she presses close. I drag her ass out more as I hammer into her, wanting her to feel every inch of my desire for her. How wild she makes me feel, how out of control I am, how much I’m going to fucking miss her and this.

      “Oh, fuck,” she whispers, her breath fogging the glass. Leaning in, I lick along her neck.

      “Fuck, you feel so good, Angel, like a goddamn fist around my cock. You take all of me so easily, like such a good girl, but you didn’t answer when I asked, so you get punished. You don’t come until I tell you, understood?”

      She whimpers, her pussy clenching around me. “But, Daddy, I’m close.”

      “I don’t fucking care. You don’t come, or I’ll pull out and come across that pretty face and make you walk out of here with it for everyone to see,” I snarl, digging my fingers into her hips as I fight off my own impending release, wanting this to last. I want to stay inside her forever, to keep her here with me every day.

      Maybe I’m really punishing her for leaving, I don’t know, I don’t care.

      “Come, now,” I demand, as I reach around and pinch her clit, making her come with a scream. She jerks and writhes, her pussy clamping on my cock and dragging my own release from me.

      I groan, pressing my face to her neck as I fill her with it, relearning how to breathe. Her own heart hammers against my chest, and I lay a gentle kiss on her neck before pulling free from her snug body. I put my cock away and turn to her. She stumbles and leans back against the glass, her face hot with her desire. A smile curls her lips as she watches me. I kiss her softly, unable to help myself, and hold back the words I wish I could tell her.

      Words that would no doubt make her leave faster, not stay, so even though they are there on the tip of my tongue, I don’t unleash them. Instead, I tell her with a kiss.
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Lexi

      Tyler doesn’t let me clean up. He retrieves my emergency panties which I had in my purse and drops to the floor in front of me, those dark eyes locking on mine intently. All the emotions I see there make my breath catch. He lifts my foot and places it inside the hole, and then does the same with the other before slowly tugging them up my thighs. He kisses along my legs as he goes, making them shake again. He kisses my clit before he tugs them into place, and then he stands and cups my pussy over the fabric, making me wiggle at the wet feeling of his cum dripping from me. “I’m going to fuck my hand when you leave, knowing you will have to sit in my cum drenched panties all the way home, Angel.”

      Fucking hell.

      He pulls my dress into place and moves away, letting me breathe as he takes his intensity with him. That’s another reason I need to leave. When I’m with him here, I get caught up in Tyler, but I still have a life, friends, and things to do. He can’t be my whole world…

      He calls a taxi, and my heart sinks, even though this was my choice. I collect my belongings and wait. He doesn’t look at me the whole time, so I head over and wrap my arms around him from behind. He covers my clasped palms. “I’ll miss you, Daddy,” I murmur.

      He sighs. “Then stay.” The words are quiet, like he dares not speak them.

      “I can’t, we both know that.” I step back when I hear a honk, and I wait, licking my lips, but when he doesn’t turn around, I feel my face drop. “Goodbye, Mr. Phillips.”

      I turn and walk quickly away, trying to hide the tears in my eyes. Why does this hurt so badly? I hear loud, swift footsteps before I’m spun around and smashed into the wall. Those dark eyes are locked on mine, and his lips are tipped up in an arrogant smirk like the first time I met him. Just like then, he still takes my breath away. He’s still the most beautiful man in the room, in any room. “I told you, it’s Tyler or Daddy, Angel.” He kisses me, hard and fast. “Don’t you fucking forget it. I’ll be seeing you soon.”

      He pulls away and steps back, his hands balled into fists. My fingers brush my lips and dance across them, feeling the warmth still there from his kiss. Swallowing, I offer him a cheeky smile. “Not unless I see you first…Daddy.” I turn and rip open the front door and rush down the path, knowing if I don’t, I might stay.

      I practically run to the taxi idling at the curb, not wanting to look back. To see those eyes, those lips…and the man who has so easily taken over my heart and body. One look is all it would take, one crook of those deliciously dirty fingers, and I would be back on my knees before him. I get into the taxi and tell the driver the address, and only then do I look back at him.

      He’s watching me go, his face drawn and sad, eyes lost. I feel the same. I watch him as we pull away, staring until I can’t see him anymore, and then I turn around with a stuttered sigh. Pulling out my phone to keep me occupied, I scroll through the missed calls and messages and notifications, but I can’t bring myself to care or reply.

      I’m numb and sad. I thought I could walk away from him so easily. But somewhere over the weekend, I started to fall in love with Tyler Phillips. It’s new and fresh and so easily breakable, but I feel it, the rush of the fall.

      I fell in love with my daddy.
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      I watch her go, my heart cracking at the sight. She should be here with me, and when I go back into the house, it feels wrong. It feels empty without her laughter, her teasing, her presence. One weekend, that’s all I had her for, and I’m already planning forever. But I’ve had six months to fall in love with my angel, and fall I did.

      Hard.

      I refuse to let her go. I try not to text her straightaway, not wanting to scare her, but my plan is hinged on her agreement. So I clean up and then grab my phone, thumbing out the message and hesitating. If she says no, could I really let her walk away?

      Probably not. I’m a possessive asshole, and Lexi is mine.

      Tyler: Tomorrow night, 9 PM, go on a date with me.

      She doesn’t reply immediately, so I pocket my phone, intent on getting some work done to ignore the weight of it in my pocket and my nerves. But two hours later, I’m just staring at this month’s purchase list and not seeing any of it.

      Then my phone vibrates. I pull it out quickly and grin when I see her name.

      Angel: Have you thought this through?

      Tyler: Extensively.

      Angel: People might see us.

      Tyler: I don’t give a fuck. I want them to. I’m not ashamed of you, Angel, unless you are of me?

      Angel: Of a super-hot, dominating sex god? Never ;)

      I laugh.

      Tyler: So go on a date with me.

      Angel: Somewhere public?

      Tyler: You think that will stop me from fucking you?

      Tyler: But yes, somewhere public. Say yes, Angel.

      Angel: Yes, Daddy.

      Tyler: Good girl. Wear a dress, something sexy. Let them all see your curves and what they wish they could have. I will pick you up at 8:45 PM.

      I put the phone away and lose myself in numbers, finally able to work. But later on, I’m lying on the sofa, thumbing through my phone for pictures of her, when I realise I don’t really have any.

      Tyler: Send me a picture, I’m missing your face and body already.

      One comes through instantly of some sock-covered feet, making me smirk.

      Tyler: Of your face, Angel.

      Another one comes through, this one of her breasts, and I groan. She’s in nothing but a tiny crop top, her breasts almost spilling from it, and her nipples are pebbled. I can see her chin and the smirk of her pink lips as well.

      Just then, I receive another one. It’s of her face with her blonde hair in a bun on top of her head. Those mischievous eyes call to me, and my cock is hardening, jerking, as I watch more and more arrive like a stop motion movie.

      Of her hand cupping her breast.

      Pulling down her shirt, her nipple peeking through her fingers.

      Her hand tracing down her stomach to small, lace panties, her legs bare.

      I pull out my cock, holding the phone one handed as I watch them come through. I stroke myself, groaning at the sight of her hand slipping into her panties. Then I see it—her pink glistening pussy. But my phone goes quiet. I thumb back through the messages, stroking myself leisurely until a video arrives.

      It’s of her touching herself, those gleaming fingers sliding inside her again and again as she fucks herself. Her clit is engorged as she rubs it quickly, and I can hear her panting and the sound of her TV in the background. Fuck. I stroke myself quicker, my eyes fastened to the screen. I can’t drag them away from her fingers pushing in and out of her cunt, quicker and quicker until she moans loudly, her fingers slowing as her pussy pulses.

      She rubs herself through it, and I can’t help but spill across my stomach as I watch her. The video cuts out, the end screen a shot of her body, showing me all those delicious curves that are mine.

      Fuck, she’s going to kill me.

      After I can stand again, I clean up and lock the house. But when I’m lying in bed, all I can do is smell her scent and remember the way she felt in my arms. Her side of the bed is cold, and I hate it.

      So I grab my phone again.
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      Another text comes through, and my heart flies at it. I crave his words, this contact, even though I shouldn’t. I walked away, I made the choice, and now I’ve agreed to a date. Isn’t that serious? Why did I send those pictures and the video? I was missing him, that was for sure, and I wanted to tease him. I wanted to know he was still thinking of me, still craving me the way I was him. Hell, I even changed his name to Daddy in my phone. Now I’m lying in fluffy pajamas, watching some sappy love film, and missing the way his arms felt around me. His lips ghosting across my cheek and head. Missing the safety and happiness I found with him.

      Daddy: Don’t forget to eat.

      Shit, how does he know I haven’t?

      Angel: And if I don’t?

      Daddy: Then tomorrow, at the restaurant, I will bend you over and fuck you for everyone to see as punishment.

      My pussy clenches, but I do as I’m told. I don’t particularly want to be arrested, but Tyler does tempt me. Would he actually do it? Fuck. I can’t stop imagining it now as I warm up some pizza and grab a beer.

      After I’ve eaten, I lock up and pad down the hallway of my small apartment and get into bed. I have trouble sleeping, and when I finally do, it’s to dreams of big, thick hands tracing down my body. Of hard, whispered demands and big, fat cocks fucking me. I wake with a moan, my panties damp. The moon shines through my open curtains, and I look to the clock to see it’s two AM. I try to get back to sleep, but my pussy is still pulsing, demanding release.

      So I slip my hand under the covers and into my panties, finding myself drenched. With my other hand, I pull down my shirt and tweak and roll my nipple. I imagine it’s Tyler touching me, visualising his mouth skating down my stomach to my wet heat. His fingers diving into me without any warning, curling and slamming back in, fucking me on them as he growls dirty nothings in my ear. His tongue flicking over my clit like my thumb is doing.

      I lift my hips and fuck myself onto my fingers, keeping my eyes closed until I can almost feel him, almost smell him. The way his tongue would flatten and drag down my length, the thick stretch of his fingers, the promise of his cock soon to come.

      It sends me over the edge, and I come embarrassingly fast with a muffled cry as I turn my head into my pillow. Panting, I pull my fingers free, shaking from the aftershocks as I lie there until I sigh. I get to my feet and pad to the bathroom and quickly clean up.

      It’s clear Tyler has taken over my mind. I’m never going to be free of the bewitching hold he has over my mind and heart. One weekend—that’s all it took. I’ve spent months with a man and never felt as strongly as I do now. Or as needy for him, desperate.

      It’s terrifying. The feelings are so strong, but I’m helpless to resist them. Like a tidal wave, they wash me away with their potency, and I am unable to cling to anything but him.

      Tomorrow, I get to see him again. All that strength I used to leave will crumble under one stare from him. I know it, and I don’t care. I miss my daddy, fuck what anyone else thinks.

      Including you, Justin. Your dad does it better anyway.
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      It’s been years since I’ve been on a date. I’m rusty.

      I know some good restaurants though, and I pick one I designed, not to show off, but because I know it’s something she will love. I dress smartly in some grey slacks and a white shirt, and I add a jacket before heading out and buying some flowers.

      I’m early, I know it, but I can’t help myself. I have been counting down the hours until I get to see her again. She consumes my thoughts. I’ve never felt like this. I remember she told me once a while ago that her favourite flowers were sunflowers, so I get the biggest bunch I can find, the stems tied with a bright gold bow. Then, I head over to her place.

      We have texted a few times today. She asked what to wear. She sent me pictures of her eating breakfast. Throughout the day, I found myself hanging onto the vibration of my phone, knowing it was from her. I pull up outside her apartment building and frown. It doesn’t look very safe. The front door is open. It’s a nice enough neighbourhood, but that doesn’t mean crime doesn’t exist.

      Getting out, I check the number of her apartment once again and head up the stone steps to the lobby. There’s an older lady with a barking dog checking her mail, and I nod as I slip past and up the stairs to the second floor. I follow the numbers to Lexi’s. She lives at the very last one, and I straighten before lifting my hand to knock.

      Just as I do, the door next to me opens, and a man leans there in a sparkly, bright pink crop top and hotpants with a very impressive beard and long hair. “Well hello, hottie. I haven’t seen you here before.” His eyes go to the flowers and he claps. “Oh my God, they’re beautiful! Tell me you’re here to sweep me off my feet and make me a sugar baby.”

      I grin, about to reply, when Lexi’s door opens. She stands there in a robe and looks at me and then at the other man. “Stop trying to steal my man, Jon.”

      He waves it away. “Should have known, he’s too rugged to be gay.” He winks at me. “Have fun, and don’t let her get you into too much trouble.” Then he blows us both a kiss and shuts the door.

      She looks back at me with a wide smile, and I hand her the flowers. “For you, Angel,” I murmur.

      She laughs and grabs them, looking really happy. “Come in.” She backs inside. “I just need to get dressed. It won’t take me a minute. Make yourself comfortable.”

      She stops, and with a quick spin on her heel, she presses her body against mine, lifts onto her tiptoes, and kisses me. I groan, barely refraining from grabbing her and throwing her down on the sofa and fucking her senseless. I do cup the back of her head and deepen it before pulling away. She’s gasping, and I smirk. “Go get dressed before I decide you don’t need clothes,” I warn.

      She grins and turns to do just that, but I can’t help myself, I drag her back and kiss her again, making her laugh as her robe slips open slightly, exposing the crests of her bare breasts. I groan and pinch the bridge of my nose. “Fuck, go now,” I mutter.

      Laughing, she turns, and with a wink over her shoulder, she drops the robe and saunters down the corridor naked. Her perky fucking ass is on display, her long, thick, toned thighs too. My cock jerks in my trousers as I watch her, my fingers itching to squeeze those globes as I slam into her from behind, remembering the way she liked it rough.

      I turn away before I follow her to her bedroom and look around the apartment, being nosy. There are two emerald green sofas in an L-shape with a small coffee table between them facing a TV. In the corner is a bookshelf, and I head over there, looking across the mixture of books—business manuals, biographies, romances, and thrillers. Seems my girl likes everything. I wander over the fluffy black rug and past the partition into a small but long kitchen. They could have certainly made more space in here, but that’s my architect brain.

      It’s all spotless and homey, it feels like Lexi. She has paintings of burlesque dancers and singers everywhere, displaying her passion. On the fridge is a group photo, and I take a closer look. She’s in the middle in a long, glittering, almost see-through gown. To her left is a younger blonde girl with darkened eyes, and to her right is a black-haired older woman. At the very end is a red-haired woman who’s around Lexi’s age. They are all smiling, standing on a stage with their arms around each other.

      “Those are my girls, we perform together,” she tells me, and I turn to see her standing in the doorway. Her head is tilted as she puts in some earrings, and her lips are painted red. Her eyes are darkened and her eyebrows too. Her hair is wavy and perfect, looking soft and silky. But it’s the dress that stops me.

      “Fucking hell, Angel,” I mutter, eyes wide and mouth dry.

      It’s red and skintight, clinging to those delicious curves, and her breasts almost spill from the top. It looks like silk and stops at the top of her thighs, only held up by two tiny spaghetti straps. It’s a killer dress. And I’m instantly jealous of the fabric touching her skin. My cock jerks appreciatively, and I can’t stop running my eyes over her as she squirms.

      “Well, is this sexy enough?” she teases.

      “I don’t know if I can let you out,” I growl, backing her into the wall. She tilts her head back with a smile, stroking her hand down my chest to my hard cock, which she squeezes through my pants.

      “If you’re good, you can see it on the floor later.” She cheekily leans up and kisses me before ducking under my arm. “But I’m hungry right now, and not just for your cock, so feed me, Daddy, and then after you can show me how much you like this dress…and the very small panties I have on…with no bra,” she purrs as she slips into some heels.

      I close my eyes for a moment to regain control, aching to pull down the dress and see if she’s serious. She laughs and pulls on a long black coat, which I do up for her. “Let’s go before I decide I can’t keep my hands to myself,” I murmur. I take her hand and lead her out of the door. She locks up and leans into me as we walk.

      Once downstairs, I open her door for her, and she slides in elegantly. I lean in and kiss her forehead as I stand there. “You look fucking ravishing, Angel. The most beautiful woman I have ever seen,” I state before shutting her door and heading around to my side. Starting the engine, I pull out and drive through the city to the restaurant. I can’t help but reach over and lay my hand possessively on her thigh, but she likes it.

      “So where are we going?” she asks excitedly.

      “To a little restaurant I love, Zodiac. It’s intimate and has amazing food. Chef Emilio is an artist,” I tell her, squeezing her thigh.

      I glance over at her. She’s watching me hungrily, so I narrow my eyes. “Keep looking at me like that, Angel, and I’ll skip the meal and eat you instead.”

      “Promise?” she purrs.

      Groaning, I squeeze her thigh again. “Behave, I’m trying to be a gentleman here.”

      “Gentlemen are boring, I prefer my dirty daddy.”

      This woman.

      I clear my throat and change the conversation. “It was actually one of the first restaurants my company was commissioned to work on.”

      “Oh wow, really? I can’t wait to see it!” she gushes, and I grin wider, knowing she actually means that.

      “I can’t wait to show you,” I admit. “It’s one of my favourite spots.” I pull up outside then. Turning off the engine, I slip around and help her out of the car, kissing her cheek as I do. I hold her hand and turn to the valet, passing over my key. He smiles and gives me a ticket before rushing around to park the car for me.

      We head inside, and when we are waiting to be seated, I watch her. Her mouth is open in shock, her eyes wide as she looks around. “Tyler, it’s beautiful,” she whispers in awe.

      I look around, seeing it for the first time through her eyes, and it makes me fall back in love with the place all over again. The ceiling is glass to see the stars. The walls are covered in plants and lights to make it cosy and artsy. The floor is a white marble, slowly rising up the farther back you go. It has accents of gold and black, both very modern and boho like the owner wanted. It’s a big space that used to be a warehouse originally before we knocked it down. We kept some of the structure but not all.

      She turns to look at me. “You’re incredible.”

      “No, Angel, that’s you,” I reply, as we reach the front of the queue. The maître d’ looks up and smiles wide.

      “Mr. Phillips!” he greets, coming around to shake my hand. He smiles at Lexi as well. “And your lovely date! Come, your normal table is all ready for you, and Emilio is excited to have you back. He has some new dishes you have to try!”

      “Whatever you choose will be perfect as always,” I offer with a grin as we’re led through the tables to one towards the back. It has a good view of the restaurant and stars, and has the flowers behind us. It’s where I always sit.

      I pull out Lexi’s chair, and when she’s seated, I push it in, murmuring, “Nothing will taste as good as you,” in her ear.

      Then I sit as well and accept the menu. “We’ll choose our own starters, but please tell Emilio to cook whatever for mains.” I look at Lexi. “Trust me, Angel, he is a true artist, you will love it.”

      She nods. “I trust you.” She reads her menu. “It all looks amazing.”

      I laugh and address the waiter. “Give us a moment. Angel, want some wine?”

      “Yes please, white.”

      He nods and rushes off to get a good bottle. I look at her, not the menu, and she finally glances up, meeting my eyes with a smile “What?”

      “Nothing, I missed you is all,” I murmur.

      Her smile widens. “I missed you too. It seems I’ve gotten used to your company.”

      “Used to?” I laugh. “Wow, you make me sound so charming.”

      “Oh, you’re charming alright. Any more, and I might melt into a puddle here and now.” My eyes sharpen at that, dropping to her body before I slide them back up and meet hers.

      I can be patient. I can romance her, seduce her, but she doesn’t want it. I see it in her eyes. She doesn’t want me holding back. She wants the man who took her because it’s all he could do. Tonight is going to be fun, and before the night is through, she will be back in my arms with my cock buried in that hot, tight body.

      Claiming my angel all over again.
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      I lick my lips as Tyler pulls his chair next to mine and goes back to sipping his wine. The conversation flows, we laugh and joke. We never had an issue with getting along, and unlike some first dates, there are no awkward silences.

      I know him, I know everything about this man. He makes me feel beautiful, smart, and important. He listens when I speak, and when he looks at me and pulls a face, I giggle, knowing it’s about the couple to the right who are arguing.

      Do we even have inside jokes now?

      Fuck, this is easy. How is it so easy to be with him? There’s an intimacy between us that usually takes years to build. It’s like we have been together forever. Each time he looks at me, my heart skips a beat. When he leans over and brushes a kiss on my shoulder, I shiver in need. When his arm drops along the back of my chair as he looks over the menu, I curl into it.

      The waiter returns, pours us some wine, and takes our order before leaving us to it again. We talk and flirt, watching others in the restaurant and making up stories of who they are and what they are doing here. I’ve never had such fun on a date before, but underneath it all is desire.

      I burn for him, for the man next to me, touching me so innocently. But each brush sends a shock down to my greedy pussy that remembers just how good he is at making me come. My panties are soaked, and he smirks like he knows what he’s doing. The bastard probably does. And when he ‘accidentally’ brushes across my hard nipples to grab the bottle of wine, I know he’s doing it on purpose.

      After he refills our glasses, the starters arrive, and we eat in companionable silence. The food is incredible, the best I’ve ever had, and after this, I can’t wait to see what we’re having for mains. But I’m hungry for a different reason altogether, and it seems Tyler is too.

      His hand slips up my thigh, and my eyes widen as I look around at the fancy restaurant we’re in. He sits back, sipping his wine, and doesn’t even look at me. He appears calm and collected, not like his fingers are dancing across the thong I put on. I can’t help but spread my legs wider, inviting him to touch me.

      He slips his fingers past the barrier and drags them along my pussy, feeling how wet I am. My cheeks heat, even as I become wetter, loving the naughty taboo feeling of this. There are so many eyes, all it would take is for someone to look over and see him fingering me. He doesn’t care, though, he plays my body expertly, like a violin, slipping inside me like he never left.

      But then when our food arrives, he doesn’t take his fingers out of me as he greets and thanks the waiter, who places our food down then leaves. Only then does Tyler look at me with a smirk and pull his fingers free. As I watch, he licks them before starting to eat. I sit there almost panting and shaking from the force of my need, my nipples pebbled painfully against the satin dress. He looks over and narrows his eyes.

      “Eat, now, Angel,” he demands.

      So I do, and the food is even better than the starters. After we have eaten, we sip our wine, and his hand slips back up my dress and into my panties, plunging into my pussy like he never stopped touching me. Only this time, he doesn’t tease, he fucks me with his fingers, flicking my clit until I’m gasping. I try to stay still, but I can’t help it, I rub into his hand, rocking my hips to fuck his fingers.

      Fuck, this is so wrong, but it feels so good.

      “Any dessert, sir?” the waiter asks when he comes over to check on us.

      “No, thank you. I already have some.” Tyler grins, flicking his thumb against my clit, making me gasp. The waiter looks at me in confusion for the noise, but he nods and leaves to grab our bill.

      “Tyler, I’m going to come if you don’t stop,” I moan, hiding my face in his neck. He chuckles and flicks my clit again. I bite my lip to stop the moan from escaping.

      “That’s the plan, Angel, to feel you come on my fingers, right here under everyone’s noses. Then I’ll know my girl has satisfied both of her appetites while no one else is the wiser,” he murmurs, his fingers speeding up. I try to stay still, but I’m rocking into his touch, and with each flick and push and pull of his fingers, I care less about the people around us.

      I ride his hand shamelessly until the orgasm bursts through me. I bite my tongue so hard to stop myself from screaming that I taste blood.

      He groans into my ear, leaning against me. “Fuck, Angel, that was so hot.” He strokes me through it before pulling free and righting my underwear. He kisses my cheek as I pant and shake.

      Lifting my head, I look at him, feeling satisfied and boneless, but I need to clean up. He wipes his fingers on the napkin and grabs my chin, kissing me softly in front of everyone. “That was just the starter. I’m going to eat your pussy for mains and fuck you for dessert.”

      The waiter is at the table, and I know he heard him. His cheeks are flaming, but he says nothing. I can’t help but laugh at his embarrassment as I stand. “Excuse me, I’m going to the ladies’ room.”

      Tyler nods and passes his card over as I walk to the bathroom. I clean up and sort my makeup and hair. My panties are still damp, but there isn’t much I can do about it, plus they will be off of me soon enough, replaced by Tyler’s mouth, and I can’t wait.

      I head back, and he’s waiting for me at the table. When I get there, he takes my hand and leads me to the front door. We push through to go outside, and he kisses me again. “Wait here, I’ll get the car.” Nodding, I wrap my coat around me tighter to fight off the chill as he walks over to the valet, slipping the man some money as they talk.

      There is an older couple waiting for their car as well. The woman is dressed in her finest long dress and fur coat. Her hair is in tight curls, which is dyed a horrible red colour, and her makeup is strongly applied. She drips with diamonds, showing off their wealth, but I smile at her politely as I catch her and her husband watching me. His eyes drop to my chest, and I narrow my own on him, watching his pot belly jiggle as he inhales. He has a bald spot on the top of his head and his hair is grey on the sides. His face is plump, and his body is encased in a tight suit.

      “Disgusting, gold-digging whore,” I hear her whisper. Tyler is getting the car, so he doesn’t hear, but I do.

      I grind my teeth as anger surges through my veins, and I look over at the snobby woman. “Sorry to disappoint, I just like big cocks and men who know how to use them.” I run my eyes across her and her husband. “Clearly something you know nothing about.”

      Tyler returns then and takes my hand as I wink at the woman, ignoring his confused stare as he helps me into the car. But inside me, anger burns…and sadness. Is that what people think of me? It’s not the first time I’ve been called a whore, usually because of my profession, but I don’t want Tyler to think that of me.

      Or for anyone to think badly of him either. He’s a good, honourable man. He doesn’t deserve that kind of treatment…just because of me. He’s well known in the community. I’m a white trash burlesque singer half his age. Could they ever really accept us?

      Could this affect his life if he chooses me?

      It shouldn’t be this hard. If you like someone, you date them. But I worry all the way home, worry that what small-minded people think will not only ruin his reputation, but his business. I’m not worth that. No one is.

      When we pull up at my place, I get out before he can and head inside.

      “Angel, wait!” he calls, but I can’t, I need to think.

      He catches my arm and turns me, cupping my chin and tilting my head up to look into his eyes. I flinch, and he almost growls. “Something is wrong. Tell me what it is right now,” he demands.

      I sigh. “It’s nothing, please let it go.”

      “No, Angel, something has upset you.” He presses his body to mine, making me shiver. “Now tell me, or I’ll spank it out of you.”

      I groan at the promise, but dart my eyes away as I decide what to say. He’s right, I have to tell him, but I don’t want him to feel like they do, or step back and pull away. Or to taint that favourite spot of his.

      “The couple waiting outside?” He nods, so I carry on. “They called me a gold-digging whore,” I admit. I wait with my heart in my throat as he stares at me, his eyes flickering between mine as his face slowly turns into a snarl.

      He steps back like I thought, and I panic as he turns and begins to walk away without a word, his face thunderous.

      “Where are you going?” I call, my heels clicking on the concrete as I rush after him.

      “I’m going to find them and fucking kill them for upsetting my girl,” he growls, looking back at me. “Go inside, now.”

      “Wait, please, let it go, Tyler! Please!” I catch his arm, and he swings back around, dragging me to his chest as I meet his gaze.

      “You know that’s not what I think, right, Angel?” he asks, concerned now as he stares into my eyes and sees the glimmer of hesitation there.

      “I—”

      He sighs and shakes his head. “That’s why you were distant on the way home,” he murmurs, as if to himself.

      “I just don’t want to ruin your life, Tyler. This could be a scandal. People know you, they will whisper. I’m used to it, but you aren’t. I don’t want to drag you into that kind of drama,” I insist, the words rushing out of me. His face closes down, his eyebrows arching.

      “No one, not even you, gets to choose my life for me, Angel. I don’t give a fuck about what anyone thinks of me or you. We know the truth, so why does their opinion matter? We can’t let it affect our happiness or ruin our nights. Don’t let this make you doubt what we have, because this is the most real relationship I’ve ever had. I have never felt like this for someone before, Lexi. I don’t give a fuck about age, it’s just a number.”

      But it’s not, I want to whisper, yet he’s right. I don’t care about any of that. I want Tyler, always have, always will. I’ve always thrown people’s expectations and judgement back in their faces, and I stand taller under it on stage, so why should this be any different?

      I’m just tired, I guess, of having to fight to do what and who I want. To battle the stigma of my own choices. People can’t understand someone being so confident in their own body, so happy with dancing and being sexy in front of others. They can’t understand why I care for Tyler or want him. And what they can’t understand, they attack.

      But fuck them.

      They don’t matter, only he does.

      “Come inside,” I whisper.

      He sighs and kisses me. “You’re tired, and I can almost hear your mind whirling. Go and get some sleep, Angel. I’ll see you again when you’re ready. I don’t want to push you or fuck you tonight just because you want to throw it in their faces. Think about what I said, okay? Remember, our life is what we make it, and no one else is living it but us, so why do they get an opinion?” He kisses me, waits until I go inside, and then pulls away. It makes me sad, but he’s right. I wasn’t doing it for the right reasons, and he deserves better than that.

      Did I hurt him?

      Fuck, this is such a mess. Maybe if I sleep on it, I’ll be clear-headed in the morning. I head upstairs, but I freeze when I see the man waiting on my doorstep.

      Justin.

      Did he see me? With his dad? Was he watching? Why is he here?

      I shift as he turns to me, running his eyes down my body. “Fuck, you look good, Lexi.”

      “Thanks. What are you doing here?” I query, not wanting to brush by him to open my door—he might think it’s an invitation. He steps closer, but I step back, unsure what to do or say.

      “I miss you,” he admits, and scrubs at his head. “I was an idiot, I know that, and I betrayed your trust. I was a fucking idiot… I want you back. I want another chance. I’ll do whatever it takes. Lexi, will you date me again?”

      Fuck.
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      I had to walk away before I threw her over my shoulder, took her up on her offer, and showed her with my body just how much I didn’t give a fuck what others think. But it would have been wrong. She was confused and upset and vulnerable. So I kissed her goodbye and left, and the whole drive home, my anger brewed, growing stronger and stronger.

      How dare they insult my girl? I should have heard. I would have handed them their fucking asses. Can’t they see how beautiful and wonderful she is? How sweet and kind? Loving and fun? Why does age matter?

      I sigh and recline on the sofa when I get back, debating what to do. I hope she’s okay, but I was sure of what I said—she needs to decide if this is what she wants. If she can handle this. People will whisper. I don’t give a fuck, but clearly, she does. It’s sweet, though, since her concern was for me, and it only makes me love her more.

      I wish she was here, but she needs space. Hopefully, she realises I was right and ignores what those fucking idiots said. But I can’t. They won’t get away with it.

      I quickly dial Emilio and explain the situation, and he bans them on the spot. But I go a step further. I call every company I have ever worked with, those I consider friends, and with the names from Emilio, I get them banned there as well.

      No one insults my girl. Ever.
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        * * *

      

      LEXI

      His words ring through my mind. “I want you back.”

      “Justin…” I shake my head, shifting on my heels. “You made a mistake, you did, but if we’re honest, it’s only because our relationship was long over. We were both clinging to something that didn’t even exist. We aren’t a good fit, so no. Now please leave.”

      “Lexi.” He frowns. “Please, I know you’re mad—”

      “I’m not,” I interrupt. “I was at first, and hurt, but now? Now I’m just indifferent. Our relationship was toxic, and we fought more than we even had sex.” He blushes at that, and I roll my eyes. That’s what I mean, I need a man, not him. I need his father. “Go home, Justin, you know I’m right.”

      Now I do brush past him and unlock my door. His hand comes out and blocks the way, and I freeze. He leans in. Can he smell his father on me? “Think about it, Lexi. I’ll be waiting. I won’t give up that easily.” He steps back, and I suck in a breath, shivering from the weird feeling of being so close to him again. He never excited me like Tyler does, but now, with him nearly touching me, I almost feel sick.

      I hear him walk away and sag before rushing inside, locking the door, and stepping back. Well, tonight was a clusterfuck, and it started out so well. I strip out of my dress and down a shot of Jack before taking off my makeup and pinning my hair up.

      I slip into bed and stare at the ceiling, unsure what to do. I want Tyler, I do. Do I really care what others say or think? I’m used to being stared at, being judged. Is he worth the fight?

      Hell yes, he is.

      So now I feel like shit for letting him walk away. He must think I’m such an idiot. I debate calling him, but I’m unsure if he wants to speak to me. Just then, however, my phone vibrates as if summoned by my thoughts.

      All it takes is two words, and I’m smiling again, happy, and filled with hope. Hope we can overcome these issues. I knew it wouldn’t be easy, but I made the choice. I chose Tyler, and I don’t plan on walking away without a fight.

      Daddy: Goodnight, Angel.

      Tyler still wants me, and he’s willing to fight for it.

      So am I.
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      The week has passed in a blur. Lexi has been busy at work, and so have I with a new build starting. We facetime every night, but we have been too busy to see each other. We talk throughout the day as well. Yet I still miss her, miss her being in my arms, hearing her laugh, and seeing her smile in person.

      So on Friday night, I pick her up from work, surprising her. I wait outside, leaning against my car. She comes out in her leather jacket, a short skirt, and a top this time, her normal heels in place. She’s looking in her bag, so she doesn’t spot me until I clear my throat. “Miss me, Angel?”

      She freezes, and her head snaps up. As soon as she spots me, she grins and rushes over. I push off and meet her halfway, grabbing her and dragging her into my arms. Her bag falls to the ground forgotten as she climbs me, wrapping her legs around my waist, her lips fumbling until they meet mine.

      I groan into her mouth, gripping her ass as I lean back against my car and hold her tight. I’ve missed this. One taste of her lips, and I forget my tiredness and the hard week I’ve had. All the stress, the worry, everything fades but her. My girl, my angel is back in my arms again where she belongs. It feels so goddamn right.

      She moans against my lips, and I swallow it back. “Get a room!” comes a holler, and she lifts her head, laughing as she glances over her shoulder. I follow her eyes to the young blonde from the photo on her fridge. She looks a little older now, but not by much. She’s leaning back against the wall, smoking and smirking at us.

      “Uh-huh, you’re one to talk, Blair!” Lexi calls as she slips from my arms, but she doesn’t go far, just leans into my side. “Where are those boys who follow you around all the time?”

      “Gave them the slip.” She grins, blowing a plume of smoke. Just then, the door opens, and she swears as three men come out and seem to zero in on her. Laughing, Lexi picks up her bag and waves goodbye. I help her into the car and smile and wave at the girl who’s now arguing with the men towering over her. I hesitate for a moment, but she squares up to them, and they back away with their hands up and smirks on their faces.

      Laughing, I climb into the car and start the engine. Lexi leans over the seat and licks and bites my ear. “Better drive fast, Daddy. I haven’t had you in too long, and coming on my fingers while I fantasise about you doesn’t count.”

      I pull away from the curb and gun it, my cock already hard, and she laughs, licking my ear. Her hand goes to my cock and strokes my length through my trousers until I swear. “Fuck, keep doing that, Angel, and we might crash.”

      “Hmm, would it be worth it, do you think? To feel you in my mouth?” she teases.

      I jerk the wheel to avoid a car. “Seat belt, now,” I demand.

      She laughs but does as she’s told, buckling up with her hungry eyes on me. I feel the same, this urgency, this need. It’s been too long since I had her, which is crazy. I can go months and months without sex, but one week without my girl and I’m a starving man.

      I drive home so fast, I’m sure I’ll have a speeding ticket, but I don’t care. I jump from the car, and she’s out on the other side. I grab her, throw her over my shoulder, and storm through the door, because I can’t wait any longer.

      I need my angel.

      I don’t even make it far into the house. I press her into the kitchen wall. She laughs, but the sound soon turns into a moan as I hike her dress up and part her willing thighs before gripping her already wet pussy. She presses into my hand as our lips meet in the dark, our two souls pulled together.

      Her tongue twines with mine as we fight for control, but when I push a finger inside her, she backs down, letting me do whatever the hell I want. After all, my naughty little girl knows it will get her what she desires. Sometimes surrendering control is another form of strength. You’re letting someone have control over you, trusting them, and you have all the power to say ‘stop.’

      “Tyler, please,” she begs against my lips, as I press my thumb to her clit, just pressing it there as I fuck her shallowly with my finger.

      I’m nearly shaking with need, my cock ready to be buried inside her. I want to feel her nails in my shoulder as I take her and hear her screams in my ear. So I pull my finger free, making her whimper as she tilts her hips needily.

      “I need to take the edge off for both of us first, Angel, then I’m going to spend all night between your thighs,” I promise, and she nods, kissing me desperately. The kiss is all clashing teeth and tongues as I yank down my zipper and free my cock.

      I drag it along her slit, wetting it as she makes impatient little noises. “Such a greedy girl,” I murmur.

      She digs her nails into my shoulders and nips my lip. “Get inside me before I fuck myself.”

      “Patience, Angel,” I order, even as I press the head of my cock to her entrance. We both suck in a breath as, in one thrust, I slip inside her, working my way through her tightness.

      Her head falls back to the wall, and she closes her eyes as she lifts one leg and wraps it around my waist. She rolls her hips, pushing herself down on my cock until I’m buried to the hilt. We’re both panting as I wrap her hair around my fist, dragging her head forward as I devour her lips and begin to move inside her.

      I fuck her with quick, hard thrusts, bouncing her on my cock. I smash her into the wall, but my sinner loves it. She gives as good as she gets, pulling me closer and meeting my thrusts as she continues to kiss me. The meeting of our bodies is loud, dirty, and fucking brilliant. She turns her head to breathe, her tits pressed against me, and I reach between us and yank down her shirt, freeing them for my hands. I squeeze and roll them hard until she’s crying out with every thrust. She’s close, I can feel it.

      I am too. I’ve gone too long without her. No amount of pictures or videos makes up for the way she feels beneath me, her pussy wrapped around my cock, her mouth on mine, and her body bare. “Oh fuck, Ty, fuck, please,” she begs.

      Grunting, I hike her leg up higher and capture one of her nipples, sucking it into my mouth. She screams, her pussy clenching as she comes. I fuck her through it, and when she’s shivering with aftershocks, I pull out and turn her. Pressing her to the wall, I yank her ass back and slam into her.

      I fuck her hard and fast until, with a groan, I come, resting my forehead on her back. I hold her to me as I pant, my cock softening as I pull free from her clinging body. Keeping her there, I wait until I can breathe normally to move away. Though as I step back and look at her, I start to get hard again.

      I’ll never get enough of her.

      “Upstairs now, Angel. You have two minutes to get naked and on my bed before I come after you. And wherever I catch you, I’ll fuck you.”
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      He does fuck me where he finds me, which just happens to be on the stairs. His hands tangle in my hair as he makes me scream so loud, I undoubtedly wake the neighbours, but I don’t give a fuck. Then he carries me upstairs and into the shower and fucks me against the tiles, his big fat cock hammering into me until I can’t walk anymore.

      After, we fall into bed and each other’s arms, just trying to breathe. My pussy and thighs are sore in the best way. Holding me tight, arms and legs entwined, he peppers kisses along my face. I can’t help but giggle. I feel like my heart is going to burst with happiness. This is more than sex, even though the sex is amazing, but afterwards, just…being with him, laughing, talking, and holding each other is slowly becoming my favourite part.

      Watching the big, successful Tyler Phillips relaxing and smiling is addictive. He smirks at me now, tracing his hand over my side as he finishes telling me about his day. “I missed you,” I blurt randomly. He blinks, and his smirk fades into a slow, sure, sexy smile that has my thighs clenching together.

      “I missed you too, Angel. How has your week been?” He pulls me closer, kissing the top of my head. Our naked bodies are pressed together, making me shiver as his hard body dwarfs my small frame.

      “Long and lonely without you,” I purr, stroking his chest before I sigh. “I saw Justin.”

      “You did?” he asks, peering down at me. Not in jealousy, but confusion.

      I nod and lean my head against his chest, accepting his comfort. “He turned up at my apartment, claiming he wants me back. I told him to get lost, but he was quite insistent.” He grips me close and just listens. “I don’t know why. He was the one who cheated and broke up with me, and if we’re honest, we were horrible together. Just a wreck, and neither of us were happy.”

      He hums, and even though it must be awkward for him, he gives me some advice and consoles me. “Some men don’t realise what they have until it’s gone. They always want what others have. It’s quite foolish really.” He lifts my chin with a finger. “My son is a fool, I always thought that. He never realised how incredible you are. I’m sorry you had to deal with that. I bet it was very awkward. Is there anything I can do, Angel?”

      I kiss him softly, dragging my lips along his. “Just keep being so amazing,” I murmur. “I love how you see me. All those compliments…they make me feel so beautiful.” I kiss him again.

      He chuckles, and I roll so I’m above him with my knees on either side of his hips. I feel his cock hardening as he groans against my lips. “I can do that, Angel, it’s not hard. You’re the best thing to ever happen to me. So fucking smart, so goddamn sexy, kind…” I lick and kiss down his chest as he talks. His voice stutters for a moment when I wrap my hand around his hard length.

      Smirking and poised above his cock, I arch my eyebrow at him. “Is that all, Daddy?”

      “Fuck, Angel,” he murmurs, reaching down and slipping his fingers into my hair. His eyes are wild, his mouth parted on a pant. I love the power I have over this man, the man who orders me around, who controls me so easily, and rips me apart and puts me back together. Yet with one look, one kiss, one touch, he’s mine. “You’re perfect, and so goddamn talented that when you sing, I’m transported to a different world—” He groans as I suck the head of his cock into my mouth. He pants but carries on, compliment after compliment pouring from his lips, spurring me on.

      Twisting my hand around the base of his cock, I bob, taking his length further into my mouth, until he hits the back of my throat. His hips jerk, and he groans, thrusting into my mouth and taking back control. His hand holds me there as I moan around his length, dribbling down it as he pulls me off and pushes my head back down. He fucks my mouth without restraint. I wiggle on the sheets, my pussy clenching in need as heat pools in my belly from the feel of him in my mouth, of his hand tugging almost painfully on my hair, and the power in each thrust and the lustful way he watches me.

      “Angel, fuck, your mouth is like heaven. I just want to spend all my days here, fucking you. Watching you pant and beg for me,” he rasps, his neck corded as he strains to hold back. But I want to feel his release explode in my mouth, to taste it and know I made my daddy weak.

      Humming, I hollow my cheeks and suck harder, and with a yell, he explodes in my mouth, filling it. He thrusts right down my throat, forcing me to swallow his release, which I do greedily. When he’s spent and collapses back, I pull off his cock, licking away every last drop of cum before sitting up with a smile. Eyes on his, I drag my finger over my lip and suck it clean.

      “You taste so good, Daddy,” I purr.

      His eyes narrow, and I shiver from that look, knowing it means I’m either in trouble or about to come so hard I won’t be able to see. He crooks his finger at me. “Get your beautiful ass up here now.”

      I crawl up his body, but he grabs me when I go to kiss him. His hands grip my hips, lifting me effortlessly, before he presses my pussy to his greedy mouth. Gasping, I fall forward, bracing my hands on the wall. My knees spread around his head as he eats me. No teasing, no, his tongue dives into my channel before flicking my clit.

      Over and over.

      Resting my head on the wall, I grind onto his mouth, desperate for release. His hold on my hips is possessive as he drags me back and forth along his tongue. Praises and pleas leave my lips. My eyes roll into the back of my head as I writhe above him when he sucks my clit into his mouth.

      Fuck, fuck, fuck.

      With his tongue, without words, he demands I come for him…and I do. I whimper against the wall, shaking and shivering as I press his head further into my pussy, riding out the waves of release. And when it’s over, I collapse backwards. He catches me and drags me back into his arms as I pant, eyes still closed. Chuckling, he kisses my lips, and I taste my own sweetness mixed with his flavour.

      “Goodnight, Angel,” he murmurs.

      “Night, Tyler.” I yawn, snuggling closer, unable to fight the exhaustion anymore.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Kisses trail down my back, and a hand traces up my leg. Groaning, I part my thighs, and I hear a laugh. “Morning, Angel. I’ll leave you to get dressed. I’m going to make breakfast, anything you want in particular?”

      “Pancakes and orgasms,” I murmur, burying my face into the pillow.

      He laughs again, and then his lips brush my ear. “If you’re a good girl, I’ll eat this sweet little dripping pussy with the syrup.”

      I flip over and open my eyes instantly when he gets up, laughing as he leaves the room. The bastard, he knows how to sweet talk a girl into getting up. I hear him moving around downstairs, so I slip from the bed. I dress in one of his shirts, and wash and push my hair into a bun before heading downstairs.

      Slipping into my seat, I grin as he hums along to the radio. His bottom is only covered in some grey joggers that leave nothing to the imagination as they cup his ass lovingly. His broad shoulders and muscular arms draw my gaze as he cooks. It should be illegal to be this good-looking. When he turns, he winks at me, and I almost swoon. He makes me a tea and places it in front of me, leaning over and kissing me at the same time. “Mmm, you taste delicious,” I murmur, licking my lips.

      He grins and moves back to the stove. “Syrup. I was tasting it, making sure it was good enough to touch that pretty pussy.”

      I almost spit out my tea. He shouldn’t be able to say stuff like that so calmly. I clean up as he places food in front of me, slips into his own chair, and digs in. My stomach rumbles so I eat too, devouring the whole plate. It’s that good. When I’m done, I lean back with a groan.

      “Is there anything you can’t do? Cook, fuck…” I smile, and he laughs as he wipes his mouth with a napkin. I watch him do it as I bite my lip, my pussy clenching as I remember his wakeup promise.

      His eyes drop to my lips, and he sits back, draping his arm across the chair as he watches me. “Want something, Angel?”

      “You, always.” I grin and then stand before rounding the table. I drag my finger through the syrup on his plate and paint it across his lips. Leaning in, eyes on his, I lick them clean. With a groan, he palms my head and drags me closer as I giggle and fall into his lap.

      He kisses me hard, dominating my mouth, and then pulls away, leaving me wanting more. I ache for the orgasm he promised. His hand slips under the shirt and grips my hip before dragging up my side, over my ribs, and to my breast. He squeezes it hard before twisting my nipple, making me whimper.

      “Daddy,” I gasp. “You promised… I was a good girl.”

      “You are never good, Angel, you’re like Lucifer in a dress.” He laughs but kisses me again, dragging his hand back down to my thigh. He strokes it as he leisurely kisses me, like he has all the time in the world to explore me, even as I’m panting and twisting in his lap, wishing he would touch me more.

      “Impatient little thing,” he whispers against my lips.

      Biting at his, I tug it before letting it snap back, and he groans. I feel his hardening cock jerk at that, and suddenly, we’re standing.

      I’m thrown onto the table. The food and plates crash onto the floor and smash, but we ignore them as he yanks the shirt open. Buttons fly everywhere until I’m bare for him. He grabs the syrup and drizzles it along my chest. I whimper as the coolness of it makes me shiver, and then I pant as it drips over my skin. He licks the trail along my chest, up between my breasts and then around my nipples before sucking one into his mouth.

      I can’t help but laugh before it fades into a cry. “Yes,” I hiss, wrapping my legs around his waist. His lips glide up my chest to my chin as we meet in a desperate kiss. Reaching between us, I slip my hand into his joggers, grab his hard cock, and squeeze, making him groan into my mouth.

      His hand slips down my belly to my pussy and slides through my wet folds, flicking my clit along the way before he teases my hole. “I’m going to fuck you with syrup-covered fingers, and then lick you clean as you come,” he warns.

      Hell yes, sign me up.

      Like he heard my internal plea, he leans away from me. Panting, I watch him slather his fingers in syrup like he promised and, eyes on me, he slips two of them inside me. He stretches my channel, rubbing along my walls until I lift my hips. It’s so twisted, I can’t help but love it. Then his mouth attacks my breasts, nipping, licking, and sucking my nipples. I give myself over to Tyler’s pleasure. I ride his hand and push my chest into his mouth, and when I come with a scream, his mouth is on my pussy, lapping up my release, tasting my cream mixed with syrup. He licks me through it until I push him away.

      Sitting back with a smile, he licks his lips and hums. “Sweet.”

      “Fuck, Tyler,” I rasp. With a hungry look aimed at me, he shoves down his joggers. I barely catch a glimpse of his hard, thick cock before I yelp as I’m dragged down the table. He throws my legs over his shoulders and slams his cock inside me.

      A scream leaves my lips, the sound quickly morphing into a moan as he works his cock into me before pulling out and plunging back in.

      Lifting my hips, I meet his quick thrusts with my head thrown back against the table. My nipples ache from his mouth, and my pussy pulses with aftershocks that he fucks me through.

      “I love the way you feel, Angel. So fucking tight and wet wrapped around my hard cock. My greedy little girl, aren’t you? Just loving whatever I give her,” he growls.

      Eyes closing in bliss, I nod in response, but he spanks my clit, making me cry out. “Words, Angel,” he demands.

      “Yes! Fuck, whatever you want!” I cry out desperately, my pleasure already building back up and ripping through my body. My skin is overheating, my belly quivering, and my legs are beginning to shake. I can’t catch my breath, can barely speak as he hammers into me.

      Fucking me like he promised.

      He spanks my clit again, harder this time, and it throws me over the edge. I drag him with me, clamping around his thick cock until he comes with a yell, filling me with his cum. Leaning down, he rests his head on my chest, listening to my pounding heart as we lie there and recover. I feel our mixed releases dripping from me, and the sticky sensation of it has me whimpering.

      It was a perfect, quick, hard fuck. I love everything he gives me—the long teasing sex, the short feral kind…anything, as long as I get to have him.

      “Now that’s a good morning.” He laughs and kisses over my heart. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

      We shower together, kissing and laughing, and after, I get dressed in my normal clothes again. I have to work later, and Tyler has to check in on his new acquisitions, so he drives me home. He kisses me goodbye in the car with a promise to talk to me later and plans to spend all day together tomorrow, which I can’t wait for.

      I watch him drive away with a huge smile I can’t seem to get rid of, and when I can’t see him anymore, I head inside.

      When I reach my door, I see flowers there, which makes me grin wide as I grab them and let myself inside. As I walk to the kitchen to find a vase, I look for a card but don’t find one. Either way, I’m betting they are from Tyler. They aren’t my favourites like he bought me last time, but they are still pretty, and the fact that he sent them makes me want to do a happy dance.

      Is this what being in love feels like? If so, I want it to last forever.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I stare at the text for hours while I’m working, debating what to do.

      Justin: Hey, Dad, wanna do dinner tonight? I could use some advice.

      I press my thumb against the screen to reply and hesitate. I don’t want Lexi to be angry with me, but Justin is still my son, so I type out a quick response.

      Tyler: Sure, I’ll get us a table at Rizzo’s at 8 PM.

      Justin: Sounds good, see you then.

      I pocket my phone and concentrate on the structural report before me. Should I tell Lexi? I’m not seeing her tonight, but I don’t want her to think I’m keeping things from her. I’m not ashamed or embarrassed of our relationship, and though she doesn’t want Justin to know yet, I still have to have a relationship with him. I still love him.

      Decision made, I grab my phone and grin as I open our messages. The last one is a picture of her kissing the screen before she went into work for rehearsal. I shouldn’t bother her, but she can pick this up later.

      Tyler: I’m having dinner with Justin tonight. I’ll call you after. I miss you already.

      She doesn’t reply straightaway, so I pocket my phone and lose myself in work, all the while wondering what advice Justin could possibly need. There is one thing for sure, this is going to be an awkward meal.
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        * * *

      

      I’m there at eight PM sharp, waiting for Justin. When he doesn’t show—that boy is always late—I pull out my phone and re-read Lexi’s last message.

      Lexi: Thanks for letting me know. I hope you both have a good night. I’ll speak to you later. I miss you so much, my bed feels empty without you.

      Just as I’m about to put it away, a picture comes through of her in her outfit for tonight’s show, and I groan. She’s in a lace bra and some sparkly shorts. Her hair is loose and curled around her shoulders, her eyes are lined, and her lips are red as she poses. She looks good enough to fucking eat.

      “Hi, Dad!” Justin calls, and I quickly pocket my phone. I don’t stand to greet him so he doesn’t see the obvious erection tenting my pants.

      He slips into the seat opposite me and waves his hand arrogantly to order a drink, making me roll my eyes. The waiter comes over and takes his order, and after the waiter leaves, I take a sip of my drink. “How have you been? How’s work?” I inquire.

      “Good, good, fine.” He waves his hand, and I know then he came here for a very particular reason. He doesn’t want small talk. It saddens me a bit. He’s still my son, and I want to be a part of his life, but he makes it difficult. “So, I need your advice,” he hedges nervously.

      “Yes, you mentioned that. What for?” I question, sitting back. I hope it’s not to borrow more money off me. I believe your child should earn their own, but when he asks, I can’t help but give in. It’s happening more and more frequently now, and it makes me wonder what he’s spending it all on.

      He stares at the table like he used to when he was a kid, thinking on what to say so as not to get into trouble. Awkwardness stretches between us. Over the years, we have drifted apart, but since Lexi…well, it’s possibly my fault. I don’t know what to say to him, and it ends in tension, like now. Both of us are aware there is something bigger going on, but neither of us wants to talk about it.

      I could only imagine how he would react if he found out…

      “I want to get Lexi back,” he blurts. I blink, pulled abruptly from my own thoughts, my hand clenching on my thigh.

      “What?” I ask. Surely I heard him wrong.

      He nods hurriedly. “I made a big mistake. You were right. She is amazing, and I want to give it another go. But she turned me down, and honestly, I don’t know what to say or do, and you get along with her so well, I thought you might have some advice,” he rushes out.

      ‘Get along with her’ is a fucking understatement. I stare, unsure what to say. This isn’t fucking happening. My son is asking for me to give him advice on how to get my girlfriend back? Rubbing my face, I down some of my vodka. I promised Lexi not to tell him, but I can’t sit back and listen to him go on about how amazing she is and how much he wants her back.

      “Don’t you think that’s something you should have realised before you cheated?” I snap.

      He frowns. “Yes, but I was an idiot. She’s amazing, Dad. So sexy and—” Jealousy roars through me, and it takes all my restraint not to grab him and punch him in his pleading face for talking about her like that. Possessiveness rolls through me, and I grip the glass harder to stop myself from saying something I shouldn’t.

      “So, any advice?” he queries, and I realise he’s been talking.

      “If she said no, it means no, kid. You had your chance, you messed up,” I reply, probably harsher than I meant to, but I’m trying.

      “I just think I could wear her down, you know?” he muses, leaning in.

      I snort. “Oh, that’s fucking romantic, you wearing her down? She’s clearly made her decision, you need to respect it, annoying her isn’t the way to go. You need to leave her alone so she can get on with her life without you popping up as a reminder of the pain you put her through.”

      He rolls his lips in as if he’s angry and stands. “Great, thanks for the help,” he barks. “Should have known not to come to you,” he mutters, before downing his drink and leaving me there staring after him.

      I watch him go as anger, jealousy and guilt consume me until I can’t take it anymore. Tossing back my drink, I leave a generous tip and head back to my car. Once there, I quickly dial her phone, hoping she will be done already.

      I need her.

      She answers on facetime, clearly in the club’s bathroom where she’s probably getting dressed to go home. I groan. I was going to talk, to ask for her opinion, to let her reassure me…but seeing her, I realise I want something else. I want to see that she’s still mine. Justin’s poisonous words fill my head, coating my brain until all I can think about is proving to him and me that she’s mine.

      Only mine.

      Never his, not ever again.

      She’s my fucking angel.

      “Hi, Ty, how was—”

      “Lock the door, pants off now,” I order.

      She blinks, watching me for a moment, even as I see excitement fill her eyes. The phone is placed down on the counter, and a moment later, I hear the click of the lock before her face comes back on the screen. “Ty?” she asks.

      “Is that my name?” I demand.

      She shivers, her lips parting on a pant. “No,” she whispers.

      “Say it.”

      “Daddy,” she purrs.

      “Good girl, now show your daddy who you belong to. Let me see that pretty pussy of mine. Touch it,” I instruct, getting comfy in the driver’s seat as I watch my girl.

      She licks her lips and then, with a smile, traces her hand down her chest to her breast, squeezing as she tilts the camera to show me. Groaning, I watch as she runs it down her bare stomach and into the tiny little lace thong she’s wearing. She pulls it to the side, showing me her already wet cunt.

      “Fuck, Angel,” I groan, my cock jerking in my pants as I watch her, but this isn’t about my pleasure or even hers. It’s about assuring us both that Justin hasn’t gotten between us. That I’m hers and she’s mine.

      “Fuck yourself on your fingers, make yourself come as I watch.” She groans and flicks her clit before running her finger down her dripping pussy and slipping it inside.

      “Good girl,” I coo. “Fuck, look how wet you are. I can see you clenching around your fingers, baby, it’s so fucking hot. I’m sitting in my goddamn car trying not to explode in my trousers like some kind of kid.”

      “Do it,” she murmurs, “and show me. I wish you were here, wish these were your fingers…your tongue or cock. I need it so badly. I was thinking about you before you called, standing in the bathroom where you first fucked me.”

      Goddamn. I still remember the way she moaned my name, the first sensation of her tight cunt around my cock, of my wild angel and the ecstasy I found in her arms.

      “That’s it, Angel, think of me. When I see you tomorrow, I’ll bury my face between those beautiful thighs for hours. I want to drip with your cream while you scream my name,” I growl, pressing my hand to my cock over my trousers as I try to calm down.

      But I should have known better. When it comes to my girl, I’m helpless. She drives me wild until I forget everything but her. Watching her fingers slip in and out of her tight pussy, her moans and gasps filling my screen, I can’t help myself. I look around at the darkened parking lot as I recline my seat. Thank fuck I parked near the back and no one is around to see me. Unbuckling my belt, I pull out my cock and stroke it as I watch her.

      “I can’t help it, I’m touching myself, Angel, do you want to see?” She moans in response. “Want to see my fat cock that will be in you tomorrow?”

      “Yes, Daddy, please,” she begs, her fingers speeding up as she adds another, stretching that pussy like my cock does.

      Tilting the camera down, I let her see me fisting my length as I stroke it. “Fuck,” she hisses.

      Lifting my hips, I thrust into my hand. “Good girl, you’re close already, aren’t you? I can tell, are you going to come for me like a good angel? Drench that hand?”

      “Yes. So close, fuck, fuck,” she mutters, tilting her hips as she desperately rubs herself on her fingers.

      Grunting, I speed up, trying to fight my release as my balls tighten. “Now,” I demand roughly, emptying my release all over my steering wheel and myself with a groan, watching as she moans loudly. Her pussy clamps around her fingers as she comes, and her cream drips from them like I demanded. Panting, I watch as she pulls them free.

      Angling the camera back to her red, lust-hazed face, I watch as she licks them clean.

      “Fuck, Angel,” I mutter, my softening cock twitching again. “I’ll call you when I get home. You better be naked with a vibrator in your pussy, but not coming,” I command before hanging up. I quickly clean up with some tissues and drive home. I have a date to keep with my girl. I can’t wait to watch her fuck herself for me, coming time and time again.

      It’s preparation for tomorrow, when she will be back to being under me, her body mine to do whatever I want with.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I can’t wait to see Tyler tonight. It puts me in a good mood as I finish up my first two songs. Heading backstage, I touch up my makeup, grinning at myself in the mirror. Excitement courses through me for whatever Tyler will be doing to me tonight.

      Hopefully bad, bad things.

      Allegra comes in after her song and knocks back her shot before sorting her lipstick. Leaning against my dressing table, I grin at her, and she winks at me through the mirror. “So, who’s the hottie from last week?”

      I roll my eyes, and she turns. “Uh-uh, tell me, that man was fine with a capital F. He looks like he fucks dirty.”

      “Oh, he does, and long…and hard,” I tease.

      She laughs and tosses a feather boa at me. I catch it and wrap it around my shoulders and start to shimmy at her. Getting to her feet, she grabs my hands, and we twist and dance together to the pounding of the music upstairs, until I get the call for another routine on stage.

      She spanks me as I pass. “Go get them, girl, pretend your silver fox is watching.” She grins as she sits down. “Lucky fucking bitch.”

      I blow her a kiss at the stairs to the stage. “You know it, girl. Maybe if you stop telling all males to fuck off, you would find one of your own.”

      Her laughter follows me upstairs. She’s only a few years older than me at almost thirty, but I’ve never even seen her with a man for more than one night. She told me once they are all users and bastards, so now she uses them instead. Maybe one day, a man will come and knock her down a peg, but I doubt it, she would probably eat him for breakfast.

      The stage lights are off as I slip into position with my fingers on the brim of my leather hat, tilting it down. My legs are spread and bent, and my hip is cocked as I wait for my cue. The music turns on, and the lights come up, shining on me and heating my skin. My fishnets flash as I step forward, swaying to the beat. My high shorts are tight, leaving nothing to the imagination, and my corset is snug so my breasts almost spill from it. I wear a pink wig secured on my head.

      As the beat drops, I smirk at the ground and lift my chin. The bass pounds as I pull different poses and grab my mic to start singing and dancing. The crowd goes wild, clapping and dancing along as the drinks flow. I lose myself in the pulsing music as I let myself soar.

      The stage is always where I get everything out, where I let the notes carry me away. In those minutes when I’m performing, nothing else matters. I am the music.

      When the song finishes, and I’m standing with the mic in the air and a smile on my face, I feel like nothing can go wrong. My life is finally where I want it to be, and I’m so happy. Nothing can ruin this…

      Right?

      Heading back downstairs, I flop into my chair and sip my water. That was my last song tonight, and all the other girls are going on stage now for a group performance, so I get to have some peace while I prepare to leave. I start with removing all the makeup before I pull off my wig and place it on the mannequin, pulling the pins from my hair and running my fingers through it.

      A noise has me spinning around with a startled gasp, and when I see Justin leaning against the door, I jump to my feet. “Justin?” I blink. “What are you doing back here? You can’t—” I look behind him, wondering how he slipped past security.

      But he steps forward and kicks the door shut, sealing me in with him. The girls’ song takes four minutes. That’s four minutes with him unless I can get him to leave or slip past him.

      Dragging my hand behind me on the dressing table, I grab a sharp-edged comb just in case. He has the most crazed look in his eye that’s setting me on edge. I don’t think he would ever hurt me, but why is he here? And the intensity in his expression, mixed with the fact that he heads straight for me, has me standing ramrod straight.

      He stops when he’s pressed against me, like he feels he has every right to touch me just because we used to fuck. His hand goes to my cheek, but I flinch away. He lets it drop and narrows his eyes. “You won’t answer my calls or texts, I just want to talk.”

      “Fine, but not here, meet me outside in the club—”

      “No,” he snarls right in my face, and I jerk back again. “Just us two. Where no one can distract you or your decision.”

      Does he really think others have any bearing on me not wanting to get back with him? “Justin, I don’t want to talk to you, never mind get back together. You stuck your dick in another woman, and we were horrible together. Just get over it and leave me alone,” I snap, getting annoyed with his constant harassment and unwillingness to let me go.

      He was never this dedicated when we were together. Maybe if he had been, I wouldn’t be sleeping with his dad.

      “No, no, you don’t understand.” He sighs and steps back, running his hand through his hair. “That was a mistake, okay? I’ve apologised.” He turns, his eyes wild, his hair sticking up. I swallow in trepidation. Something isn’t right… Has he been drinking?

      “You need to fucking listen to me!” he screams, and his fist flies past me. I fall to the side as he punches my mirror. Turning in horror, I look at the cracked glass and then back to him. I step back with the comb clutched in my hand and point it at him.

      “You need to get out! Now!” I almost scream, but my finger trembles as he steps closer, lowering his chin.

      “Or what, Lexi?” He grabs me and throws me into a dressing table, his hand going to my throat. “You want to fight? Is that it? Is this some kind of sick game you’re getting off on?”

      “No,” I snap, kicking out at him and pushing him back. “I can’t be any clearer, but I’ll try one more fucking time, so listen up.” I step closer, pressing the sharp edge of the comb to his throat, making him still this time, not me. I’m sick of men thinking they own me just because they’ve stuck their dick in me. They never have the right to touch me unless I say they do, and they need to realise that, because I’m tired of just accepting it. “I don’t want to fuck you, touch you, or be in a relationship with you. I want you to stop calling and texting. I want you to leave me the fuck alone.”

      “You liked the flowers, didn’t you?” he interjects with a smirk.

      The flowers… Fuck, they were from him?

      “They were from you?” I sigh. “Justin—”

      “Wait, you thought they were from someone else? Who the fuck are you screwing?” he demands, pressing into the comb, and I gasp and yank it back, but it’s too late. A drop of blood forms on his neck where he accidentally nicked himself.

      He starts backing me up as he talks. “Lexi, who the fuck are you screwing?”

      “None of your goddamn business!” I yell into his face. “Leave me alone, you fucking stalker! It is over. Over! Do you understand that? You were a mistake from the start, now let me get on with my life, or I swear—”

      “What?” He laughs. “You’ll do what? Stab me with your little comb?”

      I smirk then, refusing to be intimidated by this asshole. “Yes, and then I’ll toss your ass out of here. Leave me alone.”

      He watches me, clearly debating my words. His shoulders slump as he scrubs at his face. “I just wanted to talk—”

      “So you show up at my work? Drunk, nonetheless, and break my property?” I look at my mirror. “Good going, now get the fuck out.”

      Sighing loudly, he backs away. “I’m sorry, Lexi, please—just think about what I said?” he implores almost hopefully.

      “Are you kidding me?” I hiss. “No, it’s a no, it’s always going to be a no, and this shit is one of the reasons why.” Just then, we hear the footsteps of the girls coming down the stairs from the stage. They stop when they spot us. Their laughter and voices cut off as they take in my expression, the broken mirror, and Justin.

      “Get out, or I’ll kick your ass, perv,” Allegra snarls as another girl goes to get security.

      “Out before I gut you like the cunt you are,” Blair snaps, and even produces a blade from somewhere.

      With one more look at me, he disappears, and I slump. They all rush over and start asking questions. “I’m okay, I swear I’m okay.” I sigh.

      Security turns up, and I assure them I’m okay but ask them not to let Justin in anymore. After I wipe my face clean, I grab my bag and they walk me to the front door to make sure I get home okay. But once the door opens, all my anxiety and fear morphs to relief and happiness.

      Tyler.

      When I spot Tyler waiting outside, everything else fades away. Justin, the terror, nothing else matters but him. I rush into his arms, and he wraps them around me before pulling back and kissing me solidly.

      I know I should tell him, but that can wait until later. Right now, I just want to be with my man.

      He cups my cheeks and grins. “I’ve been thinking, there’s a family meal at my house on Saturday, come?”

      “But—” He covers my lips and narrows his eyes in warning, making me shiver.

      “You don’t have to say you’re with me. Justin won’t be there, but they all love you, so they won’t even question it… Come, Angel, please? Make it bearable?” he pleads.

      “Will you at least promise to feel me up under the table?” I grumble, unable to say no to him.

      “I’ll do you one better, I’ll fuck you while they’re downstairs eating,” he teases, grinning. I lean up and kiss him.

      “Fine, you owe me orgasms for having to put up with Flo’s constant questions about babies though.”

      “Deal,” he murmurs against my lips. “Now let’s get you home so I can rip off your clothes and start in on those orgasms.”

      But in the back of mind, guilt takes root. I need to tell him about Justin… Will he understand?
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        * * *

      

      Lying in his arms later that night, I finally tell him. “Tyler?”

      “Hmm, Angel?” he murmurs, pulling me closer.

      “Justin showed up at my work today.” I feel him lift his head and look at me, so I raise my eyebrows. “He was drunk, screaming about me taking him back. He even snuck into the dressing rooms and cornered me in there. He punched out my mirror and threatened me… He scared me.”

      He frowns. “Are you serious?”

      I nod. “I didn’t want to tell you, I just—” I sigh. “He really freaked me out. He left before security got there, but I had to threaten him with a comb. He wouldn’t take no for an answer, and even tried to—” I hesitate then.

      “To what?” Tyler demands.

      I lick my lips, and he grips my chin before tilting it back, making me meet those dark eyes.

      “To what? Tell me now.”

      “I don’t know, like to get it on with me,” I answer lamely.

      His eyes flare, his body bunching. “Are you okay?”

      I nod. “I was just scared.”

      He leans in and kisses me. “I’m so sorry. Make sure security is always at the door now. I can talk to them if need be, that shouldn’t have happened. Are you sure you’re okay?”

      “Yes, I just thought you should know,” I murmur.

      “You should have told me earlier, Angel, but I get it.” He kisses me again, softly, lovingly, and then slips from the bed.

      “Tyler?” I ask, sitting up as he grabs his jeans and starts to get dressed. “Wait, where are you going?”

      “To beat up my dipshit son,” he snarls, turning towards me with his jeans unbuttoned, showing off his V and the bare skin leading to his cock.

      “No.” Crawling to the edge, I grab his hips and look up at him. “He was drunk and being an idiot. I think he got the message. Don’t ruin your relationship because of me, okay?”

      “Angel,” he snarls, reaching down and grabbing my chin. “He not only scared you but threatened and touched you. He’s a dead man walking. Son or no son.”

      I kiss his abs and rest my head against him. “Please, please don’t, okay? I swear, if anything else happens, you can do whatever the hell you want to him, but just let this go, okay?” I beg, rolling my eyes up to his. I distract him by stroking down his stomach and burying my hand in his jeans. “Come back to bed with me.”

      He hesitates, clenching his fists. Tyler is protective, possessive…but I can’t be the thing that comes between him and his son, and I know he would regret it. “Please?” I purr, blinking innocently. “Come hold me and love me, Daddy?”

      He hesitates further, so I circle his cock with my hand and squeeze, making him groan. “Angel, stop trying to distract me.”

      Getting to my knees so I’m higher, I grin and lean in, kissing along his chin and cheek. “Is it working?”

      “Yes,” he grumbles.

      “Good, ’cause I’m all kinds of wet right now, and you need to deal with that,” I purr, biting his ear.

      “I still want to beat the shit out of him,” he mutters, but then his hands go to my hips and he throws me back. I bounce on the bed, legs spread, with a grin on my lips as he yanks down his jeans. Crawling between my parted legs, he stops to kiss each inner thigh, my belly, and over my heart before reaching my lips. “But I’ll let you distract me for a little bit longer.”

      Gripping his hair, I kiss him, tangling my tongue with his and wrapping my legs around him before I flip us. I perch over him, stretching across his huge body, his hard cock pressing to my pussy. Licking and biting at his lips, I tease him, rocking on his cock before licking down his throat and nibbling there. His big hands come out and span my ass, squeezing as he rocks me faster, dragging me back and forth across his cock and wetting it with my cream.

      “Angel,” he groans, making me grin against his skin. “Don’t tease, get your pretty mouth on my cock.”

      “Is that an order, Daddy?” I ask, licking the shell of his ear.

      His hand tightens on my ass a second before he lands a spank on it, making me yelp in his ear, even as my pussy clenches. “An order. You don’t want me to kill the bastard for touching my girl? Get your fucking lips around my cock and show me you’re my girl, or I’ll fuck this pretty pussy into oblivion, and while you’re asleep, sneak out and go to him.”

      Kissing down his chest, I roll my eyes up to his as I dip my tongue into the hard lines of his abs. He grunts as he watches me, wrapping my hair around his fist and tugging me down. “Open up and suck it like a good girl.”

      Holding his gaze, I do as I’m told, not being a brat this time. He shoves his cock into my mouth, and I close my lips around his hard, thick length. With a hum, I encircle my hand around his base and start to bob, going slow at first, until he starts to lift his hips, fucking his cock in deeper.

      His eyes stay on mine, his jaw locked and grinding as he watches me. Squeezing and twisting my hand, I suck him down all the way to the back of my throat. He groans, his hips stuttering before he speeds up. It won’t take him long, and I can’t wait to taste him on my tongue, all man and his pleasure.

      Running my hand up his thigh, I slip it between him and the quilt, and while he’s distracted, I push a finger in his ass. He yelps and jerks his hips, slamming his cock down my throat as he comes. I pull back, letting it drip down my chin and onto my chest. When he slumps, I lick his cock clean before pulling my finger free. Using my clean hand, I rub my fingers in his cum and twist and flick my nipples as he watches me with a groan. Swiping up more with my hand, I lick it clean with my eyes on him, curling my tongue around my fingers before tracing up my palm.

      “Angel,” he groans, closing his eyes as I smirk.

      He pants as his cock softens, and I slip from the bed, wash my hands, and climb back on, straddling his waist. “Distracted you enough, Daddy, or do you need to fuck my ass?”

      His eyes slam open, and his hands go to my hips. “On your fucking knees, now,” he almost roars.

      Laughing, I do as I’m told, ready for a night of orgasms and Tyler’s addictive cock. I wonder if I will ever get enough of him. Probably not.

      I’m a daddy’s girl for life.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I’m still pissed at Justin, but Lexi calmed me down during the week, enough where I agreed that he made a mistake and was drunk. That doesn’t mean he’s going to get away with it though. There are little mistakes, and then there are cornering and scaring your ex and making lewd comments mistakes. He’s still going to get an ass kicking when I see him next.

      Which is why it’s a good thing he’s not coming to the meal today. It’s a yearly tradition to have it at my house. Fifteen relatives are coming—my father and his new wife, their new kids, Justin’s aunt, my aunt, my uncle, and some I’m not even sure how they are related…and Lexi. They will probably ask why she’s there. They don’t know she broke up with Justin and she’s met them before, but still, I don’t give a fuck. I want her here at my side, I just wish I didn’t have to hide it. I want to hold her hand, show her off, and talk her up to them, but she’s not ready yet.

      I can wait, but it doesn’t mean I’ll keep my hands off of her in private though. I want my little angel to know I will fuck her and have her however I want her, whenever I want her. I don’t care if they find us, let them. We are both consenting adults, so why does it matter?

      She even offered to help me cook, which I usually do alone, and it’s nice. We turned some music on and talked and flirted as we cooked. She started a food fight, which ended up with her screaming my name with my cock buried in her pussy while I fucked her across the counter, her beautiful breasts pressed into the dough.

      Looking at the clock as I pull the cake out of the oven, I sigh, knowing they will descend upon us soon and the bliss I’m currently feeling with Lexi will fade. I will have to go back to pretending she’s my son’s girlfriend or just a girl I know, not the woman I’m crazy about.

      That I’m in love with.

      When she comes into the kitchen, dressed and ready, she takes my breath away. I often feel like a sick bastard for taking her, being with her. I don’t just call her Angel because she’s sweet, but because she looks like one. And right now, with the sun shining through the door, lighting up her golden hair and golden skin, she might as well be here to collect my soul and heart. Because she has both.

      She looks up and smiles as she finishes tying the belt of her dress. It has sunflowers on it, and it’s lowish cut, showing her cleavage but not too much. It cinches in at her waist, displaying her drool-worthy curves, before flaring out to her calves. Her black heels finish it off. My cock hardens instantly, and I drop the cake on the counter and rush her.

      She giggles as I kiss her, backing her into the wall, and the happy sound turns to moans, but she rips her mouth away. “They will be here soon,” she reminds me.

      “I don’t give a fuck. Let them see, though you might give my dad a heart attack,” I tease.

      She laughs and leans up, wiping at my lips and cheeks. “You have lipstick all over you, Ty.”

      “Yeah? Think it would stain my cock too?” I growl, watching her eyes flare at the idea.

      She groans and pushes me away. “You’re incorrigible.” She straightens her dress, and I narrow my eyes.

      “Baby, you’re perfect, don’t fuss, you always are,” I tell her.

      She blushes, her eyes lighting up as she smiles at me. “You’re a softie, Daddy.”

      “Only for you, baby,” I retort, kissing her cheek. “I have a present for you.”

      Grabbing the box I hid in a drawer, I hand it over. She frowns, confused until she opens it, and then she laughs, spotting the small golden vibrator inside.

      “You’re going to wear it today.”

      She looks up at me. “What?”

      “I have the controller on my phone.” I grin.

      Her mouth drops open. “Tyler, I’m not putting this in to wear in front of your family.”

      “No, you will put it in now. I want to sit there knowing you’re wet and needy, that at any moment, I could make you come in front of them and you’re helpless to stop it,” I demand.

      Her eyes darken, and I know she likes the idea. I pull her into my arms, trapping her against me, and let her feel every inch of my hard cock pressed against her stomach.

      “Angel, you’re going to be a good little girl for Daddy and do as you’re told, aren’t you?”

      She rolls her eyes. “You know I will.”

      “Good,” I whisper. “If you’re really good, I might even save your release until dessert, otherwise it will be while you’re greeting them.”

      “Fuck, Ty,” she mutters.

      “Need help putting it in, Angel?” I grin, backing her into the wall again. I feel her racing heart and watch her eyes widen as I grab the box. I slip the vibrator out and throw the packaging behind me. Gliding my hand up her thigh, I hike her leg up as she gasps.

      Eyes on hers, lips almost touching, I slip past the thin barrier of her panties to find her already wet, but not wet enough. I lick her lips and nip at the same time I flick her clit.

      I flick it faster and faster until she’s almost coming, and then I pull away.

      “Lick this, Angel,” I murmur, lifting the vibrator.

      Holding my gaze, she sucks it into her sweet little mouth. The sight has my cock jerking as I remember the way that felt, and I almost spill in my trousers. She grips it and drags her lips back and forth before licking around it with a flick of her talented tongue.

      Yanking it from her hold before I throw it away and fuck her myself, I drag it up her thigh and press the rounded head against her pulsing entrance. She’s moaning now. “Daddy, please,” she begs, pushing down to try and take it inside her, but I pull it away with a laugh, making her whimper.

      “Want it now, do you?”

      She nods, leaning into the wall. “Fuck, please.”

      “Impale yourself on it,” I order.

      She does as she’s told, pushing down until it slips into her tight little pussy, making her cry out. When it’s fully seated inside her, her wetness pressed to my knuckles, I pull away, patting her panties back into place. Stepping away, I lick my hand clean of her cream and wink at her as the doorbell rings. “Why don’t you get that, Angel?”

      She’s panting as she leans against the wall. Her cheeks are heated, and she looks fucking incredible. Licking her lips, she straightens her hair and stands up, moaning as it shifts inside her.

      “Fine,” she grumbles, flicking her hair over her shoulder as she leaves the room. I watch her go, grinning as she tries to walk normally.

      Pulling out my phone, I wait until she reaches the door and opens it before I turn it on. I hear her gasp, which she quickly covers up. Done teasing, I switch it off, waiting until dinner to really use it.

      I stroll into the living room, where I moved the sofas to the side and placed the spare table, and greet the guests—my aunt and uncle. They make small talk as everyone turns up, including my dad.

      “Dad, you remember Lexi?” I offer after we hug.

      He turns to her as she holds out her hand, and he grabs her in a bear hug, making me grin. He’s a big softie. He used to be a rugby player back when I was a kid, so he’s huge. It’s probably where I get it from. “Nice to see you again, girl!”

      “Dinner won’t be long. Lexi has been helping me cook all day,” I share, as she stands near me at a respectable distance.

      “Oh damn, I hope it’s better than his cooking,” my dad booms, making everyone laugh, including Lexi and me.
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        * * *

      

      The table is loud with laughter as everyone talks and has a good time. My dad tells Lexi stories from when I was a kid, and my stepmother is talking to my aunt. I’ve held off on using the vibrator until now, keeping her on her toes. We’ve just finished the main course, so I grab my phone and turn it on low.

      She shifts, flickering her eyes to me for a moment before she turns back to my dad, who’s speaking. Her cheeks flush. With a smirk, I turn it up high and then back to low until she’s wiggling so hard, I can tell she’s getting close again, so I switch it off.

      She throws me a glare as she calms down and goes back to listening to my dad.

      Watching her laugh with my father, I lean back with a knowing smile. I’m going to marry this woman. I’m going to make her mine forever and start a family with her. She’s going to be my future.

      “Time for dessert,” I announce. “Lexi, will you help me clean up?”

      “Don’t be stupid, boy, I’ll help. Lexi, you sit there,” Dad offers as he stands. I grab the pots, and he collects the rest as we head into the kitchen, Lexi’s laugh following us. It makes me smile as I place the dishes in the sink. My dad does the same and leans against the counter, watching me.

      “What?” I ask, my smile fading.

      He stares at me with an eyebrow arched and a smirk. “So how long have you been sleeping with her?”

      I groan. “Is it that obvious?”

      He laughs. “Yes, you watch her all the time and constantly smile. Hell, I don’t remember the last time you smiled, kid.” He claps me on the shoulder. “She watches you too, it’s cute.”

      I eye him with my hands propped on the sink. “And you’re okay with it?”

      “She’s not still dating Justin, is she?”

      I shake my head, and he shrugs. “He’s a tosser anyway, so no, I don’t care. Or did you forget I married a woman twenty years younger?”

      I guess I did. It seems us Phillipses have a pattern. I turn and look into the dining room, not that I can see them. “She doesn’t want to tell anyone yet, it’s going to be hard.”

      “It will be.” He nods, standing next to me. “A lot of my friends liked it at first when they thought it was just sex, but when they realised I was serious, they discouraged me. I lost a lot of them, but I can tell you I don’t miss any of them. And anyone who doesn’t understand can fuck off. Love doesn’t have an age limit, son. As long as you’re both happy and consenting, does it matter? You only get one life on this world, Tyler, don’t waste it on worrying what others will think or do. Just spend it being happy, and if she makes you happy like I’ve seen today, then do it.”

      I stare at him for a moment. “When did you get so smart?”

      He grins. “Always have been, you just never wanted to listen. I’ve never seen you like this, Tyler. Don’t throw it away for anything. Make it work, and I promise it will be worth it.” With that parting wisdom, he exits the kitchen, leaving me to mull over his words.

      Well, I got my dad’s seal of approval, and honestly, it makes me feel so much better. I don’t care what others think, but I know she was worried, maybe because she thinks it will be a lot of drama if this isn’t forever, but it is and it’s time she realised that. Plus, there’s the complication of Justin, but we can tell him. He’ll be angry, but he will have to get over it.

      Lexi is mine.

      Grabbing dessert, I bring it into the living room and take another trip for plates before cutting the cake and serving it. After I sit, I let my hand drift to Lexi’s thigh under the table as I take a bite. She leans into my touch as she eats.

      When we’re through, I clean up and everyone sits around, drinking and talking. Lexi brings the cake into the kitchen as I’m wiping my hands on a dish towel. While she’s distracted, I flick the vibrator back on. She almost drops the cake as she stumbles into the fridge with a moan. Her head snaps up, and she spots me watching her like a predator.

      “Come here, Angel,” I demand.

      She tries to resist, but I press the pulsating button on my phone, and with a moan, she staggers over to me, her eyes wild and body shaking in arousal.

      Grabbing her, I push her into the island so she’s facing the doorway with the counter blocking her bottom half. I flip her dress up, grasp the vibrator, and pull it in and out of her like it’s my cock.

      “Tyler,” she hisses in warning, even as she pushes back to take it deeper, her hands splaying on the counter. “They could walk in any minute.”

      “Guess we better be fast then,” I murmur, pulling the vibrator free. I undo my trousers, press the head of my cock to her pussy, and lean into her, kissing the pounding pulse point on her neck. “Keep your eyes on that door, Angel,” I demand, and in one quick thrust, I bury myself in her.

      She turns her head and muffles her moan against her arm as I grab her hips and start to fuck her for real. She’s pulsing around me and dripping from the vibrator, and I know she’s so wound up, it won’t take her long to come around my dick like a good little girl, drenching it, so even when we’re back out there, she’ll know who she belongs to.

      Me.

      “Does it turn you on knowing they could walk in at any moment?” I ask, fisting her hair and pulling her head back. “That any of them could come in and see me fucking you? That they could hear you?”

      She cries out, pushing back onto my cock. “Yes, God, yes,” she exclaims, clamping around me so tightly, I have to fight to pull my cock out.

      “I can’t wait to have your cum all over my cock and go back out there knowing I just made you come in the next room,” I murmur against her skin.

      Laughter reaches us, and she gasps, but the idea of us being caught makes her groan and push back harder. Her hand drops down as she takes my cock like a good little girl.

      “I’m just going to get a drink,” we hear Flo call.

      Grinning, I reach around and flick her clit, making her cry out, even as she tries to pull away, but I won’t let her.

      “You still have one here,” my dad hollers, and their footsteps retreat.

      Lexi is panting, and her body is trembling. Grabbing the vibrator, I press it hard against her clit, letting it rock through her body as I slam into her again and again. “Come for me, Angel, come all over my cock.”

      She whimpers, pushing back, and with one more thrust, she does just that. Her pussy clenches around me like a fist, trapping my cock inside her as she cries out and comes. Her whole body jerks with the force of her release. I wrap my hand around her neck, holding her to me as I fuck her through it, and with a groan of my own, I fill her sweet little pussy with my seed.

      We both pant heavily, trying to catch our breath as we lean against the counter, until I laugh. Pulling free of her body, I kiss her shoulder before reaching down and tugging her panties up and into place. “Go back in there now, Angel, no cleaning up. I want you to feel my cum dripping from you as you talk and make nice.”

      I step back as she turns and stumbles. Her cheeks are red, her eyes are wide from her release, her chest is heaving, and her breasts are almost spilling from her dress—I’ve never seen something so beautiful. “Holy hell,” she whispers. “That was so fucking hot.”

      Grinning, I put my cock away and zip up just as we hear someone heading our way. I turn and grab the dish towel and a plate. Lexi panics and snatches a cup, pretending to wait to pass it to me as my stepmom comes in. She smiles widely at us, her cheeks heated from the wine.

      “More wine?” she asks.

      “Fridge, Carol,” I tell her nicely as Lexi blushes and looks away. “Should be nice and chilled. Careful of the condensation, might get your hand wet,” I comment, teasing Lexi, who looks at me with a grin.

      Carol blinks in confusion, but grabs it and heads back out. “So twisted.” She laughs.

      “You love it, Angel. Now go entertain. If you get stuck for conversation, feel free to mention how much you love my thick—”

      “Forgot the bottle opener,” Carol announces as she steps into the room.

      “Cake. You enjoyed it, didn’t you?” I finish.

      “I did,” Lexi hedges and turns away as Carol searches for the opener. She sets the cup down. “It was really juicy, very satisfying,” she remarks before starting to leave the kitchen. “Best cake I’ve ever had.”

      I grin, unable to help it, as Carol grabs the opener and looks at me. “Truly was a great cake, Ty!” she says before heading out also, leaving me behind as I laugh.

      I’m so goddamn lucky I found my angel.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I stayed at Tyler’s last night. After everyone left, we were slightly drunk, and we stumbled to bed and made messy love, laughing at what happened at dinner. Now I’m on my way home, my heart filled with happiness, and I’m wearing a goofy grin I can’t get rid of.

      Ty’s dad was super sweet and nice, and kept dropping little comments that made me think he knew about Tyler and me. It didn’t bother me, to be honest. I’m not ashamed of dating Tyler, why should I be? He’s an incredible man, the best, and I don’t care about his age.

      I just don’t want to ruin his work or his relationship with his son, but I know he’s wondering if I’m embarrassed to be dating him. He hasn’t asked, but I catch the looks when he thinks I don’t notice. He’s hurt and wondering if I plan to leave just because it’s hard.

      I don’t. I love our little secret, knowing we share something no one else knows, but I’m also very sure about him. We haven’t been dating long, but when you know, you know. The world stops when we are together, my heart recognises his, and we are just…right. Like we’re made to be together. I never thought I’d believe in soulmates, but Tyler makes me want to start.

      I love him so much it’s unreal.

      It’s obvious, and for a girl like me, that’s scary but also freeing. I know he will always be there, always look after me, always protect me, and always love me. We will always have fun, and he will support me. He understands my passions and asks about my day. He listens. He’s too perfect. Nobody is, but to me? He’s as close as anyone can get.

      Maybe it’s time we go public. It would be nice not to have to hide it anymore.

      When I get back to my apartment, I groan. Justin is there, waiting outside my door. When he spots me, his eyes narrow. He has flowers in his hands, still not my favourite, though, because he doesn’t know me as well as his dad.

      “You’re just getting back?” he asks. “I’ve been here all night,” he snaps.

      I blink at his statement. He’s been here all night? “Why?” I query, grabbing my keys and holding them between my fingers in case he attacks.

      “To see you, obviously.” He runs his eyes down my body and sneers. “Clearly you were busy seeing someone else, sleeping around. Tell me, Lexi, do you even know their name, you stupid slut?”

      I roll my eyes. “I’m a slut because I wasn’t at my apartment when you showed up uninvited after I asked you not to come near me? Smart, Justin, now fuck off.”

      He steps towards me, but I hold my ground. Chuckling, he pushes me backwards as he moves forward, backing me into the wall. But unlike when Tyler does it, this makes my stomach flip and fear fills me, even though I don’t let it show.

      “Now listen here—” He starts, but I narrow my eyes. I’ve had enough of him, he ruined my perfectly good fucking mood.

      “No, you fucking listen. You come here again, and I’ll call the police. Do you understand me? Now leave.” When he doesn’t move, I feign grabbing my phone.

      “Fuck you! You’ll come crawling back to me soon,” he sneers, and I laugh right in his face. Crawl back to him? The man who couldn’t even make me come? Bitch, please, I might crawl for his dad’s cock, but that’s about it.

      I flinch when he smashes the flowers into the wall next to my head, and with one last glare, he turns and leaves. My heart feels like it’s about to slam out of my chest, and my keys jingle in my trembling hands as I rush into my apartment and throw the lock into place.

      This is getting out of hand. I might have to ask Tyler what to do.
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        * * *

      

      After debating it for ages, I called Tyler, and I’m now nervously waiting for him to come over. He turns up with a smile, unsure why I called but happy to see me. Once we’re sitting on the sofa, I fidget anxiously.

      “Angel, tell me what’s going on. You’ve got me nervous.”

      “Justin was here again,” I tell him and wince. I hate bringing him into this and putting him in the middle, but I don’t know what to do. I don’t want to go to the police, but he’s starting to freak me out.

      “What?” he snaps, grabbing my hand. “Angel, what happened?”

      I tell him everything, and his face darkens with each word. When I’m done, wondering if this is going to break us, he drags me into his lap and wraps his arms around me.

      “I’m sorry, Angel, that must have been really scary. We need to deal with this. He can’t come here, he can’t keep in contact with you. Something is clearly wrong with him right now, and I’m sorry I didn’t see it sooner.”

      “I didn’t either… I think he’s drinking a lot,” I murmur before burying my head in his shoulder, relieved he didn’t blow up or break up with me. “I’m not calling the police though. I just think maybe you could talk to him? Maybe we could do it together?”

      He pulls back to look at my face. “As in, tell him about us?”

      I nod, searching his eyes nervously. “If you’re okay with that? It might discourage him, and honestly, I’m tired of hiding it.”

      He grins so wide, my heart leaps. “Angel, you know I want to tell everyone, but don’t let him force you until you’re ready—”

      “No,” I interject, covering his lips. “I’ve been thinking about this for days,” I assure him, my voice confident. “I want to tell everyone…if you want to,” I hedge.

      He peels my hand away and kisses it. “Lexi, look at me.” When I do, he leans in and kisses me. “It’s all I want. I want to scream it from the rooftops so everyone knows what a lucky bastard I am.”

      “You softie,” I tease, pressing my forehead to his. “What about your job?”

      “I don’t give a fuck about my job, and this has nothing to do with it. You are my priority, do you understand? Why don’t we take this weekend for you to really think about it, and if you feel the same on Monday, we’ll go ahead?” I nod, and he kisses me so tenderly I feel like crying. “I’ll stay here tonight just in case, and tomorrow you can stay at mine.”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I murmur, chasing his lips and making him laugh. He cups the back of my head, kissing me solidly.

      “Now, go get your beautiful ass into something comfy. We can watch those chick flicks you love, and I’ll cook for you later,” he offers.

      “Cuddles, cock, and crappy food? Count me in, Daddy.” I kiss him and get to my feet, feeling relieved now that we have discussed it.

      He spanks me as I go past, making me giggle. I rush to get dressed in comfies, which happens to be a long shirt. I don’t bother with a bra or panties, because they will only end up on the floor. I shove my hair back into a ponytail. He’s seen me in worse and still wants me, so I don’t care.

      When I get back, he’s stripped down to his boxers with a blanket over one thigh as he flicks through Netflix. I sit next to him, slipping beneath the throw and curling under his arm. He squeezes me like it’s the most natural thing in the world. It just fits, it just works, and as I lean into his side, I realise it’s never been this easy before.

      But not safe…just perfect.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      That night, we sleep wrapped in each other’s arms after a cute lazy night, which is exactly what I needed. With his arms around me and our legs entwined, I feel safe, happy, and loved, and I fall asleep easily with a smile on my lips and his name scrawled across my heart.

      Sometime later, a loud bang jolts me awake. I sit up, heart hammering, but Tyler is already moving to get up when suddenly, the bedroom door explodes inwards. I yell, covering my face as he moves in front of me, ready to protect me against whoever has broken in.

      My mind takes a moment to catch up at what I’m seeing, confused from being asleep. Nerves and fear surge through my veins, so I reach for Tyler’s shoulder to anchor me and look at the figure standing in the dark.

      He steps into the room, the moonlight shining across his face, and my jaw drops. “Justin?” I scream.

      He looks between us, and shock crosses his face before it morphs into anger. “Are you fucking kidding me?” he shouts.

      I wither under his anger, but Tyler gets up. “Justin, calm down. Go back out there. I’ll be out in a moment, and you will be paying for the damages. You’re lucky if I don’t call the cops—” He starts.

      Justin laughs. “And say what? You’re fucking my ex?”

      Tyler straightens and squares his shoulders in anger. Even in just his boxers, he’s a goddamn powerhouse, but as my eyes flick between them, guilt fills me. I did this. “Don’t speak like that, you need to leave and calm down. Clearly—”

      “What I need is for you to stop fucking my stupid slut of an—”

      He doesn’t get to finish, Tyler lunges at him. I gasp, reaching for Ty as he wraps his arm around Justin’s throat, effortlessly pinning him against his chest. “Do not finish that sentence, boy.”

      “Boy? Fuck you! Fuck you both!” he screams, struggling in Tyler’s hold.

      “Ty—” I start, and it only infuriates Justin.

      “He’s my fucking dad, Lexi, you sick bitch!” he screams at me, his eyes wild as spit bubbles on his lips.

      I refuse to sit here and cower, so I climb from the bed and cross my arms, glaring at him. “Yeah, well, now I call him Daddy.” I smirk.

      Tyler chokes on a laugh and starts to drag a kicking and screaming Justin from the room. I slip on a robe and follow them out, frowning at my kicked in front door, brilliant. If Tyler wasn’t here, what would have happened?

      I shiver at the thought and stand in the doorway as Ty tosses him onto the sofa and points at him. “Stay down, I mean it,” he warns, his voice deadly, and Justin freezes, knowing he’s serious. He’s pissed as hell. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Tyler asks him, his tone filled with repressed anger. He glances at me to make sure I’m okay, and I nod before he looks back at Justin. His body is almost shaking with anger.

      “Sorting shit out with my girl—”

      “Ex,” I interrupt, infuriated. “And you thought breaking into my apartment in the middle of the night is okay? You have two seconds to explain why I shouldn’t call the police and press charges. This is stalking, and breaking and entering.”

      A noise has me spinning around. I look to the door to see my neighbour there. “Everything is okay,” I tell him.

      He frowns, staring at Ty and Justin. “You sure?” he questions. “I can kick their asses.”

      “It’s fine, I’m sorry. Go back to bed,” I implore. He nods and steps back.

      “Call me if you need anything.” He points at them. “If I see one mark on her, I will hurt you both.”

      I smile as he goes back into his apartment, and I shut my broken door as far as it will allow for some privacy before I look at the two men in my living room. What a mess! Tears fill my eyes as I fight them back. “I didn’t want you to find out like this, Justin—”

      “Sure you fucking didn’t!”

      “What do you want from me?” I snap, dashing my tears away. “We broke up, I can sleep with whoever I want.”

      “Not my fucking dad, babe. What the hell?” he screams, grabbing his head and pulling at his hair.

      “I won’t apologise for being with your dad. I love him, Justin.”

      “Wait, what?” Justin asks, his head jerking up.

      Ty looks at me too. Okay, so this wasn’t how I was going to tell him, but beggars can’t be choosers. I smile at him. “I do, love you, that is.”

      He beams, his eyes alight with happiness. “I love you too, Angel—”

      “Shut the fuck up!” Justin yells, interrupting us.

      Blinking, I close my mouth. My heart is soaring at Tyler’s declaration, but that’s for later. Right now, we need to deal with Justin, and this has gone too far.

      “You need to calm down, son,” Tyler snaps, crossing his arms. “And stop yelling at her.”

      “Or what?” Justin snarls, leaping to his feet. “You going to fuck another one of my women?” He snorts.

      “Not your woman,” I argue, and he glares at me, so I shut up.

      Tyler steps forward, his words measured and slow. “We can discuss this when you’re ready to calm down, but until then, you need to leave. Lexi and I are together, so you need to accept that or find a way to.”

      “I came to you for advice! I told you I wanted her back!” he whines, and Tyler sighs.

      “And I tried to be kind and discourage you. We had already been together then,” Tyler offers.

      “Justin, I’m sorry, this must be hard for you, but you can’t help what the heart wants. And mine wants Tyler, always has.” He flinches at that and turns to me. I gasp and fall back when I see his fist coming towards me, but Tyler is there. He catches it mid-air, and before I can even scream, he smashes his own into Justin’s angry face.

      Justin falls back, his broken nose dripping blood as he glares at his dad. Tyler stares back as if he can’t believe he just did that. Stepping forward, I press my hand to Tyler’s shoulder, trying to comfort him. Justin snaps into motion, making Tyler and I jump as he yanks open the ruined door and storms away.

      We both let out a breath, and I circle Tyler, cupping his cheeks and staring into his sad, guilt-ridden eyes. “Thank you,” I murmur.

      “For what?” he asks, his voice low and shocked.

      “For protecting me, for defending me. No one really ever has before.” Leaning up, I kiss his lips softly. “There is nothing we can do tonight. Let’s block the door and go back to bed. I’ll kiss your hand better, Daddy,” I tease.

      It makes him chuckle, and he pulls me into his arms, his chin pressed to the top of my head. “I will always protect you, Angel, always, and I mean it.” He pulls back and tilts up my chin with his finger, searching my eyes. “I love you.”

      My heart flips as I hear him say it again, and a wide smile I can’t control crosses my lips as I lean in and kiss him. “Words, Angel,” he reminds me, making me giggle.

      “I love you too, Tyler,” I promise.

      “Good, because you’re mine forever, Angel. I’m never letting you go. No matter what happens, it’s me and you,” he growls, and then spanks me. “Go get that beautiful ass back in bed, I’ll block the door.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I reply, and saunter down the corridor, turning at the end to see him watching me with a knowing smile on his lips and eyes filled with so much love, it almost staggers me.

      Our love is…forbidden in a way. Most would find it weird and wrong. I don’t give a fuck, because to me, it’s perfect.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I can’t sleep that night, even with Lexi in my arms, sound asleep. I punched my son. Guilt fills me, but I would do it again and so much more to protect the angel in my arms. Justin is my kid, always will be, and my love for him is endless, but he’s becoming less and less the kid I remember, and more and more a man I don’t recognise. It makes it hard to love him, and when he swung at my girl, I saw red.

      I had to restrain myself from hitting him more than once. But as soon as I saw the pain and heartbreak on his face, reminding me of when he was a child and I was his hero, I knew I’d fucked up. I should have done anything but punch him. But it’s happened, and there is nothing I can do but live with the consequences now and hope I can save my relationship with my son.

      Maybe after he calms down, we can all sit and talk and make him understand this is more than just sex, this is love, and I won’t give up Lexi for anyone.

      Including him.

      But when the sun rises, I’m still awake. My mind is running in circles. Lexi groans and burrows her head into my chest, making me smile as I look down at her. She’s so beautiful. Every time I look at her, she takes my breath away. Her eyes flicker open, and she blinks as she stares at me.

      “You are too much of a morning person,” she grumbles, and I pull her closer, wrapping her in my arms. I don’t mention I haven’t been to sleep yet.

      “Hmm? Can I make it up to you with breakfast?” I offer.

      That perks her up, making me laugh as I lean down and kiss her. When I taste the sweetness that is all Lexi, my cock jerks, but I ignore it. Not everything is about sex, and I want her to know that. As much as I crave to see her body splayed beneath me, and have my cock in that tight little pussy with her pleasure dripping all over it, I desire the intimacy just as much. Her kindness, her words, her support, her love.

      I slip from the bed and leave her to wake up as I head to the kitchen. My eyes catch on the ruined door, so I quickly shoot a text to a contractor I know, and he promises to be here within the next hour to fix it and also add more security measures to it. I want my girl to be safe, and no one should ever get in while she’s sleeping or vulnerable.

      Hell, just never until she lets them in.

      I hear her getting ready, so I turn to the fridge and pull out some sausages and bacon to make some quick sandwiches. I’ve brewed the coffee and am just plating up when she comes in, freshly showered and dressed in a simple, clingy dress that almost has me dropping my mug in my haste to get to her. Laughing, she tries to swat me away as I kiss along her face and neck, dipping her as I do and feeling her up.

      “Food first, cock after.” She huffs.

      Grinning, I pull back and kiss her. “But you look good enough to eat, Angel,” I mutter.

      “Well, in that case—” She starts, but then sniffs. “Oh God, is that bacon? Move.” She pushes me away, and I almost fall over with laughter as she rushes to the table and starts to eat.

      “I see where I stand in your hierarchy,” I tease as I sit and begin to eat too.

      “Yep, it goes bacon, Daddy, donuts.” She smirks as she pops another bite into her mouth.

      When we have finished eating, I wash up as she sips her coffee, her gaze faraway. I don’t like the concern in her expression, so I spin her chair around, grab her mug, and place it on the table as I fall to my knees before her, stroking her thighs. Those blue eyes darken with hunger as she watches me, her thighs parting slightly to invite me closer.

      Watching her, I lean down and kiss along her thighs, nudging her dress up with my nose. “You promised Daddy after, didn’t you?” I murmur against her skin, making her shiver. I love her response to me. Goosebumps erupt on her skin, and her thighs spread wider. Her hand reaches out and grips my shoulder, trying to drag me closer.

      Teasingly, I run my nose along the inside of her thigh as I press them open. Her dress still covers her pussy, so I tug it up and lick my lips at the tiny yellow lace thong obscuring my view of my favourite place to be.

      Buried deep inside of her with any part of me.

      “I’m hungry for something else,” I whisper against her skin, rolling my eyes up to meet hers as she leans back, lips parted as she watches me.

      “Oh yeah, what for?” she asks, throwing her thigh over my shoulder to give me better access.

      “You, always. For this sweet little cunt that’s already nice and wet for me, and to taste your pleasure in your cum, Angel.”

      Done wasting time, I pull off her panties, kissing along her leg as I do, before staring at her wet cunt. I graze my mouth along her thigh, stopping and nipping every few inches. She groans, trying to drag me closer, and I chuckle.

      Finally, I touch her pussy, and she trembles under my touch. I part her lips and glide my fingers down her slit, wetting them before rubbing her clit and then dragging them back down and slipping them inside her. Her tight pussy wraps around my fingers as she starts to fuck herself on them.

      But I promised to eat her, and my mouth is already parched from the need to taste her. Leaning in, I pucker my lips around her clit and suck, rolling it back and forth before lashing it with my tongue. She grinds into my mouth and fingers as I speed up my touch. Her sweetness explodes on my tongue, almost making me come from her taste alone.

      “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whispers, grinding into my mouth. I wait until she’s almost there, and then I sit back, my chin and lips no doubt coated in her cream.

      “Daddy,” she whines, her eyes flickering open.

      Kissing her inner thigh, I get to my feet and head to the fridge, not showing her what I’m doing until I’m back between her legs. She watches me in confusion as I lean in and, with the ice cube in my mouth, lick along her pussy.

      She yelps, but it turns into a groan as I slip the cube along her clit and wet, warm pussy. “Holy hell,” she mutters, jerking her hips as she chases her release.

      Humming, I slide it along her, back and forth, bumping her clit time and time again before curling my tongue around it and burying it inside her channel. She cries out, clenching my hair as she rides my face desperately. The ice melts inside her until, with a yell, she comes, tightening around my tongue. Groaning, I lap up her cream until she pushes me away.

      I sit back and watch my angel pant, her eyes fluttering open, her chest heaving as she slumps in the chair. Smirking, I lick my lips as she watches. “On your feet, face down across the table. Now, Angel,” I demand.

      She grabs the table and gets to her wobbly feet, but I can’t wait, and I decide I want to see her face when I plunge inside her. So I stand, grab her, and drop her on the counter before ripping open her thighs. She watches me hungrily as I yank down my pants and palm my hard cock.

      “Get inside me,” she orders, tugging her dress over her head and tossing it away.

      Groaning, I lower my head and suck one of her hard nipples into my mouth, but she’s impatient, her hand wrapping around my length and guiding me to her dripping cunt. I grab her thighs and pull her to the edge until she’s balanced and leaning back, and with one stroke, I slam inside my girl, stretching her tight pussy around my thick, hard cock.

      Releasing her nipple, I turn my head and suck the other one into my mouth, twisting and biting down as she clenches around me, her legs wrapping around my waist, urging me on.

      Gripping the edge of the counter, I lift my head and meet her gasping lips as I pull out and thrust back in. She moans into my mouth, and I swallow it down as I fuck her.

      I speed up until we’re clinging to each other, her pussy pulsing, her cries increasing. My legs shake with the need to come, but I hold back, wanting to be in her tight, wet heat as long as I can. She feels so fucking good.

      When I’m inside her, nothing else matters. Everything but her and her pleasure disappears.

      Her hand slides between us and cups my balls and squeezes them. I’m helpless to resist, and I slam into her, grinding down to hit her clit, and I grunt as I come. She whimpers, her pussy clenching around me as she’s thrown into her own orgasm.

      Good fucking morning to me.
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        * * *

      

      I leave Lexi’s after breakfast and go to work for a few hours before heading home to deal with calls, and then I finally settle down for the night. But my house is empty and lonely, and I realise I want to spend every night with my girl. Here, at hers, I don’t care. As long as she is with me.

      I text her that, and she sends me back a crying emoji before wishing me goodnight.

      As I’m cleaning up, the three loud banging knocks on my door make me frown. It’s late, and Lexi is asleep at home, so who could it be? They come again, louder this time, more insistent, almost shaking the door with the force and sending the dog next door into a barking meltdown.

      Before I can even answer it, the back door opens, and I turn to see a flustered, angry Justin. “Justin, what the fuck?” I snap.

      He slams the door behind him, his face red and eyes glazed. He’s clearly drunk. “Go home and sleep it off, or stay here—”

      “I’m not fucking staying here! In the house you’ve probably fucked my girl in!” he yells.

      Frowning, I try to restrain my anger, but he’s getting on my last nerve. “She is not your girl. If you came to argue, you can leave. I’ll call you a taxi. If you came to talk like men, then take a seat.” I give him his options, my arms crossed.

      He grinds his teeth and wrenches out a chair before falling into it. I stay standing, not liking the look in his eyes. I really don’t want to have to break my relationship with him—or worse, call the police—but I will protect my angel. Maybe without her here to enrage or distract him, I can get through to him and make him see the truth.

      Sighing, I look at him as he stares at the table. “I know you’re angry. You have every right to be. I need you to know we did nothing while you were together. We both tried to resist the spark between us, but she needed comfort and one thing led to another. We are both adults, Justin, and you didn’t love her, but I do. You need to move on from this, or you will lose me.”

      He snorts bitterly and starts to laugh before lifting his head to glare at me. There’s no sign of my son left in that malicious face. “I didn’t come here to be friendly or hear your excuses.”

      “Then why did you come?” I ask, dropping my arms and stepping towards him. “To fight again? You need to grow up, Justin. You cheated and broke up with her. She is nothing to you anyway, and she makes me happy, can’t you see that? After all these years, I finally found that, and you want to break it like a child? Because you’re jealous? Because something you threw away like trash has found happiness, and now you decide you want her back?”

      He tries to interrupt, but I narrow my eyes in warning.

      “Grow up and fast. Maybe I’ve spoiled you too much, but you don’t threaten, harass, and break into a woman’s house. You’re lucky she convinced me not to call the police. And you don’t come into my house unannounced,” I snarl, winding myself up as I step towards him. He gets to his feet, facing off with me. “I have loved you through all of your mistakes, always supported you, and tried to teach you right from wrong, but I have clearly failed. You have turned into a terrible man, and I’m disappointed you are my child.”

      I know it’s too much, too far, when he flinches. For a moment, I see the little boy in his eyes, whose dad is his hero, who looks up to me, loves me, and is always fighting for my pride in him. And I crushed him. I wince and rub my eyes. “I’m tired, I shouldn’t have—”

      “Shut the fuck up!” he yells. “Fuck you, and fuck your whore! I don’t care what you think of me. You’re nothing but a pervert fucking some cheap, quick tail.” He grins at me as I narrow my eyes. “You think she won’t leave you? That she won’t move on to someone younger and more exciting? She has the attention span of a fucking fish, and once she grows bored with your dick like she did me, she will be gone, and you will have ruined everything over one shit pussy.”

      “Leave now, before I throw you out,” I growl, my fists clenching and body shaking in anger. How dare he talk about my girl like that? How dare he accuse me of being a pervert, of trying to tarnish the fucking angel that is Lexi?

      In this very moment, I hate my son and what he has become.

      He is my biggest mistake.

      “Now,” I demand. “And you’re wrong, Lexi and I are in love. Get over it. She won’t get tired of me or leave because she loves me and my fucking cock. Just because you couldn’t satisfy her doesn’t mean I can’t,” I snap, letting out the rest of my rant. If he doesn’t get out of my face in the next second, he will be in the hospital for his words and actions.

      I’m tired of protecting him, defending him.

      He’s not my son any longer. He’s nothing more than a stalker, a crazed ex.

      “You aren’t my son. You are a bitter, sad little man. Come back when you’re ready to apologise and maybe, just fucking maybe, if you do or say nothing else, our family won’t be wrecked,” I tell him and turn away, dismissing him.

      “Fuck you and your family. I don’t want to be your son,” he yells. “And I will ruin you both for what you have done.” Something is slammed onto the table, and I look back to see a picture—a picture of Lexi and me. It’s taken in my garage, she’s pushed against my car. I’m fucking her, it’s clear and explicit… How did he even get this?

      He laughs bitterly. “I have the whole fucking video on my phone. You forgot to change your security passcode and that there’s a camera in there. You’re going to end it, you’re going to break her fucking heart and trash her, or else this little video? It goes viral. I’ll send it to all your clients, your friends and family. Everyone will know what a sick fuck you are. It will ruin your reputation, your work, your relationships. Is one pussy really worth that?” He steps back, leaving me staring at the picture.

      He took a beautiful, treasured moment and turned it into something dark and angry, infecting one of the best moments of my life. It’s something private between Lexi and me, and he wants to make it public? To shame and embarrass us for finding love?

      I lift my head to demand he delete it or do it myself, but the door is swinging open and he’s gone.

      I have no doubt he will do it, he will post it everywhere. The question is can I stop him? And if not, can Lexi and I live with the consequences?

      Will she leave?

      Will she hate me?

      I don’t give a fuck about my reputation, about what people think, but she’s had a hard life, and this might push her over the edge. Love doesn’t make you blind, you can still love someone and leave them. Sometimes because it’s easier, sometimes because it hurts too much to stay.

      If they all see this, if they make our lives hard…miserable…will it be too much?

      Is this the end of my angel and me?

      I slam my fist into the wall and press my head there. I can’t lose her, I can’t. What the fuck am I going to do? Hate like I have never felt fills me at Justin for putting me into this situation. For making me choose.

      Because I will always choose her.

      Now I just need to figure out how to keep her and stop this from getting out.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I haven’t heard from Tyler all day, so when he arrives to pick me up from work, I’m pleasantly surprised. I kiss him hello, but he just helps me into the car, and all the way home he white knuckles the wheel, not even looking at me.

      When we reach his house, and he helps me out before heading through to the kitchen and dropping into a chair at the table with his head in his hands, I know something is wrong. Something bad. An icky feeling starts in my stomach as I stand in the darkened doorway watching him.

      “Tyler?” I whisper, and he flinches but doesn’t look at me.

      Oh God, is he breaking up with me? Or worse?

      My legs shake, but I force myself to cover the distance. Unable to stand, I drop to my knees at his feet. My heart is pained, and my lungs are tight, making it difficult to breathe as I suck in desperate little breaths. My lips tremble, and tears blur my vision. I know what’s coming, he’s going to leave me.

      Normally I would end it first and be gone…but I don’t want to lose Tyler. I love him, which is something I never thought possible. Something I have never experienced. He makes me happy. He makes my heart soar, and I was just starting to imagine a future with him. No, this can’t be it, it can’t be over.

      I’ll beg if I need to, I’ll use my body to prove he still wants me, still needs me. Whatever it takes, I can’t lose my daddy. I just can’t. He’s the air I need to breathe, and faced with the possibility of this being over…

      I realise just how fucking much I need him. I don’t want to walk this world alone. Not ever again. I want our lazy Sundays in each other’s arms, and slow, drugging kisses and exploring, teasing touches. I want his laughter. I want his mind and his comfort. I want his pride and his love. I want his kindness, his determination. I want to see the way he sees the world. I want his texts and his dirty promises, his thick, strong hands holding me close. I want his affection like I’m the only one he has ever loved. As if my body is his drug and he’s an addict.

      I want him, all of him. Tyler Phillips is mine, and if he thinks this is over now, he has another thing coming.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, leaning forward and grabbing his hands.

      He swallows and looks at me with fear in his eyes. Fear like I’ve never seen before. He’s always so strong, so sure.

      “Talk to me,” I beg.

      “Angel,” he whispers, reaching out and cupping my cheek. That one soft touch undoes me, and I press closer, plastering my body across his, trying to keep him against me.

      One touch, and he destroyed me.

      One scared, sorrowful look, and the future I was crafting in my mind drops to the floor and shatters.

      “Please, please,” I implore, forcing myself between his legs. I kiss his cheek, moving across to his lips. “Please,” I murmur against them before kissing him. I try to show him how good we are together, how much he needs me, but he doesn’t kiss me back, and my lips tremble as a tear drips down my cheek. I drag them back and forth, attempting to entice him, trying to burn the feel of him into my very bones.

      “Lexi,” he beseeches, and grabs my arms, pushing me back slightly so I can’t kiss him anymore.

      “Tell me. We can fix it, whatever it is, just don’t do this,” I demand, pressing my forehead to his.

      “Angel…do what?” he murmurs in confusion.

      “Leave me, please don’t leave me.” I blink and close my eyes, hiding my tears, hiding my weaknesses. My body shakes from the force of my heartbreak. “I love you. I love you so much, I’ll do anything.”

      He groans and pulls me into his lap, wrapping me in his big, strong arms, and even if he wants to leave me, even if he doesn’t want me, I’ll take it. I’ll take the scraps of his attention and love.

      “I’m never leaving you, Angel,” he growls, and the words rock my world… Then what? He pulls away and forces me to look at him. His eyes harden. “Look at me, Lexi,” he orders. I do as I’m told, and he grips my chin harder. “Never. Do you understand me, Angel? You are mine forever. If I need to put you on your knees right here to remind you of that, I will.”

      My pussy clenches at his declaration, and my lips part as his eyes drop to my mouth. “Please,” I whisper, unsure if that’s what I need, but maybe it is, maybe he always knows before I do. I need to be reminded he’s mine, to see that weakness I create in him. To see him crying out my name as he takes my mouth.

      As he stains my skin and soul with his touch.

      I need him to prove he isn’t going anywhere before my chest cracks any further. He sees it in my eyes, his own darkening, and his muscles clench as I feel his cock hardening beneath me.

      He pinches my chin and forces my lips open as he kisses me hard before ripping away. “Knees now, Angel,” he demands, his voice rough and filled with desire. Controlling me, he pushes my head down, and I slip from his lap to the floor, my knees jarring at the impact. The slight pain forces the one in my heart away.

      Each touch, each look pushes it back, replacing it with this.

      Desire.

      Dragging my hands up his thighs, I unbuckle his trousers and pull out his hard cock, palming it as he watches me with those dark eyes. Night fills the room, barely illuminating us, the shadows wrapping around us like a lover’s embrace.

      It mirrors that day so many months ago where he kneeled before me, forcing me to see myself as he saw me. Only then, we were still fighting this, and now, arousal licks through me so strong, I gasp. My body always reacts to him, leaning into him like a flower does the sun. He’s my strength and he’s my weakness.

      He’s my boyfriend, but he’s more than that.

      He’s my daddy.

      “No teasing. Suck my cock like a good little girl. Until you remember whom you belong to, whom you will always belong to. This mouth—” He taps it with his cock as his hand strokes down my hair. “Those breasts, that sweet little pussy, it’s all mine, and if I need to fill each hole and drench you in my cum to make you realise that, I will,” he snarls. His fingers thread through my hair, tugging me down to his hard cock.

      He’s controlling me, taking away my struggle and all those hesitations and unsure, whirling thoughts, and replacing them with the strongest thing of all.

      This.

      Us.

      Our desire, our love.

      I open my mouth and suck him down, swallowing him to the base before rolling my eyes up. He doesn’t hesitate. He pulls out and slams back into my mouth, making me gag slightly as tears fill my eyes, but for a different reason this time.

      “This is the only time you will ever cry for me. Understood, Angel? With my thick cock in your mouth, reminding you who owns you. Who loves you. Never any other time. I will kill anyone who puts them there. I will destroy any doubts you have,” he vows, his eyes determined. This is more than about pleasure.

      This is about proving his devotion to me.

      His neck is corded, his thighs parted so he can lift up and slam into my mouth again and again, forcing me to focus on him. I just hold on and take what he has to offer, accepting him and feeling his desire for me in each hard inch of his cock, each drip of his cum down my throat, filling me up with his love until nothing else exists.

      My pussy clenches in longing, my cream dripping and wetting my knickers, until I’m grinding on the floor for any type of release. But I won’t get one. He keeps me on that edge, not even allowing himself his own release as he drives into my mouth.

      “Who do you belong to?” he snarls.

      I whimper around his cock, sucking him deeper, and he narrows his eyes. “Lexi, I asked you a fucking question. Who do you belong to?”

      I pull my mouth free, saliva dripping between his cock and my mouth as I swallow rapidly and sit taller under his gaze. Some might wither, some might think the control we have over each other is too much, but it empowers me. This big, dangerous man is all mine, and I am all his.

      “You, you, you,” I whisper, and he nods.

      “Good girl,” he purrs. “There’s my angel. I lost you for a moment, never do that again. I don’t want to see those doubts in your eyes again, not ever. If I do, I will march you straight outside and fuck you in front of everyone until you and they realise who you are to me, Angel. Understood?”

      I nod, reaching desperately for his cock with my mouth.

      He holds me off of it for a moment, teasing me as I lick my lips, craving the feel of him in my mouth, experiencing and tasting his release. Only when he’s sure I understand what he’s saying does he drag me back down. I open my mouth and hold on as he gives up fighting his release.

      Using my hair, he guides me back and forth on his cock, fucking my mouth like he does my pussy until, with a groan, he explodes. He thrusts deeper, forcing his cock and cum down my throat as I swallow and swallow until he pulls free. I fall back panting, my lips and cheeks hurting, but love fills my heart.

      Those doubts disappear. I’m still his, he’s still mine. Nothing is coming between that.

      He slips to the floor and pulls me into his arms. “I love you, Angel, always. Never doubt that or us again,” he murmurs, kissing my head.

      “What’s wrong then?” I query, leaning into his chest as he cuddles me on the floor of the kitchen. He strokes along my back and pulls me into his lap, holding me so sweetly, it’s at odds with how he just fucked my mouth.

      He sighs and kisses my head, like he can’t bring himself to say the next words. “Justin, he came here last night with a threat. I told him to leave, I disowned him. Next time he comes near you, you will call the police, understood?”

      I nod, even as my heart races. “What was the threat?”

      He hesitates again, and I lift my head.

      “Daddy?”

      “A video of us fucking,” he snarls. “He got it off the garage camera. If I don’t break up with you, he’s going to release it to try and ruin our reputations.”

      My mouth drops open as I blink. “Well, shit.”

      He nods and looks at me. “I didn’t know what to do. If you want to leave, I understand—”

      I cover his lips, seeing his worry then. He was scared I would leave him too. Both of us are so worried that we didn’t stop to look at the truth. “Never,” I reply vehemently. “I don’t give a fuck about my reputation. Hell, I’m a singer in a burlesque club, people already judge me. This will only add to that. But, Tyler, what about your job, your family?”

      “You’re my family, Angel, you’re my only priority. I can deal with anything else that happens or comes at us, just as long as you’re by my side. Sure this is what you want?” he asks.

      “Always,” I whisper, and lean into his chest to kiss him. “Whatever happens, we deal with it together.”

      “Then I guess we should go public and stop the rumours before they even start. I’m tired of hiding you like a dirty little secret, Angel, when you are anything but.” He sighs and pulls me closer.

      I feel the thrumming of his heart and snuggle against him. Together, we can deal with this together.

      “Let’s do it, let’s show them all,” I whisper.
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        * * *

      

      We’re no longer hiding.

      No longer restraining ourselves from touching, kissing, or teasing. Our relationship is public, and it feels good. It has only been one night, and we haven’t really been anywhere, but knowing I can touch him whenever I want to, that everyone will know he’s mine, is freeing.

      We decide to have breakfast outside. It’s a lovely day, and we sit at the little table. Me in his shirt and shades, him in his shorts and nothing else. We hold hands, our legs are entwined, and we both wear smiles on our faces.

      A few of the neighbours stare, and one even makes a rude comment. We ignore them. Let them think what they want. I don’t care. In fact, when that same neighbour insists on glaring at us while he’s cutting the hedge near us, I lean into Tyler. With his eyes locked on the man, Tyler’s face is to the side, so I grab it, turn him, and kiss him. He groans and grips my face to deepen it, but I slowly pull away, licking my lips as I stare at the man.

      His mouth drops open, his face turns red, and he quickly rushes inside, making me laugh. Tyler grins at me and leans back in his chair, and I can’t resist, I run my hand up his thigh and over his cock through his shorts. His eyebrows rise and his lips tip up, even as I feel his cock hardening under my touch.

      “I think you showed him enough, Angel, but if you would like me to do a display as well, I suggest you get your beautiful ass on that table and spread those thighs so I can lick that pussy for them to see,” he comments conversationally, not even lowering his voice.

      The thought sends a spark of desire swirling through me, and I wiggle on my chair as my pussy heats and clenches, my clit starting to throb as I imagine him doing just that. His eyes narrow, and he grips my hand where it rests on his rigid cock. “Is that what you want, Angel? All these nosy bastards watching me make my girl come so hard she screams?”

      He leans in and licks the shell of my ear before biting the lobe and licking back up. “See that sweet young cunt of yours dripping for me, your daddy?”

      “Yes, God, please,” I beg, leaning into him, plastering my breasts on his arm. He undoubtedly feels my hard nipples that are begging for his lips and teeth, for his special brand of pleasure which he imprints on my skin.

      “Will you come for me, Angel?” he purrs, his hand slipping up the shirt. “Will you ride my face and come all over it?” His hand slips higher, cupping my pussy as I hungrily part my legs for him. I’m wet as hell already, imagining him licking me out here with the sun kissing my skin, his fingers inside me, and anyone being able to see us, watch us, even get off on it. “You want to be watched? Want them to see me fucking you? See me showing those boring old fucks how well I claim this?”

      I nod, closing my eyes as I rub against his hand. I bite down on my lip and try to stop, but a little moan escapes anyway. “Tyler…” I whisper, my voice hoarse and coated in desire as he fuels me with his words. And yet he has barely touched me. That’s how easily this man decimates me, controls me, and dominates me, and I love every fucking second of it.

      His hand pulls away, his lips too after dropping a teasing, open-mouthed kiss on my pounding pulse in my neck. His eyes are dark and dangerous. His lips are thin, and his expression is hungry as he pushes back his chair. Standing, he nods his head, and I get to my feet, almost stumbling. I am that needy, that wild with this sudden desire I never knew I had.

      To be watched.

      He grips my hips and I feel the warmth, even through the thin material of my shirt, as he lifts me effortlessly and places me on the table. I part my legs as he sits and drags his chair closer. “Knees up,” he instructs.

      Pressing the balls of my bare feet to the edge of the table, I bend my legs and show him my pussy. He rubs at the stubble on his chin, but I see the smirk there as I lean back on my hands and watch him. Chest heaving, heart racing, I wait for whatever he’s going to do.

      “Pull your panties aside, let me see my cunt,” he orders.

      Leaning back, I glide my hand down my body before pulling my shirt up until it lies on the top of my thighs, and then I drag my underwear to the side so he can see my glistening sex. “Look at how beautiful you are, Angel, so wet and pink.” His hands drag up my legs, parting them further until it borders on painful, as those big fingers drag down my exposed center before he lifts them away. Eyes on me, he sucks them into his mouth, grunting at my taste.

      “I’m like a starving man presented with a banquet. That’s how good you taste, Angel,” he groans. “You like these knickers?”

      I shake my head, unsure where he’s going, when suddenly, he grabs the knife from breakfast, throws my shirt further up, and grips the material on my hip. He slides the blade against my skin, making me shiver as it goes beneath my knickers, and with one quick slash, he cuts them free. I have to lift my hips as he pulls them away, and then they are in his hand. He shoves them into his pocket and tugs my shirt up higher.

      To my belly, until my pussy is exposed for everyone to see. Closing my eyes, I drop my head back, arching my chest into the air as I pant. It feels so wrong, too fucking naughty, that I can’t even begin to describe how I feel.

      I sense their eyes on us, I sense their eyes on me. It only makes my desire stronger. I feel beautiful, sexy, and powerful, and when Tyler’s fingers slide down my wet heat and slip inside my pussy, I’m taken to heaven like the angel he calls me.

      His mouth is there too then, his lips closing around my clit and sucking. The force jerks my hips up as I grind into his mouth with a groan. His fingers curl inside me, dragging along my walls and the nerves there. He keeps the pressure on my clit until I reach down and tangle my hand in his hair.

      “Tyler, please, please,” I beg, unsure what I’m pleading for, but it’s always more with him. He releases my clit, flicking it with his tongue over and over before dragging the flattened edge down my folds and dipping it inside me.

      “Angel,” he groans against my pussy as I raise my hips and grind restlessly against his face.

      “Oh, God, I’m so close, please, please,” I almost yell as his lips wrap around my clit again, this time with a hint of teeth, as his fingers fuck in and out of me. The wet sound is loud, even over the blowing of the wind. The sun beats down on me, warming my already overheated skin.

      Heart slamming, belly clenching, I give my pleasure to him as he drives me higher and higher, until those fingers slam into me at the same time he bites my clit, and I scream my release for everyone to hear. I clench around his fingers and yank his head closer as I ride through the waves of ecstasy flowing through my veins.

      He licks me through it, easing the sting of the bite, but it also extends my pleasure until I have to push him away, breathing heavily as my whole body shivers from the force. Sitting back, he grins at me, his lips and chin coated in my cream, and with gentle fingers, he drags my shirt back down, covering me before picking me up. I wrap my legs around his waist as he heads inside, lax, letting him do whatever he wants. I’m still coming down from my release.

      He carries me upstairs and lays me on the bed, where I just relax with a satisfied smile. He comes back with a flannel and cleans me up before climbing between my thighs and laying his head on my belly with a grin as he peers up at me. His hand grips my side, making me feel tiny and dwarfed by his huge body. Those dark eyes are so filled with happiness, I almost buzz from it as I reach down and stroke his hair.

      He sighs loudly, nuzzling my stomach. “I love you, Angel.”

      “I love you too,” I murmur as we just relax.

      Just then, his phone rings. He groans and releases his hold on me as he pulls it from his shorts and answers it, pressing it to his ear. “Hello?” he greets lazily.

      He listens for a moment, then sits bolt upright. His face pales, and his eyes fill with fear as they meet mine. “I’ll be right there, thank you,” he whispers and hangs up, staring down at the phone in shock.

      Sitting up, I cover his hand with a frown. “Tyler, what’s wrong? Who was it?”

      He doesn’t answer for a moment, so I squeeze his hand and he jumps, blinking as he looks up at me. “The hospital. Justin was in an accident.”
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        Tyler

      

      

      I barely remember leaving the house. Lexi is driving because my hands were shaking too much. She even put my shoes on for me and locked up, and now she’s weaving in and out of traffic to get me there. No matter what has happened with Justin, she knows he’s my son and I love him.

      Fear fills me—terror, actually. They wouldn’t tell me how bad it was on the phone.

      The drive to the hospital feels like it takes an eternity, but in reality, we are there in under twenty minutes, and I’m rushing into the A&E, unsure where else to go. I queue up nervously and tell the kind nurse about the call. She instructs me to take a seat while she finds out more information.

      I collapse into a sticky plastic chair, ignoring everyone else here. Those who are injured and sick. Lexi stands before me nervously, but I can’t bring myself to talk. Guilt, terror, and worry war within me, until I feel like I might scream or cry or both.

      He’s my son.

      “Want me to go?” she asks hesitantly.

      I shake my head and drag her closer, holding her for comfort. “Don’t leave me, stay,” I beg.

      “Okay, I’m here, I’m not going anywhere,” she promises, stroking along my back. “He will be okay, Tyler, he will. Trust in the doctors.”

      I nod and press my head to her stomach, and she holds me as we wait. How can I go from such happiness barely half an hour ago to bone-deep fear? There is a horrible feeling in my stomach, a really horrible feeling. The one only a parent gets, and I don’t think he’s going to be okay.

      When a doctor crouches next to me, his face sad as he takes my hand, my heart cracks. “Mr. Phillips.” He looks to Lexi then and back to me. “Would you like to come with me?”

      “Is he okay?” I croak. I pull back from Lexi slightly, but take her hand when she tries to step away. She reassures me with a squeeze as the doctor licks his lips nervously.

      “Come on, let’s talk in private,” he suggests, and stands and looks to Lexi again. “Will you be coming, miss?”

      Lexi watches me as I stumble to my feet and drag her closer. “Yes,” I almost snap and then wince, rubbing my face. “Sorry, I’m just really worried.”

      “Understandable, please follow me, Mr. Phillips, and I can answer all of your questions.” He leads me to a room farther into the hospital.

      The room isn’t too big, with two pink chairs opposite a sofa, a table in the middle, and a painting on the wall. He sits on the chair, and we take the sofa. A moment later, the door opens and an older woman enters. “Mr. Phillips, I’m Rebecca.” I shake her hand as she sits on the sofa, and I look between them.

      “Can I see him? Is he okay?” I fire out harshly.

      “First, Mr. Phillips, is there any other family we should call?” Rebecca asks.

      “His mum is in Paris, she won’t be awake,” I murmur as the bad feeling increases. “Where is my son?” I almost yell.

      The doctor leans forward, his face saddened, and in that moment, I know…but I need to hear it. “Mr. Phillips, we are very sorry, but Justin didn’t make it.”

      Didn’t make it…

      He’s dead?

      I must say it out loud, because he winces. “I’m afraid so. It seems he was drunk behind the wheel. I’m so sorry to tell you he crashed into a barrier and the car flipped. He was brought here, where he was worked on and rushed to surgery to repair internal bleeding, but I’m afraid he suffered a cardiac arrest on the table and didn’t survive,” he informs me, but everything else fades away except those words.

      Dead.

      Didn’t survive.

      I feel Lexi pressing closer, holding me. I hear them asking me if I’m okay. They’re all looking at me, but nothing feels real. The words echo through my heart and head as everything shatters around me. My carefully built, safe life is gone in an instant.

      My son’s life was taken in one second, and he was alone. Alone when he died. I wasn’t here.

      And now he’s gone.

      It’s strange, but my only thought is of the last conversation we had when I told him he wasn’t my son anymore. That I was disappointed in him. Tears blur my eyes, and I put my head into my hands and scream.

      Lexi kisses along my shoulder and tries to comfort me. “Mr. Phillips, I’m a bereavement counsellor. I will be here if you need anything. For the moment, we will give you two…a minute. We will be just outside.”

      I hear the door shut, and I turn, desperately throwing myself at Lexi. She catches me, falling back to the sofa, her arms wrapping around me as I sob and yell into her skin.

      My son is dead.
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        * * *

      

      Time has passed, but I couldn’t tell you how much. My tears are dried on my cheeks, and I’m numb and empty, still holding Lexi. I lift my head to see tears in her eyes as she holds me tightly.

      “He’s gone,” I whisper.

      “I know. I’m so sorry,” she murmurs brokenly.

      Just then, there is a knock. I should sit up, but I don’t want to, so when they open the door and find us like that, I don’t even care. They don’t seem surprised at all, and Rebecca looks at me sadly. “Can I come in?”

      I nod, and she takes a seat.

      “I cannot even begin to understand what you are feeling. We are truly sorry for your loss,” she starts.

      “Thank you,” I reply automatically, my voice hoarse and rough.

      She looks between us nervously. “Would you like to see him?”

      “See him?” I ask.

      “Some find it helps, a chance to say goodbye, to gain closure, but of course if you don’t want to, that’s quite okay as well. Whatever you need to do, we are here for you,” she assures me.
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        * * *

      

      I’m just empty.

      Completely numb. The only thing anchoring me is the angel holding my hand as I’m led to the room. A sheet is pulled up to his chin, and when I lock eyes on his pale body, I rush to his side.

      My heart breaks all over again, and tears fall, even though I didn’t think I had any left, as all that pain comes roaring back. I drop to my knees as I press my head against his cool cheek.

      My son, my boy, my fucking baby is gone.

      So still, so cold.

      I’ll never see his eyes again, never hear his laugh. See him grow old, get married, have kids. I’ll never hear him act like a kid again, laughing and begging for my attention because of something he did. All those years of his life are just gone.

      Wiped clean over one stupid fucking mistake.

      My tears fall onto his face as I kneel there, holding his hand, but it’s cold and hard—this isn’t my son anymore. It’s just his body, my son is gone. He was taken from me, and I will never, ever get to see or hear from him again.

      This world suddenly feels very empty and meaningless.

      “Goodbye, Justin,” I whisper, but it doesn’t bring me closure.

      It doesn’t bring me anything.

      I’m empty.

      And cold, just like my son’s lifeless corpse.
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        Lexi

      

      

      The next day or so is non-stop. I call into work so I can be by Tyler’s side the entire time. I might not have gotten on with Justin at the end, but part of me does hurt at his death. The other half of me is broken as I watch the man I love deal with all the pressure and pain.

      He handles it with grace, never snapping, not stopping, even though I would be a wreck. He keeps moving. I think it’s the only thing preserving his sanity, but he begs me not to leave his side. His hand remains locked in mine, and he cries against my chest at night, the only time he shows the pain of losing his son—apart from when he had to tell Justin’s mum. Then he cried and sobbed after. He only lets it consume him when he takes a moment to breathe.

      He’s starting to plan the funeral, and I help when I can, but I feel like I get in the way. He’s getting angrier as the hours pass. Not at me, but at the world…and himself.

      He blames himself.

      He thinks he could have stopped it if he had just forced him to stay here. Forced him to stop drinking and resolved all the drama between us three. And now he’s racked with guilt and grief, and I’m just waiting for him to explode. He has to at some point, no one can carry on like this. His heart is ripped open, and he’s trying not to feel a thing because it’s easier than the pain.

      That night, after we have sorted the funeral, we are lying in bed, neither of us sleeping. Tyler is by my side, but he seems a million miles away, his eyes locked on the ceiling. He pulled away during the day, and I don’t know what to do to bridge that gap.

      Does he blame me?

      Is he reminded of everything when he looks at me?

      The thought sends my heart into panic mode, and tears blur my eyes as I slide my hand across the sheet, searching for his. But when they connect, he yanks his away, jumping like he’s coming out of a deep fog.

      “Ty?” I ask, turning to him, but he rolls out of bed. He sits on the edge with his head in his hands. His back is bowed and shaking. Licking my lips nervously, I reach for him again, unable to take the distance. I know he’s hurting, I just want to help, but he’s pushing me away and I don’t know what to do.

      “Ty?” I whisper again into the dark, placing my hand on his shoulder, but he shakes it off and I sit back on my heels, staring at him. I’m lost and unsure what to do or how to help. He’s hurting. He’s broken. He lost his son. There is nothing I can say or do to help heal that wound, but I want to be there to support him, to hold his hand as he breaks… Does he not want me to?

      Would it help if I gave him space?

      I don’t know which is a better option, and I don’t want to break the silence and ask, even though the man I love is cracking right in front of me. “What can I do? Tell me, I’ll do anything,” I beg, wrapping my arms around my middle to hold back my own fears, my own insecurities that are telling me he doesn’t love me anymore, that he hates me.

      This isn’t about me, this is about him, and right now, I need to be the bigger person. I need to be whatever he needs me to be, even if it hurts.

      “Leave,” he whispers.

      “What?” I question, unsure if I heard him right.

      “Leave!” he snaps, swinging his head around to meet my eyes. “Get out, it’s over.”

      I recoil like he struck me, and my heart stops at the look in his eyes. It’s wild, and there’s nothing of my Tyler left. “You don’t mean that, you’re hurt, you’re angry, I get that—”

      He laughs bitterly then. “I mean it, Angel.” The way he says the word sounds like a threat, and I freeze. I’m his angel, surely he can’t mean this?

      Tyler Phillips isn’t allowed to break my heart.

      But it seems he is. I trusted him, I love him, and I know… I know he’s hurting, he’s scared and lashing out, but that doesn’t stop the pain from flowing through me as I stare at him, unsure what to do.

      “Get out!” he roars, his eyes wide and crazed, his chest heaving. “It’s over! What don’t you understand? Go! Get out!”

      I grab my bag, phone, and pants and then rush to the door, pressing my head there as I fight back my tears. Before I go, I look at him. “I love you, Tyler. I forgive you, and no matter what, I’ll be here when you need me. Please don’t blame yourself, blame me if you have to,” I whisper, knowing this isn’t about us.

      Or even him.

      This is Justin. I guess he got his wish after all.

      Us, apart.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I watch her go, my heart in tatters. I took the already cracked, broken organ and slammed it into the floor. My angel is crying, upset, and hurt. She thinks I don’t love her, she thinks I blame her. I saw it in her eyes.

      I don’t.

      I blame myself. I ruined my son’s life with my own desires and selfishness. I broke his heart and took everything away, and now he’s dead. I can’t ruin her life too. I won’t do that to the love of my life. She deserves better, needs better than a broken man destined to break everything.

      I hurt her, I broke her heart.

      But it’s better I do it before her life is wrecked like mine. Better that she hates me now. I couldn’t stand to see that love in her eyes fade to hate and then pain. Couldn’t stand to watch her fall out of love with me.

      So even though it kills me, I let her go. I gave my angel her wings back, and now she’s gone. And I’m alone. My bed is cold, so I curl over to her side, smelling her sweetness there, cuddling into her pillow as more tears fall.

      For the love I’ve lost.

      And the family as well.

      My life has gone from incredible, the happiest I’ve ever been, to completely broken. And the one woman who could have helped me through it and held me together is the one I just hurt to keep her safe, but she won’t see it that way.

      Eventually, she will hate me for tonight, and I will have to accept that.

      I have to go on, but without her and Justin…it all seems so pointless.
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        * * *

      

      I haven’t been to work in days. My house is a mess, and I can’t bring myself to answer the phone for anyone. I just drink and read back the messages between Lexi and me. Seeing pictures of us together.

      I’m grieving more than my son, but the life I was going to have with her.

      The funeral is tomorrow, and I honestly don’t know how I’m going to do this without her. To stand up there alone and watch him be buried. His mum will be there, but we don’t really speak and she has taken this hard. She wants nothing to do with me, blaming me as well.

      My dad is going to be there, but I can’t bring myself to face him either. Does he not see the disappointment his son is? Can they not see the pain in my eyes and the guilt in every line of my body?

      Tossing my phone across the room, I stumble to my feet and into the kitchen. I fill my glass and throw it back, but not even the burn of the alcohol can numb me from the emotions swirling through me like a tornado. I slam my hand into the wall, watching as it cracks, leaving a hole there. Pulling back my fists, I see my knuckles have split open and blood drips to the floor.

      I didn’t even feel it over my emotional pain.

      So I do it again, hitting harder with each punch and screaming as I let it all out, and when I fall back to the floor, blood coats both hands and there are holes in my wall. And I still don’t feel better.

      Tomorrow will be the worst day of my life, and the only thing I can think of to make it better would be having my angel at my side. But I ruined that too, and now I’m completely alone and will spend the rest of my life like that.

      I will die alone. At least I won’t break anyone’s heart when I do.

      Angel, I’m sorry.
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        Lexi

      

      

      Today is the day we say goodbye to Justin. No matter what he did, I will still be there today for Tyler, even if he doesn’t want me there. Justin’s slate doesn’t get wiped clean because he’s dead, but his father is the love of my life. And whether he knows it or not, he needs me, even if it’s just to understand or meet his eyes for one moment.

      Even if I’ve cried all week since we broke up. Since he took my heart and broke it so effortlessly. I thought he was just in pain, but he hasn’t reached out since, and with each passing day, I feel the finality of the end of our relationship.

      I thought he was my future, my forever, when I never really expected to find one. He loves—loved me for me. Supported me. He was kind and caring, so fucking exciting, but maybe our relationship started for a bad reason, so ending it for a bad reason makes sense.

      Staring at myself in the mirror, I tug down the calf-length, tight black dress. It clings to my curves with long sleeves and a slight V-neck. I add a black cardigan and some heels. My makeup is done, and my hair pushed back in a chignon at the base of my neck.

      My eyes are puffy and red, but I can’t help that. I cried in the shower this morning. My heart was aching so much, I couldn’t breathe, so I fell to my knees and rocked back and forth, trying to suck in air. Trying to numb the physical aches from my broken heart.

      I want to curl in a ball and cry it all out, but I can’t, because I still love him. Today is the worst day for him, so even if he hates me for it, gets mad or tells me to leave, I’m going, because he’s my Tyler…

      My daddy.
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        * * *

      

      The funeral is held at the little local church, set out of the city between rolling fields. The sun shines down in the church, which has a cottage feeling to it. I have to walk through a small brown gate and stone archway crawling with flowers, across an old cobblestone path, and up to the big, old, brown double doors of the building, which provide a glimpse into the past. The church itself is old grey brick, with a high, arched, stained glass window above the door and set around it.

      There is a leaflet passed out as we enter with Justin’s picture and an epitaph. Inside the church, there are large stone arches featuring crosses and old carved tombs with dates and names on them. In between are two rows of pews, which are an old, wooden style with the cushions to kneel on hooked on the back of the pew in front.

      At the back of the church is a table with a collection plate and more leaflets for Justin. There is no coffin or body here—it’s probably already in the ground—but everyone is dressed in black and the church is very full.

      I stand there awkwardly, my fists clenched around the leaflet and my bag, unsure where to go. Where to sit. I spot Tyler at the front, his back rounded where he sits on the first pew. His black suit stretches across his built shoulders, his dark head is bowed, and there is no one else around him. He looks so alone, my heart cracks. I want to reach for him, to comfort him, but I don’t think he would want me to. Tears fill my eyes, my stomach rolls, and my heart bleeds. I’m unable to look away from him, the man I love.

      The man who broke my heart.

      But in here, his own lies in tatters, and no matter how everything went down, it pains me to see him hurting.

      Hurting and alone.

      Just then, I feel a touch on my elbow, and I spin around to meet Tyler’s dad’s sad eyes. He’s in a black suit, and his face is drawn. He looks older today. His wife is at his side in a black dress similar to mine. When I meet his gaze, he smiles at me softly. “Want to sit with us?”

      I lick my lips and look at Tyler and then his dad, his eyes filled with a thousand unspoken words. He seems to understand because he nods. “I will sit with him so he isn’t alone. Please know you are welcome with us though, Lexi. He’s just hurting.” His eyes go to his son then, filled with pain. “Don’t give up on him. He blames himself, and he’s a mess. He needs you now more than ever, but he won’t make it easy.” He squeezes my arm and takes his wife’s hand and heads down the pews to Tyler. As soon as he reaches his side, Tyler stands and they embrace. Tyler buries his head in his dad’s shoulder, his back shaking.

      Swallowing, I turn away before I start to sob, and instead, take a seat on the back pew alone. Others mingle, talking softly. I hear the words tragedy, so sudden, stricken, and so much more. Each word makes me hunch my shoulders for even being here.

      Because I’m not here for Justin, I’m here for Tyler.

      Eventually, the church fills and everyone takes their seats as the vicar walks to the front to start the service. He stops at Tyler and his dad, who are still standing and talking. He shakes their hands and speaks for a moment before stepping up to the podium at the front.

      Tyler turns to look where to sit and our eyes clash. Those usually dark orbs are lightened with grief. He has bags under his eyes, and his face is drawn and sagging in exhaustion and pain. He looks nothing like my Tyler.

      He looks broken.

      For a moment, everything else fades away, everything but our locked gazes.

      A stare that tells me a million things. I see his pain, his grief, his guilt…and his acceptance. He thinks this is what he deserves. He’s resigned. Then he turns away and sits, freeing me of his gaze. I sag, breathing heavily as tears drip down my cheeks, while my heart breaks all over again.

      We might as well have been strangers, not lovers, not the man who knows my fears and dreams. Who held me when I cried, when I was happy. Who made me laugh, who supported and loved me.

      I am nothing, just another ghost in this place.

      He turned away so easily, while I’m struggling not to run to him, to beg him to take me back, to forgive me. Blame me, hate me, anything apart from this coldness. I’d take his anger, his pain. I’d let him paint it across my body like a declaration.

      But I stay locked in my seat, head bowed, while I try to control my emotions as the vicar reads from the bible.

      I miss nearly all of the service, I’m so lost in my pain, but when they stand to sing, I do too, mumbling over the lyrics. When they start to file from the church, I follow numbly with my arms wrapped around myself.

      We head down the marked path around the church, through some iron gates, and to the cemetery next door. I follow the procession to the plot under a tree. The soil is already turned. Obviously, he’s already buried there. There’s no headstone yet. The vicar circles us and begins to speak again as I search the crowd. I nod at his dad and then watch Tyler. He’s standing alone at the base of the grave, staring at it. His face is locked in pain, each line causing a wave to wash through me until I can’t stop myself.

      I move across the ground towards him, stumbling as I walk, unable to look away to see where I’m going. He’s the center of my world, and I have to get to him and help him, support him. Make this better if I can.

      No parent should ever have to bury their child, to watch their life end and feel the broken shatters of it remaining in their chest like a constant reminder.

      I reach his side. He flinches but doesn’t even glance up to see who it is. But I know he senses me the way we always sense each other. His arm hangs at his side, and I slide closer, pressing my hand to his. I squeeze, trying to let him know without words I’m here.

      I’m his.

      For a moment, nothing happens, then slowly, ever so slowly, his hand curls around mine. My heart starts to soar, and those broken shards begin to knit back together. All from one touch.

      But a split-second later, he pushes my hand away, shaking off my touch, and without a look at anyone, he turns and storms away. Those fragile sections of my heart crumble all over again, dropping down through my body and leaving gaping wounds behind. I stare after him, my heart in the ground with Justin, as he climbs into his car and speeds away.

      I turn, unable to stop myself, as tears stream down my face. I watch him go, but when I turn back, everyone is staring after him too, until their accusing eyes move to me. All of them stare at me, blaming me, until I can almost hear their judgement and thoughts. All but his dad, who watches me with a sad knowing look. Their weighted stares cause me to stumble back, their judgement coating my skin like oil, dripping over me until I can barely breathe or think. Swallowing, my heart hammering and shooting pain through my chest, I glance around before ducking my head and rushing back through the cemetery to the church and my car.

      Once there, I rip open the door and slide in, slamming it behind me as I press my head to the wheel. My hands shake as the sobs finally erupt, tearing from me as if flowing from the very depths of my heart. Tears blur my vision, snot drips from my nose, and my lips quiver as broken sounds leave my lips.

      I scream and thrash, punching the wheel before wiping at my face, smearing my makeup everywhere, but I don’t care. He left. He walked away like I was nothing, leaving me there to face the consequences of my actions.

      He left.

      It’s a broken chant that my heart repeats until I can’t take it anymore. I wipe my face with shaky fingers before brushing strands of stray hair back to be able to see.

      I start the engine and reverse, barely looking at where I’m going.

      In fact, I don’t remember most of the drive, but I’m home, and when I see my door is finally fixed, I slide down the hallway wall, staring at it with tears streaming down my face. He fixed my door. I mentioned before…before Justin’s death that it still wasn’t hanging right after it was hung after Justin broke it, and now it’s fixed. Even on the worst day of his life, he got someone here to fix my door, to make sure I was safe. Sitting there sobbing, I start to shiver in the cold, so I stumble to my feet, move to the door, unlock it, and shut it behind me.

      I see the new security system, and a sob lodges in my throat—even now, he’s protecting me.

      I rush down the corridor, stumbling on my heels before stopping halfway to rip them off. I throw them with a scream, watching as they sail through the air. One smashes through the plaster of the wall before falling to the floor.

      Uncaring, I march down the corridor and into the bathroom, stripping as soon as I’m there. My black dress pools on the ground at my feet, forgotten just like me.

      Tears still fall as I climb into the shower and flick it on, flinching at the cold spray as I press my hands to the wall and sob. I let the sound of the cascading water drown out my pain.

      But it’s too much. I feel like I’m being ripped apart as I slide to the floor of the shower and curl into my body, heaving with sobs.

      He left me.

      My Tyler is gone…and all that’s left is the memory of us.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, I’m over being hurt. Now I’m just numb and lonely. More than that, I need to move, to do something, to get out of my head and forget, so I make a stupid, split-second decision. I get dressed and rush out to the club, wanting to forget my problems, reverting back to my old ways.

      Find love in a stranger’s arms.

      I dance to the thumping music, throwing myself into it so I don’t have to think, to feel. The pounding bass drowns out even the pounding of my heart. Hands crawl across my curves from all sides, but I close my eyes and ignore them. I just move, just feel the music, the touches, and revel in not being alone.

      He left.

      It echoes through my heart like an accusation, so I down another drink and dance harder, letting the music conceal my fear and pain.

      But then there’s a whistle and a scuffle, and when I open my eyes, I meet Allegra’s gaze. I stare at her. My pulse is pounding from dancing, sweat slicks my body, and I feel the dirty warmth left behind from strangers’ groping hands…and it’s still not enough. One look at her, and it all comes roaring back, and I know no matter what I do, how much I drink, or who I fuck to try and forget…I never will.

      How can I forget the one I am destined to be with? How can I forget the feeling of true love?

      I can’t, I just have to find a way to survive.

      I gulp, stilling my swinging hips as Allegra watches me in concern before leaning in. “Babe, what are you doing here? Everything okay? You look like you’ve been crying.”

      I don’t know if it’s the simple question, or if it’s the fact I can see the concern on her face… She genuinely wants to know if I’m okay, but my lip starts to quiver again. Her eyes flicker down to it, and she sighs before grabbing my hand. She leads me from the dance floor and down a hallway to the bathroom, and then she slams the door and locks it behind us to the disgruntled glares of the women there before cupping my cheeks.

      “What’s going on, babe? You’ve been off work, and now I see you here looking like this?” she questions.

      “He broke up with me,” I whisper pathetically. “Justin died… I, erm…” I shake my head with a bitter laugh, leaning back against the sticky porcelain sink. “He died and Tyler broke up with me, and I just don’t know how to deal with it. I’ve never had my heart broken before,” I admit and meet her kind eyes. “I love him so much, and it hurts so badly. How do I get it to stop? How can I survive this?”

      She sighs and hugs me. “Shh, it’s okay. The hurt is good. When the hurt stops, that’s the worst part, because it means it’s truly over and you’re healing. Live in the pain for now, because it means it’s real, it happened. But you will survive, I promise you that, Lex. Hearts heal, sometimes stronger than before, sometimes as thin as paper that’s easily shredded so they have to be protected,” she mutters as if to herself before carrying on. “I’ve been where you are—left, alone, lost, and broken. But it gets better. Each day that passes, it will get easier, but getting drunk and fucking random men won’t help. For the night, you will feel good, but in the daylight, you will be filled with regret and those emotions will still be waiting for you.”

      I pull back, and she wipes my tears with some tissue and brushes my hair from my face in an almost motherly way. “You promise…you promise it gets easier?” I whisper.

      She nods slowly. “It does, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t hurt right now.” Allegra smiles sadly. “How about we get you home? If you really wanna drink, I’ll do it with you. Hell, we can trash him if you want to. Does he have a small dick? Weird fetishes?” she teases.

      I laugh through the tears and wipe my face, stumbling on the ridiculous heels I yanked on earlier without a thought. “No, he has a huge dick and…fuck, he’s amazing. I can’t trash him.”

      She sighs. “Too bad. Thin, small dicks are easier to get over.” She winks at me. “It’s always the bastards who can fuck well that ruin us. Let me get us home, and you can tell me everything.”

      “Thank you,” I whisper when she wraps her arms around me as sudden exhaustion fills me. Her hug is better than a million touches from strangers. It feels right because she cares, she’s holding me together when I can’t do it myself. Her strength promises me it gets better, even if I can’t see the light right now.

      “No thanks needed, babe. We’re friends, you just forgot that for a moment. Life goes on, Lexi, just don’t let it go on for too long without you.”

      Life goes on…it’s true.

      But how do I move on with a life I no longer want?

      Tyler and the life we were building together was what I wanted, and now that I’m back to this emptiness, I know it’s not what I want.

      How do I deal with that?

      Is this what growing up and getting stronger feels like?

      If so, it sucks.
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      She reached for me, tried to hold me, to help me…

      I couldn’t.

      It hurt too badly to hold and touch the woman I would never have again. The woman whose heart I broke so callously because of my own pain. Seeing her there staggered me because I knew she came for me, not him, and yet again, I treated her like shit.

      Maybe it’s for the best, at least now she can move on. She can stop trying to save me.

      I down the last of the bottle and fall back to the sofa, staring at the ceiling. I can’t bring myself to go upstairs, to smell her scent, which is diminishing on my sheets. To see my son’s room that he will never use again.

      The funeral was horrible, but this moment is even worse. The mourners at the service will move on with their lives—feel sad, then move on—but how do I?

      How do I move on from the loss of my child?

      From the loss of the love of my life?

      I don’t is the simple answer. I need to learn how to live with it, and that’s what I have to do now.

      I just don’t know how.

      My dad tried to stay. He came to my house after, took one look at it, pulled off his coat, and started tidying up the discarded bottles. He even went shopping for me and fixed the holes in the wall before sitting with me and having a drink. But I couldn’t speak, and he had to go home to his family eventually.

      She was my family.

      I can’t bring myself to reach out to anyone. Instead, I get drunk and pass out, and when I wake up the next morning, I’m disgusted at what I have become. I force myself to my feet and shower, ignoring the hangover as I get dressed and clean up my mess from last night. Then I sit with a cup of coffee at the table, my fingers catching on a scratch from my and Lexi’s last time together.

      I should reach out and apologise. In the bright light of day, I hate what I did to her. I lashed out in pain and grief, not thinking. I just wanted to protect her from the darkness stirring within me. I was caught in a storm of heartbreak, and instead of just feeling it, I took it out on her, but that would ruin the damage I already did. I know I was right, I would destroy her life.

      No, it’s better this way.

      Even if it hurts, even if I hate the fact that I’m responsible for her tears.

      But even after thinking this, I can’t stop myself. A few hours later, I can’t resist, I have to know if she’s okay. I drive to her apartment and just sit outside, stopping myself from going in and begging for her forgiveness. I ache to catch a glimpse of her, to know she’s okay.

      That she’s safe.

      I know her new door was finally sorted yesterday, so that settles me a bit, but I need to see for myself.

      

      I have to wait a few hours, but I see her climb out of a black car with a woman at the wheel, one I recognise from the club. She waves goodbye, but her eyes are red and she looks tired. It sends a pang of regret and loss through my heart.

      Of longing.

      I miss her. And when she turns and heads inside, my heart slams at not seeing her. This is all I can allow myself, but after one glimpse, I’m lost again, because I still love Lexi. Always will, always have, since that first moment she walked into my house and smiled at me…

      She owns me.

      Heart, body, and soul.

      Forever.
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      It’s been a week since I saw him, and I thought it would get easier each day, but it doesn’t. We left things so badly between each other, I don’t feel like I ever got to say my piece or gain closure on it, so instead, it lingers inside me.

      Festering.

      I know deep down Tyler was my person. The person. Our love transcends emotions and thoughts, we were meant to be. It’s so much deeper than just love, we’re soulmates, and even though we aren’t together anymore, I know my heart will always be his.

      No one will ever replace Tyler Phillips, and that hurts.

      He’s not mine anymore and probably never will be again, and somehow, I have to learn to live with that. To deal with the pain that the mere thought of him brings, and every memory, every touch, and even every scent I catch that reminds me of him.

      My heart is broken, but the world doesn’t stop. I have to go back to work, back to life, and pretend I’m okay, pretend every smile doesn’t hurt, and that when I look into my dressing room mirror, I don’t see a broken stranger staring back at me.

      I might have been better off not knowing what this kind of connection and love felt like, but even as I ponder that, it feels wrong. It’s a lie. How could anyone experience such love, passion, and connection, and hate it simply because it’s over? It’s like never experiencing the sun or the rain. Without seeing it, feeling it, you have nothing else to compare it to, and you are missing a vital experience.

      You have to love and be heartbroken to truly live, otherwise you’re just drifting through life, not experiencing everything it has to offer.

      I’m in the bathroom cleaning up my face when the door opens. At first, I don’t even glance up, but when I don’t hear it shut again…when I feel eyes on me, something spins me around. My mouth opens and closes as I meet those dark, familiar eyes. They are determined tonight, even if they are shadowed, and those lips I know better than my own are tipped up slightly as he stares at me.

      His black hair is slicked back, his beard is trimmed and groomed again, and his body is encased in grey slacks and a white shirt. He looks incredible, and my heart instantly twinges, even as my pussy clenches, uncaring that he hurt me because it wants him. Always does, no matter what, because I belong to him, now and forever, my daddy.

      We stare silently, just drinking each other in. It’s been a week, a week, that’s it. A week that felt like years, but now looking at him, it’s like no time has passed at all, as if we could just fall back into each other’s arms like nothing happened.

      But I remind myself it did, it happened, and I can’t just drop to my knees before him and return to worshiping him. It’s awkward now. I don’t know what to say, what to do.

      He steps forward, and the door shuts behind him, those dark eyes locking me in place. “Angel,” he murmurs, his voice dark and deep, that sensual tone that speaks of satin sheets, bodies coming together, and so much pleasure that I remember how good it was.

      One word, and I’m his.

      I’m weak.

      “Tyler,” I reply, my voice hoarse and mouth dry. I wet my lips, and his dark gaze follows the movement, flaring for a moment with familiarity and need. I step back, wrapping my arms around my waist, trying to protect myself from him.

      He can so easily break me, so effortlessly ruin me, and I would let him with a smile on my face.

      “Are you okay?” he asks, looking me over. Even now, even after everything that has gone down, he’s worried about me. Always trying to protect me, to ensure my happiness and safety. I know he wounded me in a moment of weakness, but that doesn’t mean it didn’t hurt.

      It just means it’s confusing.

      I hate this distance between us, this awkwardness, and in his eyes, I see the same feelings. Everything is usually so easy for us, right and perfect. For so long, we have been drawn together, pulled together by fate—or the universe or simply desire—but now that thread is fraying, ready to snap. One of us just has to be strong enough to cut it, because all that’s holding it together right now is pain and grief and what could have been.

      “I could ask you that. Have you slept?” I inquire, genuinely worried.

      He shrugs, rubbing at his face. “Some. It’s hard,” he admits.

      “I know. I’m sorry, Ty,” I murmur, and he drops his hands. His eyes are glassy and shining with unshed tears.

      “I miss you, Angel. I know I shouldn’t be here after what I did, but-but I couldn’t help myself. I’m weak when it comes to you.”

      “You’re not the only one,” I mutter.

      He steps forward, and I can’t step back, I just can’t. He moves closer again, almost pressing against me, and for a moment, I lean into him. I forget everything but the way he smells, the heat of his body, and the feel of his hand stroking along my cheek.

      But Tyler’s love never just made me weak, it made me strong too. It made me think more deeply, made me look at myself in a different light, and right now, I don’t like the person I am.

      “Ty, don’t,” I beg in almost the same tone I used when I asked him not to break my heart…but now I’m asking for him to not try and fix it.

      I need this pain, I need to be broken so I can heal again.

      His forehead presses to mine. “I can’t help myself, never could when you were involved,” he whispers raggedly. I feel his tears dripping onto my cheeks then, each one like a fracture of my heart. We are just two broken, hurting people right now. But this isn’t right, and if this is how we carry on, this will never be love. It will be need. “Come back to me, Angel. Come back to me, Lexi… I miss you so fucking much. I need you. I need you to sleep, to live. I’m so fucking sorry for what I did. I thought I was saving you from me, but instead, I was just damning us both.”

      Maybe if he had said anything other than ‘need,’ I might have said yes. It’s on the tip of my tongue, but I can’t. I can’t do this.

      Maybe when we’re ready, we will meet again.

      We were just two souls that were once so interconnected that it was hard to tell the difference, but now we are strangers. Isn’t it sad how quickly that happens? How you can go from talking to someone every day to never again? From knowing every inch of their life, celebrating their successes, and wallowing in their failures with them…to nothing?

      Just two passing people on the streets, who will one day only nod in greeting.

      “I can’t be your angel, Tyler. Not when I’m anchored to the ground with so much pain. You hurt so much because you’re mourning for our love too, what could have been our future. You hurt me, I hurt you. We are both broken and in pain, but I can’t be who you need me to be right now. I just can’t. I will always love you, always be here for you, but we both need to heal. We can’t do that together. We just can’t. This isn’t love, this is blinding agony that we’re trying to drown in need and desire, and we both deserve more.”

      “Angel,” he breathes. There is so much pain in his voice that I have to step back before I fall to my knees and beg for his forgiveness.

      I might be his angel, but in this moment, he’s my devil. He made me fall from grace and worship at his feet, he made me fall into darkness and pain, but also such desire and love that it still burns across my skin.

      I would have done anything to stay, to protect him and love him…but I can’t now. I owe myself more, even though it hurts to walk away, even though it makes me feel guilty for leaving him when he needs me. I have to focus on my own agony and healing. I can’t be what he needs me to be, I have to put myself first.

      I have to love myself before anyone else can, otherwise the bar is set very low. How can I know what I deserve if I don’t even appreciate who and what I am? They could put very little effort in, and it would make me happy because I wouldn’t think I deserved more. Loving yourself always has to come first, and maybe that’s why I’ve had so many failed relationships. Maybe that’s why Justin was able to hurt me so much, and why I accepted so much in that relationship.

      Because I didn’t think I deserved better.

      There could be nothing further from the truth. I know I deserve better, deserve the love Tyler offered me. But how can I accept that and give the same amount of love back when I’m not loving myself? When I still believe I’m that girl who deserves to be cheated on and unhappy, because it’s easier than admitting I couldn’t look in the mirror and love myself.

      But I do now.

      I’ve been through so much in this life. I have been hurt, betrayed, and broken. I have loved and laughed so much, it hurts. My body can hold life, it can do incredible things. No matter the scars or tape that holds it together, I need to love every single inch, inside and out, and accept myself fully before anyone else ever can.

      We accept the love we believe we deserve. I never truly accepted Tyler’s love, because I always thought I didn’t deserve it, as if the other shoe would drop at any moment, and now that it has, I realise just how truly confused I am inside. I’m young, I don’t need to have it all together, but I do need to be able to be alone.

      To be able to be me without someone on my arm or in my bed.

      And right now, I need to do that. I need to focus on me, even if it means leaving him when he needs me. If we get back together now, I will always be the girl whose heart he broke when things got hard, who just sat around crying and waiting for him to crook his fingers before I came crawling back.

      We need to be equals, partners.

      And that means breaking his heart in return.

      He falls to his knees before me, just like I did in this very same bathroom not too long ago. This time, it’s me destroying him. “Please,” is all he rasps, even though I see the truth in his eyes. He knows this is over.

      “Goodbye, Tyler,” I whisper, and then I allow myself a moment of weakness. I cup his cheeks and memorise those eyes before leaning in and kissing him softly. “I will always love you, Daddy, and maybe we could have been something magnificent, but we were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Maybe our time will come again, maybe it won’t, but I will never forget the love and happiness I found with you. Even if I knew it would end in such pain, I would do it all over again just to have you… I forgive you, Tyler Phillips, and I love you.” I kiss him once more, our tears mingling in our goodbye, and then pull away before grabbing my bag and leaving him there on his knees.

      Begging.

      I feel him staring at me, his tears still wetting my cheeks and his taste lingering on my lips—his heart in my hands.

      I shattered his already broken heart, but now I finally have closure.

      I can finally move on with my life. I can finally become who I am inside.

      No more games, no more hiding or embarrassment.

      Life is too short not to live in every single second of it. The good, the bad, the ugly. To embrace it all and the lessons it offers you. Because I will never be that girl or as young as I was in that moment.

      And life, life is so fleeting. Look at how quickly Justin’s was taken.

      No, life is a beautiful, ugly mess, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Tyler

      

      

      I’ve really lost her. It’s really over.

      Even though it hurts, I know she’s right. This isn’t the right time. We would be going back to each other because it was easy, familiar, and less painful than being apart. I made sure she got home okay, and then I headed home myself.

      I don’t plan on losing Lexi forever. She’s still the one, but she’s right, it’s the wrong time. So I will make sure I’m ready at the right time. If losing Justin has taught me one thing, it’s that life is too precious, too fragile.

      I won’t lose her the way I lost him.

      First, I need to get my life back on track. Get back to work to build a future that she can be a part of when she’s ready. I’ll be waiting because Lex is my future, I know that. She just can’t be my present, but that’s okay. I’ll be waiting, ready for when she is as well.

      Because I love her, more than I have ever loved anything in this world.

      I know next time we’re together, it will be the start of forever, and I will be ready. My angel will get her wings back, and she will fly high. I will never ground her, hurt her, or leave her again.

      Lexi is mine.

      The next week passes in a blur. I throw myself into work and buying a new house. This one has too many memories, both good and bad, but it feels like a memorial to all that I’ve lost. I need a fresh start, a new beginning. Preserving Justin’s room like a tomb won’t help me. Every time I walk past, all it does is hurt and block the good memories.

      He’s gone, but I can never forget him. His room is just a place, he lives on in my heart and always will.

      Instead of just purchasing a house, I spend my nights and free time designing one—for me, for us, for her. Her perfect dream home with everything she has ever mentioned. I ensure it has a pool, because she likes to swim in the sun. I include a cinema room, because she loves movies. The kitchen is big enough for us to cook and play in, and the tub is big enough for us both.

      It has a huge window looking out at the back, so she can curl up and read like she told me she liked to do as a child. It has a conservatory for her to sing and play in, and a space attached to it for a dance studio, where she can practice and lose herself in the music. It’s soundproofed, of course, so she never has to worry about the noise.

      I make sure I have an office so I can work at home and spend more time with her, plenty of room for guests, and yes, even children. I want it all with her—a life, a family. I remember how she liked sitting under the stars at the restaurant, so I design a room with a glass ceiling to sit under the stars and watch the world go by.

      It takes me six days of constant work to draw the original design, and after that, I contact the builders and construction companies I trust. I bought a patch of land years ago with the intention of building a house there, but I just never got around to it. It’s in a nice neighbourhood with other houses built up around it, though not too close, so there is plenty of privacy. There is a lake backing onto the patch, which has been built up as well, with walkways and piers. It’s a beautiful place, close enough for the hustle of the city I enjoy, but far enough out not to hear road noise.

      There is no time like now to get started. After coming to an arrangement on prices and contracts, they will begin next week. I check in on Lexi every now and then, only sending a few texts because I’m trying not to overwhelm her. She replies to let me know she’s okay, but not much else. She ignores my late-night drunk text of, ‘I miss you.’

      I don’t blame her, I don’t want to pressure her.

      I even swing by one day after work just to catch a glimpse of her. And before I know it, two weeks have passed. It’s strange, I miss her like I miss Justin. My heart aches for both.

      His mother returns to Paris hating me. The world goes on like he never existed, but I know that’s not true, and I will remember him the way he was before all…this. Loving, fun, my son.

      No arguments or anger, no drinking or hate. Just family.

      On Friday night that week, I allow myself a little weakness—I go to the club. I need to hear her and see her. I sit way in the back in the shadows as my angel takes to the stage. The lights hit her from behind like the burning sun, illuminating the goddess she is. She is in a simple, short white dress with sequins on it and heels, and her hair is loose and wavy. She has never looked so beautiful, and when she takes the mic and starts to sing, I’m transported away.

      For those three minutes, I’m not me. My heart isn’t heavy with my pain and grief. I’m not tired and sad. I’m what her lyrics make me be, they bring me to the world she has created with her stunning, raspy voice. I see it having the same effect on everyone else—they are entranced, that’s how good her voice is. Goosebumps erupt on my skin, my hair stands on end, and my lungs freeze, caught on each and every word. She gazes at the crowd, but she also looks beyond us as well, as if she’s truly transporting us away.

      Her voice is so good, she could be a star, but she never wanted to be. She just enjoys performing, it’s her way of letting go, and as the song changes, her voice follows, shifting to a haunting rasp that has tears entering my eyes. She sings of lost love, of death, and new life. She sings of forgiveness and second chances, and deep down, I know she’s singing for us. It’s in the stark honesty of her face and eyes, in the way she gives each word her all, with such power and purpose behind it.

      She is doing more than singing a song. She is the song.

      Her body is the lyrics, her heart is the melody, and her mind is the emotions.

      When it’s over, she stands draped in the spotlight that can’t match her magnificence. Her head is bowed, and a single tear glistens on her cheek as the beat slows to a stop. Then the lights go out, and when they come back on a moment later, she’s gone.

      Swallowing, I close my eyes for a moment and remember how good it felt to be loved by her. To be hers and only hers. To know the creature in my bed and arms shined so brightly, she eclipsed anything else, bringing you into her orbit. Revitalising you, filling you with such love and emotions that you could only hope others ever felt even an ounce of the same.

      Knowing I need to leave before she catches me here, I stand, drain my glass, and leave a tip. On the way out, I have a word with security, asking him to walk her to her car, and he assures me he will. I buy a rose at the bar as well and ask them to give it to her, but I don’t say who it’s from.

      And then I head home alone, to my cold empty bed, and hope that one day, my angel will fly back to me.

      On wings of songs and love.
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      He didn’t know I saw him that night at the club, but of course I did. How could I not? Even swathed in shadows to hide from me, he stood out. My heart always knows where he is, and I sang for him. It wasn’t the song I planned to sing, which tripped up the band, but I did it anyway. I needed him to know.

      Everyone deserves another chance.

      That I love him.

      That I regret how it ended.

      And when I received the rose on my way out of the bar, I smiled as I smelled it, because I knew he understood. In his way, he was telling me he loved me too, and that he will be waiting when I’m ready to come back home.

      To him.

      I don’t reach out that night, or even the next night, or the night after that, because I’m still healing, still growing into who I want to be. I want my life in order, to finish up my night classes and get my degree, and I pick up a show on the west end. I’ll still perform at the club because I love getting to sing and dance there on a night, to express my sexuality and freedom, but I can’t wait to start at the musical as well.

      I’m not a lead role, but that doesn’t matter, I’m doing what I love—performing, and I have finally found my thing.

      Two more weeks go by, the days moving quickly. With learning the songs, picking up the routine, and practicing day after day and then performing at the club at night, I barely have time to think or feel. But sometimes, between when the dark is chased away by the light and I’m lying in bed while the world sleeps, I think of him. Of his smile, his touch, his body, and his love.

      I miss him.

      I don’t allow myself to tell him, though we still talk every now and then. Mainly to see how the other is doing, but nothing too personal, nothing too deep, nothing that would hurt. But that little bit of contact stops me from going insane without him.

      Has he moved on?

      Has he found someone else to warm his bed and distract him from the pain? I tried, I just couldn’t, and I wonder if he feels the same.

      I dare not ask, even when I inquire about how he is. Really, I mean, do you still love me?

      Do you still want me the way I want you?

      The night of my first performance on stage, I am so nervous. I told him about the new job, but it isn’t the same as him being here. I search beyond the lights, wishing I could see him in the crowd, but they are just strangers. However, when I get home that night, there’s a container of food waiting, my favourite flowers, some wine…and a note.

      I’m so proud of you, Angel. Know that I’m there at every performance.

      Your biggest supporter,

      Tyler

      I cry that night, and I ask myself not for the first time why I left him. Why I didn’t take him back when he asked. I thought I needed to stay away to find my happiness, but it’s clear he is my happiness, and without him, I’m just miserable.

      But what if he doesn’t feel the same?

      There is only one way to find out, but even that fills me with fear. Right now, we’re caught in the in between, still holding on, but if I ask and it’s a no, if he’s moved on or doesn’t want me anymore, then it’s truly over.

      And that fear holds me back for the next two weeks. Each day, I have more questions and concerns, and I miss him more than I thought possible, as if my every breath hurts without him there. I miss him holding me, I miss his smile, his laughter. The way he saw the world. I don’t even see him again, and that kills me.

      That’s the funny thing about fear, it cripples you more deeply than even heartbreak, because you imagine everything that could go wrong, every possibility, and you overthink it time and time again. When, in fact, the worst thing could be the word no.

      So on a Wednesday night when I’m walking home after the show, I stop along the river and pull my coat in tighter. The summer will be gone soon, and the cool air is reminding me of the winter to come. The half-moon shines bright above me, the clouds hiding the stars. The water is peaceful, and the city is awake but quieter at this time. I stand there, watching the water before pulling out my phone, and I take a leap of faith.

      I jump back into the air and pray my wings catch me.

      His angel.

      Me: Can we meet, can we talk? I’m tired of staying away. I’m tired of missing you. I still love you, if you want me?
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      I’m awake, of course I am. I never sleep without her beside me, and when I get the text, my heart lurches and then soars. I almost fall, I sit up that quickly, my hands shaking as I try to type out a reply as fast as I can.

      Me: Where are you, Angel?

      I get to my feet and yank on my jeans one-handed in the dark, unable to drop the phone for a moment. The day I’ve been waiting for has come. I have waited patiently, I’ve been polite and kind, keeping my distance and respecting her decision—even when I just wanted to tie her to my bed and force her to love me, to stay. But now she’s walking back into my arms, and I will never let her leave again.

      Angel: South side of the river, across from the old bookshop. Why?

      Smirking, I shake my head. Does she really think I would just send her a cheesy text and we could talk the next day? She ought to know better than that.

      Me: Because I’m coming for you, Angel, and you better be ready. I’m never letting you go again.

      I’m downstairs and in my car, starting the engine before she even replies.

      Angel: Then come get me, Daddy.

      Oh, game on, Angel.

      I rev the engine and peel from the garage, heading straight for my girl. My headlights light up the dark as I drive from my street and into the city to get my angel. The roads aren’t too busy at this time, mainly cabs and those trying to get home, so I manage to park alongside the river in record time. I get out, close my coat up, and stick my hands inside as I search the railing for her.

      I find her a little farther down. Her back is to me, and her coat is pulled tight around her to stop the wind from reaching her skin. Her blonde hair is tucked over her shoulder, and her curvy frame isn’t concealed by her layers of clothing. She’s alone, standing with the city’s lights behind her, but they’re not shining nearly as bright as she does. I walk slowly towards her, my heart hammering and stomach clenching. Nerves fill me, but also hope.

      I stop behind her, and she must feel me, because she turns her head and glances over her shoulder, those bright eyes meeting mine as a smile curves her lips. Her body turns to me then, and we stand meters apart. Just staring at each other.

      “You came,” she offers, her voice quiet and going straight to my cock like it always does. It reminds me of nights spent between her thighs, my cock in that sweet little mouth, in her pussy, and ass, and how she screamed she loved me.

      “I always will for you, Angel, you know that,” I murmur and step closer. She mirrors me and steps forward as well. “I missed you, Lexi, so fucking much. Every second of every single day.”

      She swallows, licking her lips before they turn up in a grin. “Yeah? How much? Show me,” she demands.

      With a laugh, I do just that. She said she wanted to talk, but there is no need. With one look at each other, all the questions disappear. I see it in her eyes, and she can in mine. We still love each other, we still want each other…and this time, it’s forever.

      I cover that distance between us filled with regrets, pain, and grief, and I make her my girl again. Sliding my hand into the back of her hair, I tilt her head up as I meet those lips with a desperate, ferocious kiss. It’s hard and fast as our bodies press together, both of us trying to make up for lost time. I don’t want to pull away, but I have to, to breathe. I press my forehead to hers as my hands stroke down her back to her ass and grip it. “There’s my girl,” I murmur.

      “Yes, yours,” she agrees. “I have to know if there is anyone else, Tyler… I wouldn’t blame you—” I cut her off with a kiss.

      “Someone else? How could there ever be anyone else, Angel? I’ve been waiting for you my entire life, what was a few more weeks? No, I’m still yours, always yours,” I whisper, and seal it with a kiss as she gasps into my mouth.

      “Good, I feel the same. No one compares to you. I couldn’t move on because I still love you. Always will…” She trails off, meeting my dark eyes as my heart leaps. “Take me home?” she requests, shivering a little as the wind increases.

      “Only if you promise to be a good girl,” I murmur.

      “Me? Never. You prefer it when I’m bad, Daddy,” she teases.

      “Fuck, keep talking like that, and we won’t make it back to the car, Lexi. It’s been too fucking long since I had you, and my memories and my hand just aren’t fucking good enough,” I snarl.

      She smirks, and I grip her chin, leaning down again to kiss her. “Car. Now, Angel,” I demand against her lips. I step back, wrap my arm around her waist, and guide her over. When I open the door for her, she slips in.

      I purposely brush against her breasts as I put her seat belt on for her. She groans and rubs against me further, making me chuckle as I kiss her. I shut the door and rush around the front, slipping in and blasting the heat before I turn my head to stare at my angel.

      I still can’t believe she’s here, and soon enough, she will be back in my arms where she belongs.

      Reaching over, I press my hand to her knee and brush it upwards, parting her coat as I reach the top of her thigh. “Warm enough?” I ask.

      “On fire. Start the car,” she purrs, lifting her hips to my hand. Laughing, I do just that and pull into traffic. I keep my hand on the gear as I weave between cars, trying to get home as fast as I can. She reaches over and covers my hand on the stick. With a happy grin I can’t control, I flip my hand and squeeze hers before lifting it to my lips and running them across her knuckles.

      I knew she would come back to me one day. I’m so glad that day is finally here.

      I’m home.

      “I missed you, Tyler. Promise me we won’t do this again?” she requests sadly.

      When we reach a light, I look at her and let her see the truth in my dark eyes as I nibble on her knuckles. I have a lot to make up for, and I will do that through my actions. “Never, Angel. You’re mine for life now, better get used to it.”

      “I’ll hold you to that.” She grins, not the least bit worried by my threat. As usual, my angel is ready to surrender herself to me.

      I can’t wait, it will be sweet.

      I’ll spend all night earning her forgiveness through orgasms.

      Her eyes darken like she knows my thoughts, and electricity arcs between us. We lean together, our lips meeting desperately, fumbling as we kiss, until a car beeps, breaking us apart. She chokes on a moan, even as I laugh. I peck her again and turn back to the road to see the light is green.

      Soon, Angel, soon you’ll be mine in every sense of the word.

      I’m going to fill every single fucking hole of hers, have her screaming my name over and over, until she can’t walk anymore or think about how I hurt her.

      Then I will do it all over again, every day for the rest of our lives.

      Until she forgives me.

      Until she loves me.

      Until she flies so high, she will never fall again.
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        Lexi

      

      

      One touch. One kiss.

      That’s all it took for me to be his again. And suddenly, everything is right with the world, and I know we will spend the rest of our lives healing each other’s broken hearts.

      I’ll never leave him again, not if he tries to force me, not even if he begs me or hurts me. I belong with Tyler Phillips, always, and he belongs with me.

      The drive home seems to take forever. My body is aching, and desire swirls through me, speeding up my breathing and heartbeat. I clench my thighs together to try and ignore the pulse of my clit. I know I’ll have him again soon and feel those hands tracing my curves, feel his cock inside me, taking me to heaven, and I can’t wait. The mere thought alone makes my panties damp and nipples hard.

      This is what I missed—not just the anticipation of sex, but being with him. Those eyes hold me in place, making everything right in the world. Only in his arms, at his side, do I feel right. Like waking from a dream, I feel truly alive and happy. The pain is a distant memory, and we both made mistakes, but this is our second chance.

      A new beginning, to do this right this time.

      I know he is my forever, and I’m glad I took a chance and texted him. I didn’t expect him to come for me right then, but I should have. Tyler never does anything by half. If he wants something, he takes it.

      Like me.

      When we reach his house, he pulls into the garage and turns off the car. The hum of the engine dies to reveal both of our ragged breathing. I turn my head to meet his eyes, and just like that, we explode into motion.

      I throw myself at him, and he catches me, his hands going to my head to pull me closer, his lips smashing to mine. He tries to slow the kiss, but I’m having none of it. I yank on his coat, and he groans, trying to rip at mine to no avail. I whimper, needing him so badly, and he pulls back, panting, his eyes wild.

      “Out of the car. Now, Angel,” he demands.

      I scramble out quickly as he slowly walks around the hood, each step filled with purpose. His eyes hold a warning for what’s to come. Tonight, I will be completely consumed by Daddy Tyler, and I can’t fucking wait.

      He spins his fingers, so I turn, and he presses his body to the back of mine, every hard, warm inch making me shiver as those hands stroke down my arms, across my belly, and to the belt of my coat. He deftly undoes it and steps back, pulling the belt out as he rounds me, running it between his hands as he watches me.

      “I’m going to blindfold you,” he growls, not giving me an option. I shiver at the dominance dripping from each word. Sometimes I act like a brat, sometimes we are equals, but tonight, he’s in charge. Of me, my body, and my pleasure, and he’s making it very clear. He’s about to prove why he’s my daddy.

      Batting my lashes, I lick my lipstick covered lips, and he narrows his eyes. “Don’t even think about rebelling, Angel, or I will bend you over the car and take my belt to your ass.”

      Fuck.

      I shiver from the thought, and the urge to fight him fills me just to see if he will.

      He steps closer, his hand going to his belt in a threat. “Is that what you want, Angel? For me to bend you over and tan that ass with my belt?”

      I bite my lip. “Depends, do you plan on kissing it better?” I tease, leaning into him and dragging my hand down his body to his belt. But his hands clench mine, stilling my movements, controlling me. With a narrow-eyed look, he drags my arms behind my back and up, forcing me on my toes with a gasp. The slight edge of pain causes fresh wetness to rush from my pussy.

      Fuck, I love dominant Tyler.

      With a kick, he parts my legs, keeping me unbalanced on my heels as he leans in. “Always, Angel, are you going to be good?”

      “No,” I retort with a grin. “Better punish me first.”

      His hands let go of mine, relaxing them, but then I’m suddenly spun and pushed into the car with a bang. My coat is torn away, and my jeans are dragged down to my knees, binding me so I can barely stand or move. My legs are shoved further apart, and then his big palm lands on my back and pushes me down until my hands drop to the car.

      It reminds me of that first night, but this time, we have carnal knowledge of each other, of how much we can push, how good it can be. This time it isn’t just about sex, though, this is about reclaiming what we had.

      This is our love.

      Twisted, dark, and so fucking beautiful, it borders on painful.

      I hear his belt being unbuckled and then the hiss of leather as it’s pulled through his trousers, making me shiver in anticipation. Half of me is aching for the pain, begging for it. I want him to mark my body to show that I’m his again and he’s mine. The other half can’t wait for him to kiss it better and make up for all this pain with his drugging kisses and electric touch.

      His hand roughly yanks down my underwear, sliding me backwards slightly, and then he slaps at my cheek, forcing a gasp from my throat. “Don’t move, Angel, and I will kiss it all better,” he orders.

      He runs the belt across my skin, the smooth leather making me tremble for what is to come. I can’t wait. He pulls away, and I freeze, stiffening in expectation. He lands the first slap with his belt, the sound loud in the garage. He didn’t hold back, it wasn’t soft, it was a punishing fucking lash across my cheeks, forcing a cry from my throat as I jerk. He leans down and kisses the sting away, his soft lips making my eyes close as he runs them down my cheeks to my pussy before stopping.

      “Daddy,” I beg, thrusting my ass back, doing it on purpose to get another lash, to get that sting of pain which goes right to my throbbing clit.

      The crack is loud before it lands against my skin. The pain is instant before his big hand rubs it in, fading the sting to a warm burn. He drags the cold metal buckle over my dripping pussy, which is clenching and on the verge of coming from his punishment alone. My hands fog the shiny metal of his car as my head hangs in submission.

      “Fuck, you should see how pink your ass is, Angel. Like a goddamn work of art. I can’t wait to fuck you from behind, to see those marks as I slam into your tight little wet cunt.”

      “Yes, hell yes,” I groan, pushing back for more. His fingers slide down my slit before flicking my clit. I moan as I push back for more, my pussy pulsing and begging for his cock.

      “So goddamn wet, Angel,” he whispers, kissing along my neck. “You love the pain?”

      “You know I do. I love everything you have to offer. I want more though. I want to wear your marks, to hurt when I sit down, and remember the way you made me come from it and get wet.”

      He groans into my ear, the sound husky and filled with lust. “Goddamn, Angel, how are you this perfect?”

      He leans back, and another lash lands and then another, before he rubs it in and two more land. They cross over my cheeks, jolting me forward with the force. My ass is sore, so fucking sore, but that burn only seems to add to my desire as I hang there, letting him do anything he wants to my body, because I know it will lead to unimaginable pleasure.

      “That’s enough pain for our lifetime, don’t you agree, Angel?” he whispers as I whimper, nodding against him. I push my red, sore ass into his hard cock, which is straining behind his jeans.

      Suddenly, my eyes are covered by the silky material of my belt from my coat. It’s tied tightly behind my head as I feel his breath wafting over my ear. “Good, now it’s time for pleasure. So much pleasure, you will never be able to walk away from me again,” he promises.

      He turns me, and I stand there, unsure, panting, and wet. My legs almost shake in anticipation. His hands trail down the bare section, and he lifts one foot after the other, stripping off my jeans before putting my heels back on, kissing the arch of each foot. Then those kisses drag up my legs, and he must stand, because I feel his breath wafting over my face, the mint and whiskey scent making me lick my lips. My eyes strain to see through the material, but only small pinpricks of light stream in, and I’m unable to see anything.

      He loops the belt around my wrists and holds them out before me, before pulling me forward. “Trust me, Angel.”

      I do. So I nod and let him lead me into the house. He directs me with instructions, but when we get to the stairs, he just effortlessly lifts me and carries me up before setting me down at the top and releasing my wrists.

      “Walk,” he demands.

      I’ve been here so much, I find my way to his room, dragging my hands along the doorframe and stepping inside. His hands cup my heavy breasts through my shirt as he licks my ear. “Later, I’m going to fuck these, but first, I’m going to make you come so much, you pass out,” he promises.

      I know why…to earn my forgiveness. I feel it in every touch, except I’ve already forgiven him, but I won’t say no to orgasms.

      My shirt is ripped over my head, and my bra is tugged away. His hands return, tweaking and twisting my nipples until I groan and lean back into him, needing to come, my hips gyrating. I feel my wetness dripping down my thighs.

      He cups my breasts and squeezes, flicking my nipples before his hands slide down my belly and cup my dripping cunt. “Who does this belong to?” he asks.

      I don’t answer, grinning when I feel him stiffen at my lack of words. I love pushing him, infuriating him until he fucks like a feral beast. His grip tightens to the edge of pain. “Angel,” he demands.

      “Why don’t you show me?” I taunt bravely.

      He glides his fingers down my slit, flicking my clit before pushing two thick digits inside me and fucking me with them. He curls and twists them as I almost yell, riding them. The pressure of being filled nearly sends me over the edge, but just as I’m about to come, he pulls away and I cry out.

      “Don’t worry, I will remind you,” he vows. “Get on your knees on that bed, and reach back and part those cheeks for me.”

      I stumble to the bed, hitting it with my knees before I ungracefully crawl onto it, wiggling my ass teasingly. I press my face to the covers to take my weight before I reach back and part my ass, my thighs spread as wide as possible. My shoes dig into the covers as I feel cool air brush over my overheated pussy, making me shiver.

      I feel his eyes roaming across me, and I can feel his lust, even from here. I’m that attuned to him. “Fuck, look at that. How goddamn beautiful you are, that cunt dripping for me, all those curves begging for my touch. You want me to touch you, don’t you, Angel?”

      “Yes,” I groan, trying to push the blindfold up with the bed, but he growls, and his hand suddenly comes down on my sore ass, making me yelp.

      I press my hands to the bed, twisting the sheets as I breathe through the unexpected pain, but he rewards me, attacking my pussy with his mouth. His tongue glides along my lips before flicking my clit, again and again, then dipping into me.

      And when he sucks my clit, I finally come, all over his face.

      He licks me through it, pushing his fingers in and fighting through my tight, pulsing channel. He doesn’t let that high stop as he guides me through my orgasm, his fingers stroking along my G-spot again and again as his thumb presses to my ass, wringing another release out of me.

      I cry out into the bedding, basically humping his hand. It’s almost too much, but he must know because he pulls his fingers free, and then he kisses the base of my spine. “I love the way you come for me. It’s so fucking pretty, and those screams…” He groans against my skin. “I can’t wait to hear them for the rest of my life.”

      His lips brush over my stinging cheeks, and his tongue dips inside my ass, making me groan. “Later,” he promises as he sits back. Suddenly, his huge cock is pressed against my pussy. “First, I want to see you take my cock, Angel.”

      I moan, my eyes closing behind the blindfold as I push back, trying to impale myself on his length. I know how good it will feel inside me, that thick cock stretching me, hitting all those spots that make me see stars, and from this angle, he will hit so much deeper.

      “Are you ready to be mine, Angel?” he grinds out.

      “Yes, now fuck me, Daddy,” I demand.
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        Tyler

      

      

      I can’t resist when her hot little mouth calls me Daddy.

      I push inside her tight cunt, forcing her to accept my cock. Her pussy is still fluttering in aftershocks, so I have to work each and every inch in, but when I’m settled to the hilt, I lean down and drag my lips down her spine.

      “Mine,” I whisper. “You’re mine, forever.”

      Grabbing her hips, I start to fuck her, slowly at first, but the tight fit of her body coupled with her moans has me speeding up.

      Her perfect pink ass is before me. I can’t help but grab it and squeeze, having her crying out as she slams herself back onto my cock, taking all of me, my greedy angel. Her head is pressed to the bed, her incredible tits no doubt dragging along the sheets. Her cream drips down my dick as I pull out and slam back in, watching her ass jiggle and the way her tight little pussy stretches around my girth.

      Trailing my hand up her bowed spine, I wind it through her hair and fist it as I fuck her. I slam her back onto my cock, over and over, the blindfold still in place. Her perfect, plump mouth, which I will fuck later, is parted on continuous, ragged cries.

      “I love you, Angel,” I growl. “So fucking much.”

      She whimpers and pushes back harder.

      “Who does your pussy belong to?” I demand again.

      She whimpers, shaking beneath me. Her orgasm is so close, but I slow down to prevent her from coming until she stops being a brat. “Now,” I order through gritted teeth, trying to ignore my own impending orgasm.

      “You, fuck, you, always you!” she screams desperately.

      “Good girl,” I coo, and slam back inside her and pinch her clit as I grind my cock, getting as deep as I can.

      She screams and writhes as she comes, her tight little cunt clamping down so hard, she drags me over the edge too. My cock jerks as I explode, filling her with my cum. I pull back and grasp it, shooting the rest across her red ass and raw pussy, watching with a pant as it drips across her skin, and she falls forward, lying on the bed and breathing heavily.

      Dropping next to her, I reach down and rub her sore ass, massaging my cum into it before dragging my fingers down and, still covered in cum, pushing them inside her. “Round one, Angel. Ready to go again?” I question.

      She laughs breathlessly and pulls down her blindfold, blinking those big, innocent eyes at me. “Always, Daddy, if you are.”

      “Doubt me?” I narrow my eyes. “On your back. Hold your knees open, thighs to your shoulders,” I demand.

      She scrambles to obey, and I get to my knees, my cock already hardening as she grabs her thighs and drags them up and open. Her raw, cum-covered pussy is exposed, and her breasts are squeezed obscenely between them. Fuck, that’s so hot.

      “I bought you some new presents, Angel. I can’t wait to use them.” I reach over, pull the first one out of the unopened packet, and show her.

      Her eyes widen, and her mouth parts on a moan. “Yes!” she hisses.

      I run the balls across my palms and knuckles, the black anal beads glistening. “These will feel incredible in that pretty ass as I fuck you,” I tell her before I lean down, press the tip to her dripping pussy, and start to feed them in until I reach the ring, where I slip my finger through and pull them out. I do this again and again, getting them nice and wet. She watches me the entire time, panting, her legs shaking with anticipation.

      When they’re drenched, I pull them free from her tight pussy and raise her with one hand while I press it against her ass with the other. “Ready, Angel?”

      She nods, closing her eyes in bliss as I slowly start to push them in, making her feel every bump as they get gradually bigger and bigger, until her ass is full and the ring sits proudly between her cheeks. I lean back and bite my lip as I stare. “Fuck, you should see this, it’s goddamn pretty. I think I’ll buy you a plug next.”

      Leaning down, I lick her nipples before sucking them into my mouth, meeting her gaze as I pinch them. “I bought some clamps for these too. I plan on chaining them to your clit, but later,” I inform her.

      Her head drops back as she wiggles, trying to entice me into fucking her. Chuckling, I lick down her belly to her exposed pussy and press my fingers there, sliding along her wetness. “Ready to be fucked again?”

      “Yes, get inside me,” she demands, wiggling her ass. She gasps as the balls move and rub inside her.

      “Do they feel good?”

      “So good, but they would feel better with your cock inside me too,” she teases.

      Laughing, I move above her and prop a hand next to her head as I grip my hard cock and press it to her entrance. When I lean down and rest my forehead against hers, I slam inside her, making her scream into my face. She releases her legs slightly, and I narrow my eyes, so she gulps and re-grabs them.

      Leaning back, I watch as I plunge in and out of her tight hole. My huge cock is covered in her cream, and she lifts to meet each thrust as I take her roughly, knowing she can take it, knowing she likes it. Our breathing is loud, and the slap of our wet bodies coming together is even louder.

      I fuck her quickly, wanting her to come again. When I reach up and pluck her nipples, I feel her building back up. Her breath catches and her legs tremble, and I know she’s close, so I reach down and hook my finger through the beads, and when she starts to come, I pull them from her ass. She screams in ecstasy, her eyes closing and head thrown back, her pussy clamping so tight, I can’t even move.

      Her legs fall open, and her hands drop to the bed as she almost seems to pass out. Chuckling, I pull out and push back in, fucking her through it, and when she blinks open her eyes to see me still fucking her, she whimpers.

      “Oh God, that felt so good,” she admits, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Next time, put a dildo in there.”

      “Yes, Angel,” I agree with a groan, imagining doing just that.

      I fuck her for my own pleasure now, slamming in and out of her, bouncing her on my cock until I’m about to come, and then I pull free and spray my release across her tits as she whimpers. Fuck, that’s a beautiful sight.

      I fall to the side, and we both lie there panting with grins on our faces. I reach for her hand and twine our fingers together, unable to be without her touch for a second. “You get a few hours of rest, Angel. I plan on waking you with my head between your thighs, and then again with my cock in your mouth.”

      “I can’t wait.” She grins and turns her head to meet my eyes. “I’m so glad I texted you.”

      “So am I, Angel, but I was waiting. I would have waited for as long as it took for you to find your way back to me,” I murmur.

      “You knew I would”? she queries.

      “Yes, I never doubted it. This love is meant to be, you just needed to see that for yourself, but you will never be alone again. It’s you and me, Angel, until the end.”
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        * * *

      

      I do as I promised. I clean her up, and she falls asleep in my arms, but I can’t sleep. Not with her here. I watch her, memorising every line of her face and body like I should have the first time, so that when she left, I could have closed my eyes and thought of her, so I was never without my angel.

      My heart pounds as I hold her, telling me this is it. This is home, this is what I have been searching for, for years. This is my forever, nights with my angel and waking up with her in my arms. Spending our years together. Growing, learning. It won’t be perfect, I will make mistakes and so will she, but never again will we just give up, because this is worth fighting for.

      We’ll talk it out, we’ll find ways around it, because that’s what it means to be in love. To forgive, to talk, and to always promise to fight for it, even when it gets hard.

      But when it gets to be too much, when my ghosts start to haunt me, and all those toxic thoughts fill my head, the ones that pushed her away the first time, I reach for her. I kiss her cheek and down her body, and like I said, I wake her with my tongue in her cunt.

      She moans, and her eyes flicker open as I toss her thighs over my shoulders and trace my tongue down her slit. She smiles brilliantly at me as her hands stroke through my hair.

      I reward her for being so amazing, for being everything I need, and I dip my tongue inside her. Slow and steady, I make love to her pussy with my mouth, showing her everything I wish I had said those nights I struggled, showing her that I always loved her, even when I was lost in pain for a little while.

      She smiles, and I know she understands, even as her hands cup her breasts, tweaking and squeezing as I watch. I grind my hardening cock into the bed to relieve some of the pressure, but this isn’t about me this time, it’s about her.

      With steady strokes, I build her up, loving her clit and pussy the same way I destroyed it earlier. I kiss it all better, tasting every single inch of her until she whimpers, coming against my tongue and all over my mouth, and even then, I lick her clean. I need to taste every single drop of desire and love in her cream.

      Only when she sighs do I sit back and crawl up her body, kissing her soundly. “Go back to sleep, Angel, I just needed a taste of my girl.”

      She laughs and rolls over, pressing her head to my chest as I pull her into my arms and lock them around her, my legs too, so she can never escape me again. I kiss her head and she kisses my chest. “I’m not going anywhere, Tyler. Stop expecting me to,” she whispers, always knowing what’s on my mind.

      “I know,” I murmur, and I do. Lexi will never leave.

      She’s the one, the one I’m going to marry. I’m going to fill her belly with my child and watch our lives grow together.

      I will do better this time, I have to.

      Justin might be gone, but here with my girl in my arms, I know he came into my life to teach me lessons and bring her to me.

      Everyone has a purpose in this universe, and even when they are gone, it’s for a reason. He’s not struggling anymore, and though my heart still is heavy with his loss, I know that it’s okay.

      That it’s not my fault.

      Or Lexi’s.

      Sometimes bad things just happen, but if you hold on, if you survive it, the sun will always rise.
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        Lexi

        Two Months Later…

      

      

      Life is good again.

      I know he’s still struggling with Justin’s death, he always will. He lost his son, and that will never just go away. But when he’s adrift in the grief or darkness, I’m there to light the way for him. He also earns my forgiveness, not that he didn’t already have it, but he tries extra hard. Breakfast is always waiting for me, my favourite flowers and wine too. It’s in the little things, like warming the car before I get into it or putting the heat on before I get home…all of them show me how much he loves me.

      In return, he pulls me from my doubts and propels me higher than I ever knew I could go. He teaches me what true love looks like. He’s always there, he’s always forgiving and caring. He cooks for me, he shops with me. From lazy days to adventures, we do it all together.

      We ignore the looks, and eventually, those who know us get tired of hating on us. We lose some friends, but Tyler doesn’t lose any business or family, which I’m glad for. His dad and stepmom come for dinner every Friday, and I finally understand what it means to be part of a family.

      He watches me perform every Saturday, cheering the loudest and clapping. He’s beyond proud of me. He also attends my theatrical shows every single weekend. Without fail, I find him beyond the lights, love shining in his eyes and pride etched across every single line of his face.

      Love is there, waiting, if you’re willing to look for it, to fight for it, no matter how strange it seems or how much others tell you it’s wrong. Only your heart knows what you want, what you need, and you should listen to it beyond everything else.

      Beyond the hate, beyond the doubts.

      Love is love.

      Despite age, gender, or the amount of people. And as long as you are happy, why does anyone else’s opinion matter?

      It fucking doesn’t.

      Let them hate, because love will always win, and one day, their hate will be the only thing they have left in this world.

      It’s been two months since we got back together, and this time, I’m counting, because I know this will last. Our love will endure everything this world throws at it.

      Tyler has been hinting at a surprise for weeks now, almost gleeful with knowing. I try to entice it out of him at every turn, but he just grins and distracts me in the best ways. I officially moved out of my apartment last week and in with him. For years, it was my house, my escape from the world. There, I taught myself to be independent, and I fell in love with who I was.

      But it’s time to go home and move on to the next stage of my life with Tyler.

      His house is always filled with laughter, and I love waking up next to him every morning. He still touches me every time I enter a room, like he can’t believe I’m really here. He also built me a wardrobe for all my costumes and a makeup stand to display everything. Without even asking, he saw my need and dealt with it. He really is incredible.

      I look up from my texting session to see him reading. What is it about a man reading that’s so hot? He’s holding his book with one hand. His grey joggers are loose around his thick thighs, and his chest is bare, showing me all his impressive muscles. His hair is pushed back and slightly wild from me trying to plait it earlier. His other hand is cupping my toes where they rest on his thigh. Leaning back into the sofa, I just watch him, watch the way his eyes flicker over the pages, absorbing every word, and the way his lips move as he reads without even knowing.

      The way his shoulders clench and roll as he turns the page before cupping my toes again, squeezing to remind me he’s here. Sometimes, being together is enough, even if it’s just relaxing.

      “What, Angel?” he murmurs distractedly.

      “You’re pretty,” I tease.

      He snorts and winks at me before going back to reading. Unable to help myself, I wiggle my toes, and he lets go as I snake further down the sofa, pressing them to his cock. His eyebrows rise, and he looks up.

      “What are you up to, Angel?” he asks with a grin, his arm draping over the back of the sofa.

      “Nothing,” I reply innocently, and pretend to read on my phone again.

      He goes back to his book, and I arch my foot, dragging it along his cock, back and forth, concentrating on it, even as I stare at my phone like it’s an accident. I feel his cock hardening against my foot and his eyes lasering in on me.

      “Angel,” he warns, the low timbre of his voice instantly making my pussy clench. It’s his bedroom voice.

      “Yes, Daddy?” I inquire sweetly, blinking as I look at him. I lock my phone and toss it down to the floor next to me as I push my foot into his cock, making him grunt.

      He slowly closes the book, placing his bookmark there, and leans over to set it on the coffee table before sitting back, those eyes locking on me again. “You want to play?” he murmurs, pressing his hand onto my foot and rubbing it against his cock.

      “Always,” I purr, and slowly pull my crop top up to expose my breasts. I already decided bras were pointless when living with him—they either get lost or ripped away—so I never wear them. He watches me, and deciding to push him further, I slide my fingers across my belly to my joggers and then slowly slip them inside to touch my bare pussy. Panties are the same as bras—they just get in the way.

      I watch his Adam’s apple bob as he swallows. I part my thighs and rub my wet center, moaning when I touch my clit. “I’m wet,” I tell him, biting my lip. “You should feel how much.” I groan, dipping my fingers inside myself.

      “I warned you about teasing me,” he murmurs. “Remember, Angel?”

      “I remember something about don’t do it or I get pussy spanks and punishments, but you were basically threatening me with a good time.” I grin.

      His lips tip up in a smirk, and he pushes my foot away, spreading his legs wider, his hard cock tenting his joggers. “Fine, no spanks. Instead, get on your knees,” he orders.

      Defying him, I keep touching myself, and his eyebrows arch. “Get on your knees right this second, Angel, or I won’t let you come for a week.”

      You can bet I get my ass moving. I roll from the sofa and crawl across the floor until I sit back on my heels between his parted legs.

      “Pull my joggers down,” he demands.

      I grasp the waistband and drag them down, his huge, hard cock springing free and almost hitting me in the face. My mouth waters as I think about taking him between my lips. He lifts his ass, letting me pull them to his ankles, and then he kicks them off and I throw them away, staring up at him.

      His huge body is on display, with his arm still over the back of the sofa, his abs clenching enticingly, and his hard cock pressed to his stomach, leaking at the tip. The veins bulge on his thick, hard length.

      “Now yours,” he drawls, enjoying this. His other hand wraps around his cock, stroking it slowly as I stand. Stepping back, eyes on him, I hook my fingers in the waist of my joggers and gradually pull them down, turning as I bend to drag them over my feet, making him groan. I spin back, grab the hem of my shirt, and drag it over my head so I’m fully naked before him.

      He watches me while stroking his cock, his thick thighs lifting slightly. “Knees,” he demands.

      I drop to them instantly and crawl over, sliding my hands over his calves and up his thighs. I await his order, licking my lips as I wait to be told to suck his cock. He presses it to my lips, but I know better than to lick, even though I want to. He brushes it over my lips, back and forth, painting them with his pre-cum.

      “Suck it,” he finally orders, his voice hoarse.

      My hand darts out and wraps around his base, barely able to close around his thick length as I lick the tip. I dip my tongue inside the slit for more pre-cum before I run my tongue down his length and back up. He watches me with lazy, pleasure-filled eyes as I finally reach the tip and blow my breath over it. His cock jerks in my hand, and with a smirk, I wrap my lips around the head and suck.

      “Fuck, Angel,” he growls, lifting his hips, but I pull back and lick the tip again. “Swallow me whole,” he snaps, losing his restraint now.

      Deciding to do as I’m told before he takes it away again, I swallow him all the way to my hand before raising my head. He fists his hand in my hair as I slide my mouth down again, before bobbing up and down on his cock. I move slowly at first before I speed up. He grunts loudly, lifting his hips and fucking my mouth. His hand tightens in my hair, tugging me faster and faster. Saliva drips from my lips and down my chin unchecked as I swallow him again and again. I grind my pussy into the carpet for some friction, my clit throbbing and pussy pulsing, aching for release.

      To be touched, fucked.

      With a grunt, he pulls from my mouth, leaving me panting and confused. “Enough punishment. I want that pussy I own,” he mutters, and yanks me up onto his lap. His hands part my lips as I throw a leg over his thighs, basically hovering over his hard, leaking cock.

      He rubs my clit furiously until I’m riding his hand, and then he presses the head of his cock against my pussy. “Drop, baby, I want to see you ride my cock, make yourself come while I watch.”

      Like a good girl, I do, impaling myself on his cock. I have to fight for every inch, lifting and dropping. My cream drips down his cock, wetting it and making it easier for it to slip inside, until he’s balls deep. He stretches me so deliciously, filling me so good that I can’t help but twist my hips and grind. Grabbing onto the sofa over his shoulders, I roll my hips, speeding up as both of us fight for our release.

      Riding my daddy like he ordered.

      I bounce harder and harder on his cock, every now and then slowing to roll my hips and grind down until I find my release. I cry out, my head falling back as I clench around him. He watches me the entire time, his dark gaze hungry and possessive, and only when I blink my eyes open and lock them on him does he move.

      “Playtime is over,” he growls, tightening his hands on my hips. He pulls me from his cock, making me whimper as he flips me over, a spank landing on my ass.

      He yanks me higher up on the sofa, bending me over the arm, and wraps his hand around my throat as his cock slams into my pussy from behind, forcing a scream from my throat at the sudden invasion. He doesn’t fuck me softly, no. He pounds into me, faster and faster, pushing me forward with the momentum, his balls slapping loudly as he takes me.

      Owns me.

      “Daddy,” I whimper as I push back to meet his hard thrusts.

      He groans, squeezing my throat, while his other hand snakes up my belly and clutches my breast. He pinches my nipple before heading back down and flicking my clit. All the while, he impales me on his huge cock. I gasp at the pleasure spiralling through me. I’m so goddamn close again already.

      He changes the angle, lifting my hips slightly until he drags along that spot inside that has my eyes closing and words leaving my lips. Pleas, prayers, and praises until, with a scream, I come.

      All over his cock.

      He follows me, grunting as he stills, and fills me with his release as he leans over my back and kisses along my spine.

      “Goddamn, Angel. I love you.”
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        Tyler

        Four Months Later…

      

      

      I love living with Lexi. It’s normal and natural, and we fit so well together. We spend nearly every day together when we’re not at work. I’ve never been so happy, and neither has she.

      We have been talking about adopting a dog, but I’m trying to dissuade her without telling her we need to wait until we move. I don’t want to put a puppy or an older rescue dog through that until we’re settled at the new house, which is almost finished.

      I went today after work, claiming a meeting ran over. It’s perfect. The interior designer is putting the final touches on the side, while the gardeners sort the back and the pool is being finished.

      It’s everything I imagined and more, and the huge painting I had commissioned sits center stage as you walk through the front door—an angel, my angel. Her back is to the room, her wings are on full display, and her curves are unashamedly out, hiding with just some lace across her ass. There is a handprint on her leg, mine, and a microphone in her hand. It’s incredible and just what I wanted.

      Throughout the huge house there are other angel related things, including some neon lights above the bed and huge, custom golden wings in her dressing room. I hope she loves it, but that’s not the only surprise.

      Tomorrow is a huge night, so after inspecting the house, I put in the calls to check on everything for that. When it’s all confirmed, I head home. I hate lying to her and keeping things from her, so thankfully, I only have one more day to go.

      When I get back, I find her outside. Her face is red from the wine in the glass before her, and her delicious body is encased in a loose-fitting dress. Her hair is loose and wavy, her feet bare. Across from her are Allegra and Blair, her two closest friends from the club. I’ve met them more and more often, and they are lovely. I’m so glad she has friends like them, even if they aren’t the normal friendship group. Allegra is older than my Lexi, whereas Blair is younger, almost high school age. Either way, they make her happy.

      “Girls’ night?” I ask, as I lean down and give her a quick kiss.

      She nods, tilting her head back to smile at me. “Hey, baby, you’re late.”

      “Sorry, the meeting ran over. Don’t let me disturb you. Want me to cook you girls something?” I inquire, looking up at them. “Hey, ladies.”

      They cheers me with their glasses.

      “Tyler.” Allegra nods almost coolly, her eyes narrowing. Uh-oh, the frosty voice, that means I’m in trouble. I swear if I didn’t know her, I might even be scared of this woman. There is just something about the determination in her eyes, like the night she threatened to tear me limb from limb and beat me with them if I ever broke Lexi’s heart again, that I find disconcerting.

      Blair just laughs, eyes glazed and face red, making me arch my eyebrow. How long have they been drinking?

      “Now, Tyler, what are you hiding from our girl? You’re not cheating, are you? Do we need to cut off your dick?” Allegra snarls.

      Snorting, I look down at my angel. “Cheat on this magnificent creature? You think I’m a fucking idiot? No, but she will have to wait to see, until tomorrow at least,” I promise, and kiss her again. “I’ll go make some chicken or something,” I offer. “Leave you to your girls’ night, Angel.”

      “Love you,” she slurs.

      Chuckling, I kiss her again, unable to help it. She is so adorable. “I love you too, Angel, always,” I promise.

      I turn to head back inside. “I want pizza, hottie!” she yells after me.

      I hear them agreeing that pizza sounds good, so with a smile on my face, I shake my head as I go inside to make pizza. What my girl wants, my girl gets.

      As I’m making them, I look back outside. The setting sun blazes across the garden, lighting up my girl in all her glory. She glows with happiness, laughing at something they said. Like she feels me, she turns, and her laughter tapers off as she smiles at me, one filled with such happiness, it’s impossible to not feel the same.

      I still miss Justin, it still hurts, but Lexi is helping me heal one day at a time. I was a fool for pushing her away and letting her go, but I don’t plan to do that ever again. Not only does she hold me together when I’m weak, but she holds my hand when I’m strong. She’s so perfect. The light to my dark.

      My angel to my sinner.

      I’ve never felt love like this or even knew it was possible. Every time I look at her, it seems to grow. I wake up with my heart already full and a smile on my lips. I go through my day with a skip in my step, knowing I’m going home to her always.

      I don’t know what the rest of our lives will bring, but I know with her at my side, I can handle anything.

      Always.
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        Lexi

      

      

      I have on some string panties and a bra, the ropes crisscrossing over my body and framing my curves enticingly. I can’t wait for him to strip me out of it later.

      Under the sophisticated dress he bought me, I’m all sin.

      They bite into my thighs as we drive towards my surprise. My tight white dress glitters with what looks like diamonds. It stops just above my knees with a snug top and cinched waist, and the flared skirt hangs down like dripping diamonds. Tyler told me to wear it earlier and left me to get ready. The bodice glitters, the material skimpy and held up by spaghetti straps. I have on diamond earrings and a necklace he bought me, and my makeup and hair are done so I look, in his words, ‘good enough to eat.’

      “Tell me,” I whine, looking over at him.

      He laughs and shakes his head as I huff.

      “Fine,” I mutter. “Better be good.”

      “It will be worth the wait,” he promises, leaning over and kissing me when we stop at a red light. “Trust me, Angel.”

      Five minutes later, we pull up outside Zodiac, the first restaurant we went on a date to. In fact, the first place I realised this was more than sex, and I frown but get out. He takes my hand as he gives the keys to the valet, but I feel him shaking slightly, making me stare at his profile in concern. What’s going on? Why all the secrets? The dramatics? The door opens for us, and we head inside, my head clouded with questions as nerves fill me.

      Music wafts to me, a slow, loving beat that has me smiling. I love this place, but is this really the surprise?

      However, when I look around, my confusion only grows. It’s empty. The whole restaurant is empty except for us.

      “Tyler?” I ask, when my eyes catch on the rose petals on the floor leading into the restaurant.

      “Better follow them, Angel,” he murmurs, and lets go of my hand.

      I give him a look before doing just that, walking alongside the trail on my white heels as the petals wind through the empty restaurant—right to the table we sat at on our first date. The one in front of the flowers with the glass ceiling. Nothing is on the white tablecloth under the stars…except a ring.

      It’s in a velvet Cartier box, and the rock is so huge, I bet you could see it from the sky. It sparkles with an inner light, and the white band is inlaid with smaller yellow stones. I gulp as my heart skips a beat, my head screaming at me not to get my hopes up, but when I turn, I find him behind me.

      He’s on his knees, his face hopeful, his dark eyes locked on me. Tyler takes my hand, which is shaking, and kisses it tenderly. His dark gaze is filled with hope and so much love, it staggers me.

      “Angel, this seemed like the perfect place to ask. It’s the place I realised that you were my forever, that I loved you so much, I wanted to marry you. This is where we were always meant to end up, no matter how hard the journey was. I’ve made some mistakes, but I will spend the rest of my life making up for them…if you will have me?”

      “Tyler—” I start, but he smirks, silencing me.

      “Lexi, you are the love of my life. The woman I have been waiting for. I want to spend the rest of my life with you, discovering what love and happiness really means. If you will have me… Angel…will you marry me? Will you be mine forever?” he asks, his voice shaking. He swallows as he waits for me to answer.

      My heart skips, and tears fill my eyes. “Yes,” I whisper before dropping to my knees. “Yes!” I almost scream, throwing myself at him.

      He catches me with a laugh, and our lips meet in a desperate, happy, hopeful kiss before he helps me to my feet and grabs the ring, sliding it on my finger and kissing me again. My heart explodes with such happiness, the strength astounds me, and it all starts with him. Just then, claps and cheers sound, and I turn, crying and laughing, to see the restaurant staff all watching, along with my friends and Tyler’s friends and family. I didn’t even see them come in, too consumed by the man I’m going to marry.

      His arms wrap around me as he kisses my cheek. “I love you so much, Angel, and I can’t wait for you to be my wife.”

      I turn to him, grinning wider than I thought was possible as my heart soars. It doesn’t even feel real to be this happy. “I love you too, so much. How did I get this lucky?” I murmur, blown away.

      “You? Angel, I’m the lucky one. I get to spend every day waking up with you and every night in your arms,” he replies, leaning down and kissing me, showing me with that one touch just how much he wants this.

      Wants me.

      The next hour is a rush of congratulations, jokes, laughter, and pictures. When we finally all sit down for a meal, Tyler and I are at the table by ourselves as everyone drinks and celebrates.

      As I stare at the ring in shock, I can’t help but laugh. Who knew I would end up marrying the man who was my ex’s dad? If he was still alive, I would be his stepmom. The thought sends a twinge of pain through me at the memory of his loss. Not for me, but for Tyler. But now is not a time for sadness, it’s time for happiness.

      It’s a place for possibilities and so much love that it feels like it might explode out of me.

      “That’s not the only surprise, Angel,” Tyler promises, kissing me. “Finish your dessert, I have somewhere to take you.”
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        * * *

      

      I could barely finish the cake, too excited with whatever he has in store for me. I’m staggered, I’m engaged. I’m going to get married. I always knew this is where we would end up, and I’m okay with it. Over a year ago, I couldn’t imagine getting married, and now I couldn’t imagine not marrying this man. We said goodbye to everyone, and they watched me with knowing looks—it seems I’m the only one who doesn’t know what’s coming.

      I’m ready…I’m excited for my new future with him.

      As Mrs. Phillips.

      He drives through the night, heading out of the city with his hand on mine, the huge ring sparkling even now. He leans over and kisses my cheek as we race through the hills and into a locked, gated neighbourhood. He slows down then, crawling through it, passing bigger and bigger private houses, until he stops at a huge iron gate at the end.

      “Tyler, what?” I ask, confused. “Where are we?”

      He grins, and when the gate swings open, he revs and pulls through. It shuts behind us, and we drive up a winding driveway. Trees line either side with lights shining up through their canopies. We turn into a circular driveway, and he stops before a mansion which is lit up.

      To the right is a four-car garage, which is all closed up. To the left, I spot a huge garden, but it’s the house that steals my attention. It’s huge…and fucking beautiful.

      He gets out, and I turn in confusion. “Tyler,” I hiss, but he opens my door and offers me his hand.

      “Come on, fiancée,” he teases.

      I put my hand in his, and he helps me from the car, kissing me again as he leads me around to stop in front of the house. “Where are we?” I question.

      “Home, Angel, we’re home,” he offers.

      I turn, looking at him with my mouth open. “You bought this?” I whisper.

      “Angel, please. I built this for you. Before we even got back together.” He wraps his arms around me, his dark eyes looking down on me, filled with love. “I knew you would come back to me, I knew you were the one. This is our new home, this is your home. I love you so much, and I wanted to show it. Now, shall we go inside, future Mrs. Philips?” he teases.

      I nod mutely, unsure what to say, and he chuckles, kisses me, and pulls away before leading me across the gravel drive and up the huge marble steps to the wooden double doors. I can’t help but smile when I see the wings as door knockers. He pushes them open, and we step inside. The brightness blinds me for a moment as I look around.

      Chandeliers hang from the ceiling, dripping diamonds. The floor is a grey and white marble, leading to two winding staircases, and between them, hung on a wall, is a giant painting of an angel.

      Of me.

      I can’t tear my gaze away from it, even as Tyler tugs me farther in, but I’m frozen on the spot. Is this really my life? I look to him to see he’s concerned as tears fill my eyes. A girl like me doesn’t belong here, but God I want to.

      “Angel?” he murmurs in confusion, stepping closer.

      “I—” I croak, swallowing past the lump in my throat. “I don’t belong in this neighbourhood or house.”

      He scoffs and pulls me closer, pinching my chin. “You’re so fucking wrong, Angel. I bought land in this neighbourhood before it even built up. You belong here, you’ll see. Trust me, I will never lead you wrong, and I will kill anyone who has anything negative to say. Now, no tears, go and explore your new house, and then come back and show your daddy how much you love it,” he commands.

      His words settle me, and the panic recedes, changing to pure excitement. He laughs as I kick off my heels and rush down the hall past the stairs and into the kitchen. There are more chandeliers here, and it’s perfect. The table on the back wall is raised and made of wood, with eight grey high back chairs surrounding it. Behind it are two open doors framing the table. To the right is the kitchen, which is huge, with brand-new modern fittings. It has lights under the grey cupboards. The island is grey and matches the floor, and the fridge a double door fridge, making me shake my head. It has everything you could imagine for a kitchen and more. It looks like something out of a catalogue.

      Not that I will cook unless Tyler makes me.

      I rush to the windows on the back wall, which are floor to ceiling and allow me to see outside. There’s a patio with a grill and a table. Then there is a pool past that, surrounded by sun beds, a huge oval chair, and rattan sofa. There is also a bar with angel wings on the wood.

      Shaking my head, I turn and tread through the rooms of the house. He’s done an amazing job. Down below on a separate level is a conservatory with a music and dance studio for me. It has a music system and everything imaginable. He thought of everything. There’s a state-of-the-art gym, and two living rooms down here. Upstairs is a huge master bedroom with window seats that look out over the backyard. The king-sized bed is already made and so comfy, I want to jump on it. The furniture is tastefully done, and honestly, I couldn’t have chosen better myself. It screams luxury and comfort.

      The en suite is massive, with a jacuzzi tub and walk-in shower. It has two sinks and lit up mirrors above them. More chandeliers are in here, black this time. I can’t even speak as I back out of the room and check out the other doors up here. Each one I open sends more excitement and shock through me. He built this…for me. Each room screams of his influence, and he remembered everything I ever mentioned about a house, down to the little details.

      There are four spare bedrooms, as well as an office for Tyler, two more bathrooms, a cinema, and so much more.

      Everything is done in shades of grey and black with pops of yellow, and I can barely breathe as I rush back downstairs, stopping at the bottom to see Tyler there, waiting. The open front doors are behind him as he smiles at me.

      “Like it, Angel?” he asks. “You can change anything—”

      I throw myself at him. He catches me, laughing, as his hands go to my ass. “I love it, and I love you,” I declare. “I can’t wait to start our lives here, husband.”

      He groans. “Fuck, that’s so hot on your lips. Let’s break in the rooms, starting down here.” Laughing, I let him carry me away.

      My heart soars, my wings holding me to my love.

      As I stare into his dark eyes, my heart skips a beat. I got so lucky to find a man like Tyler Phillips. One who loves me for me, and so deeply, I feel it with just one look. I had to fight my way here, but God, it was worth it. Even without the big house and expensive jewellery, I wouldn’t care. Yet here we are in a huge mansion he built for me… Fuck, we could live in one room, and I would be happy.

      All I want is him.

      Forever.
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        Lexi

        A Year Later…

      

      

      It’s getting harder and harder to move around, and I need to pee constantly. My belly is so big, I look like I’m ready to pop, yet I have five more weeks until my due date. Sitting down, I sigh and rub my hand across it, smiling in happiness as I feel a kick from our little girl. My wedding ring sparkles in the light of the living room.

      Our wedding was beautifully intimate and small, just like I wanted. Only the people we love attended. My girls performed and sang for us, and I even sang a song I wrote for Tyler as a surprise and made him cry. Our wedding picture hangs above the fire, and I can’t help but tear up as I see it.

      Stupid hormones.

      I wasn’t expecting to get pregnant so quickly, but honestly, it’s such an exciting time, and I can’t wait to meet my daughter. She will be spoiled, but I know Tyler is excited to be a father again, even if it sometimes hurts him to think of the son he lost.

      I had to take a break from work. I couldn’t perform anymore when I got too big, but I plan on going back after the birth and when I’m ready to. I want to spend some time with my daughter before I do—this is my first child, after all. Tyler fully supports that decision and whatever else I want to do. The play I’m in and the club both assure me my jobs will be there when I get back. My girls are excited too, the whole lot of performers already spoiling this baby. She will never be alone like I was. She has such a big family she won’t know what to do. I even asked Allegra and Blair to be godparents.

      Just then, the door opens, and I lift my head as I hear him strip off his coat and shoes and head my way. “Angel?” he calls.

      “In here!” I reply.

      He comes in and smiles when he sees me, his grin stretching across his handsome face. If possible, he only gets better looking the more he ages. He crouches before the sofa I’m on, kissing my belly. “Hello, daddy’s girl,” he whispers before standing up and kissing me. “Hello, daddy’s angel,” he teases, making me laugh as I smack his side.

      He sits next to me, resting his hand on my belly, over our future.

      Who knew such tragedy could lead to such happiness?

      I went from a boring, unhappy relationship, to the best thing to ever happen to me. Love can be so unexpected, and if you’re not careful, you can miss it completely. You have to be open for it, ready to accept what you deserve, but when you get it, you hold on tight and never let go, because there is nothing else like it in the world. You spend your life searching for it, you spend nights finding hints of it in strangers’ bodies…but it never compares to the real thing.

      To the forever kind.

      The kind I found with my daddy, and now I’m going to be a mummy. My heart is so full, it hurts and overflows from my eyes. All my life, I never knew what true happiness was until now. And it’s all thanks to Tyler Phillips, my silver god.

      “You had a good day?” he asks, interrupting my thoughts.

      “Yeah, apart from the fact that my feet and back are killing me. Oh and I had to pee like a million times.” I pout.

      “Oh, baby, want me to kiss it better?” he offers, his eyes darkening in lust.

      “Uh, that’s what got us into this in the first place,” I tease, but he drops to his knees and begins to massage my feet, making me groan. His lips drag up my thighs and pull my dress higher as I settle back.

      Since I became pregnant, he can’t seem to keep his hands off me. I usually wake up with his tongue or his fingers inside me—an incredible morning wake up, if I do say so myself.

      “Well, if you insist, Daddy,” I moan, closing my eyes as he chuckles.

      “I do, Angel. Let me make you feel good, let me love you.”

      I sigh in happiness, letting him do whatever he wants to me…

      After all, I’m just daddy’s angel.
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      THE FALLEN GODS SERIES
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        	Nadia’s Salvation

        	The Standby

        	Den of Vipers
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      CO-AUTHOR PROJECTS
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        	Taming The Ringmaster

        	Dark Temptations Volume One (contains One Night Only and Circus Saves Christmas)
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        	Capturing Carmen
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