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      Chewy

      

      There are people that fit in. They have the image of upstanding respectability and what happens on the underbelly of their life doesn’t seem to matter.

      Then there are those that choose to live by a code, lawless as it may sometimes be, who get pinched because they wear a leather vest instead of pleated khakis and a button down.

      Rodney and Breach see Mr. Upstanding-Member-of-the-Community coming through the door the same time I do and head for the back room, already lighting up cigarettes and shooting daggers at him with their eyes like the prince of darkness just entered the garage.

      Only, this fucker doesn’t have to break down a door or force entry. He walks through life like butter but under the surface he’s greasier than my hands at the end of my day.

      He’s halfway through the shop when his eyes catch mine.  I snap my tongue on my teeth and spin from the roadster’s carburetor I have in my hand, heading into my office, knowing he’s going to follow me.

      When is this guy going to give up?

      He’s way dumber than he looks, thinking just because I’m still considered “new” to Valor and part of the Valor Club I’m going to cave to his business offer and skate my way into a parole violation that will land me right back in Lennon Penitentiary.  As accommodating as it was there, I’m not going back.  I’ll bleed out first.

      I came here for a new start two years ago.  Worked in Valor Customs for a year before setting up on my own. Finally turning a tidy profit and this motherfucker starts stopping by.  Starting a new life is fucking hard but it’s way fucking harder when some stand-up, Superintendent of Schools starts trying to squeeze you to help him line his own pockets.

      “Charles.”  He walks into my office like I work for him. He’s wearing the light blue button down today, pulled over his expanding gut, making two of the straining buttons look like they are about to let loose and shoot my eye out.

      It’s not that hard to make me hate people.  It’s a character flaw and once I hate you, there’s no going back.  Only, this asshole, he’s got one thing that keeps me from dropping him when he shows up here.

      His daughter.  Annie.

      “Bart,”  I seethe, returning his greeting. “For someone that works for the school board, you’re not very smart.”

      He shrugs, stuffing his sausage fingers down into his front pockets. “Maybe it’s you that needs to be schooled.”

      I walk over to the espresso machine on the wall across from my desk and draw a hissing cup of my special Turkish blend, ignoring him for a long moment before turning and seeing him looking down at the paperwork scattered over my desk then I glance up at the security camera disguised as a thermostat on the wall.  It’s not the first time I’ve had these friendly visits from Bart, but what he doesn’t know, is every one of them has been recorded because I may look dumb but I’m far from stupid.  Being set up once, shame on me, being set up twice, not happening so since I walked out of Lennon, covering my own ass has become priority.

      I sidestep between him and my desk, getting right up in his personal space, and I can smell his onion breath mixing with the smells from the garage as I furrow my brow and take a sip of my espresso from the little porcelain mug that makes me look like I’m having a tea party with a five-year-old.

      “Just thought I’d double check on my offer. I know you’re going to see your P.O. in a couple weeks.  Wouldn’t want anything to come up before then.”

      I sniff as he shrugs a shoulder on a smirk, and I hate that he has the same green eyes as Annie. His broken moral compass is something he’s worked hard to hide, even from his own daughter.

      “Nothing better come up.”  I shoot him a hard glare, then see Rodney and Breach come back into the open garage, a simple nod my way enough to ask if I need help. I twitch my head back and forth, sending them into stand-by mode as I finish up with this polished turd that seems intent on fucking with my program.

      “It won’t. I’ll promise you that. Just come meet with us.  That’s all. You see what we offer, you see how it can benefit us both and then you decide. Just don’t ignore me, Charles.  I don’t like being ignored.”

      “Well,” I pause, taking another sip of the steaming liquid in the cup, raising my pinky for effect before finishing, “I don’t like your face or your clothes or your breath or you.”

      But, I do like your daughter.  In fact, I’m pretty fucking sure I love her. So, that’s going to be a little complicated.

      He chuckles, then looks at his watch.  “Come by tonight, eleven thirty, the industrial building behind First Baptist on Maple. We meet, you decide, then we’ll see.  Decide not to show…”  He licks his lips, looking over his shoulder at my back up crew before finishing. “Just saying, there’s no espresso machines in Lennon. And your parole officer, Matthew Gerth, his daughter is a sophomore at the high school. He’s good people, comes to all the games. His little girl is a cheerleader.”  He draws his lips back, sucking in air then smacks his lips together on a twisted grin.

      “Get the fuck out.”

      He turns on a smug smile.  “See you tonight.”

      I watch as he nods at Rodney and Breach, whistling as he walks out the open bay doors into the spring sunshine and gets in his shitty pearl-white Cadillac DeVille, disappearing down Forest Avenue toward town.

      I let the hot liquid of my drink slip over my tongue and heat my throat as I swallow.  How that horrible excuse for a human fathered a goddess, I’ll never figure out.

      I hear the ringer on the wall phone go off in unison with the one on my desk, and watch as Rodney walks over to answer it as I look at the clock on the wall.  It’s three thirty on Thursday. I wanted to finish up with Slate’s carburetor and get it back installed so he could pick up his 1967 Camaro tomorrow, ready for the local car show Saturday, but right now I need some air.

      I leave the last sip of my espresso on the counter and stomp out into the garage as Rodney scribbles on a notepad, holding the phone receiver to his ear.

      “I gotta go for a ride,” I grunt at Breach, who has his head back under the hood of a bright red, modified Ford Falcon.

      “You wanna tell me what’s up? That guy’s been by three times this month and every time he does, your usually shitty mood turns shittier.”

      I shake my head. “I’ll take care of it.”

      “Our little shop here in trouble?”  He raises his eyebrows, wiping a red cloth down the handle of a wrench.

      Both of them took a shot coming on with me when I opened the place, leaving Valor Customs and Aces place to come build something different here, and I don’t blame him for being nervous.  Even after two years, I’m a newcomer in the eyes of a lot of the club members and trust is something earned over time.

      “We’re fine. I said I’ll take care of it and I will. Just finish that.” I nod toward the car as Rodney steps into my peripheral vision, jabbing a piece of paper my way, running his thumb on his other hand under his nose to hide a grin.

      I look at the scribbled note, my heart rate tripling, then back at Rodney. “Give me a fifteen-minute head start, then bring the wrecker.”

      “You got it, boss,” he answers as I’m already out the front door and on my bike, winding up the engine with a roar.

      When I bought the garage, it was just an average auto repair place but it came with a tow truck and the business was on the rotation for local tow calls through roadside assistance policies.

      We kept that going, but expanded into special work with mostly roadsters and custom engine work.  I was thinking of shutting the towing business down, it’s not a big profit center, but I’m glad I procrastinated long enough that we got this call.

      Navy blue 1977 Mustang, parked on the side of Hwy 44 and Thompson Road. License plate E43 TT9. Steam coming from under the hood, temperature gauge in the red.

      That’s all the info from the roadside service company but it’s all I needed to know.  I have that car and license plate already committed to memory and maybe this is the universe telling me to get off my ass, forget her fucking father and go claim what I already know is mine.
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      Chewy

      

      I see the glint of blue in the distance and the thought of rubbing her pretty pussy all over my beard drowns out the logical part of me that says keep on riding.

      Don’t stop.

      Her father is the world’s biggest jerk off and she’s part of that world, not yours.

      The summer-blonde beauty barely knows I’m alive, but getting twisted up with her wouldn’t end well.  For anyone.  So, I’ve fought off the obsession for as long as possible.

      It’s been two years since I first saw her running down Main Street in that vintage original Sapphire-Blue Mustang.  It was the auto that caught my attention first, but in a flash, it was the driver that became my obsession. Since then, I’ve put the fear of God and the Devil into any of the other guys from the club, letting them know that she is off fucking limits.

      Some of them knew her from years ago when she was jail-bait before I came on the scene and on her visits back home after leaving for university.  She returned two years ago, same time as I got here, took a job as Ethics and History teacher at Valor High and she’s been driving me crazy ever since.

      When Rodney handed me that tow order, something snapped. Now, I’m pulling up behind her car and my gut twists in a one-eighty, spinning and making me see double as I try to breathe.

      This is it.  She’s here. You’re here. Make it happen. Fuck the consequences, figure it out.

      Fuck her, literally, until she has no doubt who she is.

      Mrs. Charles Drake.

      Has a nice ring to it.

      I kick the stand down on my bike as her driver’s door opens and a speeding car flies by, nearly taking it off.  I bolt forward, putting myself between her and the road.

      “You need to be careful. Never get out on the driver’s side on the highway. Never, you hear me?”  I blurt it out, anger that she could have been hurt fouling the first words I’ve ever spoken to her directly.

      “Don't tell me to be careful.  I’m perfectly capable of knowing how to keep myself safe.”  She battles back, her brow tightening as those green eyes tangle with mine. “What are you doing here anyway?  I called for a tow truck, not a local biker to give me shit about how I get out of my car.”

      Keep your cool.

      Being this close, the slight bit of control I had over my cock is long gone. She’s been hell on my dick since that first time I saw her.  I’ve battled public hard-ons more in the last year than I ever did as a teenager with an out-of-control boner.

      “Is that who I am?  Some local biker?”  I sniff, pressing my body closer, driving her to step to the rear of the car and off the fucking road so I can breathe again.

      “Well, I don’t know anything else.”

      I know way more about her than I should.  She gets up at 5:50 every morning, even weekends. She drinks Earl Grey tea, but first she makes a cup of warm water with a lemon slice and downs it in a few gulps.  When she’s done, she makes a face like it’s rotten shrimp juice, then puts that black mug back in her cabinet and uses a floral porcelain tea cup and saucer for her Earl Grey.

      From there, she’s back in her bedroom where she sits on the floor, cross-legged, and meditates, chanting something I can’t hear but I imagine in my mind it’s a siren’s song she’s singing just for me.

      She sleeps in boxers and a tank top or just the tank top with panties.  Either way, she is more stunning than a Victoria’s Secret model walking the runway.  She eats a pretty strict diet of fish, vegetables and the occasional comfort food of choice, macaroni and cheese.

      I’ve seen her naked more than once and I should feel guilty but I don’t.  See, two weeks after I saw her that first time, I started following her.  My bike was loud, so I modified my 1972 Lincoln Town Car, making it ride in near silence inside and out.  It’s a beast, long and sleek, but old enough that it’s overlooked for the most part.

      I found the best places to park to not be seen while I stalked her, and lucky for me, her father’s place where she lives borders a cemetery. I have three look-out spots set up in there to catch her at different angles, depending on where she is in her house.

      I’ve left a lot of jizz on top of some of those graves but no spooks have come up and complained, so either they’re into it or they don’t exist. That’s not the only place I’ve released my load with her name carved into every sperm, but that’s a surprise for her for later.

      I stare at her, but the defiance in her eyes only makes me want her more. I’m not sure how much she knows about what a motherfucker her father is, but I’m not even sure I care anymore.

      Send me back to prison, just give me a taste of her first.  The memory of her could carry me through ten lifetimes as long as I knew no one else would ever touch her.

      “Well, know this. I’m the one that’s here to help you now. So, a little gratitude might be in order.”

      “What are you going to do? Drag my car back to your garage with that?” She leans over my shoulder and nods at my bike, her face twisting up like a bad flavor just assaulted her tongue but she’s still cute as fuck. Even with the off-duty-nun sort of clothes she wears, she’s stunning and I know what she’s hiding underneath.  An ass that would make Jesus cry and tits that would make God create an eleventh commandment.

      Thou shall not look upon Annie’s tits. Unless you are Charles Drake. All others, thou shall fuck off.

      There’s a little gold cross she wears and her thick thighs and lush belly make my mouth water.  She’s barely five feet making those womanly curves more pronounced, and I want to pick her up and carry her around like my own personal American Girl Doll.

      Her mystic green eyes flick from my face to my boots, then pause near my center and stick there for a long moment, and I wonder if she’s counting the inches she sees or just thinking about what she needs from the grocery.

      When her tongue dances out onto her lower lip and I see her nostrils flare as she takes a deep breath, I’m hoping for the inches, because very soon she’s going to get an up-close lesson in how to handle the thunder down under that’s been violently craving for her touch for too long now.

      “I’m going to wait here with you until the tow truck from my garage comes.  Then, I’m taking you to dinner. Then from there, we’ll see.”

      She snorts out a laugh. “Is that what you think? I called roadside assistance, they called you. I didn’t, so if you’re thinking I tried to get you here under false pretenses…”

      “Whatever pretenses they are, babe, they’re here now, true or false, and I’m done waiting.”

      “Waiting?”

      “It’s been two years since we saw each other that first time. I know you remember. We’re way overdue, so when your insurance company called, I just took that as fate taking a hand. Telling us to quit fucking around and get to it.”

      “Get to what?”  She shakes her head on a dismissive laugh, leaning her voluptuous ass on the bumper of her car. “You are something, you know that?”

      “That I am. And I’m very soon going to be something to you. Going to do something to you. With you…”

      “What?” A pink glow slips onto her cheeks as she lowers her eyes to the ground and kicks at a rock with the toe of the simple, beige flat-heeled shoes she wears, then narrows her eyes back at me.  “I’m a teacher. I have a moral turpitude clause in my contract. I’m not thinking spending time with a biker—sorry, but a biker with prison tattoos—fits with my career path.”  She releases her arms and points to mine, exposed in the vest, where dark ink speaks in code words that most people wouldn’t understand. “Stop being so presumptuous.  It’s ill mannered.”

      Presumptuous.  Ill mannered.  Fuck, if her condescension doesn’t turn me on more.  If that’s possible. I’ve always loved a challenge.

      Give me something someone says is impossible, and I’ll show you something that’s not.

      I run my hand down my beard. She’s tough, I get it, but under that tough shield there’s a sadness in her eyes and I want to know what it’s about, but even more, I want to be the one to make it go away.  Looking at her, sitting there kicking the ground, I want to rip open my chest and let her see what’s in my heart. Something I didn’t know was possible until I saw her driving through town two years ago.

      She’s why I decided this would be home.  I’d been friendly with the Valor bunch before I got sent up to Lennon, but never got patched in until after I came back. They’re my family now, along with my parents who are both still kicking it old-school, living like nomads in their Airstream as they visit every naturist camp in every town and city where the temperature is over seventy-five.

      There’s an uncertainty in her eyes as she looks at me and I know I’m not Prince Charming.  My jaw is crooked, I’m thick, tatted, I wear this black knit cap even when it’s a hundred degrees, and when I do string my words together in fair order, my voice is a rough baritone, broken and thick, the result of a lead pipe to my throat I took when I was twenty.

      I want to reassure her, to tell her I’ve been watching her. That I’ve protected her every time I saw a potential threat or even a perceived threat. But that would only scare her more, I’m sure. I’m not from her world, just like she said, but somehow all my patience has turned into urgent fury and now is the time to spin what shouldn’t be into what will be, starting right now.

      I see the headlights pull off the side of the road as the sun gives way into the horizon.  The pink and orange of its last fight of the day flicker off Annie’s ripe cheeks and I’m drawn to the defiance in her eyes.

      “Hey, hey.” Rodney hops out of the driver’s side of the tow truck and walks back towards us.  “Someone called for a knight in shining armor?”  He chuckles but it’s not funny.

      I jerk my head toward the passenger door, then at Annie. “Get your stuff. He’ll hook you up, take your car back to the shop.”

      “I’m not leaving with you. I’m staying with my car.”

      “Hook it up,” I grunt toward Rodney as I walk to the side of her car and open the door, grabbing her purse, a backpack, an insulated lunch bag and her cell phone which is sitting on the passenger seat, tucking the phone into the inside pocket of my vest.

      “Look, Charles.”  She snarls my name like it offends her, but I don’t care.  Hearing her say it for the first time makes me think of how she would say it when I was on top of her. “Unless you have a gun or a court order, I’m not going with you. This is getting boring, repeating myself.”

      Rodney steps in helping a brother out. “Sorry, ma’am, can’t let you ride with me. He’s the boss.  If he says no customers in the truck, that’s no customers in the truck.”

      I give Rodney an approving sniff, then look at Annie, raising my eyebrows as I stuff everything but her backpack into my saddle bags.

      Rodney gives her a quick glance up and down, and he’s probably my best friend in the world, and fuck it I know she’s a work of art, but his eyes on her make me want to break his jaw.  I swing the backpack onto my shoulders and walk up to Rodney, my chest bumping his.

      “Watch what you’re looking at,” I growl as Annie comes up beside me, tugging on the strap of the backpack, and the simple touch distracts me and makes the ache in my balls pulse.

      “I’ll carry this.”  She takes the pack and slips her arms through the straps. “This is stupid. Let’s just go. I don’t care who takes me home.”  Her voice sounds defeated but the way my blood turned hot at the brush of her fingers makes the lust I’ve felt for two years burn through me in a relentless blaze.

      She’s not happy about the situation, but I don’t care.  She’s on the back of my bike as Rodney hooks up her Mustang and I rev the engine as her arms wrap around my waist.

      The softness of her tits against my back reminds me of how long it’s been since I’ve been with a woman.  I was in prison four years, I’ve been here two, and it was probably a year or more before I went inside that I had even a fleeting interest in the opposite sex.

      Love’s never been on my radar. Too many miles, too many clubs, too many fights over pussy. But, Annie’s different.  I’d wage war on my own for her.  I know that already, and I know when I do get between her legs, I’m damn sure I’m not going to be gentle.

      I see the humor and question in Rodney’s eyes as I pull past him and I hate myself for snapping at him, wanting to hurt my own brother just for looking at her but I’m sure he’ll understand.

      I am who I am.  I’m not pretty, I’m not kind, I’m not smart.  What I am is focused.  And right now, my focus is on the sweet, spread thighs against my back.

      And soon, I’ll be taking up permanent residence between those legs. Because all of that, all of her, is mine.
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      Annie

      

      How quickly that one-eighty happened. So quickly, I have whiplash. Being close to him like that, I stood firm as long as I could, then crumbled like the Walls of Jericho.

      I’ve been pretending for almost two years that Charles “Chewy” Drake is an irritating mosquito I can’t seem to smack away. Every time I’ve seen him around town, riding on his bike, sitting in the park across from the school pretending to talk on his phone like he just happened to pull over outside where I work…every time, a low, sonic boom lodges itself directly on my clit then proceeds to fill my belly with a tension I’ve yet to figure out how to undo.

      He’s six foot four and good gravy if my mouth doesn’t water whenever I see him even though every logical part of me knows he’s not my type. He’s hard, rough, not just around the edges, with a crooked sort of face that could only be the result of fists and baseball bats. And the tattoos? That should only seal the evidence that this is guy not from my world.  I’m a good girl.  The romance world might tell you it’s a match made in fictional heaven, but life is not books and he and I are oil and water, we scientifically cannot mix.

      But, dang if seeing him up close and personal, closer than we’ve ever been before, I couldn’t keep my eyes off the clear outline of a foot-long dong that hung down the leg of his worn, grease-streaked Levis. I know he saw me look, I practically eye fucked his junk as I stood there being as difficult as I could, and that’s because I hate two things: being told what to do and admitting I need help.

      I’ve got it under control, thank you very much.

      But my hubris melted like a snow cone in August when he didn’t take my shit and didn’t take no for an answer.

      Now, I’m riding behind him and I feel every rippling muscle under his leather vest. The wind on my face with his bare arms and shoulders covered in the ink that I know did not come from some fancy, uptown tattoo parlor with espresso makers and regular hours gives me an exhilaration I didn’t expect.

      I take in the freedom of the speed and openness.  In a car, the world sort of goes by without notice, but on the back of the bike, I notice everything. It’s like something inside of me is opening up and besides that, man, it’s just fun.

      As we wheel down the highway and end up on the upside of town, Chewy slows, his left hand dropping down and cupping the back of my calf, sending a burst of excitement up my leg and all the way into my chest.  He’s everything I never wanted and yet, I still got on the back of his bike instead of calling my father or my friend Alicia from high school to come pick me up.

      Calling my father would not be first on my list. He’s done his job as a dad, technically speaking. But, anything sort of outside of what he views as his basic duties always seems to end up in a fight about how I don’t understand what it was like for him to raise me as a single father.  How demanding and needy I was.

      It’s true, I was demanding and needy, but I was a little kid without a mom and a dad that resented us both for trapping him.  I pouted, threw tantrums, broke things, called child protective services on him when he wouldn’t get me a puppy for my twelfth birthday.

      I was a pain in the ass for a long time and he never let me forget it.

      After a decade of hearing him tell me how I basically ruined his life, I went the other direction and decided I needed no one and nothing. I went away to school, paying my way with odd jobs and student loans because I wouldn’t take his money and he didn’t offer.,

      Then, ironically, in my last year of undergrad, he decided he wanted me back here. Said he missed me, he was sorry for how things were between us and wanted to see if we could repair what had been so long broken. I wanted to say no, tell him I had plans for grad school, but he has a way with guilt, and I was broke, so that’s how I ended up back here in Valor, teaching Ethics and History classes at the local high school in the district where he’s superintendent.

      Nepotism is alive and well in the heartland of America.

      My plan was to go on and get my Master’s in Applied Ethics and possibly go on to see about a law degree.  Doing what’s right has always fascinated me and knowing what’s right is not always clear but trying to figure out how it all works for the world and looking at it from a global standpoint was going to be my focus.

      Instead, here I am doing what I think is right and coming home when my father suddenly decided he wanted to clear his conscience.

      My core tenses as Chewy eases the bike into a spot on the street.  People are out in droves tonight. It’s perfect weather, thirsty Thursday, and I realize how hungry I am when the scent of luscious food drapes around me and I breathe it in along with Chewy’s masculine scent topped with a hint of gasoline and coffee.

      He kicks down the stand and kills the motor, dismounting in a smooth, gazelle-like movement which seems odd for such a monolith of a man. He reaches down and unsnaps my helmet, taking my hands and helping me off the back of the bike, even smoothing my skirt down when I stand.

      “This will be safe in here.”  He slips my backpack off my shoulders and secures it inside a side sort of container on the bike then he takes my hand. “Come on.”  He nods toward the entry way of The Tribute, a Michelin star wanna be restaurant here in Valor.

      I pause on the sidewalk outside, looking from the sleek chrome entry to Chewy’s bare arms and dirty jeans, his knit cap with loose threads and my plain, knee length floral skirt and white blouse. I can’t help but compare us to the patrons dressed for some millionaire’s charity event as they slip in and out of a door held open by a man in a tuxedo.

      “Here?”  I ask as he tugs my hand. I feel the rough calluses on his palm and fingers but his hand is warm and he squeezes my fingers and the sensation makes me press my legs together under my skirt.

      “Yes, here.”

      “But this place is like, booked up for a year, and a meal is more than a rent payment.” I know, because my dad brought me here after I moved home like he was showing me off. He’s never quite made peace with the low rent of his upbringing.  He started teaching auto shop at the same high school where I teach now, and worked his way up the ladder somehow to be voted in as school Superintendent.

      The power lit him up, gave him that sense of self-worth he’d been searching for his whole life but somehow, it doesn’t sit naturally with him. There’s a sense of having to prove to everyone who he is, what he has, and it never seems to be enough.

      “Not your concern. Come on.”

      Inside the front door, the gleaming glass and white walls make me feel dirty even though I showered this morning.  The lithe, Morticia Adams impersonator at the hostess’s stand makes zero attempt to hide her disapproving eye roll as we approach.

      “Do you have a reservation?”  she asks in a nasally, bored monotone.

      Chewy snaps his tongue over his teeth, pulling me by the hand next to him as she looks me up and down, holding back a disgusted choking grunt.

      “No reservation but I have this.” He reaches into his back pocket with his free hand and pulls out his black leather wallet, the attached chain jingling as he pulls out a worn white business card and hands it to her.  She takes it from him, touching it as though he’s handed her a used tissue infected with the plague, but when she turns it over a look passes over her face. A moment later she looks at Chewy, then at me, then back at the card.

      “One moment.”  She clears her throat and disappears through the dining room toward the back.

      “What’s going on?”  I look around to see the staff and other patrons glancing our way and a few whispers pass back and forth.  “Let’s just go to Rooster’s.  I could go for some greasy fries and a burger.”

      “You don’t eat burgers or fries,” he answers and I’m taken aback.

      “How do you know—”  I start to ask when the sleek, black haired hostess returns, trailing behind a man in a suit who is now holding the dirty white business card, looking from it to Chewy before he stops a few feet from us, taking a long, irritated breath.

      “I’m sorry. Our tables are full for the evening. I do suggest you make a reservation next time. As well as take note of our dress code.”  He nods toward the wall next to the entry door and I look over to see a list of the preferences for patron’s attire, but Chewy doesn’t unlock his eyes from the gray-haired man in the black suit.

      “That card says it gives me a VIP table at the time of my choosing.  Signed by Phillipe Prescott, Chef de Cuisine and owner.”

      “I’m sorry. I don’t know how you acquired this, but it is impossible for me to honor. I think it would be best if you dined elsewhere tonight.”

      I start to tug on his arm but he shoots me a look and I stifle my moment of pity, thinking he must be humiliated by the treatment.  His manner is calm but defiant and watching him stare down the insult in the eyes of the hostess and manager without a hint of embarrassment has my heart beating fast and my nipples hard enough to cut glass.

      The air turns heavy in the silence as my skin prickles with a chill and I feel very exposed under the bright lights inside the entryway of the uber-sophisticated restaurant.

      As the standoff turns almost unbearable, Chewy’s head turns toward the open restaurant, where a table at the front is being served, and I hear a low chuckle rumble from him as I glance at the hostess who is biting her bottom lip.

      I know that look.

      Yes, he’s sex on a stick and as high-brow-bitchy as you were to him, you’d offer up any hole of his choosing with the snap of his fingers.

      “I think it’s best if I dined elsewhere tonight as well.”  Chewy reaches out and snaps the white card from the man’s hand, making him wince and step back. “I’ll make sure I mention you when I let Phillipe know I stopped by.”  Chewy puts the card back in his wallet then scratches the side of his face, his black beard sounding rough as his fingers move up and down before he finishes.  “I’ll also let him know the asparagus is overcooked.”

      Chewy tips his head toward the first table, where the woman wearing a Chanel suit is holding up her fork, a stalk of asparagus speared on the tines drooping in a sad horseshoe shape as she frowns at the vegetable.

      He takes a step back, drapes his arm around my waist, then I gasp when he gives my ass a tap.

      “I’ll take you someplace better.”

      Outside again, he centers my helmet back on my head as I take in the wildness in his nearly black eyes and watch the sinuous muscle move under the skin of his biceps.

      “Just take me home.  I appreciate the offer for dinner, but maybe tonight is not the night. I told you earlier, I’m not even hungry.”

      “Get on. I am hungry.  I’ll be eating and I guarantee it will be way more delicious than anything they could serve here.”  He sniffs, looking down at my skirt on a half-smile that has my insides twisting and wondering if he’s talking about food.

      Because from the size of the third leg I see in his pants, I think maybe I’m what’s on the menu.
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      Chewy

      

      It’s dark by the time we pull up in front of the garage and the whole drive back I’ve been thinking about all the nights I lay in bed thinking of having her on the back of my bike like this.

      I thought of her in other ways, sure, but life taught me a lot about taking a moment to enjoy the simple things when they do come around.  A touch that calms you.  A whisper that washes away the rage.

      Prison taught me more about rage than I knew before I went in. In there, I learned what monsters truly were. How you needed to be smart, to ally yourself just enough with them in order to survive, but not become one of them and watch any possibility of freedom wash away with the blood and the rot you lived with every day inside.

      I assumed the dance we’ve done around each other was because of her fear. She’s the picture of simple, but not in a way that neglects the edgy sexiness underneath her almost clerical clothing and flat ballet-sort-of shoes.

      But the wrapping she wears only serves to send my wildness into a spin.  I’ve seen the curves and womanly shape she hides under her pleated skirts and straight-cut blouses.

      We dismount the bike and the brush of her fingers on my arm makes the iron rod hanging down my pants pulse out her name in morse code.

      She’s touching me deliberately now, it’s not an error or an awkward mistake, her hand rests on my forearm and the twist of lust and peace the sensation brings me makes me wonder what’s changed.  Why, after she looked at me with such indifference for two years, is she giving me the gift of having her so close?

      I only hope it’s not a dream, because if I wake up and none of this is real, I’ll be locked in a new sort of prison and the hell of it will make Lennon look like Disneyland.

      “This doesn’t look like a restaurant.”

      “It’s better.”

      “Sure.”  She gives me a curious look before finishing.  “What was the story with that card?  The whole Phillipe thing…”

      I shrug, scratching under my eye.  “He ripped up his transmission one night out on State Highway 23. I saw him swerve, then he hit the guardrail.  I pulled up just as he got out of the car.  He’d had a bit more Rothschild or whatever the fuck he was drinking that night. I took him back to his hotel, towed his car to the garage, fixed it up and delivered it back to him.  Seemed like a decent guy. Said his wife just served him with divorce papers. Guy had a bad night. I helped out. Wanted to do me a favor in return.”

      Her green eyes light up with the reflection of the red neon sign on the front of the building.

      “I see my car inside. Is it ready?”

      It is, but I’m not going to tell her that. Rodney messaged me not long after he got her Mustang back to the shop that it was just a loose hose to the radiator and an easy fix.

      I’m thankful she’s not giving me any protest as I unlock the door and we head inside, because I don’t want this to end.  I think of the second time I saw her, when I watched her eating in the diner, sucking on the straw of her iced tea, and I couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to replace that straw with my dick.  It was immediate. The spell she unknowingly placed on me has only grown in urgency every minute, every night, every heartbeat for the last two years and I wonder what the fuck I was waiting for.

      Then I remember.  Her fucking piece-of-shit father, my parole officer and a girl that looked at me like I was a monster.

      She’s not looking at me like I’m a monster right now, but my own doubt still lingers even as the rage and mistrust I’ve harbored for so long seeps out of me with each of her gentle touches.

      “I’m really not hungry.”  Her voice is husky in the darkness, the low buzzing fluorescent bulbs in the office and along the far wall matching the vibration between us. “If my car isn’t ready, I’ll just get my dad to come pick me up… I don’t want you to go out of your way any more than you have.”

      “No.”  I heave out the word, trying not to scare her.  I’m the boogeyman in the basement, an ex-con taking a sweet thing like her back to his lair, but I can’t seem to work out why she’s had the sudden change of heart about me.  “Are you scared here?  With me?”

      She shakes her head and I think I see a flicker of pity in her eyes and I hate it.  This armor I’ve grown is long worn, its earliest necessity coming when pity was replaced by cruelty.  My looks even as a kid brought ridicule, then my temper and misdirected hyper sort of energy only served to make me more of an outsider even on the playground.

      “Why would I be scared?  Do you intend to hurt me?”

      I look at her ripe tits, so well hidden under her blouse, but the evidence of her dark nipples shows through, fueling the rampage of lust tightening like a wound spring in my belly.

      “I’d hurt anyone that hurt you. But I’ll never hurt you.”

      “You’d hurt someone who hurt me?” There’s genuine surprise in her eyes and I’m happy that my answer chased away the hint of pity I saw there earlier.

      “Maybe I have already.”

      “Really?”  She flutters her eyes shut on a disbelieving exhale.

      I twitch my shoulder, turning into her and taking the leap, brushing the backs of my fingers across her warm cheek. The sensation has me spinning, rolling thunder rumbling in my chest as she brings her hands to my forearm, holding it in a soft grip, not to pull it away, but to keep it in place.

      “Annie,” I say, giving in to the  explosion roaring through me, painful and exquisite at the same time.  I don’t know if I want to press on.  Hope wells up inside me like the bait on a hook, ready to jerk me from the warmth of the moment into the knife ready to pierce my heart.  “Don’t play with me.”

      “Aren’t we playing?”  she answers, her eyes searching mine as her breathing quickens and my pulse feels like it’s going to pound through my temples. The mixture of her innocent, naïve exterior and the tempting vixen in her eyes has me drunk and wavering on what to do next.

      “I’m not. I’m done playing. We’ve been playing for two fucking years and for the life of me I can’t remember why.”

      Acknowledgement shines in her eyes, an agreement softening her face, and in that moment we are in the same place and I want to devour her and make sure this feeling never leaves us.

      “You’re shaking.”  She looks at her hands still on my forearm. “Are you scared of me?”

      Yes, because you’re doing things to me that could make me love you.  That could drive away all the walls and mortar I’ve built around me to keep me from feeling like this.

      “Naw, Cupid. Not scared.”

      “Cupid?”

      “Yeah. You shot me with your arrow, baby. Pierced my armor with that sweet, cupid face of yours.”

      As the thought tumbles in my head, I answer her with a kiss that explodes from me onto her sweet lips as she squeaks in surprise., I’m already lost in her flavor, gorging myself on the taste I’ve dreamed of for too long, and it’s better than any conjuring of fantasy I played out in my mind while I fisted myself and released more violent orgasms thinking of her than I can count.

      What makes me most depraved is, I’ve saved something from many of those fantasies for her.  Because I’m a sick piece of work. But I push away the thought of my perverse mementos for the moment, listening to her soft moan as my tongue wraps around hers, pulling it forward.

      All the time wasted releases itself from the prison inside of me and I push her into the back of her car, bracing my arms on the sides of her waist, my hips pumping against nothing, ready to be inside her sweet pussy making sure it knows who it belongs to now.

      In all my time following her and watching her, there were a few times I saw dudes looking at her.  I gave them a visit and an encyclopedia of reasons why they should never look at her again. We may not have been together, but I made sure no one else thought she was available, because she wasn’t. Isn’t. Will never be.

      My tongue moves to her neck, licking and sucking as my cock becomes so enraged at how long I’ve put this off for, I don’t know if I could stop now if I tried.

      “God, that feels good.”  Her voice shakes with a trembling surprise.

      “You didn’t know how good it could feel, did you?”

      She shakes her head as I go back to the nape of her neck and listen to her broken moan. “No, God, I didn’t. But, wait…I really should go, I have work in the morning…”

      Pride erupts inside of me as I hear what she says, but she makes no attempt to get away.  Another soft moan of my name seeps from her pink lips as I work my hand down to her waist, untucking her shirt and working the buttons open as I trace her ear with my tongue, driving my thigh between her legs until her hot cunt is mounted on top.

      I open her blouse, tearing it off her shoulders as she looks at me and I’m afraid any second indifference will return to her eyes and this moment will end with the fragile feelings of hope going up in flames. My worry disappears when Annie’s hips start to wiggle on my leg, and I don’t think this could get any better.

      And then it does.

      “I’ve imagined this,” she hisses, rubbing herself in little spasms along the hard muscles above my knee. “I shouldn’t tell you…”

      “You should fucking tell me.”  I bang my fists on the trunk of the car, the pulsating urge to possess her in every way making me want to break something at the thought she’s holding anything back from me.

      “I’ve thought of you.  Of us. Doing this…more than this, too.”  I look at her face, the flush of innocence on her cheeks and the way her eyes widen, looking for acceptance, and I give it to her.

      I shift her body, driving my hips between her legs as I lift her onto the trunk of her car, crushing my hard length against the heat between her thighs, pushing her skirt up and working her bra off in a frenzy.

      My hips start to grind into her, and there’s nothing dry about our humping, I can feel the wetness soaking into my jeans as my blood burns through my veins and I take one of her dark nipples into my mouth, her hands tugging at my hair as she pushes my knit cap out of the way and it falls to the floor.

      I work back and forth, her body shaking and tits bouncing with the force of my rutting against her, and I imagine my pre-cum soaking through my jeans from the inside, mixing with her own warm nectar, and it’s as close to perfection as I’ve ever been.

      “I imagined this too,” I grit out as I rake my teeth over her nipples and her thighs open wider, her arms around my shoulders, pulling me into her, and I’m intoxicated by her desire. Addicted to the thought that she wants me in the way I’ve wanted her.

      A tightness seizes my chest as thoughts of her wet pussy take over, and I know grinding against her like this won’t be enough.  Her scent flows through me and I drop down, planting her feet on my shoulders as I drive my nose into the wet fabric between her soft thighs.

      I moan in response, white lights dancing behind my lids as my need for her grows into a crazed fever and I take a long, slow lick as her sweet nectar brands me, putting her mark on me.

      Binding me to her for all time.

      “I thought of this for so long.”  I reach up and tug down a pink cotton thong, one I’ve seen her bouncing around her room wearing many times before, and I stuff it into my back pocket as I rip open the snaps on my vest and let it slip down my back.

      I flip off her shoes, fix her feet on my shoulders again and lean forward.

      “I told you I was hungry, and you’re the all-I-can-eat buffet.”
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      Annie

      

      There’s a ringing in my ears, a reverberation pounding in my head.

      Because I’m screaming.

      God, this man’s mouth, it’s everywhere.  And at the same time, it’s in the one, infinitesimally perfect spot that has me shuddering and clamping my thighs around his ears.

      His enormous hands are tucked tight into the crease of where my thighs bend into my hips, holding me steady, and the moment of hesitation and insecurity I had when I figured out what was about to happen turns to vapor as his tongue teaches my pussy what it means to be schooled.

      He runs his dark beard over my sensitive flesh, making me wince at the rough texture.  It feels like he’s giving me a part of him.  Every time I open my eyes and look down, between heaving breaths and focused spasms of delight, he’s staring up at me like I’m on life support and he’s on watch for the flatline.

      He’s eating me like it’s life or death, his tongue flicking and spinning at my opening. Then he’s back to that other spot that has me grabbing at my hair and digging my heels into his hard shoulders.

      Between the screams, his name chokes from my throat, battling with the air, trying to move through me to my burning lungs.  His tongue winds and vibrates like the toy I use at night or in the shower when I’m thinking of him, but I didn’t know a human tongue could do those things.

      But his? Oh my God, his does that and more, feeling like it’s growing, getting bigger.  The thought of a tongue sort of hard-on makes me half giggle and I look down to see his intense stare flicker with doubt, but I fix it right away because I think if he stops now, my heart will stop right along with him.

      “I’m not laughing at you. I just, it’s just…ah, God, please…”  I try to twist from his grip as his teeth dance on the raw nerves making me want to beg for more and pull away at the intensity.

      “What please?”  He runs his tongue around his wet lips and the scent of my arousal spins with the pungent smells of the garage.

      “Don’t stop. It’s your tongue.  Like, it feels like it’s getting bigger, thicker…like a cock…like a tongue hard-on growing.”

      There’s a fire that flashes in his eyes as he takes a finger and slips it inside of me, his lips circling my clit, and I think I’ve died and gone to heaven.

      How I didn’t give in to the deep-set quiver he set off inside me before now, I can’t remember or begin to imagine.  I know there were reasons, but whatever they were they evaporate into the ether because right now, he is everything, and I want it all.

      I swallow hard as his tongue works my clit, relentless, until my muscles twitch and my insides freeze.  He doesn’t stop and God, I don’t want him to, he’s holding me over the edge, dangling me there with his mouth and the only way to freedom comes from his mouth.

      There’s a place inside of me I’ve never allowed anyone to see.  The wildness, the wanting, the girl that does things that would make the church ladies huddle and whisper. And Chewy is setting that part of me free as his tongue turns to a rapid fire of flicks and twists, until tears seep out of my eyes and convulsions of a magnitude I couldn’t imagine take my body, binding my throat and sending my mind into the stratosphere.

      I’m whimpering, calling out, and in the midst of it all, I hear my own voice.

      “Please, fuck me. I need that right now.  I need you right fucking now.”

      This man I pushed away for so long now feels like my savior and I want all of him and I want to give him all of me.  It’s something I’ve saved; why, I’m not sure.  I had plenty of chances to give in to teenage and college lust, but I always stopped before things went very far.

      It never felt right until now. The lust I see in his eyes belongs to me and I want to be the one to slake it.

      My plea for copulation makes Chewy’s nostrils flare and even in the dim light, I see the change in his face.  He goes from raw, carnal desire to a palpable vibration of victory.

      “You’re tight. Very tight. You’ve never fucked anyone before have you, Cupid?”

      I shake my head.  “I’m not sure why—”  I start but he cuts me off.

      “Because you’ve waited for me. Saved it for me.”  The muscle in his chest hardens and starts to twitch and as awestruck as I was at his half-naked body moments ago, now the clench inside me turns painful as his eyes tell me there’s no turning back.  I’m his to use, his to relieve himself, to claim.

      A yip of fear rises in my throat as he flips me up and into his arms, making me feel small and delicate even as my generous belly drapes over the waistband of my skirt but I don’t even care.

      He wants me, I feel it in my marrow and it ignites a reserve of confidence and sexuality I didn’t know I had.

      “I’m going to fuck you. My tongue was first, my finger second, but it’s my cock that’s going to take you all the way.”

      We reach the top of the stairs and he kicks open a door as I flip my head around and scan the space.

      There’s a low light on over the white stove in the small kitchen and a lit lamp next to a clean, modern sofa with red pillows.  It’s wide open and there’s a scent of coffee and cleanliness which is echoed by the professional-looking stainless steel espresso maker on the kitchen counter and the way every surface is simple and shining.

      This man that makes people cross to the other side of the street is a neat freak.  The giant loft-type space with exposed old brick is elegantly and minimally furnished with glass and wood tables. But across the room is where we are headed and it’s a moment later Chewy tosses me onto the soft navy-blue comforter making me bounce on the mattress.

      It takes me a moment to focus back on him and when I do, I see him kick off his boots, tug off black socks and a second later, I realize he’s commando because when he drops his jeans to the floor, there’s nothing keeping me from gasping when I see the predator that’s standing like a punishment waiting to happen.

      To me.

      What have I done?

      His thick fingers wrap around the base in a death grip that forces a burst of clear liquid from the tip and I’m hypnotized by the magnitude of solid flesh he’s holding.

      Light from the street filters in around him and his dark Hulk-like form makes me shiver.  The erection he’s fisting looks painful, with a purplish helmet gleaming with pre-cum and I wonder if I’ve bitten off more than my pussy can chew, so to speak.

      “I could barely get my tongue inside that sweet tightness you’ve saved for me. You’re sure about this?”

      He gives me a moment, I see the flash of conflict in his eyes.  He’s giving me an out, but I can see from the fire in his eyes, me opting out would not be his choice.

      “I’m sure,”  I answer as I put an exclamation point at the end of my words by slipping my skirt down and off my ankles, leaving me naked on his bed as I reach down and slip my index and middle fingers between my wetness, my teeth pulling my top lip between them as I lock my eyes on his.  “My pussy is sure too. See?”

      I withdraw my hand, splay my fingers apart and strings of my webbed lubrication fill the V space between them.  The deep rumble that comes from Chewy’s chest centers itself in my core and it feels like the whole room is shaking around us.

      A pained grunt catches in his throat as his hand drops down and he gives his mammoth balls a squeeze.  “I’ve saved up for you too. A pound or more. You’re going to feel me running down your legs for a week.”

      “I’ll let you know. Right now, you’re a lot of talk.”  I entice him, easing my knees open and feeling the cool air on the heat radiating between my thighs.  That wicked, wild woman I’ve kept undercover for so long is tearing through me and taking over.

      “I’ve waited two fucking years to get my nut off inside you. Talking time is over.”  I see the rough edges melting away as I smile, giving no protest to his clear statement that he has no plans to wear a condom or pull out of me, and as much as my logical brain is screaming at me to get off this rollercoaster, the new Annie, who wants to ride the lightning, shuts that down and goes for broke.

      In one graceful movement, he covers me with his body, nearly crushing me before he holds his weight with his arms and I feel the first brush of the tip of his cock slipping down, finding my opening and holding steady as my heart is about to beat out of my chest.

      “I know I’m about to hurt you, Cupid, but you need to know, once your virgin cunt takes me inside, you could hurt me a thousand times more.”

      The stone cold hard-ass I’ve watched for so long softens, and I see in his dark eyes that his isn’t just a fuck for him.  It’s something that looks new, frightening, and in a way, I feel like maybe it’s his first time for something as well.

      I watch as he takes a shaking breath and closes his eyes as he starts to stretch me.  He grits his teeth when I feel the resistance and watch him shake his head.

      “Fuck, baby. I don’t know if you’re going to be able to take it all.  Or any.”

      “I can.”  I put my palms on the sides of his face, his dark beard coarse as it slips between my fingers. “I’ve waited for you too, I don’t want to stop, I want it to hurt. I want to remember the pain because I saved it for you.”

      I feel the head of his erection thicken as the veins in his forehead bulge.  “You’re trying to drive me insane, aren’t you?”

      “Just do it.  Fuck me, don’t make a girl beg.”

      His pectoral muscles turn to stone as my hand drop from his cheeks and I dig my nails into the impenetrable flesh as my body screams at the invasion of the monster that’s just torn through mine.

      Chewy roars as he pumps into me, the evidence of what’s he’s claiming burning down below and driving the breath from my lungs.

      His eyes roll back, white, as the thick muscles of his biceps bulge. The veins look like they are going to pop as I wiggle under him, trying to find some relief from the explosion of white-hot pain as my body tries to wrap around his throbbing girth.

      In my center, jolts of pain radiate outward as he pullout and pushes back, giving me more with each stroke, making me push my heels into the mattress, seeking a second of relief before he plunges forward again.

      My whimpers and retreat have Chewy frozen in place as I look at his own mask of pain and I realize I don’t know if being inside such a tight space could be hurting him as well.

      His enormous body starts to shake as he holds himself steady, and watching him trying to restrain himself for my benefit only sends a new rush of wet lust, urging him forward.

      I reach up and pull his face to mine, wanting to ease the challenge of the moment, and his warm lips distract me from the jabs of pain where he seems to be growing inside of me.  He crushes his lips to mine, his tongue moving between my lips as he drives another inch or more of his thickness into me and I gasp into his mouth.

      He continues like that, tongue, cock, tongue, cock, grunting and shaking until we’re rocking together. The bed squealing and scooting across the smooth concrete floor as he lets go and fucks me while our tongues wrap and tangle, my fingers gripping his shoulders and my hips driving upward to meet the pain.

      He’s deep inside as he breaks the kiss and the full length of him makes me feel like I’m bursting.  Flickering white sparks blind me for a moment as he pumps faster, harder, and through the pain, lust and acceptance throb inside of me and the scream I’ve been holding back breaks free from my throat.

      It’s more than just noise, it’s catharsis.  I’m releasing a part of me that’s been in prison for too long.  The girl that didn’t want to slip through life unnoticed.  I want to be the center of someone’s universe, I want this, the wet, cursing frenzy.

      “Open. More.  All the way, give it all to me.”  Chewy grunts into my neck, his words choked, sounding like a desperate plea as he yelps like an injured animal and I have the flash of his cock caught in the tightness of my pussy like a trap around a wolf’s leg.

      The raw, base need I feel rattling out of him only fuels my own, and in that moment, we release our deep need for this.  Painful, uncivilized and greedy, I arch into him as he snarls, his hands slipping down my back and grabbing my ass, driving into me over and over, my core clenching and weeping for the tension to be relieved.

      He fucks like a madman, a frenzy of curse words and teeth on my neck. Blasts of pain shooting through me, up and down, as I feel like a piece of meat here for his relief and to my shock, it pushes me closer to my own edge.

      We grind and slap together and my orgasm starts in the bottom of my feet and I freeze, wishing it forward.

      “God please.” I plead as the tension turns into a violent clenching inside of me.

      Chewy’s fingers dig into my flesh, holding me as he drives in and out, pumping and thrusting as he holds me in place and my pleasure takes off. I feel like my body is turning inside out as I slap and flail at his face, wanting to hurt him as my own pleasure becomes unbearable.

      I twist and arch like I’m being exorcised from the demons that have too long held me back from myself.  There’s no more light or sound, only the blistering awareness that Chewy has released me from my bindings and I know I’ll never be able to go back to the person I was before this moment.

      I feel him start to shake, thickness bolting another round of pain through the pleasure as he grabs for my wrists, pinning them above my head.

      “You’re my filthy slut now, aren’t you?  This hot cunt is taking it all for me.  Take it, it’s coming.  Fuck yes, all for you…”

      His face twists into a painful knot as a bellow shakes the space around us.  He grinds down so far into me, I feel him into my belly as jolts of hot liquid spray inside me, dripping out, but he pumps through his own climax, baring his teeth as his balls slap on my flesh and pained grunts lodge in his throat, releasing with every spurt of hot cum which my body drinks up.

      His massive torso collapse onto me, ragged breaths hot on my neck as he holds himself deep, the twitch and pulse at the base of his cock sending shivers of pleasure deep into my center.

      I’m nearly unconscious when Chewy slips out of the bed to get me a glass of water and I hear the patter of the shower starting as I look at the clock on the wall.

      It’s fifteen minutes after midnight, and my chest tightens.  I sit up, a throbbing between my legs reminding me of the beast that just tore through my virginity and I look around the room, remembering all our clothes and my purse and backpack are still downstairs.

      I’m an adult, and it irritates me that my father keeps tabs on me like I’m still a teenager, even though I’ve been away at school four years without him coming unraveled every time he doesn’t know where I am for more than a couple hours.

      Chewy’s voice comes from down the hall. “Takes a while for the water to warm up. Stay there, I’ll come get you when the shower’s ready.”

      “Okay,” I answer, taking a long breath as I tiptoe toward the door and head down the steps to retrieve my cell phone and assuage the messages from my father I know must be waiting.

      My purse is sitting on the table next to the Mustang and I root around inside looking for my phone but find nothing.  I figure it must be in my backpack, so I switch gears and gather up all the remnants of our clothes scattered on the cement floor of the garage.

      When I pick up Chewy’s black vest, something slips from the pocket and hits the floor, lighting up at the impact.

      It’s my phone and on the screen are two calls and a few texts from my father, all in the last half hour because my unspoken curfew is 11:30.

      Before I can read them all or listen to his voicemails, my phone rings and it’s him again.

      “Hi, Dad.” I answer keeping my voice low. “Sorry, I forgot to tell you—”

      “Tell me? Where are you?”

      “My car had a problem.  I called for a tow.  You said you were going to be with your car club tonight so I didn’t want to bother you.”

      “That garage he owns…Off the Line towed you,”  he says and it’s not a question.

      He? That garage ‘he’ owns what does that mean?

      “How did you know?”

      “Doesn’t matter.  I’ve told you who those guys are.  That club of theirs. There are things you don’t know about them, especially that Charles “Chewy” that owns the garage. Where are you?”

      “I’m…”  I turn toward the stairs but don’t hear anything.  “I’m still here.  They just finished with my car,” I lie, but I don’t want him coming for me. I have sex seeping from my pores and whatever the tension is between my father and Chewy, midnight after I just lost my virginity to him is probably not the time to try to work it out.  “I’m on my way home now.”

      I hang up, holding my phone, wondering why Chewy it was in Chewy’s vest to begin with.

      My mother’s words come back to me as I slip into my bra and clothes, handing my phone from one hand to the other as a knot of guilt builds in my gut.

      Lust is just a synonym for stupidity.  One turns into the other no matter how hard you try to not let it happen.

      “What am I doing?”  I whimper to myself as a self-loathing regret makes the air feel cold and heavy.  The drunken desire is starting to ebb, replaced by a harsh sober reality that descends around me. Whatever this mad chemistry experiment was tonight, it’s over.

      Horror bands around me.  I not only fucked him, not only gave him my virginity, but without protection.  Something else my mother and father both drove hard into my skull from the time I was old enough to even think about boys.

      Their own one night of lust filled reckless abandon led to me and bound two people who were nothing alike together out of sense of duty.  In her misery, my mother finally snapped when I was nine, left a note and disappeared.

      Went out for milk.

      She never came back. She didn’t even have the decency to come up with something more original.

      “Damn it,” I swear, walking over to the wall where I see keys hanging.  I find mine on the table below, taped to a piece of paper scrawled with black marker.

      Was just a loose hose. All fixed. Leaving now, hope you’re having fun. I know how you like a challenge.

      I rip my key from the paper, walk over and slam my fist on the red button next to the overhead glass door as I hop in my car, turn the ignition and spin in reverse, praying to heaven and hell that my one night of stupid doesn’t end up the way it did for my mother and father.
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      Annie

      

      I’m bleary and in a fog from a sleepless night and the wild memory of losing my virginity in a reckless fit of passion with a guy I know isn’t right for me.

      What made it worse was when I walked into my dad’s house and found him sitting there on the sofa in his robe like I’d stayed out after curfew on prom night.

      I’m sure he noticed but didn’t specifically say that my blouse had two buttons missing and my skirt had a greasy boot print on the hem. I took the seat across from him in the floral wingback chairs my mother picked out in the living room we never use, listened to his lecture on putting us at risk by spending time with criminals.  How I’d not thought it through, how we could both lose our jobs if we were associating with felons.

      It all felt very Andy Griffith scripted, but I was too tired and distracted by the distinct feeling of Chewy’s cum dripping out of me.  My panties were M.I.A. so I sat there listening to my dad chastise me, knowing I’d just taken the walk of shame commando style. He reiterated that he needed to be able to trust me.  He has an educational conference tonight that will keep him overnight and he wants to be sure he can count on me to make good decisions while he’s gone.

      There’s not enough Earl Gray tea in the world to make this all go away.

      I gave most of my classes busy work through the day, staring out the window or grading the tests and essays from earlier in the week.  When the final bell rung for the day, instead of spending a couple more hours on lesson plans and one-on-one student help, I packed up my purse, knowing at some point I had to stop by Chewy’s garage and both pay him for the work on my car as well as retrieve my backpack which I’d skated out without retrieving last night.

      And, for whatever crazy reason, after my dad reading me the manifesto on staying away from Chewy—or anyone from the club for that matter—I want to come clean. I’ll tell my dad what happened, that I left something there at the garage, and also that I need to settle things with Chewy.

      It’s not a conversation a want to have with my father but I also don’t want to lie. That’s never been in my wheelhouse before and steering away from my own core values, as uncomfortable as the conversation may be, would hurt my soul and it’s already pretty achy.

      I know he’s here at the high school because he stopped by my classroom at lunch, letting me know he was working out of one of the conference rooms here today, and I had to believe it had something to do with keeping an eye on me.

      I take the last few steps toward the door where I know he’s been throughout the day, a figure moving behind the white blinds, and I lean in, listening as I hear his voice.  He’s on edge and I’m sure it’s because of me until I crouch down and hold my breath.

      “I’ll be there by eight.  I’ll be in my van, the parts will follow me in a yellow box truck. Two guys driving.  You follow directions, black duffel bag, everyone walks away happy.”

      I don’t know any educational conference where you organize rendezvous with a box van and a duffel bag.

      “No, I haven’t gotten the new guy on board yet, he was a no-show last night, but I will.  I have something he wants now, so he’ll come along.  I just need a little more time. It’s all falling into place.  I knew what he wanted, arranged for it to be dangled in front of him. He took the bait hard and now I’m just reeling him in.”

      A chill traces down my spine as I scoot back against the solid cinder block wall and sidestep back around the corner into the hall.

      Each breath takes effort as my dad’s words swim around in my head. I must be reading too much into it.  I’m tired, I’m stressed, I’m sad.

      No, not sad.  My heart feels like it’s breaking and that makes me mad.  How could I feel so much for someone I barely know?  One quick wham bam and I’m pining away for the bad boy from the other side of the tracks?

      Besides, he knows where I work, he could have sent flowers or an edible arrangement for goodness’ sake.  Maybe just dropped off my backpack with a note, saying it’s not me, it’s him.

      Fuck. This is getting messy.

      I head toward the back hallway and into the parking lot.  Looking at my mustang, I’m reminded of who I’ve tried to be my whole life for my father.  Conservative, quiet, obedient, a hard worker.

      He about lost his nut when I drove home in the car for spring break my junior year away at college.  I’d saved for it since I was fourteen and started babysitting, dog sitting, fish sitting, then working at the local hair salon sweeping up and washing towels.

      It was my visible statement of rebellion and it was in my name so he had no power and it fed me in a way I’d not experienced before.

      As I start the engine, the low roar and rumble makes me feel powerful like I did last night when I let that rebellious part of me fly free with Chewy. But, the glow of the moment doesn’t last long as my eyelids burn, I drop my forehead to the steering wheel and my chest clenches as sobs choke and burst out of me, no matter how hard I try to fight them off.

      My phone buzzes and I see the message from my dad making sure I’m headed home.  I ignore it, put the car in drive and head in the opposite direction, out of town toward the Valor Club.

      I don’t get far when I see a single headlight, flashing in my rearview. Then, the glint of chrome and vibrant cherry-red paint as the Harley pulls up next to my driver’s window pointed in the wrong direction in the oncoming lane of traffic.

      He looks even bigger on his bike next to the car, and I see the way the muscles in his arms are tight as his jaw looks like it’s going to pop.  At the stop light I roll down my window.

      “You’re driving the wrong way.  You’re going to hurt someone.”

      “Yeah?”  He brushes his hand down his beard his dark eyes hidden behind black sunglasses.  “You should know something about hurting someone.”

      My heart patters around as rocks tumble around in my gut.  “Yeah, I’m sorry.  I just—”

      “We’re not talking here.  Follow me.”

      He doesn’t wait for an answer and I can’t help but note the ache in his face, and I know I need to explain.  I need to adult, even if it’s uncomfortable, and in two weeks when it’s time for my period, we can see which way things are going to go.  I owe him at least that much.  So when the light turns green, I follow him out of town until he slows and my throat tightens.

      He pulls into the Men of Valor Club and I have the sinking feeling this is going to end badly.

      “Chewy, we need to talk,” I say as I climb out of my car, and he kicks down the stand on his bike. “I’m sorry about last night.”

      “So am I,” he says, coming over to me. His arm snakes around my hips and I can’t help the way my body reacts around him. It’s like I have no control as I lean into him, feeling his strength against me.

      “Why are you sorry?”

      “I should have taken better care of you last night. Things got rough, I just lost control and scared you I’m sure. I’ll do better, I am who I am, but I’ll try to be more of a gentleman.  I’m going to show you that’s not the case. You and me, babe, we’re for real.”

      My breath catches in my throat, but I force myself to shake my head. “No, that’s not—”

      “I’m not afraid of commitment, Annie. Last night wasn’t a fuck for me. It was fate.”

      “But—”

      “But nothing. Come on.” His hand at the small of my back is insistent as he leads me towards the clubhouse doors, and what can I do?

      This man isn’t just physically strong, he has this kind of iron will that seems to dominate my every thought. Here I was, ready with all the things I wanted to say, and now I’m letting him lead me in through the doors as the room falls silent.

      “What?” he asks, his eyes sweeping the faces of everyone looking our way. “You never seen a woman before?”

      The silence stretches for a moment longer, then one of the guys, an older man with a thick beard and heavily-tattooed arms that stretch his shirtsleeves, lets loose a deep, rumbling laugh. “Not on your arm we haven’t, Chewy.”

      “Hey, fuck you, Bullet.”

      There’s a shocked silence, and something tells me that the man who just spoke outranks Chewy by some order of magnitude. It seems strange to me to think that Chewy would ever be in a room where he wasn’t in charge, but I guess a club like this is like a family. Doesn’t matter how big or scary you are, there’s a pecking order and you fall into line or you get out.

      “Fuck yourself, Drake,” Bullet says with a grin, a soft chuckle rumbling his chest. “But before you do, there’s business to discuss.”

      There’s a rumble of laughter from the rest of the room before a young woman heads our way with a smile. “This way, hon, leave the men to talk business.”

      After that, everything changes.

      While Chewy and some of the other club members talk in hushed tones at a corner table, the women make me feel about as at home as I’ve ever felt anywhere in my life. They’re all the wives and girlfriends of club members, and while I have a hard time remembering all the names, they make it clear that if I’m with Chewy, I’m one of them and they have my back.

      It’s been so long since I’ve had anything like this. One of the women, Clair, is kind of like a mother hen, keeping a watch over us all and listening to problems. It seems like no matter what you’re dealing with, you can go to her and have a sympathetic ear. Then there’s the girl, Petal, who tells me how sweet Chewy is, and how I’ve found a good one and should hold onto him, and honestly I’m starting to believe her.

      All I can think as we enjoy drinks and gossip is, my dad is so wrong.

      These people aren’t bad. They aren’t evil. They’re just a bunch of men and women who’ve formed their own sort of family and look out for each other. They don’t have the need to fit into what society and it’s self-imposed ‘norms’ are.  They are free and unencumbered by expectations.

      And it’s something I want.

      After an hour, anything I had planned to say to Chewy is long forgotten. How could I ever think of giving up on him? I excuse myself from the group, making my way for the ladies’ room, but change my mind and head over to Chewy instead, missing being close to him and wanting to be sure I explain more about why I left last night.

      And that’s when I overhear just a snippet of their conversation.

      “If we don’t, Ranger, someone else is going to take that contract.”

      “We’re not running chop shops, Ice, that’s not us. Hardworking people bought those vehicles, and in case you haven’t noticed we have a code here.”

      “Sure, but the local pressure is building…Chewy--”

      The conversation dies away when they see me standing there, and Chewy turns, clapping his hand on the shoulder of the guy next to him as he drops his voice. “Give me a minute, Savage.” When his eyes meet mine, it’s like they soften all on their own. “How are things going? The girls treating you right?”

      I nod. “They’ve made me realize a couple of things… Can we talk?”

      “Sure. Let me finish up here with the guys then we’ll go back to my place.”

      My voice is hesitant as I say, “Well, actually I was thinking you could come back to mine. If you want to, I mean… well, my dad is going to be out of town on business tonight and I thought perhaps you could… It’s probably me being dumb, forget I said—”

      “The hell I will,” he says with a growl. When I mentioned my dad, I saw a look pass between the other club members at the table, but it was gone as soon as it appeared. “Your place sounds perfect. Let me finish up here with the guys and then we’ll get going, okay?”

      I nod, smiling. “Okay.”

      “Okay,” he says, gathering me into his arms and stealing a kiss, ignoring the whoops and hollers from the others gathered around, and I think I might be just a little bit, well, you know…

      In love.
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      Chewy

      

      “I thought… Well, I don’t really know what I was thinking. But I thought we weren’t right for each other, but now—” She turns my way with a grin as she holds up first one sundress, then another, measuring them against herself for my benefit.

      I gulp back my dry throat as she shows them to me, imagining her in each. And out of each. Both are enough to make my mouth water, the shortness of the skirts and the low cut of the strappy tops enough to make my imagination run wild.

      “Which one?” she asks, and all I can think is neither, nothing, bare skin all the way, so I give a grunt that seems to please her and she lays both on the pastel-pink comforter on her bed.

      I look so out of place here in her room. My monstrous size and general appearance incongruous against the light airiness and goodness of her. She’s pastels and satin, thick cream rugs and cuddly toys, and I’m denim and leather, grease and power tools.

      Our differences have never been more evident than when I’m standing in her bedroom, but somehow none of that matters. To me, or it seems to her. Her excitement at having me here somehow makes me feel at home despite the differences between us, and I crash down onto her bed, pulling her to me, making her squeal and bat playfully at my arms.

      “You going to ravish me, Charles?”

      “Maybe. Would you like that?”

      My words catch her off guard and she doesn’t respond right away, her mouth moving silently until she says. “Maybe you should try it and find out.”

      Fuck yes.

      Those are the words I’ve been waiting for, and I aim to please. The clothes she wears for school are drab and plain, which I approve of. When other people are looking at her, even if it’s just a bunch of horny teenagers, I don’t want them to see what I see. If I had my way, she’d wear a paper bag whenever she’s not with me. But when her plain ribbed sweater and gray pants come off, what’s underneath makes me grin.

      For me, when she’s here, I want her like this. Red lace panties and a matching bra showing off all her womanly curves.

      Or, of course, nothing at all.
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        * * *

      

      The motorcycle engine rumbles beneath us as we weave through traffic on our way out of town to a little spot I know that should be quiet. I’m aware of her pussy, pressed against my back, just a little strip of cloth between us as she sits behind me in that fucking nothing of a sundress, but I’m trying to concentrate on the ride ahead, while my cock strains to draw my attention elsewhere.

      Last night, I ate her out three times as she screamed my name, moaning and panting as she writhed against her bed. Then she returned the favor, sucking me off until I filled her mouth, then swallowing it all like a good little cum guzzler.

      Then this morning, with her dad still gone, she suggested going out somewhere. Together. Like a proper fucking couple.

      So that’s what we’re doing.

      As I slow the bike, turning off the road and heading down to a spot by the river, where the grass is lush and the shade from the trees is just right, I can’t resist running my fingers along her thigh. Away from the noise of the other traffic, I hear her mewl clearly, even through her helmet which I will always insist she wear.

      “Is this the place?” she asks, shouting to make herself heard.

      I nod. “You like it?”

      “It’s beautiful!”

      “Not half as beautiful as you,” I tell her as I slide the bike onto a little dirt parking lot. No other cars are here, which means we’re all alone, just the way I’d hoped.

      In the saddle bags of the bike is an entire picnic she made and packed up before we came out. Sandwiches, little sausages, cold meats, salad, wine, cake. There’s enough there to feed an army, which is just as well. Being the size I am, I eat a lot, and I’m also going to make sure Annie has whatever she needs to stay healthy. I love her curves and in time, with each baby, I imagine them getting more generous and that thought has my already thick dick chubbing up another inch or two.

      As we sit by the river, eating and laughing, I ask her all about herself. A lot I already know from stalking her for two years, but there are things in her past I wasn’t aware of. The fact that her mother left when she was young, walking out on her and her father. The fact she’s always dreamed of working with children, but only went into teaching because of her dad. The fact that sometimes her father scares her.

      Well, that last one doesn’t surprise me.

      If there’s anyone that deserves the label monster it’s that man, but I hold my tongue for now. A woman doesn’t need to know her man thinks her dad’s a villain, just that he’s there to keep her safe, and that’s something I intend to show her.

      “Sometimes it’s good to try something new,” she says as I frown at the glass of wine in my hand.

      I don’t think I’ve ever drunk wine in my life. Give me beer and I’m happy. But for her, I take a sip.

      “Well?”

      I grunt. “It’s fine.”

      Annie laughs, taking a long sniff of her own glass before sipping the pale liquid. “You have to learn to savor the scent and flavor. You’ll get there.”

      As she’s speaking, a small car pulls off into the dirt parking lot, sliding in beside my bike, and I watch as three guys in their early twenties climb out, laughing together as they glance over at us. I start to clench my teeth together as I notice the way they’re lingering on Annie. Clearly, they think their all something, with their gym-rat bodies and metrosexual moisturized skin. They don’t even bother hiding their glances, and it isn’t long before I’m seeing red.

      Nobody looks at Annie like that, not with me around.

      “…I did this wine tasting course when I was in college, and it’s all about the—Chewy?” She stares at me, then follows my gaze. “Ignore them, they’re just a bunch of—hey, where are you going?”

      I’m on my feet, heading their way with a growl in the pit of my stomach. “Hey, who do you think you’re looking at?”

      Annie is at my side, but I push her behind me, not wanting their eyes on her.

      “Free country, buddy,” says one of them in a Hawaiian shirt, starting to laugh.

      “You think so, huh?” I reply, grabbing him by the collar and lifting him clean off the blanket him and his friends laid down to sit on in the grass. Fuckers. “Nobody looks at her like that except me, you understand?”

      He nods, his eyes wide, but his friends are still laughing and that sets me off. I glare at one as I drop Hawaiian-shirt guy to the floor, listening to him scramble away as I stomp forward, ready to throw punches.

      “Chewy!” I feel her hand around my arm as I start to pull it back, and the guy in front of me is already flinching, holding up his hands. “Stop, please!”

      I growl as I turn to her. “They need to learn some respect.”

      “I think they’ve learned. Come on.” She slips her hand into mine and I’m powerless against that touch.

      A moment later, we’re back at our own blanket, and she’s pulling me down as my eyes keep darting to our audience. They’re grinning again, acting like they weren’t scared, but I saw how close to pissing themselves they were.

      “You don’t have to always be an overprotective monster, you know,” she says, smiling as she climbs onto my lap, straddling me. The way we’re sitting, nobody can see but me as her sundress pulls up her thighs, damp panties revealed as she grinds herself against my hardening rod. “The only person I’m interested in is you. So let them look, because that’s all they get.”

      I growl. “Mine. This is mine.” I slide my hand down between us, touching her cunt, visible beneath the clinging strip of fabric. “These are mine.” I pinch a nipple through the thin cotton of the sundress.

      “Yes,” she responds as her eyes drift closed. “All yours.”

      “Mine,” I repeat as she rocks against me, a little mewl escaping her lips.

      The thought that they heard her drives me crazy, but before I can dwell on it, she gasps, rising on her knees, rubbing herself against the bulge in my pants.

      She whimpers as she moves against me, pushing herself forward, leaning her head into my chest as her ass moves up and down in my hands. Her voice is getting louder now as she draws near to a climax, moving slowly against me.

      “Chewy!” She cries out as her body trembles, and I hear the laughter from behind me and that’s it. There’s no stopping me.

      As the red mist descends, I move on automatic, rising to my feet and turning in their direction. Breaking into a run, I don’t think I’ve ever seen three people more afraid in my life. I barrel in their direction, throwing one aside as a punch lands on a second who’s grin is wiped right off his face. The third says something pleading, but it falls on deaf ears as the back of my hand connects with his face.

      “Get the fuck out of here,” I murmur, and see them all nod, their feet scrabbling at the ground in their rush to get away, the blanket forgotten as they pile into their fucking clown car.

      A second later, I’m on Annie, hearing her yelp as I drag her, kicking, away from our own picnic spot.

      “You need to learn who I am,” I tell her, pushing her ahead of me among the trees.

      She laughs. “Why don’t you show me?”

      “Oh, I’ll show you,” I tell her as I find a suitable fallen tree. “I’ll show you right here.”

      A second later, she’s bent over the trunk and I flip her sundress up over her ass, landing a heavy hand on her butt cheek as she cries out. A red welt rises satisfyingly on the soft flesh as I rip her panties down.

      “You’re mine,” I tell her. “All this is mine. Nobody watches you cum except me, you hear?”

      “Mmm hmm.”

      I growl. “What the fuck is mmm hmmm? Tell me you understand, Annie.”

      “Yes.”

      I land a smack on her ass as my belt clatters loose and I drop my jeans, lining my cock up with her opening. “Tell me you understand.”

      “Ow! I understand!”

      “Say it again,” I tell her as I slap her ass harder, pushing the head of my cock between her sweet lips.

      She gasps, a little moan falling from her lips. “I understand. All of this is yours and yours alone.”

      “Damn right. And when we’re done here, you’re coming to live with me.”

      “What?”

      Another hard slap as I sink deep inside her, grabbing her hips as she grunts with taking me. “Don’t ask what. Just accept it. My baby needs a home.” I let my hand drift to her belly as I say the words, wondering just how true that word is right now. Have I already planted my seed inside her? Is she already carrying my literal baby. The thought spurs me on and I thrust harder inside her, making her start to yelp. “I’ll get us a place, you won’t have to live over a garage. You want that, baby?”

      “Yes, wherever you are I want to be.” she screams, though whether it’s enthusiasm for the plan or simply a cry of pleasure I’m not sure.

      Doesn’t matter.

      I’m not asking her what she wants, I’m telling her what’s best.

      “You’re mine, Annie. Mine. All of this belongs to me and I take care of what is mine, you get that?”

      “Yes, Chewy. Ow…” She moans as I thrust in and out, building momentum until she tips over into an orgasm.

      A second later, I fill her and hear her scream as her body quakes. Coming together like this is perfect, our bodies in complete synchronization, and I stroke her hair as I hold her, pumping every ounce of cum right into her womb. If I haven’t planted myself there already, I will soon enough, because every day from now on I’m going to live inside this pussy, I’m going to make a home here, and I’m going to fill our new house with our babies.
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      Annie

      

      “Are you sure about this?” I ask as we step up to the front of my house. “I mean, maybe we could just put it off for—”

      “No putting it off. We do this now.”

      Chewy’s hand is at the small of my back in an instant, and while I’m still nervous about what might happen, I feel safe in his arms.

      He insisted when we were done at the picnic spot, we had to come back here and he had to face my dad, man to man. I don’t like it, but I understand what he’s saying. The way Chewy puts it, if we don’t start things off right we’ll just be playing catch up later on down the line. Better to get everything out in the open right away.

      I’m just afraid of how my father will take it, given he’s not exactly Chewy’s, or the club’s, biggest fan.

      “Annie, is that—what the fuck is he doing in my house?”

      Looks like my fears were well founded.

      “Dad, we need to talk, you need to listen,” I tell him, but his eyes aren’t on me and I’m not sure his mind is either.

      “Get the hell out, Charles,” he says, pointing at the door.

      Chewy shakes his head. “Not this time, Bart. You’re going to listen to what we have to say. It’s in your own best interests.”

      “Yeah? You need to speak to me, Charles?”

      “Me and her, we’re together. Nothing you can do about that. But I’m going to treat her right.”

      “That so? And how do you intend to treat a daughter of mine right when it’s only a matter of time before you end up back in Lennon?”

      Chewy growls under his breath, and I slip my hand into his. “Dad, that’s not going to happen,” I tell him. “We love each other. Chewy wants what’s best for us both, he’s not going to do anything that would jeopardize that.”

      I look up at Chewy and he gazes down at me.

      “How did I get so lucky?”

      The grin can’t stay off my face as I lean into him, but a moment later I hear my father laughing.

      “How sweet.” His words are cruel, evil, and I shiver. Sometimes, I see a side of him that makes me wonder if he really is the man I know at all. “Annie, I didn’t want you to find out like this. Your friend here has been running drugs for his club. The police are on their way to his place right now, where they’ll find all the evidence they need to put him away for the next ten years.”

      “What?” I ask, my face falling.

      “Balls,” Chewy mutters. “You’ve set me up, you motherfucker. What, someone inside with the police in on it with you, right?”

      My father is silent, simply watching Chewy’s face, but the coldness in his eyes is familiar to me. I’ve seen it before, on occasions. One time, when I was about thirteen, he and an elderly neighbor had a falling out over something trivial. A week later, I heard a scream and went out to find the neighbor keeled over in his plants, his leg broken as he stepped on a loose bit of earth. When I told my father, I saw the same look in his eyes that he has right now. Satisfied, but more than that. Triumphant.

      “How would you know that he was running drugs?” I ask, and my dad’s eyes shoot to me, but he doesn’t answer. Instead, he smiles at Chewy.

      “You really want to do all this in front of her? I heard you were kind of sweet on my daughter. Would be a shame if she found out just how weak you really are.”

      “Shame for her to find out just how much of a jerk off you are, Bart.”

      My father just laughs at that comment. “If that’s how you want to play it, fine. This is how it’s going to go. You’ll go home and admit to the drugs, accept your fate and tell the rest of your club that they need to fall into line on the car parts. Otherwise, I’ve got plenty more evidence I can let the police have, about the club’s illegal activities. Believe me, the stuff I have would make the FBI blush.”

      “And why, exactly, would I do anything like that?” Chewy’s hand wraps tighter into mine, and I return the gesture. Whatever is going on right now, I have no idea, but I know which side I’m on.

      “Because, dear boy, if you don’t, Annie will also be implicated in the drug running.”

      “What?”

      My father turns and grins at me. “Sorry, sweetheart, but business is business. If your boyfriend here actually cares about you, he can spare you the discomfort of a jail cell simply by cooperating.”

      “Why would you do that?” My head feels light. My own father would send me to jail for something I didn’t do, just to what? Get one over on Chewy and the motorcycle club?

      “No,” Chewy says beside me, and for a second I’m shocked, then my mind settles. He’s right. We can’t be bullied like this. I’ll accept my fate, but I won’t let my father win.

      “Really?” My father asks. “You’re going to let her go to jail because you’re too afraid to go back there yourself?”

      “No,” Chewy says again. “Not happening. Here’s how things are going to go. You’re going to call whoever you have on the inside with the police and tell them the deal’s off. You’re going to tell me where the drugs are and how I can get rid of them. And then you’re going to stay out of our lives for good.”

      “Chewy, what’s going on?” I ask, but his arm simply wraps around my shoulders, holding me close.

      “Nobody is going to jail, baby. Your father is going to learn his lesson.”

      “Really, Charles? And what lesson is that?” My father is still grinning, looking like nothing can touch him.

      “That if you’re going to take a shot at me, you’d better make sure you don’t miss.”

      Chewy steps away from me, drawing his phone out of his pocket, and saunters up to my father, turning the screen his way. One second, my dad is still grinning, then the next his face falls.

      “You want sound, Bart, or shall we spare Annie having to listen to her father committing a felony?”

      “You son of a bitch. You were recording us?”

      “Ever since the first time you showed up on my doorstep. But don’t worry, nobody ever needs to see that video, just so long as you do as you’re told. Now be a good boy, Bart, and call your friend at the police station.”

      “It—it’s too late. They’re on their way to your place now.” My father’s eyes are wide and glassy, his mouth shaking a little with the words.

      “Oh dear. Then you’d better be quick, hadn’t you?”

      “Fuck! F—fuck!” My father is drawing out his phone as he turns away, heading for the back door of our house. As he clamps the phone to his ear, I see him visibly shaking. “Fucking answer the phone, asshole,” he says, but Chewy already has his arm around my waist.

      “Come on, baby, let’s get you home. You need anything from here or is it all right for me to come by tomorrow for it?”

      “What if he doesn’t manage to get through in time?” I ask, turning to look back at my dad one more time as Chewy walks us to the front door.

      He laughs. “Something tells me the charges will mysteriously disappear either way, baby. You ready to go?”

      “Can we take your bike and come back for my things tomorrow?”

      Chewy nods. “Anything you want, Annie. Ask me for the world, and I’ll try my hardest to give it to you. From this day forward, I’m going to work my ass off to be the man you deserve.”

      As we step out of the house, I hear my dad shouting behind us: “Well fucking call them off before they go in, dammit!”

      I grin, turning and jumping up into Chewy’s arms, planting my lips against his. “I think you already are, Charles Drake. I think you already are.”
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      Chewy

      

      Three years later

      

      I climb into the front seat of my Lincoln and lean my head back.

      My dick throbs with the memory of Annie giving me the best good-bye head I’ve had since I left for work yesterday.

      After I took her from her father’s place that day, I think we spent the next year fucking away more hours of the day than working or sleeping.  Her body finally stopped punishing her after each session but there were lots of cool compresses and warm baths soothing her pussy for a long time.

      I put a ring on her finger and we took a week-long road trip, ending in Vegas where we married at sunset, at a chapel out near Red Rock Canyon.  Just us, but it was enough, and when we got back, the club threw us a hella party and I saw my little Cupid drunk for the first time.

      She gets crazy horny when she drinks and I like to see her let loose now and then because she tries to do it all.  She’s the best mother and is still taking a class or two online, working toward her Master’s. She’s a loyal friend and kick-ass wife and I admire her more every day we’re together

      I keep the apartment above the garage mostly for purposes of our fornication.  She comes by with the boys almost every afternoon, heads upstairs, puts them down for a nap then sends me a text, usually with a picture of her wet pussy or milk leaking from her tits.

      Both of which drive me crazy, and I take the stairs two at a time while Rodney and Breach give me shit for being so whipped.

      It’s still early, I want to be home by noon to help set up for the boys’ birthday party.  Evan and Edward are two today, twins born eight minutes apart, and they have a little sister damn near ready to pop out of their mother any day.

      I’m fucking exhausted but happier than I ever imagined I could be.

      I start up the car, looking at the little bungalow I bought for us just a few months after we got together.  It’s got a white picket fence for fuck sake, and when I sent a picture of it to my parents, my mother called me crying.

      Said she was afraid I was never going to settle down, which coming from the perpetual nomads themselves is ironic.  Even after I got sent up for grand theft, my parents loved me and believed in me, even though we were never conventionally close like most nuclear sort of families.  They marched to their own drummers and that’s probably where my free spirit started, right in the back of their VW van where I was born and raised for the first few years of my life.

      They came to visit after the boys were born.  Parked their Airstream in the driveway and spent a week, then got the itch and they were off again.

      They loved Annie, of course, and she and my mom talk every couple days.

      My shop has doubled in size and I even started an internet rare parts business.  I wanted to move, buy Annie a bigger house, but she was having none of it.  She says she likes having us all close together and until we have kids piled up in the bedrooms, she wants to stay put. So the money is just piling up in our bank accounts, waiting for the day she’s ready to expand.

      Annie’s become part of the club family and this weekend some of the girlfriends and wives are hosting a baby shower for us.  It’s co-ed.

      But, it’s a full bar so we’re good.  Truth is, I want to be with her for all the family shit.  I like having her close, and already I envision a time when I don’t leave for work every day, because being away from her makes me anxious as fuck.

      I was possessive before, but after the babies were born, I turned into an over-protective maniac, tracking her every move.  Putting security cameras around and inside the house. Calling her every ten minutes until she almost had a melt down because I was waking the babies up and the poor woman needed her sleep.

      Her father served a suspended sentence because he did the right thing, turned himself in and has since moved to Florida.

      Their relationship is strained but polite.

      Her mother also turned up a couple years ago in town, all contrite and wanting to make up for abandoning her daughter.

      Annie gave her a shot, but when I found her slipping a hundred-dollar bill from my wife’s wallet, I sent her packing and we haven’t heard from her since.

      I pull into the garage and press the remote, opening one of the side overhead doors, and park my Lincoln inside because the clouds are coming in and it looks like rain.

      I flip on the lights, get settled at my desk and work on some spreadsheets, making my agenda for the day, when my phone rings.

      It’s Annie, Facetiming me, so I hit the button and immediately my dick springs to life.

      “I miss you.” She pouts, leaning against the headboard of our king-sized bed, wearing nothing but a smile, her belly full and round at eight months and it’s fucking sexy as hell.

      “I miss you too, Cupid.”

      Her legs fall open and I see the pink petals of her perfect pussy open.  “You wanna play?”

      I release my cock and set my phone up so she can see.  “Always. I always want to play with you.”

      “Even when we’re not together, we’re together,” she says, licking her lips as her swollen tits drip white cream, making my abdomen tighten and the wicked lust I see in her eyes makes my balls twitch and my cock stands ready and willing.

      “Hold on.”  I reach into my bottom desk drawer and pull out the little plastic container from a stack I keep just for these occasions.

      “Of course.  You know I’ll be waiting for my treat when you get home.”

      Even before we were together, when I jacked off thinking of her, I came into these little plastic containers, put the lid on and put them in the freezer.  In the two years since I saw her that first time, my freezer was full.  I finally showed her, a twitch of fear as I exposed the level of my obsession with her, letting her know I saved them for her.

      That first day, I put two cum cubes in her tea and watched her drink it down.  From there, it was cum in her cereal, her ice cream, straight up frozen cum cubes on her tongue.

      She ate them all up and even though these days, it’s not as often I cum when she’s not with me, when I do, we keep my insane tradition going.

      “I love you, Cupid.”  I stare into the phone screen as she licks her fingers and rubs her clit, my mouth watering, remembering the first time I tasted her.

      “I love you too. Now, tell me what to do…”

      “Get on your knees, head down, ass up.  Show me what’s mine.”

      She flips herself over on the bed as I stroke up and down, admiring her lush curves, already planning on getting another baby in her as soon as I can.

      “I’m all yours. Always, forever, I belong to you.” She says, turning her head on the bedding with a smile.

      “That’s my girl.  Now wiggle that ass. When I get home, my dick is going inside that tight little hole. So be ready…”

      She teases and jiggles, her enormous tits swaying under her body as I drive my fist up and down my shaft until my balls tighten. Then I grab the little cup, grunt and spurt my release inside, already planning how I’m going to feed it to her when I get home.

      She’s my home.  My wife. My love. My world.

      All thanks to a loose radiator hose.
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        If you enjoyed Bad Ride and Men of Valor

        Try The Heartland’s Series!
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        When I headed west knowing the only way to survive was to start over, I never imagined I’d end up fighting for my life again.

        The road has been my constant companion. When I found a new home with the Heartlands club, for the first time I felt things might change for me.

      

      

      

      
        
        What I didn’t count on was finding something…no, someone, I’d fight for harder than I would for myself. She’s wandered into Seneca with a law degree and a vision for a future that sure doesn’t include a road worn brute like me.

      

      

      

      
        
        She can take care of herself, but I want to do it for her. When the threats come my way, and she becomes a pawn used against me? All bets are off and I’m in for the fight of my life.

      

      

      

      
        
        The alpha males of Heartlands Motorcycle Club are the most possessive, devoted, and territorial men in the country when it comes to the ones they love.

      

      

      

      
        
        Heartlands is a rough and rugged new series of standalone stories. Written by four of the most trusted names in short and steamy romance, each book will get your motors revved and your hearts racing. Guaranteed.
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        FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

        FACEBOOK FRIENDS

        GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

        PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches

        Dani Wyatt on Amazon

      

        

      
        dani@daniwyatt.com

        www.daniwyatt.com
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            About Dani

          

        

      

    

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

      

      

      

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