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        Cyrus

      

      

      

      I never believed there was some great tipping point in life where you find your center. Where you start to feel content.

      It’s more a long series of bumpy roads that eventually wear out your emotional shock absorbers.

      That’s what I believed down into my soul until last night, when I saw the angel that has me questioning whether maybe I’ve had it wrong all along.

      Whether maybe… Just maybe…

      It’s all still running through my head as I arrive at my weekly Saturday morning pancake breakfast at my brother Tor and his wife Natalie’s place. I’m early because I headed straight here after an all-night poker game. Being early won’t matter, because here everyone is up fucking at the crack ass of dawn because they’ve been popping out kids since they met four years ago, and apparently, kids do not believe in sleep.

      That is one of the only things I have in common with kids. I don’t sleep. I do whatever possible to avoid it. I hate dreams. Ever since I took a line drive to the head playing college baseball, the dark claws of nightmares straight from hell have dug into me.

      In the dreams, I’m usually fighting for my life against some black figure. Smothering and flailing at the air, screaming and kicking. When I came home from the hospital to recover from the injury, one night I punched my mother in the eye as she tried to wake me, thinking she was the shadowy demon from my dreams. I could have fucking killed her with that punch. She never got upset or shamed me for it, but I never forgave myself and have done everything in my power to avoid sleep ever since.

      So, running on no sleep is nothing new. It’s that I can’t stop thinking about the glimpse of the blonde goddess from last night. My head is pounding along with my dick and I hate myself for not bailing out of the game last night to follow her.

      “You take the table? Or,” My brother Tor sizes me up on a low chuckle, “looks more like the table took you.”

      I growl into my palm, knowing there is no use faking it with him. He’s two years older nearly to the day, and we are more like twins to be honest.

      It’s annoying as fuck he can practically read my mind and vice versa. I pull down my Ray-Bans and take what’s coming.

      “What the fuck?” He laughs. “I sure hope to shit the other guy looks worse than you.”

      “There was this distraction.”  I shake my head, trying to get the image of the blonde’s spankable ass and life-changing tits from last night to leave me the fuck alone for just a few seconds. “Man, I’ve never been distracted by a girl before.”

      I look at my watch. It’s been eight hours, thirty-six minutes and six seconds since I saw her walking out from the hallway at the penthouse where I was in a hundred grand buy in Texas Hold ‘Em game.  I got maybe a three second look at her while she looked back, held my eyes, then turned and made her way out the front door.

      Three fucking seconds that rocked my fucking world.

      I don’t know what she was doing there. The group is always men. Not that a woman couldn’t join in but the guy who runs this particular game, Niko Farkas is a misogynist of the highest order so inviting a woman to play would be a huge no go for him.

      She was so fucking gorgeous, with wavy ivory hair brushing her shoulders and pink lips that made me dream of spending a lifetime kissing her. I figured she was one of the other players’ mistresses or evening’s entertainment, which only fucked with my head more.

      I should have thrown in all my fucking money and followed her. I tossed out a few questions about who she was, but none of the guys seemed to know and the host wasn’t giving anything up either. So now, I’m practically standing on my head wondering how a three second glance at a woman has me hard as lead and ready to burn down the fucking city to find her.

      After that, I was in a foul fucking mood and one of the regulars, Dimitri, a douche in a silk suit and too much cologne, was busting my balls. That I could take, but when he snapped his tongue and dropped a comment about pounding out his frustrations on the juicy piece of ass that just disappeared out the front door, I nearly choked him out.

      Took two security guards to pull me off him. Then, I took them on. One of them landed a hard right to my eye but I got mine in as well. I left one of them missing a tooth and the other puking out his Hawaiian pizza before I got my shit back in order. It wouldn’t have been much longer before they pulled out the hardware and I ended up with a bullet in my forehead.

      These aren’t the kind of people that fuck around. No one would have found my body and no one would have talked. That’s the side of the street I play on sometimes.

      Tor’s eyes go wide. “You? Distracted by a woman?”

      He lets out a hoot as the sounds of his kids playing in the pool outside mix with what must be a soundtrack to some kids Disney movie on the surround sound. His wife Natalie is so fucking pregnant, it hurts me to look at her, but she is as happy as a clam while I wonder what she is doing with my ugly fucking brother. Tor’s voice draws my attention back to him.

      “This distraction have three tits or something? Was she dipped in gold and drenched in diamonds? Only time I’ve seen you look twice at a female is when you’re sizing up a piece of their jewelry.”

      “A few too many Stoli’s, maybe.”

      “You fucking don’t drink too much when you play cards. In fact, you never drink too much,” he challenges, handing me a steaming cup of his own secret blend of coffee, which I need. “You’re a cheap bastard when it comes down to it. Winning is your only drug.”

      “You should know.”

      He shrugs.  “True. Although, last few years the high I got from winning cases isn’t there anymore. I win every day I wake up next to my wife. I win looking at the evidence of my seed running all over my house.”

      “Dude.”  I scratch my cheek, then wave him off. “No fucking talk about your seed. Jesus.”

      Another shrug from Tor.  “Just ‘cause you want nothing to do with kids or procreation doesn’t mean you won’t someday dude. You’ll meet the right one and, bam. It’s breeding fantasies ‘til the cows come home. Yeah, speaking of cows...dude, the tits, the milk...”

      “Fuck you Tor. Shut the fuck up, you are way over sharing.”

      He shrugs, taking a sip of his coffee and looking out the window toward the pool then down at his mug. He turns to look out at Natalie who waves and blows him a kiss. “I usually get some nice fresh cream in my coffee in the morning…”

      I groan. “You’re a dick, you know that?”

      I’m not going to tell him I had my first flash of that sort of mating instinct last night. I’m not ready for that level of admission right now.  I shake my head, trying to regroup because in two hours, I have to go play in some charity softball game because I was a fucking mess after the blonde disappeared and I lost a big fucking hand to the host.

      Only, he added one little cherry on top of our bet. If I lost, I had to go play in his daughter’s charity softball game today. Fuck, I’m no sort of philanthropist at the best of times, and kids? The only ones I tolerate are my nieces and nephews.S

      So today should be about as pleasant as a sandpaper handjob.

      “Did I hear someone say seed?”  I hear Natalie’s voice, and turn to see her walking in with her curvy, enormous belly leading the way. She’s wearing a red and white striped bikini and I wince at the thought of what women have to go through in order for our species to survive.  She winks at Tor, who immediately walks to her side and kisses her like I’m not in the room.

      I’m used to their level of affection by now, or I should be.  I sip on my steaming coffee and for a second, allow myself to be swept away into a momentary fantasy of the gorgeous blonde, wondering what she would look like swollen and bred with my seed…

      Fuck. Stop. They’re indoctrinating you.

      “Anyway.” Natalie leans into Tor, who is looking at her like she just descended from heaven itself, and a spike of jealousy pokes in my gut at what they have. “You’re early and you have a shiner. Must have been quite a night. Being single is so exciting.”

      I nod. “It’s a fucking Mardi Gras.”

      “A disagreement over a girl maybe?” Natalie crinkles her nose on a hopeful shrug.

      I grunt, releasing an exasperated breath. “What’s with you two? You have telekinesis?”

      “I think you mean telepathy.” Natalie bobs her eyebrows and grabs Tor’s chin. “We have many things between us.” She licks her lips and Tor reaches down and takes a handful of her barely-covered ass.

      “Please. Your kids can see you.”

      “They see plenty.” Tor kisses Natalie on the top of the head, then smacks her behind as he talks low in her ear. “Dickhead here may have figured out what it’s like when you get your first look at the one.”

      “Really?” Natalie’s voice rises with renewed hope.

      “Don’t.” I point at them both. “Some girl I saw for a few seconds. It’s nothing. And do not tell mom or grandma. Or Sophia. Those three will be on me like the fucking CIA.”

      “I make no promises.”  Natalie turns toward the refrigerator. “I’ll get started on the pancakes. Can you guys go out and watch the kids?  Megan is sleeping in the cabana but Tabitha and Chase are sitting at the patio table waiting to get back in the water.”

      We both nod and head out into the early morning sun. I slip my sunglasses back on and look at my watch for the third time since I walked in the house.

      “You got somewhere to be?”  Tor asks as we get to the pool gate and both the kids jump up as Tor motions that they can get back in the shallow end of the pool.

      “Yeah, that’s the other shit part of the evening. Took a bet from fucking Niko on my last hand. His brat daughter is in some charity softball deal today and he wanted to make sure his team won. So, he threw in a hundred grand, and all I had to do was agree to play on her team if I lost. My head was fucked and he took me with full house to my two pair. I gotta be there by ten.”

      “Your athletic legacy lives on.”

      “Unfortunately. He said she needed a ringer. Couldn’t stand for his little princess’s team to lose, so fuck me. I’m going to be up to my balls in brats.”

      “Hi, Uncle Cyrus!” Chase shouts and dives into the water before I can wave back.

      Tabitha comes running over as Tor walks through the door of the cabana to check on the baby.

      “Hi, Uncle Cyrus.” Tabitha wipes a drop of water from her forehead, her bright eyes wide as she stand in front of me.

      I crouch down, looking over my shoulder to make sure Tor isn’t within earshot, then say, “Good morning, your highness.”

      I bow my head and do this little loop de loop thing with my hand toward her little toddler Buddha belly, as she puts her fists on her hips.

      “You are invited to my tea party later. All my ladies in waiting will be there.”

      “I’m honored, Princess, but this humble servant has another battle to wage away from the castle today. I will gladly accept your invitation another time.”

      She giggles and holds my cheeks in her tiny damp hands. “You are silly, Uncle Cyrus.”

      “As silly as you are beautiful, my lady.” I give her nose a quick pinch, then stand, slipping back into my mask of indifference as I see Tor coming back out from the cabana as Tabitha toddles off and jumps off the edge into the shallow end of the pool.

      “You’re a grumpy fuck, but you can’t deny you love these kids.” He nods toward the pool.

      It’s true, but somehow, I don’t know, admitting just how much I care about my nieces and nephews scares me. I never cared one piece of lint about anyone else’s kids before Tor’s, and letting down my grouchy façade feels like some slippery slope I’m not ready to face.

      Well, I wasn’t, anyway.

      Truth, since I saw that girl last night, every thought I have is about getting my hands on her, caging her curvy little body between my arms and pumping her so full of dick she’ll be screaming my name. I want to tug her hair and take her from behind. I want to see her mouth stretched wide around me.

      And I want her to beg me to pump a baby inside her.

      Fuck, the thought sends a throbbing into my balls as Sophia and Chance come wandering through, and I know I need to get myself under control but Jesus, I don’t know how. That girl, I’d ruin everything I have for her. I want to buy her gifts, I want to cook her dinner, I want to show her off.

      As soon as I left the penthouse early this morning, sitting in my car, I fisted my dick in a beat off session that gave me zero relief. Where was she, what was she doing? Is she rubbing that hot little pussy thinking of me?

      Shit, I know that’s not likely. I’m an ugly motherfucker and I don’t have anything to offer a girl like that. I’m fucking forty this year and she’s brushing up maybe on twenty. But that doesn’t stop me thinking about hiring every PI on the planet and spending every penny to my name trying to find her and look on her one last time.

      “Cyrus, don’t you dare deny that you love my kids.” Tor is staring at me with a look of thunder on his face, and I realize I’ve been staring into space for God knows how long.

      “I’m not denying anything,” I mutter, as Sophia heads for the house and Chance claps me on the back.

      I also won’t deny, he’s like a brother to me and Tor now. We didn’t like him at first, but the guy grows on you.

      We watch the kids and talk about work and whatever other bullshit brothers talk about as I finish my coffee and Natalie brings out the pancakes, as Tor calls the kids out of the pool.

      “Come in and grab some plates with me.” Natalie nods toward the house and I follow, watching her waddle as she goes.

      “So, what are the rest of your Saturday plans?  Sleep?” she asks.

      I open the door from the patio to the kitchen as she goes in ahead of me. Sophia is nowhere to be seen, but that’s no unusual. Probably had some inspiration strike her and had to go write down a recipe in Natalie’s home office before it went out of her head.

      “No. I’m playing at the Reginald Park in some kid’s charity softball game at ten. Fuck knows how long that will take.”

      What I want to be doing is going balls deep into my mystery girl. Giving her every inch of this stiffy I can’t seem to control.  I think of the pouty smirk she tossed me before she headed out the door. The way her ass looked in her white jeans and her tits, fuck, filling out the lavender tank top like it was custom made to fit her.

      I have to figure out how to find her. How to make her mine. Blonde, about five foot five, maybe twenty years old, maybe one forty, one fifty, curves to kill and blue fucking eyes like the summer sky. That’s all I got. Wonder how long it will take to track her down…

      My other option is to go pound the shit out of every swinging dick at the game last night until someone gives me a morsel of information.

      That’s plan A. Right after this fucking softball game.

      “You? Charity? Kids?” She gives me a smirk and passes a stack of white plastic plates into my hands as she grabs the syrup and silverware in a metal carrier.

      “I know, right?”

      “Must have been some hit you took.”

      I shrug. “I’m fine. Doesn’t hurt.”

      “Well, that’s good and the charity game sounds like fun.”

      Fun.

      Sure.

      As much as a pair of sunburned balls I bet.
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        Anna

      

      

      

      It’s the perfect summer day. White fluffy clouds glide aimlessly across the blue sky. It’s not too hot, no chance of rain and I’m excited for the game. Not so much for me, but for my kids. My team.

      Everything is going to plan until the ‘ringer’ my father was supposed to secure for me shows up and I want to call the whole thing off.

      My father told me he would be sure to get me someone that would help our team win. I didn’t think he meant one of his goons from the poker table.

      I watched the enormous blacked-out SUV pull up, then when the driver’s door opened, and the broody, dark-haired hunk stepped out, I knew immediately who he was.

      Cyrus Saman.

      I know because my father talks too much and tells me every monolithically boring detail about his poker games, along with descriptions of all the players. I know Cyrus is arrogant, and an asshole, at least when he’s playing cards. I’d never seen him before last night, when I got to the penthouse later than usual to make sure all the chips and money for the night were set up and locked away where only my father had access.

      He’s told me many things about Mr. Saman, besides his skill at cards. He dabbles in many businesses. Some legit, some not. I know he has a thing for jewelry. Rare pieces, gems with a story behind them, antique items from history and of course, the bigger and more expensive the better.

      Legit or not, that doesn’t bother me.

      My father’s never been one to operate completely above board himself, and my inherent talent for numbers had me helping keep the family and business books from the age of fifteen, so there’s no secret about where our money comes from.

      I re-focus on the enormous, lumbering man walking near the dugout and wonder why he’s staring at me like I’m the cherry on top of his hot fudge sundae.

      I will admit, I spent more time than usual in the shower with my handheld last night after he locked eyes with me as I left the penthouse. I felt a tap dance start down between my legs and it didn’t give up until I found relief as the warm water pulsed against my throbbing clit. Now he’s standing here, arms crossed, and I wonder where he got the shiner because it wasn’t there when I saw him last night.

      It’s hot as heck all the sudden as I make a ‘T’ with my hands and look around at my rag-tag team of volunteers and residents from the Welsh Children’s Center. I grew up with so many advantages. My mother taught me to always be mindful of others and our holidays were often spent at soup kitchens and shelters, exchanging our time for someone else’s comfort.

      Over the years, the Welsh Children’s Center took hold of my heart thanks to a little red-headed boy with glasses and a lisp, who told me I was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen one Christmas morning as we helped to pass out presents to the hundred or so children finding temporary refuge and housing at the center.

      Now, I volunteer as head of their outreach department. Technically, I’m employed there, but I negotiated a salary of one dollar just to keep things above board for their non-profit paperwork.  I also mentor and tutor several young people on math, life skills, career prep…anything and everything I can offer for those that were given a far less fair and secure upbringing than me.

      “I’ll be back. Just practice throwing,” I say to my team as I head to the sidelines, my stomach doing this wiggly, clutching thing like I’m some schoolgirl.

      I’ve never been attracted to the men in my father’s world. Bad boys. Dangerous men. That fascination has never been my thing. Those men are not my type. In fact, I have never really found my type.

      In fact, I promised myself at a very young age that if and when I decided to pursue any sort of romantic life, I would be choosing from the top side of the law.

      Doctor, maybe. Teacher, possibly. Maybe an astrophysicist.

      But definitely not some morally gray, under the table business type.

      I grew up in that world and as much as I love my father and my family, I would never wish that life on my own kids. You grow up too fast. See too much. My childhood was a frenzy of mobsters and gangsters coming and going from our house. We had security guards and security systems but that didn’t stop my father from getting two bullets in his chest when I was ten and my brother coming home beaten to within an inch of his life when some deal went south and he had no back up.

      Although none of that stopped my brother from loving that life. He moved to Chicago to branch out the family business, and he becomes more entrenched in the darkness as the years go by.

      I told myself my life would be orderly. Charities and truthful 1040’s. W-2 jobs with health benefits and 401K’s.

      Unfortunately, none of that matters to my father, who is applying an inordinate amount of guilt and pressure for me to accept an engagement to one of his old business partner’s sons.

      Alex Sokolov.

      Ugg.

      Arranged marriages in my family are as old as time itself and even my mother is not backing me up on this one.

      I’ve used every stalling technique in my arsenal, but next weekend there’s a special ‘dinner’ planned at our house and, reading between the lines, I’m pretty sure it’s going to be an engagement party.

      I do my best to push away the thought of being a sort of broodmare, sold off to secure the family fortune or whatever, and narrow my eyes at the magnificent if not somewhat frightening Cyrus Saman.

      “Niko sent me,” he says in a voice that could melt a diamond, and I curse at my Judas nipples for tingling and standing up front and center, poking through my jersey.

      The hairs on the back of my neck prickle as he eyes me like I’m the creamy center of his favorite eclair. His day-old beard is obnoxiously sexy, as is the crooked angle of his nose and the glint of white teeth behind annoyingly kissable lips.

      “I know who you are.” I toss the softball into my mitt a couple times, snapping my gum against my teeth. “You know how to play, I take it?”

      “Yeah. State champs all through high school. Played all four years at college.”

      “Why didn’t you go pro?”

      “Took a line drive to my temple during the last game of my senior year. Was out for two days. Took me a couple months to recover. No one wanted to touch me after that. Too risky.”

      “Huh.” I stand, crossing my arms, tapping my mitt on my left shoulder as a pulsing in my core has me trying to squeeze away the growing flutter down low. “Risky. I can believe that.”

      I toss a look over to the other team, who have been giving mine condescending looks since they arrived.  I smile and wave, which seems to deflate them. I may look like a pampered princess but I have a competitive streak as wide as the Montana sky and a stubborn streak that’s as tall as Everest.

      When I turn back, Cyrus makes no attempt to hide that he’s checking me out.  His dark eyes lap up and down, and I try to pretend I’m not thinking of how it would feel if it was his tongue doing that instead of his eyes—not that I would know firsthand what that feels like. But, suddenly, I’m pretty sure it would be amazing.

      “So.” He pinches his jaw with long, thick fingers. He rubs them back and forth, making a raspy sound on his stubble. “I’m ready to do you.”

      What did he say?

      Before I can react, he does a course correction and adds, “This. I mean. I’m ready to do this.”

      A warm rush of blood and arousal races down from my center and into the slip of fabric between my legs. I double up on my squeezing and wonder again how he got the black eye, then wonder even more why it makes him even more attractive than he already was.

      “We here to play or jerk off?” one of the assholes from the other team shouts as I spin around.

      “Are you kidding me?” I wave to the bench and the stands, where kids from the center as young as five sit watching.

      And listening.

      “Watch your mouth.”  Cyrus steps next to me and I swear to God he grows taller as he settles to my left, easing his body in front of mine.

      My cheeks flame as my pulse thumps in my ears, both from anger but also because, oh my God. He smells so good, I start to get dizzy and I swear to Christmas, I get that little spiky pain like when you’re ovulating.

      “Doesn’t look like you are much of a fighter, so you might want to check yourself,” Cyrus says as Doug, the organizer of the other team, steps our way. But this is no place for a brawl, so I reach up and grip Cyrus’s forearm and he winces, his head spinning, his dark eyes turning nearly black.

      “This isn’t the time or place. Let’s take the high road and get the game going.”  I wave at Doug on my biggest kiss-my-ass smile. “Let’s just get things going. We have kids here and it’s supposed to be fun.”

      I hear a low rumble from Cyrus, and I feel the hard muscle in his forearm twist under my fingers as he turns with me and we work our way back toward the dugout as I wave the rest of the team in.

      “We’re winning this game,” he mumbles under his breath, low and thick, and it makes me shiver in the heat. “I don’t care what we are playing for. We’re winning.”

      “Well, I don’t know if you noticed but the reason I had my father recruiting me a last minute ringer is because the opposing team is made up of high-school players that just won the regional championship.  Seems Doug, the other team captain, didn’t get the memo this was supposed to be fun and friendly.”

      I leave out that Doug is the head of the fund raising department, and has been gunning for my job. At full salary, it would be a big step up for him. He came on board two years ago, stomping in and trying to imply I didn’t know what I was doing and I was misusing funds.

      I took the high road as I usually do. People always underestimate me.

      I’ve got that naive, dumb-blonde bimbo-y sort of look, but I’m none of those. Besides the blonde.

      I gave him a week to settle in, get to know me, then when he tried to humiliate me in a senior staff meeting, thinking I was some delicate flower, I blasted him with both barrels. Setting him straight on exactly where I spent my budget down to the last dollar.

      Let’s just say, we haven’t been rubbing noses or elbows since.

      Cyrus’s brow knits together, the set of his jaw turns frightening as he points toward the youngest player on our team, Brittany. She’s one of my mentees and tutoring students as well. She’s tiny for her age, due to neglect and malnutrition, but she’s bright with wide brown eyes and wild, curly auburn hair. After two years at the center and working with me and an entire team, she is just starting to realize the world isn’t full of monsters.

      “Youngest is first at bat. Then, me.” Cyrus stares at me with a determined look and heat gathers in my center as my heart thuds in my chest.

      This man is the last thing that should interest me, but God, I can’t keep my eyes off him. He’s lit up something unfamiliar and wicked inside me and I remember how I fantasied about him in the shower last night.

      About his tongue as it flicked at my clit. About his cock, if it was as huge and intimidating as he is…his scent is not helping as I soak my panties and try to ignore the ache in my pussy.

      “Brittany.” I call to her with a smile and an encouraging wave our way.  “You are going to be up first!”

      “Yay!”  She bounces off the bench, fist pumping the sky as I walk over and hand her a small bat, getting her tiny fingers in place.

      “Now, remember how we practiced. Watch the pitcher, watch the ball, and swing.”

      “Got it.”  She nods as I put the oversized batter’s helmet on her tiny head.

      I look over to see Cyrus, leaning against the fence where the rest of my team sits watching and clapping in encouragement.

      The other team takes the field as I step back, set down my mitt and ball, and cross my arms as I stand next to this man who seems to be stripping me with his eyes.

      I remind myself he’s not my type. Not in the least bit.

      We stand in silence as the pitcher winds up and throws a full force fast pitch that passes just inches from Brittany’s face.  She lunges forward, spinning herself around with the force of her swing and landing on her rear end in the dirt.

      “Hey!” Cyrus’s voice booms next to me as I turn to see his bottomless dark eyes flame with anger. “Watch your pitch or I’ll come out there and we can have a man to man about sportsmanship. She’s a little kid…asshole.”  He lowers his voice on the last word as my pulse speeds.

      This man is a complete stranger, but suddenly I feel like he really is on my team. That we are in this together somehow, and I throw my hands up and look over at Doug.

      “Really?”  I shout as he shrugs, spitting on the sand near his feet where he stands along the first base line.

      Brittany gets herself back up, looks my way, her helmet crooked now but there’s a stubborn set to her jaw as she twists her hands on the bat and kicks at the dirt, getting her feet into place.

      “Just do your best,” I tell her, clapping as she steps forward and takes her stance in the batter’s box, ready for the next pitch.

      I glare at the pitcher, silently telling him he better take it easy, but as soon as I see his wind up, I know that’s not what’s going to happen. Little Brittany leans in, the pitch is fast, faster than the last and her helmet bobs down over her eyes.

      She releases one hand from the bat, reaching to push the helmet back, and loses her balance for a second. One shift of her feet, one wobble and her tiny head is right in the line of fire.

      I barrel forward but Cyrus is already ahead of me when the gut-wrenching crack sends up a scream from Brittany and our entire team comes running.

      Cyrus slides on his knees down next to Brittany's crumpled form in the dirt.

      “Oh my God.” My hands are shaking as I brush her hair back and see the gash above her left eye, a purple lump rising as her eyes roll back white and she goes stiff.

      “I’m going to fucking kill you!” Cyrus’s hand cradles her tiny head, his entire body shaking.

      There’s a flurry of activity all around as I lean down and whisper soothing words to the little girl.  Cyrus stays next to me, holding her like a broken doll.

      “She needs the hospital.”  He swivels his head around, locking on to the pitcher who is now standing at the sideline surrounded by his teammates. “You are so fucking lucky I’m more interested in taking care of her than killing you.”

      Brittany’s eyes flutter and she looks up at me, then Cyrus.

      “Did I hit a home run?”

      “You sure did,” Cyrus answers before I can. “You won the game.”

      She smiles as he gently moves his hands, picking her up as he stands.

      “Let’s go get her checked out.  I’ll drive.”

      This monster of a man showing this much attention to a little girl he doesn’t even know only makes me want him more.  The butterflies in my stomach flutter to life again as Brittany starts to chatter to Cyrus like she’s known him her whole life.

      He’s making her feel safe. I can see it and I understand. He’s making me feel the same way.

      Yet, at the same time, I don’t understand these feelings at all. He’s nothing like what I want or need. He’s part of my family’s world. Gamblers and thugs and criminals, albeit all very well dressed. The world I swore I would someday leave behind when I decided to start my own family.

      But, here I am. Following him instead of dismissing him. Letting him lead the way because he has this calm dominance that makes me want to follow.

      And I never want to follow.

      But with him, I want to do that.

      And so much more.
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        * * *

      

      “That was intense,” I say, pressing my fingers into my eye sockets on an exhale.

      “Life can be like that.”  Cyrus palms the wheel of his huge black SUV as we pull out of the parking garage at the hospital.

      He made sure Brittany had about a hundred x-rays, an MRI and these little electrodes on her head to measure her brain activity.  The doctor tried to take charge and protest, but Cyrus backed him up against the wall with a glare that told him there was no room for negotiation.  He also made sure they understood if anything were to happen to Brittany due to their lack of attention or quality of care, he would come looking for them and nothing would be able to save them.

      I’m surprised they didn’t call security and have him escorted out, but he has a way about him that makes people fall in line.

      The doctors gave her the all clear, but they are keeping her overnight at Cyrus’s suggestion. A nurse will be with her through the night and one of the care managers from the center will stay as well, so we felt comfortable leaving.

      “You hungry?” he asks, and as much as I want to say yes and see where this leads, I need to get home. I have a huge day tomorrow with meetings at Welsh Center and with my father and some of his business partners, and I need to get home and make sure I’m prepared.

      As well, I know this man, as wonderful as he has been, is not for me.

      “No. You can just drop me back at my car at the ball field. I need to get home.”

      “Where’s home?” His voice washes through me like a warm breeze.

      “Well, I still live with my parents, sort of. They are old school, you don’t move out until you’re married type of deal. I live in the guest house though. I managed to negotiate that much freedom.” I smile and see him nod, his face tense and serious like he’s analyzing and taking notes on everything I say.

      I steal little glances at him as he drives. It’s so sexy how he lets his fingers dangle over the top of the steering wheel, controlling it with just the side of his hand. The radio is on low and I hear the beat of an old R & B song come on, watching as he starts this slow head bob to the beat.

      It’s so sexy I want to climb on him and take a ride to wherever he’s going.  My underwear takes another hard hit as I think about how his chest looked in the sunlight earlier under his white t-shirt.

      A hint of dark hair around the neckline and the definition of broad, thick pecs have me thinking about running my tongue over every ridge and groove in his torso, leading down to those crazy, amazing ‘V’ sort of muscles some guys have near their hips—

      “Are you going to answer me?”  His voice snaps me back from my perverted fantasy.

      “Uhhh, sorry. What did you ask?”

      A wave of heat trails down my back along with a bead of sweat as he reaches over and rasps his knuckles over my cheek.

      “You feel okay? You’re hot.”

      So are you.

      “Yeah. Just, hot in here.”

      “A/C’s on high. You sure you’re okay?” He bites into his bottom lip like he’s trying to hold back a smirk but I just smile back.

      “All good over here.”

      “What was with the other guy. The coach or whatever on the other team. I picked up on something. He’s not a friendly, is he?”

      I sigh, crossing my ankles and adjusting in the leather seat which makes my sweaty thighs squeak as I move.

      “No, not a friendly. He wants my job. And, he’s just sort of an asshole. Probably wasn’t breast fed as a baby.”  The words tumble out before I think and Cyrus lets out a low chuckle. “Sorry, that wasn’t appropriate.”

      “Don’t ever need to be appropriate around me, baby.”  A shiver races through me at that word and I swallow hard as he finishes with, “Just be you. That’s all you need to do with me. Just be yourself and we’re all good.”

      There’s a knot in my throat preventing air or words from moving through as he takes the last turn toward the ball field and I see my car sitting alone in the parking lot.

      I reach down and gather my bag as he puts the vehicle in park. “Thank you. For everything today, you were really amazing.”

      “You were too,” he counters, then he’s out of the SUV as I stare wide-eyed watching him come around to my side and open my door.

      His eyes are set deep, lips tight, and I hear the crack of his teeth as he clenches his jaw.

      “You okay? You look like you’re in pain all the sudden.”

      “I am,” he says as I screw up my face on a squint and he clarifies. “It hurts that you’re going to get in that car and drive away. I’m considering not letting you go.”

      “You think you have that sort of power?”  I say as I flush and let out a burst of nervous laughter, trying to process that I’m here in the middle of an empty parking lot with a gangster type who just said he’s not letting me go…this is either romance novel fantasy fuel or is going to end with a police report.

      “You don’t like anyone to know you’re scared.” He braces his arms on the opening of the door, caging me in.

      “I’m not scared.”

      He snaps his tongue over his teeth, then looks around the dark lot. “Fear can be your friend. Fight or flight, baby.”

      “Can you stop calling me baby, please?”

      He shakes his head. “No. Don’t think so.”

      “What’s your deal?” I snap, my heart racing, blood rushing in my ears as adrenaline surges through my system. “You save the day and now you want your reward? Is that it?”

      I slip down and under his thick arms, digging in my purse for my keys and feel the cylinder handle of my mace spray.

      He turns and his dark eyes are not those of a man ready to harm me, but he’s also the last sort of guy that should be making me feel all swoony and wet-between-the-legs.

      I cover my nervousness, flipping my hair back with my other hand and throwing him a bored look.

      “Of course I want a reward. You want one too, don’t you? I can see it, Anna. You like to do the right thing, but you also like when someone notices. You’re tough, you don’t need to prove it to me.”

      “And you like when you intimidate people. You use it to your advantage. Built like you are, with that look you give. You like seeing people squirm.”

      He crosses his arms for a beat of silence, his eyes softening when I expected him to be angry.

      “Seems we both have at least something figured out about each other. You have a praise kink and I like to be in charge. Sounds like a match made in heaven if you ask me.” He winks and it’s so out of place on the hard angles and furious knit of his brow I can’t help it when a laugh spills from my lips. “Fuck, baby. I just found my new kink.”

      I take my hand out of my bag and look up at the tall, dark dream and ask, “What’s that?”

      “Your laugh.”

      I take a deep breath. Filling my lungs until my chest aches, then I run my hands up his chest, feeling the thumping of his heart against my palm.

      “You should kiss me,”  I say, my entire body vibrating as I lean in to him.

      “Now, that’s something we can agree on, baby.”

      He runs his hands down my back, gripping my ass, pulling me up and onto him as I lock my legs around his back and he groans as he crushes his lips to mine.

      He’s got me mounted against him, pressing my back into my car and I drown in the wonder of the kiss.

      He’s rough but soft. Demanding but giving. He’s a concoction of such intensity, I immediately feel drunk as he leans against me, his hips spreading me wide, making these sounds like I’ve never heard from a human being before.

      The tip of his tongue glides along my lips instead of just ramming himself inside. I feel the hard length of his hard-on between my legs as he starts to explore my mouth with a raw but delicate urgency that has me spinning and re-thinking all my assumptions about this gigantic, frightening man.

      Our mouths and tongues start to move and tangle in a fury of moans and pained noises. My heart is flopping around in my chest, banging against my flipping stomach like all my organs are rearranging themselves.

      He rams his hips up and down, pressing my back into the hard metal of the car, and the friction is pushing me closer and closer to the edge.

      With every movement of his erection against me, his tongue moves around mine like he’s licking my clit and fucking me at the same time and I’m soaking wet and my nipples tingle and tighten until they hurt.

      Noises rip from his chest like he’s dying as he pulls back from the kiss and works his mouth down, licking and tracing his teeth down to the nape of my neck and I can’t help but let my head fall back and just take everything he’s willing to give right now.

      I shouldn’t be here. Doing this. Not with him. Not with this kind of man. But I’m lost in the lust and power of him. My thoughts are hazy and dreamlike, and all my limits and plans about who I should be with someday flutter into the night sky like feathers on the wind.

      All the expectations of my parents and arrangements and putting family first are far away and insignificant compared to the feelings coiling down in my soul.

      “Cyrus…” I manage, my fingers digging into his shoulders, trying to cling to some small piece of reality.  He’s not for me, but God, I never want his lips to stop what they are doing to my neck right now.

      “Baby,” he growls out, and that word has a direct connection to my clit and my heart I never would have imagined before. “Baby,” he says again, like he can read my mind as his hips hitch and drive upward, grinding us together as hips, lips and tongue turn to teeth and I hiss as they pinch the soft sensitive flesh.

      I only hold onto him harder, riding out the pain, weaving with the pleasure.

      His hands leave my ass but his weight has me pinned against the car as beast-like growls rumble out of him and I feel his fingertips brush down my chest, grabbing the V of my jersey and yanking wide.

      A button pops up and hits me in the chin, another flies in an arc against the night sky as I hear the soft click as it hits the pavement.

      “All this is mine. My dick has been hard since I saw you in the penthouse. Everything in my life is about you now. Every fucking thing.”

      It’s my bra next, his fingers dragging it down so my breasts pop free into the cooler night air. My nipples feel like they are on fire as he drops his face and draws one between his lips, sucking and nipping as the throbbing between my legs becomes unbearable.

      He works one nipple with his tongue, then sucks again harder, harder, like he’s expecting to draw something from me.

      Like he’s reading my mind again, he flicks those dark eyes upward as he moves to the other side, pulling my drawn nipple into his mouth, deeper, deeper as he plants his erection hard against my clit and humps, humps, humps me against the car until I come completely undone.

      “Fuck yes.” He mumbles around a mouthful of my tit as I buck and quiver, calling his name and swearing into the sky.  “That’s my girl. Show me you belong to me, only me.”

      My mind swims, what am I doing? My first orgasm with a human outside of myself and it’s with a broody, dark member of the world where I grew up.

      Besides, what about my father? What about the promises he’s made to someone to offer me up as some glue to hold our families together?

      “Wait,” I say once my brain function returns.

      “I’ve waited. I’ve waited forty fucking years for you, I don’t think there much more wait in me, baby. You have a boyfriend? You're not married are you?”

      I open my mouth to try to explain that my life isn’t exactly available for this…him…right now, but before I can, the sound of an engine and blinding headlights come racing through the parking lot. The car screeches to a halt just a few feet away from where we are parked and both doors open as I hold my hand up to block out the light.

      “Are you okay, Miss Farkas? Do you need us to call the police?”

      What?  My synapses are firing so slow but finally I recognize the voice, then I see the faces of two of the center’s security guards coming closer.

      I untangle my legs and push off from Cyrus, tugging my jersey closed, finding my feet on wobbly legs.

      “No! I’m okay.” I sidestep from Cyrus who comes up behind me. “We’re just leaving.”

      I see their hands on their sidearms, giving me a wary look. “We noticed your car here and were getting worried.”

      “Really, guys. Thank you, but it’s okay.” I look at Cyrus. “I need to go. Thank you for everything.”

      “Everything?” he grits out and I can see the tent in his jeans in the bright headlights.

      “Yes, everything.” I pick up my bag and find my keys, opening my car door. “But, I don’t think we should see each other again.”

      He steps forward as both security guards pull their sidearms. “The lady said she needs to go,” one of the guards says and I hear Cyrus grunt under his breath as I close the door.

      “I’m never letting her go.”

      My eyes burn as I look in the rear view, watching Cyrus stand there watching me pull away.
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      She’s mine.

      Fucking mine.

      And I think she knows it. I know she feels it. But she’s refusing to admit it.

      Thinking about the destruction I inflicted on my own house earlier, part of me has to wonder if she isn’t right to stay away.

      I know what I am. What I’ve always been. I’m the dangerous one, the one who never quite fit in with the legitimate life. Tor had his moments, but in the end he was always above board: lawyer, business owner and now family man. Sophia went to culinary school and developed skills she could use to build a career.

      Me?

      I learned how to sit at a card table and not lose more than I won. I figured out how to intimidate some scumbag with a single glance, so he’d pay up whatever he owed some other scumbag and I wouldn’t have to get my knuckles bloody. I made friends with people who had fewer scruples than Al Capone, who needed a guy like me that they could call on. Not all of them were on the wrong side of the law, but every single one was on the wrong side of morality.

      Fuck, I don’t like it. I never liked it. But it was always easy money and after my sports career imploded, what the hell. I know taking that hit to the head changed me as well. I was always the darkest of my siblings but after my injury, something switched, and I gave zero fucks about anything but my family.

      Until her.

      Until Anna.

      I’ve followed her. The day after her softball game, I showed up at the Welsh Center knowing she was there, demanding to get five minutes of her time. I even had a ring in my back pocket, ready to get down on one knee. I spent the entire night after we met in my jewelry vault picking out the most precious, rare and perfect ring for her. I didn’t care that most people would think I’m insane.

      But, fuck, she wouldn’t see me. She had her assistant tell me she was very sorry but her schedule was busy for the rest of the day. I thought about kicking the door down if it wasn’t for the kids sitting around watching me. They didn’t need to be traumatized by that shit.

      Instead, I went to her father. Her fucking father. I was going to do this right. Ask for her hand, not that it mattered, but I felt like it would matter to her.

      But, that fucker.

      Told me I was wasting my time, that his daughter would never look twice at a guy like me. I should have told him I knew what she sounded like when she came, what she tasted like, just to rub it in his face, until he told me she’s fucking engaged.

      That little tidbit was what sent me over the edge. I punched his door so hard one of the hinges popped, and he banned me from his poker games. Like I give a flying fuck about poker. All I care about is her. All I need is her.

      All I want is her.

      It’s a miracle I made it back home before I started ripping into everything I saw. Punching holes in walls. Tearing cupboard doors and tossing furniture. Throwing the television set through the living room window.

      Engaged? Fucking engaged?

      No. That’s not happening. All I thought about was how to get to her, willing or not, and take her away. I’ve been crazed since and that was a week ago, but I haven’t had time to do much cleaning up.

      The TV is gone, the window is boarded, but otherwise my house still looks like the aftermath of a stampede. Because once I’d got it out of my system, my obsessive thoughts took over and refused to accept any of that shit.

      Engaged? Just an obstacle. No biggie.

      I made some calls. Some of those politicians and lawmen who’d tiptoed over the line into my world. They owed me, and they came through.

      Which is how I ended up here. Sitting in the dark in her living room.

      Waiting.

      I see her headlights first. The soft closing of her car door. The slight crunch of her steps on the stone path to her front door. The metallic sound of her key in the lock, then…

      Her.

      Anna.

      Fuck, I can smell her scent already as she steps into the dark. Even in silhouette I’m salivating at the sight of her curves, the way her round ass is teasing me. She’s wearing these little athletic shorts with a red stripe on the side with the front seem splitting her into the cutest little cameltoe.

      “What the—” She nearly jumps out of her skin when she throws the light on and sees me sitting here. “Cyrus? Peter, Paul and Mary, what the hell are you…?”

      “Hi, baby,” I say, standing and taking a step her way. She counters with a backstep, which makes me irrationally angry. “I would never hurt you.”

      “How did you get in here?” Her eyes dart from me, then around the room.

      She reaches back, feeling for the door handle, but I don’t believe this frightened little girl act. She knows me. She knows I wouldn’t let any harm come to a single hair on her fucking head. She knows I’d put myself between her and a bullet without a second thought.

      “I know people who know how to get things done. Things I need done,” I tell her.

      “You know people? What people do you know? I used my key so the door was locked, the alarm didn’t go off.” She continues to take in the room as if looking for a forced window or maybe a hole in the fucking wall like I was the fucking Kool-Aid man barreling in here. “How?”

      I sigh. “Two days after I came to your office, this place had some plumbing work done.”

      “No, it didn’t. There was no plumbing problem.”

      “Yes, baby. The house manager let them in when you and your parents were out. Thirty minutes to install an override for the alarm system and cut a duplicate key for your door.”

      I leave out the cameras and microphones they put in that I used to beat off about a thousand times, but in the end, all the video and sound only made me angry because it wasn’t enough.

      It wasn’t her.

      I’d wasted enough time, following her around, taking pictures, even had a fucking drone hovering around her place with fucking night vision watching through her windows. None of it was enough, so I got things set up.

      Yesterday I snuck in to prepare for tonight, to make sure I knew how everything worked and how to navigate in the dark. I took the little shorts and t-shirt she sleeps in with ‘Badass’ writing across her tits and ‘Nice Ass’ written across the back of the shorts. They were laying on the floor in her bathroom next to the hamper. I put them to my face, growled a long inhale, then reached in my pants and fucked my fist as I smelled her.

      I dabbed my cream around her place like a psychopath. A little on her pillow, some on her sheets. A little in her conditioner, some in her bodywash.  On her loofah.

      I considered her toothbrush but by then my jizz was getting pretty flaky and I may act like a lunatic, but I wanted to stay just this side of the line.

      For now.

      I won’t tell her that she’ll never find her hairbrush because I wanted the hairs that were stuck to it. That I couldn’t leave without taking a bra and a pair of panties from her underwear drawer.

      I’m sick. Sick for her. She’s the only medicine I’ll ever need.

      She’s shaking her pretty blonde head, but her chest is rising and falling with short breaths, her nipples pebbling through her turquoise-blue camisole. I see her thighs trembling as she tries to rub them together. “You’re crazy.”

      I nod. “You drive me crazy, Anna. I can’t think, can’t sleep, can’t eat. I need you and you’re mine. No fucking way you don’t know that.”

      “I should scream for help. I should run.” Despite her words, I see the smile pulling at the corners of her lips. She meets my eyes, and I see them twinkle. “You know my dad would tear you limb from limb if I told him about this, right?”

      “I doubt that very much, baby. But you and I both know you’re not going to tell him. Because you know I’m right.”

      “Cocky much?” She narrows her eyes. She’s annoyed. I get that. It’s fair. She’s a badass and I’m on her turf. She draws a deep breath, then I see the grin as she opens her mouth and lets go,  “Help! Dad! There’s an intrud—”

      I’m on her before she can get the last word out, clasping my hand over her mouth as I push her back, thudding against the door on a muffled grunt. My other hand flattens against her stomach, and the urge to slip my hand down and grab her pussy is almost unbearable.

      Until she does it for me.

      Her tiny fingers slide around my wrist then tug. Dragging it down as I watch her eyes. Amusement. Fear. Excitement. All the emotions vie with each other as they cross her features, as she pulls my hand to the spot between her legs, where her scandalously-tiny shorts crease into her pussy.

      “Damp,” I grunt, and see her nod, breathing hard through her nose with my hand still clasped over her mouth. “This is what I do to you. This is what we mean to each other.” Then the anger bubbles back up again as I press my fingers into her warmth. “Tell me about this fiancé of yours,” I growl, pulling my hand away even as hers pulls back, trying to keep me there, but she’s no match for my strength.

      She moans out as soon as I pull my other hand from her mouth, pressing her hips forward, searching for what’s been taken away.

      “Answer the fucking question,” I hiss.

      “There is no fiancé,” she groans, arching her back, pulling away from the door, but I slam her back, her grin at the rough play making me so fucking hard I could hammer nails with my dick right now.

      “Your dad said you’re engaged.” I push my hand back between her legs, taking a hard handful of what’s mine.

      “Oh, God, Cyrus—” She breathes through her nose, licking her upper lip, her eyes drifting. “I’m not. He’s just—God—he’s just the guy my parents have picked. It’s the way they do things. To them, I’m engaged. There’s nothing I can do about it.”

      “The fuck there isn’t.” I press my fingers hard into her through the shorts and whatever she has on underneath. Jesus, just thinking about how sticky her underwear must be getting is driving me wild. I want to rip them from her, inhale their sweet scent, lick every drop. “Tell me who he is,” I demand. “I’m going to go introduce myself and make sure he understand the new order of things.”

      She shakes her head, little hitches in her breath. “No. Please. It will upend my world, and I just want to enjoy this. I want to enjoy you. Us. Please.” I let it go, but there’s no scenario in which she will be married to anyone but me.  It’s bullshit whatever is going on, but right now, getting my face between her legs and lapping that sweet fountain of her nectar is all that matters.

      I’ve never been attracted to a woman this way. Outside of a few minor rub ups in my youth, after I got hurt, I never really gave it a thought. But, the idea of being buried balls deep in Anna’s soft, wet cunt is an obsession I never imagined before.

      I need to see her. All of her. So I sweep her up over my shoulder on a yelp and stomp down the hall into the first bedroom, then throw her on the bed, watching her little body bounce as I strip off my shirt and toss it behind me.

      Sweat beads on my forehead, pain rakes through my muscles as I reach down and tug her skirt and her panties off her creamy flesh and then step back and take it in.

      “Fuck, baby. If I knew how to paint, I’d create a masterpiece in honor of your pussy.” I take a deep inhale, her arousal on the air, sweet and sultry.  “Even better, I’d make it scratch and sniff because your fucking scent is priceless.”

      My gut twists, I knew she was mine before, but thinking of her wet, warm pussy on my mouth, pumping a baby into her, those tits dripping with milk…cum squirts from my dick and my balls fucking ache.

      I clear my throat because it feels like it’s closing up looking at her smooth pale flesh sliced by the glistening pink gash decorated with just a puff of the lightest strawberry-blonde curls on her mound.

      “You’ve saved this for me haven’t you?” I let the question go, steeling myself for the answer.  Her pussy trickles onto the white bedding like a juicy peach.

      “I’ve never kissed anyone until you. I never wanted anyone before you.” Her fingers move to the buttons of her blouse and work them open. She sits up for a moment, just long enough to strip off the rest of her clothes, unclasping her bra and tossing it over my head on a flirty smirk.

      “You’re bold sometimes, baby.”

      Her blonde waves are a mess and her cheeks are ripe like two ripe apples.

      “You make me feel safe. Like anything I do is okay somehow.”

      “It is. As long as you are with me, everything is okay.”

      Her chest rises and falls in sharp breaths as she walks the fingers of one hand down her belly then slides them between her open folds.

      “Jesus. You were made for me, you know that don’t you? Made. For. Me.”

      Her head pushes back as she arches her back. “You want me to play with myself while you watch?”

      My knees nearly buckle as I nod on a painful grunt. “I’ve never wanted anything more.”

      There’s truth in that, but the deeper truth is that I’ve never wanted to be inside anyone like this. Anna is like a drug. When I get every inch inside her, it’s going to be bareback, hard and raw.  I’m going to fuck into her like I’m pumping my soul inside her tight, virgin pussy.  I’ll unload hot and thick. So much cum right up against her little baby maker until she’s bred with me and bound to me for life.

      Her fingers slide up and down, then she slips one into her tight little cherry opening, making my chest fucking hurt.

      She licks her lips as she goes, fucking tease, she knows the power she has over me but that’s okay. I’ll let her have her moment because deep down, she knows I’m fucking in charge here.

      She coils her fingers around her clit next as I ball my fists, locking my legs, trying to stay standing.  My heart is beating so hard against my chest it hurts.

      I fucking love her. I know it already, but fear rakes through me. I’ve never come close to these feelings before. I don’t know how to process them. What to do with them. But I do know, if anyone, ever tries to hurt her or take her from me, I’ll take their heart from their chest.

      I’m frozen, watching her get herself off for my pleasure.  Her other hand reaches up and rolls her nipple between her fingers as her eyes lock with mine.

      “I’m coming.” She mouths before her hips lift and her fingers go manic around her clit.

      “Good girl. Daddy needs to see you play with yourself. So he knows how to make you feel good.”

      Fuck.

      That sets her off and she cums screaming the fucking roof off.  I’ve never let myself indulge that fantasy before, but it’s always been there. Low and humming, pulsing, wondering if I would ever find the girl that would set free that part of me.

      I don’t have to wonder anymore.

      “You’re Daddy’s best girl.” I lean down and whisper into her ear as my erection rages against the confines of my pants and the intensity of my feelings is overwhelming.

      “Thank you, Daddy.” She gives me a look that solidifies her fate. “I want you to be happy.”

      “Oh, I am happy. But, I’m going to be happier because you’re going to let me have a special taste of all that sticky honey you just let go for me, aren’t you? Going to let Daddy have a taste of his baby.”

      This place isn’t our home, but I already know I can’t let her go ever again. She will live here until she finds her dream home. If it’s an alpaca ranch on Mars, I’ll figure out how to get it for her, I’m that fucking far gone and I haven’t even tasted her yet.

      I’ll be full blown lunatic once I’m inside her and there are no words for what I’ll become once she’s bred with me.

      Her scent fills my nose and the idea I’ll never go another day without that in my life makes my balls heavy and my heart swell.  I’ll wear her scent on me every day and she will never leave the house without mine on her.  She will be coated with me. Inside and out. So everyone in the fucking universe knows to stay the fuck away.

      She shivers as I reach down and tug her legs forward, balancing her ripe, juicy pussy on the edge of the bed as I lower myself before the altar of my future wife’s pink dream.  It’s so perfect, it’s like looking at the sun.  When I blink, from now on I’ll see this moment, the folds and slick flesh open before me right now.

      I bury my face into her heaven, driving my tongue into her cherry opening, needing that first taste to be straight from the source, and it doesn’t disappoint.  Nothing has ever been so sweet.  Her flavor burns through me and I’m branded for life.

      I part her folds with my tongue, running up and down, finding every place where she arches and hisses as her hands come down and wind into my hair, holding me against her.

      I explore, then slide up to the top, that little hard nub I know is the source of so much pleasure.

      “I’ve never tasted anyone before you, baby. This is special, just for us, okay?”  I flick at her clit then pull it between my lips as she lifts her ass off the bed and squeezes her tits in both hands.

      I work it more with my lips, then my tongue, back and forth until I can tell I’m about to hit a home run.

      Her thighs slap against the sides of my face, then open wide again, then close until I’m spinning but I don’t relent. Instead, I focus, harder, harder, pressing my mouth against her and doubling down on her little button.

      I reach up with one hand and press two fingers to her lips and she sucks them in like the greedy slut I want.

      “Good girl.” I stop for a moment and look up, she grabs my wrist with both hands and sucks off my fingers, sliding them in and out of her warm wet mouth. “You know you need to practice because soon, that mouth of yours is going to suck off my cock. I’m going to cum in this little tight cherry pussy first, then down that throat and you’re going to swallow it all like a good girl for Daddy, aren’t you?”

      She nods, her pink lips wrapped around my fingers, but I swear to fucking Christ I can feel them around my dick.

      I go back to the promised land as I scrape my teeth against her sensitive flesh, listening to her hiss around her mouth full of my fingers.

      I flutter my tongue against her tight opening and tease her barrier as she moans and mumbles my name as best she can, as I push my fingers deeper to the back of her throat, feeling her gag around them.

      She cums hard on my mouth as I tickle the back of her throat and her clit with my tongue.

      “This all belongs to Daddy now. I’m going to fuck it, touch it, eat it, spank it…I’ll leave my thick load inside you whenever I want. I’ll make sure you know you are Daddy’s best girl while he’s railing you like a dirty whore.”

      Her orgasm peaks and I pull my finger from her mouth before she fucking bites them off. She twists and gushes warm wetness into my mouth and a violent possessiveness settles deep into my marrow.

      She draws a deep breath, her stomach going concave as she stops breathing, her body quaking as I puff out my chest.

      “This pussy is going to take my thick dick soon. I’ll cover all this beautiful skin with ropes of my cum. Then, I’ll pull your legs apart and plant myself down deep in your womb. I’ll stay inside you with load after load until you’re pregnant with Daddy’s baby. You want that don’t you, baby?”

      She’s trembling as she nods, a quivering sob replaces her moans of passion and I gather her up and into my lap, petting her hair and kissing her face over and over, saying sweet and filthy things until she calms.

      Her body stiffens in my lap and I pinch her chin, turning her eyes toward mine. “What is it?”

      I see the change happen. Her eyes go from soft and accepting to tense and worried.

      “I can’t give you everything you want right now.”

      “You already have.”

      She shakes her head. “Just, please. you can’t stay. Please don’t ask me why, just if you care about me, give me this night, but then you have to go.”

      I nod, but in my heart, I know I’ll never let her go.  “Okay, baby. But I’m coming for you. Soon. And nobody and nothing will come between us.”
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      The knock at my door shocks me awake, pulling me away from dreams of Cyrus and his magical tongue, magical fingers, magical…

      Just magical everything.

      My bed feels so empty without him here, and I have a sudden moment of loss and longing, just wanting to feel his arm around me before the knock comes again, harder this time.

      “Anna, open up. Why do you have the chain on the door. We need to talk.” My father. The sun’s barely even up. That doesn’t bode well. He’s not an earlier riser.

      I pull myself out of bed on a groan and grab a robe, wrapping it around to cover both myself but also Cyrus’s marks.

      Marks where his fingers gripped me, marks where his hands smacked me. Marks where his cum has dried on my skin. Marks where his teeth pinched my flesh as he told me I belonged to him. The marks he told me I would wear every day from now on. The marks I gladly and willingly accepted.

      “Anna!”

      “Geez, I’m coming. Give me a second!” I shout as I hurry from the bedroom, over to the  front door.

      As soon as it’s open, he’s barreling by me, stomping around. “Is he here?”

      “Who? I don’t know—”

      “You do know, Anna. And I know. He came to talk to me about you, so cut the bullshit and tell me if Cyrus is here.”

      He looks wild, scared even. I barely recognize him, but he doesn’t even seem to notice me beyond his manic questions.

      “I know you’ve been spending time with him. Have you opened your legs for him yet? Please don’t tell me you’ve let that man defile my—”

      “What the hell, Dad?”

      “No.” He shakes his head. “No, I don’t want to know. If you’ve…” He slams his fist into the wall, making me shriek. “If you’ve done that then it’s better I don’t know. Just hope your new husband doesn’t notice. It’s not like he’s demanded that you’re a virgin anyway. Probably just assumed that you were, since you’re my daughter. Well, that’s just as well.”

      I’ve never known my father to be out of control. And as I think about that, I’ve never really been either.

      I knew I was supposed to marry this man I’ve never met. I wasn’t happy about it but I guess I felt if I didn’t think it was real, it never would be.

      Cyrus has changed everything.

      Ugh. What a mess.

      I never even wanted to get involved with anyone in my father’s world. This man, as far as I’ve been told, he’s just an accountant. I didn’t want to marry him, but if I had to marry someone at least it was someone who’d get me away from all this.

      This thing with Cyrus… Every bone in my body is telling me that I don’t want it. All the danger, all the things from my past, he’s a part of all that and there’s no reason to think he’s even capable of change, even if he wanted to. But then how does he have this draw for me? Why do I want him so much?

      Why does the thought of never seeing him again fill me with such existential dread?

      “I forbid you to ever see him again. You hear me, Anna? Never. Again.”

      I straighten my shoulders, grinding my teeth together. “Oh, you forbid me? Well, maybe I’m an adult and I can make my own goddamn decisions.”

      “Anna. I’m your father and—”

      “Then maybe you ought to start acting like one, instead of a salesman trying to get the best price for a piece of meat!”

      My father’s eyes snap wide, his brow draws tight and I take a step back. I know he’s dangerous. I know who he is. I know he’s hurt people in his life or had them hurt.

      Or killed.

      If I push him too far, who knows what he might do to me? But fuck it. I’m scared. But mostly, I’m scared of losing the one good thing I’ve managed to get for myself.

      “We’ve spoiled you, Anna. You’ve grown up in luxury. Had a life most in this country would kill for. This is how you repay me? By disrespecting me? You have no idea what I’ve had to do for you, the kind of people I’ve had to cross to give you all this. Well, it’s about time you learned a few truths for your own good.”

      He takes a step forward, and I instinctively reach for the nearest heavy object: a paperweight my mom bought me as a souvenir from our last vacation before she got sick. A little glass ball with a miniature model of the Eiffel tower set in the center. I have no idea what I’m going to do, but I need something to defend myself.

      But before my hand wraps around it, he turns, balling his fists at his sides. Looking for some strength or an answer to something on the ceiling, and when he speaks again his voice is softer.

      “Anna, this man used to work for us. For one of my businesses.” He laughs. “He didn’t even know what I was, he was just an employee like anyone else. Then he discovered discrepancies in the accounts. He traced what was happening and discovered I was embezzling funds. It was one of my earlier crimes and I wasn’t very good at covering my tracks.”

      I can barely believe what I’m hearing. Of course, I knew my father wasn’t exactly legitimate, but he’s never discussed these things with me before. He’s never told me anything about his business dealings.

      To admit that he wasn’t completely in control, that he…

      “What happened?” I ask, and he turns, meeting my eyes. I notice that his are glassy, as if this is hard for him, and a small part of my heart breaks. I know he’s a bad man, but he’s still my father.

      “He came to me. Told me what he’d discovered. He said he was doing it out of respect for me, and that if I put the money back, made a charitable donation and assured him it would never happen again, he’d look the other way. He didn’t even want anything for himself. But I needed that money, Anna.” His expression is almost pleading, as if he needs me to absolve him of any guilt. “You’d just been born and we were trying to buy this place. I couldn’t go to your mother and tell her it was all for nothing, that we had nothing.”

      My heart is thundering. What’s he trying to tell me?

      “What did you do? Dad?”

      “I made it look like he was behind it all, and took the evidence to the police. They never found the money, and they didn’t believe him when he told them it was me. Sour grapes, that’s what they said. I learned my lesson. I hired someone who could help hide the money. He went to prison.”

      “So that’s what this is all about? You feel guilty so you’re giving me to some stranger as what? Some sort of compensation for spending years behind bars because of you?”

      “No! It’s not like that, he…” My father takes a step forward, but my hand is already on the paperweight and I grip it tighter, raising it, ready to strike, and he falters. A look of disgust crosses his face, though whether at me or at himself I’ll never know. “I got into debt. Gambling, mostly. But also some business deals that went south. I didn’t even know that he was holding all my debts until it came time to pay up and I couldn’t. And there he was, telling me that he’d make me a deal. Anna, if you don’t marry him, he’ll send people to our house. They’ll murder your mother. They’ll tie you up in here and set light to the building. They’ll make me watch as everyone I love dies, then they’ll finally kill me. He doesn’t care about the money. He wants what is most precious to me. He wants to destroy me. One way or the other. It’s the least of the evils, my daughter. The one that assures that we get to live.”
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        * * *

      

      This isn’t happening.

      What my dad told me is like something from a movie. He let an innocent man go to prison, and now that man is so bitter he just wants to destroy my father’s life?

      This is what movies and books are made of, not real life. Not my life.

      A part of me wants to tell him no. Even if I die, if he has to watch, maybe that’s the right thing? After all, it would teach him a lesson instead of punishing me.

      But my mom. I’m sure she knows none of this. Maybe she did, once, but not anymore. Her mind is too far gone. I’ve seen the look in her eyes when my father talks about the engagement. She thinks it’s romantic, and she talks to me about tradition and how they didn’t know each other before they were engaged. That man, my future husband, will have her murdered, and something tells me it won’t be quick. If they’re going to burn me alive, surely whatever they do to her will be just as awful.

      I can’t allow that.

      But I also need some control. They can make me marry him, but they can’t make me give him the one thing that’s still mine. My virginity. My first time. I can only give it once, and I know who I want to trust with that.

      I hold my face in my hands for a long second, inhaling until my lungs feel they will burst, then let it all go and let my head fall back until my neck cracks.

      Do it. For you.

      I pick up my phone and find Cyrus’s number. Tapping out the text feels irresponsible, but this isn’t about them, it’s about me. It’s about us.

      Tonight is the one night I get for myself, probably for the rest of my life. I know how I want to spend it.

      Me: Meet me at the gate to my house. Keep your lights off. Just come. No questions, please.
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        * * *

      

      “Is this yours?” I stare in awe as we step off the elevator. My father is wealthy, but a penthouse like this would be beyond our means.

      Was wealthy, I remind myself. Apparently he’s now unable to pay his debts, except with his daughter.

      Cyrus shakes his head. “I’ve got it for the night. I didn’t want to waste time driving you across town to my place. Besides, my place is a little messy. There was sort of an act of God…” He presses his fingers on my lips when I start to ask what he means, then finishes. “So tonight we’re here, tomorrow you can help me pick a place for us.”

      My heart is already breaking, knowing there will be no tomorrow. Just tonight.

      I have to tell him the truth. That tomorrow my coach turns back into a pumpkin and I have to go back to my real life and if I don’t? Not only will my family be in danger, he will as well.

      I know he would try to fix it all, but right now, I just want this night, and putting him in danger is not an option. I’ve made my decision. Right or wrong. Good or bad.

      Selfish or selfless.

      Maybe both.

      I’m going to do what my father wants. But first, I need to live.

      So I nod. “I’d like that.”

      “But, first, I’m going to mark your pussy with my cum.”  He grabs the back of my neck and kisses me hard.  “Time for Daddy to show you just how special you are.”
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      I didn’t know beauty before Anna.

      I didn’t believe in soulmates.

      I didn’t even believe I could feel love. Not like this.

      I stare in awe as she unwraps the belt from her dress and lets it drop to the floor.

      “Fuck me.” My cock throbs as I take her in from the top of her head down to her lavender-painted little toenails. My need to be inside her flames and a primal desire takes over.

      “You know this is going to be our home for now. You are going to live with me. You are going to have my baby. Do you understand?”

      She nods as her trusting blue eyes connect to mine.

      A growl rumbles from my chest as I take a minute and just admire what’s mine. I know she’s lived well, but she’s going to learn to live even better.  Whatever she wants, I’ll give it to her. Whatever she dreams, I’ll make it come true.

      “Go get on the bed, baby. Hands behind your knees and spread wide for Daddy.”

      “But, I want to taste you…”

      “Do as you’re told. When I want your mouth, I’ll tell you. Right now, that pussy needs to be broken in and bred. We have a lifetime for everything else and trust me, we will get to it all, then do it again a thousand times.”

      She backs against the edge of the mattress and does as I ordered, as I strip myself down to my birthday suit and see the terror in her eyes.

      “That’s not going inside me.”  It’s a statement, not a question.

      “It will, baby. It’s what your body was made for.”

      “Are you sure? That looks terrifying.”

      “First time will hurt, I’m not going to lie.” I reach down and squeeze the base, making a drizzle of white cream drip from the tip as I climb on the bed and settle back against the headboard, curling my finger, telling her to come to me.  “Climb on, baby.”

      She eases forward, swinging a leg over my center as I grab her hips with one hand and my dick with the other.

      “Lean down here and kiss me.”

      Her tits are epic as she moves forward, they fall down and I imagine laying under her as they drip with milk and she brings them to my mouth, feeding me. Giving me the sustenance I need.

      Her nipples graze my chest as we fall into a breathless kiss and I feel her reach down between us and slip her fingers around my erection, making me groan.

      I kiss into her own moan as I feel her hot pussy meet my shaft and I almost offload right there.  I bite my cheek and hold it back, but she’s so fucking tempting I know I don’t have much time.

      I ease her back and she looks so damn innocent straddling me with her pink lips open and her dark lashes fluttering.

      “You ready to give Daddy what he wants?”

      Her hands press onto my chest as she raises her hips high and I lead the tip of my cock to her little cherry fuck hole.

      “I’m ready, Daddy.”

      “Good girl.  I promise to kiss away the pain once we are done and remember, you are my good girl, no matter if I’m treating you like my dirty slut.”

      I thrust upward and drive her body down.  She yelps as I come up to her resistance but I can’t hold back. I need all of me inside of her like I need my next breath.

      Her nails dig into my pecs, scoring my flesh, marking me as I give her another thrust, tearing inside her, taking her innocence and making her mine forever.

      “Fuck, that hurts.” She whimpers, her body quivering as I suck in a sharp breath and hold myself steady.

      “You’re doing so well, baby. I’m so proud of you.”

      “Does it feel good, Daddy?”

      “Perfect. Good doesn’t even come close.”

      “God, it’s so big. I don’t know if I can take more.”  I reach up and pinch her nipple and her pussy gushes sweet nectar all down my shaft.

      “You can. You’re a big girl, you can take it for me.”

      Her pussy squeezes as I rock her body up and down, penetrating her inch by inch. Spreading her body for me and within a few strokes she’s meeting my motions with her own.

      “There you go. That’s my girl.”

      We are slick with sweat and her juices.  I look down between us as she raises her body up, her virgin blood pinks my cock with darker red swirls snaking around the girth.

      Her eyes fall closed as she takes me by surprise and drives her hips down, crying out but taking more and more of me, so greedy and ready for me to be deep inside her.

      “So good now. So painful, then so good. It’s confusing but wonderful.”

      “Just like you, baby.”

      Her eyes flutter open on a teasing grin.

      She moans as I start giving her longer, harder strokes.  I’m stretching her out and she’s loving the ride and the idea that I’ll be able to fuck her everyday for the rest of my life has my heart about to beat out of my chest.

      I reach up and grab her throat, making her gasp.  “All fucking mine. Even your breath belongs to me. Now fuck Daddy. Show me what you got, baby.”

      I slap her ass with my other hand as she pushes herself up and then slides back down.

      “Too slow. Faster. Fuck. Me.”  I growl on another slap, my hand tightening just under her jaw where I feel her pulse quicken.

      She’s whimpering and rolling her hips as her tight warmth glides up and down, her ass slapping against the tops of my thighs.  She’s starting to shake as I control her oxygen but she doesn’t fight, oh no.  Instead, she’s juicing all over me. Down my balls and over my hips.

      My little princess likes a little hurt. A little loss of control.

      Perfect.

      “That’s my girl. Take it all. Every inch, then you know what?”

      Her eyes are wide, I loosen my grip on her throat as she opens her mouth.

      “Then you will come inside me? Right, Daddy?”

      That’s all it takes.  I lift her off me in a flash, flip her over and settle her on her knees as she reaches back and pulls herself apart.

      “Please. Don’t stop.”

      “I’m never stopping. You want this? You going to be mine forever?”

      “Yes!”

      “You going to take my cum. Give me your body, your mind, your soul?”

      “Yes! Please, just fuck me!”

      “One more thing…you’re going to be my little broodmare aren’t you?  Pregnant and milky and always ready for whatever I want.”

      She nods into the bedding, whimpering as I drive into her in one deep stroke. Her tight warmth welcoming me as I grab her ass and fuck into her like a piece of meat.

      I feel her walls clamp down, her opening cutting off the circulation to my dick, but I’m not done.

      “I’m—I’m—Oh God…”

      “Fucking right. I am your God.” I reach up and grab her hair, yanking her head back, and rut into her like an animal.  I clench my teeth, my orgasm building fast as she cries out and I scoop my other arm under her belly, holding her up as I give her one, two, three pummeling drives before she locks down and detonates.

      She’s soaring on her climax as I release.  My bally start to pump and I see stars.

      “Daddy.” She moans as I paint her insides with my cream. Coating her, willing my seed to root in her little womb, holding myself deep as pulse after pulse of seed fills her tiny body.

      My legs are shaking as my balls empty.

      “I love you, Anna,” I hear myself say as though the words are far away and echoing around the room.

      She’s still shaking as her pussy pulsates, milking more seed into her warmth.

      “I love you too…Daddy.”

      “Your little cunt is going to suck every drop of my cum from my balls from now on. Unless I want to feed it to you, or cover you with it. So many options. All of them as tempting as you, my babygirl.”

      I slide out of her and lay her down on the pillows, pushing her legs apart with my hips.

      “I wanted you to be happy.”

      “I am. I haven’t been for a long time, but you, little girl. You’re going to make me happier than I ever dreamed possible.”

      I slide back into her wet welcoming warmth as she moans and her feet lock behind my ass.

      “Me too. Looks like you hit a home run.”

      “With you baby, every day will be a home run. Now, beg me to fuck you again like a good little girl.”

      “Fuck me, Daddy.”  She licks her lips. “Hard.”
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      The sound of my phone dinging wakes me. I’m wrapped in Cyrus’s big, strong arms, feeling small and safe and like nothing can touch me. It’s still dark outside, so I nestle down further, deciding to ignore the message and go back to sleep, listening to Cyrus’s deep, rumbled breathing.

      Then it dings again.

      And again.

      Cyrus stirs, lifting one arm from around my shoulders in his sleep, and I don’t want to wake him, so I grab my phone, flick the button so the notifications are silent and see who is blowing me up at this hour.

      Dad: Where are you?

      Dad: Anna, text me, this is urgent!

      Dad: He’s here, Anna. He wants me to use the find my phone app.

      Dad: Fuck! Call me back. I’m stalling but I can’t hold him off…

      I turn the phone off before I’ve even finished reading the last message. I don’t know if it’s quick enough to avoid the app tracking my location or if turning it off will even work, but I can’t have him coming here. I glance one more time at Cyrus, then carefully climb out of bed, finding my clothes in the dark and tiptoeing through to the bathroom to dress.

      Unfortunately, it looks like it’s time to go. I hate that this is going to hurt him, but it’s for the best. He needs to live his life, and if that means he finds—

      I don’t finish that thought. I can’t. The idea of him with someone else crushes me and my eyes start to burn. I want him to be happy, but that doesn’t mean I want to think about it.

      I scribble a few meaningless words on the pad of paper next to the phone and look in one more time at my sleeping giant, then creep on tip toes out the door, to the elevator and ride it down to the bottom floor. The night manager recognizes me immediately, smiling as she turns to greet me.

      “Good morning, madam. What can we do for you?”

      “Do you have a telephone I could use? Mine is broken and I didn’t want to make too much of a noise using the one in the room.”

      “Of course.” She nods, lifting the desk to let me walk through, then points to the office. “Obviously I wouldn’t do this for just anyone, but penthouse guests do get special treatment. Through there, close the door if you want privacy. I’ll make sure you’re not disturbed.”

      “Thanks.” I try to return her smile, but I’m not feeling it. It feels like I’m going to my execution.

      As soon as I’m in the office, I close the door and dial my dad’s number. He picks up almost immediately.

      “Dad, it’s me.”

      “Anna! Thank God. He knows where you are. I tried to stall him, but he’s on his way. If he finds you with Cyrus, he’ll kill him. Maybe not right away, but it will happen. If you care about Cyrus, your mother, or me, or even yourself, you’ll come home at once. I’ll send a car to your location. Go to the parking garage right now, smash your phone, make it look like it was stolen, that’s the story we’ll go with. You’ll accept his proposal as soon as he gets back.”

      “Dad, I—”

      “Stop. I don’t want to hear it. You’ll do this or you’ll accept that you’re the reason for everything that comes next. Family first, Anna. Always.”

      He hangs up, and I’m left spinning. Confusion and anger toil in my belly. Blaming me for all this? I never wanted any of it.

      But what difference does that make? I either do as he says, or live in fear. Or not live at all. My parents will be dead, and as flawed as they are, I love them. Maybe Cyrus could protect me, but not all of them.

      He’s one man.

      Within twenty minutes, I’m back at the house, stepping out of the black Lincoln just as another pulls up in the driveway. My dad is there waiting, and my mom. She doesn’t look upset at all, apparently still unaware of all that’s going on. I’m tempted to tell her everything, but what would that do except upset her? She wouldn’t remember it tomorrow anyway.

      “Anna, thank God you’re all right!” my dad gushes as he comes over to me and wraps me in a hug. Dropping his voice, he adds, “Follow my lead.”

      “What is all this, Niko? What’s going on? I got to the hotel and they wouldn’t tell me anything, and she was nowhere to be seen.”

      “Anna, I’d like you to meet Alex Sokolov, finally. Alex, this is Anna. You’ll never believe it but her purse was stolen. She was out with some friends and her purse was snatched. She’s been at the police station ever since…”

      Alex puts up a hand to silence my dad, his brows knit together. Does he believe a word of it? It’s impossible to tell. His eyes are cold, not quite soulless but like there’s a wall. His dark suit looks like it was made for someone much bigger. He meets my eyes and sucks his teeth.

      “Is that so?”

      I hesitate. I’m not the greatest liar and—my heart sinks—this man is going to be my husband. Shouldn’t there be some sort of trust between us? But then, if he wants trust, he shouldn’t be forcing me to marry him.

      I nod. “It was terrifying.”

      He huffs. “I’m sorry that happened to you. We were all very worried. But it’s given me more clarity about our…situation. I don’t like waiting and I won’t chase you. This marriage is happening today. Right now. Get in the car.”

      “What?” My father and I say in unison.

      My mother squeals. “Oh, how romantic!”

      I shoot her a look, but she doesn’t notice, her blissful little world isn’t connected to reality.

      My father steps forward, his brow covered in sweat. “Alex, is that really necessary? I thought there was going to be—”

      “She travels in my car. You follow behind with her mother. I have a priest heading to my house right now who will perform the ceremony. Let’s go.” He nods to me, then turns, apparently expecting me to follow like a puppy.

      If he’s so disinterested in me, why does he want this marriage so much? Is it really just about taking me from my father as payment for a debt?

      As soon as we’re ensconced in his limousine, he turns my way.

      “I assume from that performance back there, your father has told you what this is all about?”

      I nod, surprised that he’s talking so openly.

      He huffs. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry for what’s going to happen. Truly I am. This isn’t your fault, but your father has to suffer for what he did. I’m not going to lie to you, today is going to be the worst day of your life. First, you’ll marry me, then I’ll use you so badly you’ll want to die. But you won’t die. You’ll survive, and you’ll go back to him and you’ll tell him how much you hate him for what he’s put you through. You’ll hurt your father far worse than I ever could. Do you know what happens in prison, Anna?”  He pauses, on a satisfied sniff. “Of course you don’t. But, you will. Your father will feel a pain unlike he can imagine every time he has to send you back to me. And he will, he’ll do it, and he’ll do it every time you go back to him, because if he doesn’t he knows what will happen.”

      His words are so plain, so devoid of emotion, that I barely even feel any fear. Just hurt and confusion. “Why?”

      “Because that’s how I felt, Anna. That’s why. Because every day in prison, I knew I was innocent, just like you. And every day, I suffered. I suffered in ways right now you can only imagine, but soon you’ll know them only too well. This marriage will end. Your sentence is the same length as mine. Five years. Unless, of course, after our time together, you want to stay…”

      Quietly, I turn away, and he doesn’t try to speak to me again. Instead, I watch out of the window as we head to the rest of my life.

      And I feel nothing. No fear. No sadness.

      Because my body still bears the marks of the man I love. Cyrus was first, and he’ll always be first. Alex can do what he likes, whatever he thinks I have to take for my father’s sake, and I’ll endure it all knowing that he can’t ever take that from me.
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      Sometimes you have to pack a lifetime into one night. I’m sorry.

      I read the note again. Twelve words.

      Twelve words that are cutting my heart out.

      Fuck.

      No.

      I don’t accept that.

      I can’t.

      The paper crumples in my fist as I growl under my breath. I won’t allow her to walk out of my life. I don’t know what the fuck is going on with her, but I don’t believe for one second that she did this on her own. Someone is pulling her strings. Her dad, maybe. This fiancé, whoever he is. I don’t know, but I’m going to find out, and I’m going to stop whatever is happening.

      I pull out my phone as I flatten out the paper again. I might not like what’s written there, but it was still written by her. And that makes it precious to me.

      “Hello?” Tor sounds groggy as he answers the phone. Probably sleeping, given how early it is.

      “I need your help, bro. I need any help you can give me. Call Chance too. Fuck, get Sophia standing by with an internet connection. I need you all right now. Something shitty is going down and I don’t know how long I’ve got.”

      There’s a pause, and I hear Natalie in the background. I’m sorry to do this to them, but I need back up because I don’t know what’s what but I know I’m bringing her with me when I find her, even if it takes an army.

      “Give me one second, brother.” A second later, Tor’s back on the line. “Tell me what you need.”

      “You’ve got PIs on call, right? Good ones, if I know you.”

      “Sure. The best. They find shithead husbands trying to hide out. I find mistresses and people with no names. Yeah, whatever you need, what’s going on?”

      “Just call them. Tell them to be ready. I need to find someone.”

      “Who?”

      “The distraction.” I pull my hand down my beard as I think about how monumental a task this is, and how little time we might have to do something about it.

      “No shit. That was fast. She’s already on the run from you?” I hear the humor in his voice but there’s not time for fucking jokes right now.

      “I’m going to tell you a few things, and I need you to listen, not talk. Her name is Anna Farkas. She’s the daughter of Niko Farkas and she’s engaged or promised or some fucking thing. I don’t know who she’s engaged to. I’m going to head to their house now, but I need to know who this fiancé piece of shit is. She doesn’t want to marry him, but they’re making her, some sort of arranged thing but there’s more to it. I don’t know the fucking details but I have to fucking find her, man.”

      Tor clears his throat. “Okay, try to hold it together. I’ll call my people. I’ll call Chance. We’ll find him. We’ll get to the bottom of this. But Cyrus, if she doesn’t want to be with you, if she’s made her choice, you have to respect that.”

      The fuck I do. The fuck I will.

      “Really? So you’re telling me if Natalie had given you the shove off you would have just politely bowed out?” Silence.  “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

      I’m not going to respect anything. She doesn’t want to marry him but something smells like shit and she’s stuck, I can feel it.

      One way or another, I’m getting her out of this and I’m doing it today.

      “It’ll be fine,” I say through gritted teeth, trying to convince myself, knowing nothing about this will ever be fine if anything happens to her.

      “Good. Pick me up on the way to the house. I’ll get Chance here. We’ve got your back, little brother.”
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        * * *

      

      I drove my Suburban right through the fucking front gate of her parent’s house when my attempt to be buzzed through failed. Now, it’s me against the front door and lucky for it, after pounding for thirty seconds it opens a crack.

      “Where the fuck is she?”

      I slam my foot into the door jamb before the house manager can shut me out, then lean all my weight into the door, pushing him back so hard he stumbles.

      Even in my fury, I catch him before he can fall, setting him right. This isn’t his fault, even if every nerve is screaming for someone to blame.

      “I…I can’t tell you. Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

      “She isn’t in the guesthouse. I already looked there. So where is she? Anna!” I call out to the ceiling, but there’s no response. Somehow I know she isn’t here. I can feel it. I just can’t feel where she is.

      Chance is suddenly right beside me, his fist gripping the manager’s collar. “You think he’s scary? Now it’s my turn. If you don’t tell us what we want to know, you little shit…”

      The manager squeals and flails, and I watch with satisfaction. Chance won’t hurt him. He’s a gentle giant. But he looks like a fucking walking nightmare and if this guy knows anything, he’ll spill.

      “I don’t—please! They went, all of them. Oh, God, I don’t know anything!”

      “Cyrus, I’m getting a call, man. One of my PIs. They must have something.”

      I glare at the house manager, but fall silent as I listen to Tor speaking into his phone. He starts to grin part way through, and glances our way, shooting me an okay sign. When he signs off, he nods, then turns back to the door.

      “Let’s go. I’m going to call in a favor. We’ve got a location. And a name. And I think we might just have leverage.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Thirty minutes later, we’re through the iron gate at another estate. This one bigger, older, more fortified, but it’s not going to matter.

      I slam my foot against the carved wood next to the iron door handle and the door cracks on the first kick, the lock buckling as it flies open.

      There’s a group of about ten people standing in a living room to the left and they all spin and look my way.

      There’s the priest, up front with a book open in front of him, eyes wide, as me and Tor and Chance step inside. No guns, we don’t need them, especially with the sheriff following us right inside.

      “What the hell is this? This is a private wedding!” The groom—the guy Tor told me is called Alex—looks furious as he turns to Anna’s father. “If you did this, I’m going to—”

      “Don’t say another word, sir,” the sheriff warns. “I don’t want to have to arrest you for terrorist threats.”

      Anna looks frightened as she looks from Alex to her dad and back, then hisses at me, “You can’t be here. Go. Please. You’re making this so much worse.”

      I shake my head, ignoring her words as I start towards her. She’s still glancing nervously at the groom, who I hope never got as far as saying “I do” or there’ll be hell to pay. She doesn’t understand what’s going on here, but she will. Very soon, she will.

      I stomp between them, pushing him back with my ass and grabbing Anna by the back of the neck. “Tell me you didn’t vow anything to this fuck.”

      “N—no. But that’s not… You have to go, Cyrus,” she whispers. “I’m marrying Alex. You have to let me do this, you don’t understand what’s going on.”

      “Get out of here! It’s none of your fucking business,” Alex says and I spin and fling my fist up on a bent elbow, knocking my knuckles into his teeth, then just for effect, drive it upward, hearing him yelp as he doubles over.  I glance over to see Tor stepping forward with the sheriff’s hand on his gun, shaking his head at the guy as his two security goons step back.

      “Do you want to marry him?” I ask, only because I want her have her voice. I know the answer already and no fucking way she’s marrying him but I want her to be the one to tell everyone. “Baby, it’s all going to be all right, but you need to tell the truth. You’re a badass, baby. I got your back, now tell them.”

      “Anna?” Her mother sounds mildly amused, as I shoot her dad a glare. If he tries to step in right now, the fucking sheriff’s going to have a homicide report on his hands. “Who is this strapping young man?”

      “Mom,” Anna offers, giving her mother a soft, sympathetic look, then glancing at me. “He’s—he’s…”

      “I’m the one that claimed what’s mine already. Let’s show them, baby.”  I reach over and tug down the white dress she’s wearing watching her father’s eyes go wide as her mother gasps on a giggle.  “Those are my fucking marks. On my fucking woman. And, for the record, I filled her with enough seed in one night to knock her the hell up good. She belongs to me.”

      I feel the hand on my shoulder, and I’m instantly in fight mode, clenching my fists as I turn.

      “This is ridiculous. I want you out of my house right now. This is a private—”

      Alex doesn’t get a chance to get the last words out. My punch connects with his chin so solidly it sends a shockwave up my arm. He’s thrown back, and I’m dimly aware that I’m going to be feeling that bruise for some time. But he’s no pushover. Whatever happened to this guy in prison, it toughened him up. From what Tor told me, he was a scrawny twenty-two-year-old kid fresh out of college when his parents were going through their divorce. Tor represented his mom as one of his earliest career making cases. That was after Alex had already been convicted of embezzlement. His mom believed in his innocence, his dad thought he was guilty.

      It tore them apart.

      Well, he’s still skinny. But that doesn’t seem to slow him down because he comes back at me with both barrels.

      Fortunately, his version of barrels and mine are in two different categories.

      His screech of ego-fury cuts through the air as he launches himself my way, arms flailing with light but fast punches. I knock the first couple away with my hands then realize he’s not going to stop until he’s put down.

      No problem.

      I make sure Anna is out of the line of fire, then come back with an uppercut. He goes back down, but he turns his head to the side, spits a tooth and a gobbet of blood, then scrambles to his feet.

      Just as the sheriff and my brother get to either side of him.

      “Fuck you! This is my day! You think taking her away from me will stop any of this?” He isn’t even looking at me, he’s shouting at Niko. “You’ll be sorry. Whoever these goons of yours are, they’ll be sorry too. And you,” he turns to glare at Anna’s mom, “you’re going to scream before the end! I’m going to use you until you are used up.”

      I ignore it all, turning back to Anna, and take hold of her shoulders.

      “Say it, baby.”

      She stiffens in my hands, takes one glance at Alex, then shakes her head. “I don’t want to marry him. I never did. But—”

      “No buts, baby. That’s all I needed to know.” I kiss the top of her head, wrapping her into my arms, then turn to Tor. “You good?”

      He nods. “Sure. Sheriff, do your thing.”

      The sheriff sniffs, then lets go of Alex, and turns to Niko. “Niko Farkas, you are under arrest for the crimes of embezzlement and perverting the course of justice. Other charges may follow.”

      As the sheriff reads him his rights, I pull Anna into my side.

      “Sorry, baby. Your dad is going to have to face some consequences for what he’s done. It’s the only way this ends without bloodshed.”

      She nods. “I want him to pay. It’s the right thing. He’s responsible for all of this.”

      “I know, baby. That’s what our PI found out.”

      I hug her tight as she watches her father being cuffed, then I turn to Alex.

      “This squares everything. I’m not asking, I’m telling you. This ends now. Because if it doesn’t, you’re not going to like what happens. You’ve done well for yourself since you got out, I suggest you enjoy that and drop this vendetta. It’s over. I’ve seen a lot of shit in my time working with these people, and I’m going to cooperate with the investigation. Niko is going down for a long time. I know that doesn’t make up for what happened to you, but you’re going to have to find a way to get good with that. We clear?”

      He glares, turning to watch as Anna’s dad is led out of the room, with her mom walking behind in a daze of confusion, then meets my eyes again, his jaw working like he wants to say something but isn’t sure what.

      Then it’s like all the fight drains out of him, and he sags in Tor’s grip.

      And finally nods.

      “I never did anything wrong.”

      He closes his eyes, and I see tears, but he isn’t saying another word and I guess that means this whole thing is over.

      The priest is gathering his things, but I’m not done.

      “Baby.” I grab her and turn her back to me, dropping down onto one knee. “I’ve had this since the day I met you.” I take the box out of my back pocket, and open it up, showing her the ring. Rose gold with a five carat, flawless antique diamond I bought years ago from a estate in France. It was said to have been given to the great grandmother by a prince. Never worn because she died from fever before they could be married. Love and tragedy but this time, it’s going to happily ever after. “The priest is right here. I’m not waiting. If you want your parents to see you get married, now’s the time.”

      I reach over and tug the bullshit thrift store engagement ring off her finger and fling it into the trashcan.

      “Is that supposed to be a proposal? Because as proposals go, I’ve heard better.” She smiles and my heart thunders in my chest. My dick is so hard it could etch our initials into the diamond I’m holding.

      I slip the ring on her finger. “I’m not asking, baby. Because I know the answer already. I’m just saying, let’s not waste time.”

      She stares into my eyes, and I see the flicker of brat. Her badass wants to come out and play and I’m good with that, as soon as I get the formalities out of the way.

      “You need me to convince you?” I lower my lips to her ear. “I’ll take you in the other room for a minute. Bend that sweet ass over my knee and remind you of a few things.”

      I pull back, take her chin in my hand and press my forehead to hers.

      She nods slowly. “You’re right. Let’s do this.”
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      Epilogue  Eight Years Later

      

      “To Cyrus and Anna!” Sophia raises her glass, grinning at us, and I’m grinning right back. My little sister, toasting eight years of marriage for her big brother. Who would have guessed?

      All of our kids are here, not just mine and Anna’s, but Tor’s and Natalie’s, and Sophia’s and Chance’s too. The older kids have a table of their own, where they get to pretend they’re grownups already eating the same gourmet shit we’ve got in front of us, while the younger kids dine on French fries and burgers, still cooked up by my talented little sister.

      “What an eight years,” Anna whispers by my side, and I nod.

      “Best eight years of my life, baby. And I just know that the next eight will be even better.”

      She smiles as she looks over at our oldest, Ryan. He’ll be seven in a couple of months, which is younger than anyone else at the big kids’ table, but he insisted and who are we to argue? That kid’s age doesn’t make a blind bit of difference, he’s got smarts that he must have inherited from his mother because he knows more than I do now, let alone than I did at his age. We had to hire him a tutor and home school, because there wasn’t a damn thing his teachers could teach him anymore. So if he says he’s eating with his older cousins, he’s eating with his older cousins.

      “We did good, huh?” she asks, blowing a kiss to our other two children. Who knows what the future holds for them? Alice and Caroline, the twins, started school a year ago, and they’re doing fine.

      “Very good, baby,” I reply, and place a hand on her belly. “And we’re still going.”

      She blushes, glancing around to make sure nobody’s looking. Natalie looks away immediately, but that doesn’t mean anything. And who gives a shit? So it’s early days yet, I’m ready to announce to the world that I got my wife knocked up again.

      Her mom and dad aren’t here this evening, even though we invited everyone. Niko has been out of prison for two months, and to his credit he’s trying to make amends for everything that happened. We looked after Anna’s mom while he was in there, of course, but it’s a job he made sure I knew he was taking over as soon as he got out.

      He wants to live differently now, and enjoy his twilight years, and I can’t exactly begrudge him that. He paid for his crimes, and you can’t ask any more.

      He’s even tried to get in touch with Alex, wanting to apologize. Who knows how that will turn out, but I’ve hired a PI to assist. Alex disappeared after everything that happened, and when I happened to drive by his house a couple of months later, it was unoccupied with a “For Sale” sign outside. We haven’t heard from him, and nor did we want to try, but Niko needs to give it his best shot and I’m trying to be supportive.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I whisper to my wife. “I can’t wait until you are big as a house again.”

      “Are you joking?”  She slaps my shoulder. “Did you just say that to me?”

      “Fuck, yeah. It’s true, baby. You’re fucking hot in that eighth and ninth month.”

      “So I’m not sexy now?”  She gives me a playful glare.

      I slide my hand up her thigh under the table and right into her bare pussy. I told her no panties today and I love when she does as she’s told.

      “Daddy.” She hisses in my ear. “Not here.”

      “Yes. Here,” I whisper back, driving two fingers into her sopping pussy as she sucks in a sharp breath.

      I feel her clamp down and press my thumb onto her clit, watching her eyes roll back.  Everyone around us is eating and chatting, oblivious that I’m about to make my wife cum right here in the middle of the chaos.

      She makes me as hard as the first day I saw her. I still have all the things I stole from her place back in the beginning.  I’ve added to my memory box over the years.  Pictures, panties, clothes I’ve torn off…but the most amazing thing is, since the first time we were together, I’ve never had another nightmare and I sleep like a rock.

      I can’t wait to get her alone. I want to feed from her sweet tits like I do every morning and night at the least.  Keeping her bred and nursing the little ones has given me one of my top kinks.  Drinking from her milky tits as often as I can.

      She’s been blessed with an abundant supply so there’s enough for the kids and me.

      Breeding her the first time was amazing. But, the strange part is every time since has felt as good or better.

      I’ve expanded on my jewelry business and have specialty stores in ten major cities.  I still play cards but not like I used to.  Mostly with the family for fun and toothpicks.

      Anna still helps at the Welsh Center, but with all the kids she gave up her department head position but not before she made sure Doug was out on his ass.  I helped him along, of course, then found him in a bar one night and made sure he understood that making my wife’s life difficult, present, past or future was a bad fucking idea.

      He moved to Cleveland.

      We also run a Three Strikes Charity that benefits the center.  It’s turned into a huge affair with pro-ball players coming in to coach teams, and major corporations donating and sponsoring the kids and the tournament.

      I still think back and remember those first three seconds.

      They rocked my world.

      They are still rocking my world.

      But more than that, my baby is my world.

      My family is my purpose.

      No more bumpy roads leading to nowhere for me.

      I’ve found my center and I’m never letting her go.
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        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

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

      

      

      

      
        
        Thank you.

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

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

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

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

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

        xoxoxo

      

      

    

  

cover.jpeg







images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
%KES





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
stiies





images/00008.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





