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A NOTE TO MY READERS:

I appreciate every one of you.  





For every girl who likes a little bark in their bite.
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For LG.  You won’t read this, but without you there would be no books.
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Sordid fun and other dirty shenanigans
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Now, let’s get on with the show...
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“Dude.”  Marshall shakes his head on a deep laugh.  “She’s a sure thing. Come on...your dick is begging you.”

Marshall has been my friend since my parents moved us to Walkerville when I was five years old. The day we met, I punched him. Hard. 

That was the first day of kindergarten. He was laughing at my handmade clothes, as well my parents were standing there openly sobbing, waving goodbye to me like I was marching off to war instead of elementary school.

I know the punch hurt like fuck.  I was big enough to take on kids three and four years older than me even back then. 

Instead of crying, or getting pissed, Marshall laughed like it was the most fun he’d had since he popped out into the big wide world, and for whatever reason I couldn’t stay mad. I forgave him, and we’ve been friends ever since.

“Shut up, ass.”  I grunt, keeping my eyes forward on the winding road down from the mountain where I live.  “Just the idea you are thinking about my dick is wrong.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see him shake his head as he eyes me back.

“True.”  He raises a finger, pointing at nothing in particular.  “But bro, just get fucking laid.  You’re about as uptight as a turkey in November.”

I release a long sigh, gripping the steering wheel so tight my knuckles crack.

“Can we talk about the wood?  Or pretty much anything else?  Or not talk at all, that’s even better.”  

He lets out a laugh. “I thought we were talking about wood.”  He snorts, running his hand down his face.

“Fuck off.”

“See what I mean?  You’re a grouchy son-of-a-bitch.  Eloise practically told me if you’d just show up at the party tonight, she’ll do whatever—”

“Jesus.”  I snap, my fuse burning down quickly.  “Shut the fuck up.  I’m not dipping my wick in that.  You and I have been friends a long time, ass, you know my deal. Why are you so up in my business about it?  I wish I never told you.”

“I just want you to live a little.  You’re either in your cabin, carving, or hunting for your precious burl wood ninety percent of the time.  I’m your only friend.  That’s fucking tragic, you know that?  Dude, even your mom and dad are worried about you.”

“How do you know?”

“She messaged me on Facebook, saw the picture of you, me and Mason at the burl buyers swap meet deal last month.”

“Fuck, I told him not to post that fucking picture.  I don’t want my face, name, any part of me online.  I hate that shit. Fucking Facebook...”

“Well, too late.  Your mom saw you, and then she messaged me.  Said you’ve not been very...”  He pauses and I look over, my jaw tight.  “Communicative the last few months.  Just said she’s worried, wondered what was going on.  Asked if you were dating anyone.”  He shrugs, shaking his head.  “I’m just saying.”

“I’ll call her tonight.  Every time I talk to her she wants to know if I’m dating.  She’s got grandbaby fever and if it’s not that, she’s begging me to come visit.” I sound pissy, but I love my parents.  Honestly, I miss the fuck out of them.

They did well for themselves.  When they moved up here, they scraped all the money they’d saved from their meager teacher’s salaries and bought a hundred acres.  Built a little cabin and were pretty fucking self-sufficient.  Life was lean for most of my younger years, but they were happy.  

What I didn’t know, not until I hit my late teens was that they were shrewd investors.  They didn’t care much for spending, but they had a nice investment portfolio and turned around and bought more and more land on the mountain and around Walkerville, the town they’d grown to love so much.  

On my twenty-first birthday, they handed me a deed in my name.  Three hundred-forty acres of my own, along with a nice chunk of change. Then, couple years ago when they got the wild hair idea to move to Palm Springs, they deeded the rest of their land to me—another three hundred or so acres around the mountain, and throughout the county.

He lets out a deeper, sardonic chuckle.  “Yes, I can see you in Palm Springs.  Your parents went from survivalist, cabin in the woods for forty years, to living high style in the desert.”

“Yeah, I wish I had siblings.  Take the heat off me.”

The strangest part is this last week, I’ve had this need.  Like a hunger or a thirst, but not like either.  Something I’ve put away for so long, exchanged for the solitary life I always craved.

It’s a wanting, a beat in my chest, a twitch in my dick.

No, that’s a lie.  It’s a full on, sixteen-year-old with his first Hustler hard on.

Granite rod, uncontrollable.

I’ve jerked off more this last five or so days than I have in the last five years. My dick is raw because my palm is calloused and rough as sandpaper.  Still, that hasn’t stopped me from spending myself nearly a dozen times a day.

Sorry, Mom. Your virgin son will never give you grandkids because his dick fell off.

We make our way into town and thank fuck the subject changes to small town gossip.  I could give a fuck really, small mountain town has big ears and bigger mouths.

Marshall is a deputy with the sheriff’s department, so he always has more intel than most. And, for some reason, he loves to share it with me.  His way of broadening my horizons, I guess.

I rub the back of my hand over my forehead, trying to keep my mind clear, then run it back to grip my neck, trying to ease the tension.  Whatever this is that’s got me has my head screwed up.

“Booker’s going to be crazy about the chair.  It’s wicked good.”  Marshall glances over his shoulder into the bed of the truck, then back to me.  “You say you’re going up to the Emmett land later?”

Booker is the town sheriff and a friend of us both.

I nod.  “Yeah.  Finally got that old fucker to let me do a scout lease.  Only gave me twenty-four hours to get up there and get the contract signed.  Cost me, too, but hoping it will pay out.  After I drop you and the chair, gonna go say hi to Beverly. She’s as bad as you. Mom calls her once a week, checking up on me. Looking for intel you might not have, I guess. But, after that, yeah, I’m headed up. Can’t waste any time. Old fucker could change his mind any second.”

I picked Marshall up a few hours ago, to help me safely load my latest creation for transport. He helps me out now and then with both my work and other projects.

Made him a kick ass omelet and Belgian waffles for breakfast, in thanks for his help, since he won’t take any money. He generally works the afternoon shift, so I’ll drop him at the station and he can help me offload the chair the Sheriff commissioned for his girlfriend, Beverly.

My main business is hunting for and re-selling burl wood, which is actually a lucrative gig. It keeps me in the woods which is where I want to be.  But besides that, I create one of a kind furniture, other artsy sort of sculptures, and whatever else strikes me out of the burls I find and decide not to re-sell.  I haven’t chased that part of the business, but I get enough word of mouth that it’s become a thriving sideline for me.  I ship things all over the country, even to Europe a couple times.

“Chair turned out better than I expected.” Marshall gives me a look.  “Who would have thought a fuck like you had that sort of talent?”

"Whatever. You keep yanking my chain like that you’re gonna walk the rest of the way. With a limp.”

He shrugs. “Beverly will be happy. She’s wanted one of your pieces since you showed at the fair last summer.  Been dropping hints to Booker...”

Between the burls and the leased oil wells that run on my property, in spite of myself, I’ve managed to make a pretty fucking good living and never have to put on a suit or tie.

Better than good, to tell the truth.  Not the one percent good, but my bank account balances have a couple commas in and I have hardly any use for the money, so it just keeps piling up.

There certainly are worse problems to have, and I’m grateful every day.

It takes me a moment to find a parking spot in the precinct parking lot, which isn’t much more than a scrap of asphalt adjacent to the building. The town’s two police cruisers, and the vehicles belonging to the Sheriff, his deputies and civilian staff, are already taking up most of the space, along with some shitty light blue Buick which is parked on the yellow line taking up two spots.I pull my truck in at an angle, trying not to block the exit for the cruisers, and then head with Marshall over to the building.

We step into the lobby, and I wave at Martha, the dispatcher.  If you need to know anything in town, and she happens to like you, she’s the epicenter of information.  She waves back, giving me a wink.  She and my mother were friends most of the years my parents were here, and I know they still talk regularly.

She’s on the phone as I pass, so I lean down and just give her a quick peck on the cheek. She reaches up and squeezes my chin, pulling my beard and pushing my lips together like some crazy aunt with red lipstick and bad breath, before waving me away to follow Marshall toward the Sheriff’s office in back.

As we work our way forward, I see Sheriff Booker with Emory, another deputy, talking with some guy I don’t recognize.  Booker and I went to school together, too. Like I said, it’s a town where everyone knows everyone.

Which makes the appearance of strangers a rather rare event. The guy’s wearing a cheap looking navy suit jacket and khaki pants.  He looks like a salesman from some ‘we finance everyone’ used car lot.

Something about him irritates me immediately.  Booker’s sitting on the edge of the desk, with Emory leaning back in his chair, and the stranger’s sitting there, talking and acting distressed.

And I mean it when I say acting.  Feels hinky to me.

The Sheriff catches my eye and nods, holding up a finger, and I ease my way to lean against the wall, just a few feet from Emory’s desk.

“She’s been gone nearly five days.”  I listen as the guy starts. “I tracked her cell phone until it stopped about six miles south, but there’s nothing there.  She used to camp with her grandparents up in the Manistee State land years ago.  Her mom passed away recently, and she’s just not been right since.  She’s always had some mental imbalance, I’m just worried.”

Emory narrows his eyes, scratching the back of his neckand asks, “You’re her stepfather you said?”

The guy nods as the sheriff drops his hand which was covering his mouth to cross his arms and adds, “We can’t file a missing person’s report.  She’s twenty-one, there’s no sign of foul play...no doctor’s order...”

The guy nods, sighing hard, rubbing his hands down the tops of his thighs, but it all seems showy to me. I focus on his face, rubbing my beard as he throws me a glance before shifting in his chair, pulling a piece of paper out of his inside jacket pocket and handing it to Booker.

“I’ll leave my number and her picture, maybe...if someone sees her, just maybe call me?”

He’s begging, but it’s not fear in his voice, more desperation.  Even a hint of annoyance.

“We can keep her picture. Not sure there’s much we can do.”

“Anything would help.  I’ve been to every town within ten miles, but I think she might be here, somewhere.  She always liked camping.”  He stands, handing them each a business card.  “My name and cell phone number are on there.  If anyone sees her...”

“Sure.”  Booker nods, standing up.  “We’ll keep our eyes open.”

The stranger thanks them, and as he walks out of the office, he hands me one of the cards too.

I snap my tongue on the back of my front teeth and shove the card into my jacket pocket as the sheriff raises his eyebrows and jerks his head toward his office.  Marshall took off toward the back room to change into his uniform, so it’s just me and Booker as he closes the door behind us.

“Sounds like family bullshit to me.”  He shakes his head as he drops into his desk chair and taps some keys on the computer with one hand, then hands me the piece of paper with the other.  “I’m sure you haven’t seen her, seeing you barely come down from that mountain of yours, but you’re here, so you get first look...she look familiar to you?”

The instant my eyes lock onto the photo, I swear I can smell her.  It is like a scent I’ve known forever, finally coming back to me and grabbing me by the balls. And squeezing. Hard.

Sweat breaks out on my forehead, my heart pounding so hard it’s feeling like it’s going to snap a fucking rib.

My one hand curls into a fist as I stare, my muscles hard and shaking, making the piece of paper with the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen tremble.

Her ripe round cheeks are pink, full, with a childlike innocence in blue eyes that stare right into my soul.  Lips full and slightly open, in a smile that makes me think of all the places I want her to put them.

I take a breath, grip the top of my head and look at the sheriff.  “She looks like that girl...”  

“What girl?”  He tips his head, narrowing his eyes.

“You know, that freezing princess.  From that Disney movie...”  He gives me a dead stare and I roll my eyes and do the unthinkable.  “Let it go, let it go...”  Before I can stop myself, I’ve let the little chorus free, wiggling my fingers like I’m shooting the ice from their tips and Booker is laughing his ass off.  “Shut up.  You know what I’m talking about, fucker.”

He tries to regain his composure, pressing his hands over his mouth and nodding regaining his composure. “Frozen, dumb ass. Frozen.”

I look back at the picture, thinking about how those pink pouty lips will feel the first time they kiss the tip of my cock, the waves of her creamy blonde hair brushing my skin, all silky softness against me.

Fuck, what’s happening to me?  My dick is at full height, throbbing, and a low growl catches in my throat. 

“You gonna be okay there?”  The sheriff gives me an inquisitive look.  “Do you recognize her, besides her being an animated Disney princess?”

I shake my head, because I don’t remember how to form words.

The photo feels alive in my hand, and I swear I can hear her voice.

Take me.

Help me.

Protect me.

Don’t let me go...

I will do all of that, and more.  I just have to find you first.

And I will.  No matter what.
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MY ASS IS NUMB FROM sitting on the cold boulder next to the low fire I keep burning at all hours.  I poke the hot dirt with a long stick, flicking orange embers back into the center as they pop and fly in tiny comet-like streaks onto the surrounding ground.

I’ve not been sleeping well.  Not because I’m scared out here, but because I have no idea what is next in my life.  It’s like the earth is shifting under my feet, and I feel constantly off balance.

A yawn creeps up and I cover my mouth as I glance up at the sky. The sun is high now, and even without my phone, I know it’s around two o’clock.  

One thing that worked out in this whole mess, I decided to go rogue in June instead of January, which in Michigan is solidly in the pro column.  A warm breeze rustles the leaves and branches overhead and all around accentuating my good fortune.  

The cool scent of the woods and evergreens gives me comfort, even as the knot of the unknown twists in my belly.

The gray and green polyester tent that is my current home remains crooked, despite how hard I tried to make it a square.  I bought a tent big enough for eight and it is clearly a two-person job to put it up. The guy at the sporting goods store in town looked at me like I had three heads when I kept piling things on the counter, not once asking about price.

Tent. Sleeping bag.  Foam for under the sleeping bag, because it sucks sleeping on the hard ground.  Little Coleman stove.  Flashlights.  Lantern.  Mess kit. Bowie knife. Tool kit.

His eyes got as big as moons when I asked him to take out the Remington 700, a bolt action rifle just like the one my grandfather bought me when I was sixteen, and four boxes of ammo.

He looked ready to pass out when I added the Ten Point Titan crossbow with fifty graphite kill strike arrows.

I went full-on survival girl, spending well over two grand between the sporting goods store and the little market where I picked up enough food to last a week.

They say hard times can bring out the best in people.

I think it’s true, but in my experience, it can also bring out the worst.

Being in the woods brings back good memories.  My mom’s parents, when they were still alive, loved to camp, hunt and fish.  Anything outdoors.  And since my mother was more the pageant type, they were over the moon when I took to aiming a gun and de-scaling a fish like other girls take to Barbies and back-stabbing.

I’ve never been much of a people person, but I’ve been alone for nearly five days now, so the urge for some human contact is starting to get to me.

I douse the low burning fire with the bucket of river water I always keep full, spreading the ashes to make sure it won’t spark back to life while I’m gone.  Then I unzip the door to the tent and change my t-shirt, looking down at my jeans and deciding they are presentable enough. There’s a  decent flowing creek about a five-minute walk from my camp, and I’ve done pretty well at keeping myself cleaned up and my clothes washed, but being in the woods, I’m acutely aware that I don’t want to lose all sense of civility.

Dressed and back out of the tent, I grab my worn, faded olive green Army back-pack that was my Grandfather’s from World War II and head for my car.  I’ve got it parked at the end of a rough logging road a ten-minute walk south.

I remember there was a little bar in Walkerville, the closest town to where I ended up, and even though I’m not much of a drinker, the idea of a burger, a cold beer and a flushing toilet gets the better of me, and I’m maneuvering around the downed trees and pot-holes until I hit the more maintained mountain dirt road and finally the main paved stretch into town.

I’ve got the windows down and I turn up the radio when Blinded by the Light comes on and try to enjoy the wind and the pureness of the pine lined road. Images of my mom and my grandparents drift through my thoughts as I drive.  

I felt loved growing up.  Both by my mother and her parents, despite that my bio-dad signed away his legal rights the day I was born.

I have his name.  I could have tracked him down, but the urge never tugged at me.  I understood.  He was young, they were both seventeen and his family was wealthy, and she was just the pretty girl from the wrong side of the tracks.  I made my peace with it and never felt I’d missed out on anything.

I ease off the accelerator of my dusty Subaru, with its taped-up taillight and a rear passenger door that doesn’t open, as I drive down Main Street.  I see the green neon sign for Duffy’s Bar & Grill and do a fine job parallel parking in the open spot out front.  

The door of my Subaru creaks as I swing it open, then close it behind me on another squeal, taking a look up and down the small main street.  I didn’t take time to appreciate it when I blew in and out getting my supplies the other day.

It’s charming, but not the contrived sort of way that some little downtowns in tourist areas can be.  There’s a park down the way with a white gazebo in the center, a barber shop with a red and white spinning pole out front and a coffee shop called Hot Shot with a black and green awning.

It reminds me of that town in the Gilmore Girls and I imagine the townsfolk characters that go along with it all.

There’s a smattering of people walking dogs, sitting on benches and it feels safe...easy...and I start to relax as I head across the sidewalk.

Just inside the worn wooden front door of the bar, I pause.  It’s darker inside, but still pleasant, and for such a small town it’s bustling with about twenty or twenty-five customers at the bar and at tables.  The scent of the fryer makes my mouth water as I take a spot at a small, inconspicuous corner table near the bar.

A pretty, California-looking blonde smiles as she approaches and gives the table a wipe down with one hand, before nodding toward the menu folded between the catchup and salt & pepper holder on the table. “You drinking or eating or both?”  

“Both.”  I reach out and open the menu, scanning the selection of bar type fare.  “But I guess I’ll start with a beer.”

“We have ten drafts, and a whole mess of bottled...”  She reaches forward and takes the other laminated card from where the menu came and hands it to me.

I scan the selections then slip it back into place.

“I’ll have a Blue Moon. With an orange slice if you have it. And I’ll have the double bacon cheeseburger, with everything.  Seasoned fries.”  On cue, my stomach growls, making the waitress smile again.

“You got it.  Be right back with your beer and as fast as I can with your burger.”  She gives me a long slow look before moving away.  “You old enough to drink?”

“Yes. Twenty-one last month...”  I reach for my backpack to get my I.D. 

She smiles again as I hand her my license and she takes a look then nods.  “Happy belated Birthday.”  

On my thank you, she turns and heads toward the bar.

I look around, noticing half the patrons staring at their phones. I was never much of a phone girl. Maybe because I didn’t have that many friends.  Taking care of my mom for the last two years was my focus, and along with my schoolwork it didn’t leave much social time.

Still, sitting here, knowing I ditched my phone about ten miles back when I realized it still had the “Find my iPhone” app on it, and my stepfather might be able to track it, I wish I had someone to call.  Or text.  Or whatever.  

It was stupid to ditch it but he paid the bill on it and never let me have my own id so I could add or delete my own apps.  He liked making sure I always knew who was in charge.

Watching all the other people in the bar, I feel more alone with all the laughter and energy around me, that realization is clearer than the five days I’ve spent in solitude.

My beer and burger are delivered in short order and before long, my head is a little buzzy and I reach down and unbutton my jeans, tugging my t-shirt down because I inhaled the burger and fries, along with two beers.

As I stretch up in my chair, trying to ease the discomfort of my distended abdomen, the pretty blonde that waited on me comes over with a laptop in her hand and sits down at the open table next to me.

“Good burger.”  I manage, holding back a little burp with my fist to my lips.  “Good beer, too.”

“Thanks.  Keeps the lights on.”  She smiles as she opens the computer and taps the keys as the other waitress I watched waiting tables, a brunette, comes over to rest one hand next to the open laptop, the other on her jutted hip.  

“So, next Thursday, I’d like to work the day shift.  Jeremy is coming back from his hitch and I want to be home with him if possible.”  The girl looks at me with a thin smile, lips a perfect shade of red, cat-eye liner applied precisely reminding me of my inability to apply make-up outside of a little lip gloss and a swipe of mascara now and then.  She turns her attention back to the blonde who is looking at her computer screen.

She looks up on a nod.  “That’s fine. Linda and Wilson are both working that day, you can have it off.  I’ll post the schedule in a little while after I get the liquor order entered.”

“Cool. Thanks.”  The waitress spins on her heel and I turn to the blonde. “So, this your place?” The fact that I’m initiating conversation with a near stranger only reminds me just how desperate I am for human interaction.

She nods, still tapping keys.  “Yep.  Owner and chief bottle washer.”  She stops typing and looks my way. “You’re not from around here.  Passing through? Sorry, small town. You own the bar, you know almost everyone.”

“Yeah.  Just sort of in transition, I guess. Used to come up this way with my grandparents.  Felt like a good place to stop and figure out some things.”

She nods, pulling her hair back into a loose ponytail, then wrapping it in a knot which promptly falls back, loose, down her back.  I look at her eyes, they are a magnificent rich brown, wide and thoughtful, and I realize she looks a little like Britany Spears “It’s a good place for that, I guess.  Quiet.  No drama, usually.  The woods around sort of hug the town, make it feel safe I suppose.  As long as you watch out for bears.” She finishes on another warm smile.

“Yeah, my grandparents taught me about that when we used to camp up at the Manistee grounds.  I keep my food away from my site.  And, I’m not bad with a bow and I’m even better with my Remington.”  I take the last sip of my beer and she looks at me with amusement.

“You camping alone then?”

I nod.  “Yep.  Got a little lonely, figured the local bar would give me a jolt of humanity.”

She tips her head back and forth, looking around the bar. “Such as it is.”

We both let out a soft laugh, then she waves at the brunette that was at her table earlier.  She comes over.  “Yes, boss?”

“Get her another beer.  On me. Blue Moon, with an orange.”  

The brunette nods.  “Coming right up.”  

“Thanks.”  For the first time in months I feel sort of happy.  I’m sure it’s that I’m desperate for any conversation, but a half hour later, I’m half done with my third beer and I’ve found out the blonde’s name is Beverly, and she’s my newest and very bestest friend.

“I’m not sure how long I’ll stay, but I think it says something that I feel safer here, out in the woods alone, than I did back at home with my stepfather.” I’m offering up way more information that I’m sure interests her, but it feels so good to talk I can’t stop.

The one thing I’m not going to say, is I’m not even sure whose land I’m camping on.  The public land where we used to camp was chained off.  A sign indicated there was a washout on the road up the mountain, so I took the next road and settled on an isolated spot.  It would take some effort to find me, but I’m sure squatting on someone else’s land might not be taken kindly, so I’m keeping that tidbit to myself.  

“Yeah, that says something, all right.  Sorry...”  She trails off in that way only a seasoned bar person can.  Not wanting to know too much but trying to seem semi-interested.

“I mean, okay, he’s not like violent or anything.”  My tongue feels thick and I know I should play my cards closer to the vest, but there’s something about her eyes, and probably the beers and I’m spilling my guts.  “The day he came home and told me he’d scattered my mother’s ashes without me?  It was the last straw.  It was bad enough to watch her wither away for a year, me trying to go to school and care for her as well while he just went about his life.  That last year, once they said there was no hope, and she wanted to stop any treatment and just be at home, was...”  I trail off, not sure how to finish that sentence without breaking into tears.

Beverly gives me a sympathetic nod.  “You loved her.  Love never dies, but I’m so sorry.  That’s a shitty deal on lotsa levels.”

“Yeah. The entire five years they were married, it never felt right, you know?  I wish I had had the guts to ask her why she married Robert, because from everything I saw, she didn’t love the dude.  He was safe, I guess.  Insurance salesman with a Buick type of safe.  Ten years older, but I think he loved his golf clubs more than her.”

And certainly, more than me.  I told Beverly that he wasn’t violent, and that was true, but there were moments when I felt like if I didn’t tread carefully around him...I don’t know, it was just a feeling.  I tried to wear beige and keep my mouth shut for the most part.  And he never was violent with me, just indifferent.  

Maybe Mom was just scared of being alone.  She knew I’d always had a wanderlust, and even from a young age talked about going on adventures and traveling the world.

She’s always encouraged me with my free spirit and my art, which over the years developed into a passion.  My love of the woods turned into a clear voice in my paintings.  Abstract, yet refined, the   art teacher at the community college where I was taking a few classes told me.  Trees with life and light playing with unusual color and a bit of a style that was reminiscent of Monet’s impressionism, married to my own sense of modernism.

Painting was my church.  My solace, even as Mom’s health declined, yet she insisted on doing one local art fair with me.  I took twenty-four paintings with me and we only came home with two.  She was so proud, telling everyone she was my mother and taught me everything I knew, even though we both knew she was lucky to get the sticks on a stick figure in the right places.

The irony is, when she got sick, Robert became more distant.  I don’t want to say she died alone, because she had me, but I don’t think things turned out quite the way she planned.

Of course not, dying at thirty-seven was not in her plans and sure wasn’t in mine.

“How long ago did she pass?”  Beverly’s interest seems sincere, and it’s good to talk about it.  I realize, I’ve not really told anyone what I’m telling this near stranger.

“Forty-two days ago.”  I tell her and draw a deep breath.  

The day I finally decided to leave the house where we’d lived with Robert, I went to the bank and withdrew a few thousand dollars from the life insurance money she left me.  

It was the money that really changed things with him. I got a call from an attorney soon after her death. Turns out, she had a will, trust and a life insurance policy, none of which left Robert a dime.  In fact, it was explicit that he was not to receive anything.

I look over at Beverly, her eyes soft, waiting for me to continue which to my surprise, I do. “Every day, my stepfather would badger me.  Tell me he was the one that paid for the roof over our heads.  The medical bills. My phone and everything else. And he deserved that money.”  I shake my head, the lightness and relief of talking about it suddenly turning darker.  “Anyway, so it’s been a weird year, and here I am.” 

I don’t care all that much about the money, but I care about honoring my mother’s wishes and it gave me some insight that she specifically excluded him in her last wishes.  

One day after mom’s death, I came home from my art class at the community college, and Robert was sitting in his La-z-boy, drinking a beer and watching golf.  He  proceeded to tell me he’d taken it upon himself to scatter her ashes in the back yard without me, and I cracked.  

That devastated me, but to add to the grief he told me Ginger, the mini-dachshund my mom got me from the pound the week she was diagnosed—after Robert had forbade me from getting a dog for five years—had been hit by a car and didn’t make it. All this without taking his eyes off the TV.

I knew I had to leave. I grabbed some photos, a few personal things, a duffel bag of clothes, and set out north in my trusty, or not so trusty, Subaru—ending up here in Walkerville.

It hurt to leave my art and so many of Mom’s things behind, but it was clearly time to go.

Beverly’s voice snaps me back to the moment. “Camping in the back of beyond up here in Walkerville...there are worse ways to get your head straight.”  Beverly places a hand over mine, then her eyes light up with a thought.  “Oh, you must be that girl that Damon from Badger’s Sporting Goods said came in and practically bought out the store.  Made his day. He closed early and came in here and got shit faced. Lucky me.” 

I nod, “That’s me.”

“Well. Welcome to town.  You’ve got a friend now.”  She leans over, playfully blocking her voice with her hand as she leans her face to my ear.  “I’m also the Sheriff’s girlfriend.  Fiancé, actually. So, if you need anything, just let me know.”

“Thanks.”

“I gotta get back to the bar.  Stop by again soon, and be careful, okay?” She closes up her laptop and walks away.

I look out the bar window and see the sun is lower in the sky.  Checking the clock, I realize I’ve been here over three hours.  I leave the money for my burger and beer on the table and make my way to use the rest room before I head out for the forty-minute drive up the mountain.  Indoor plumbing is a luxury, and I plan on taking full advantage whenever possible.

When I’m done, I wash my hands, take a look in the mirror and do a little finger comb on my wild hair before heading out the washroom door, not paying much attention, and run smack into some dude in the hall.

“Wow.”  I jump back.  “Sorry.”

I recognize him from a table near the dart board.  His long red hair is tied back in one of those thin ponytails, held by three spaced-out rubber bands, making him hard to forget.  His beard matches his hair, including the rubber bands and his smile reveals some serious need for dental care.  His eyes are slightly unfocused as he looks me up and down.  “You want to bump into me anytime baby, we all good.”

“Yeah.” Sarcasm tips the word as I squint, shaking my head and swatting away his hand which comes up to touch my hair, which people do more than they should.  “No.”

He laughs, and the with beer and a burger with extra onions lingering, I’m not saying my breath is minty fresh,, damn, his is whiskey, cigarettes and a dead rat. His lips are wet as he steps forward, giving me an arrogant look.

“I like hard to get.  Why don’t you smile?  You’d be much prettier if you’d—”

Before I can tell him to fuck waaaay off, an arm as thick as a tree trunk comes between us, flat hand on the wall next to my head. His body is so huge, it damn near blocks out the light coming from above as he occupies the majority of the hallway.

“Don’t touch her.”  A rumbling voice shakes me to my bones.

His back is to me so I can’t see his face, but his scent takes away the foul odor of the pony-tail guy and replaces it with a wild masculinity mixed with some spicy forest scent. To my surprise, it makes my belly flip, and there’s an odd flutter that lands hard smack dab between my legs.

“Sorry, man...” I see through the sliver of space between the enormous guy and the wall, the patron raises his hands, leaning over to meet my eyes, his arrogance replaced by fear.  “Sorry, miss, ma’am...” he says, backing away, his eyes now back on the other guy. 

“Okay.”  I cock my head to the side and step back to take in the back of the man standing between us.  He has to be the largest human I’ve ever seen up close and in person, and the hairs on my arms stand up.

“Don’t touch her.  Ever.”  His voice booms in the cramped space, and as much as I’m stunned by this stranger’s possessive sort of protectiveness, it’s vibrating through me like a long-lost symphony.

“I won’t.  Mathias, man...”  He cranes his neck to look up and I realize they clearly are familiar with each other.  “Was just a dumb comment.  Won’t happen again.”

“Fucking right, it won’t.”

“Hey, it’s fine...”  I start, trying to diffuse the moment, so I can be on my way, but another part of me feels compelled to stay put.

He doesn’t turn, and I find myself reversing my steps, hoping if I retreat, whatever this is will be over.  

A low growl vibrates from the human mountain as he turns his head, and I see his face.

Raw.  Unbalanced.  Rugged.

A little scary.

But sexy in its own way.  

His beard is unrefined, his eyes wild, brows arched like a predator ready to pounce.

My breath catches as an unexpected desire surges through me.  

Then, reality cools the moment, knowing I need to get out of here and back to my camp. Now is not the time for undue attention.

The Duck Dynasty dude starts again, “Mathias, no deal man. I didn’t know you knew her, I would never...” He leans around the bulk of the man in front of me to catch my eyes again. “I didn’t mean any offense.”

I lick my lips as fear tightens my chest.  The entire encounter has taken mere seconds, but time feels slow and I need to get out of here.

The gladiator that’s taken up for my honor turns toward me, and my eyes take in the vastness of him.  It’s like looking over an enormous human topographical map.

His arms, hands, torso...hulk like in size, and fire seems to be flickering around my feet as heat takes me over.  My face is barely level with his chest, and I stumble back and to my shock, I let my gaze drift lower.

To another sort of tree trunk...pressing outward on the worn denim which struggles to cover an erection that would give any horse a run for their money.

A shiver races up my spine as I bolt back toward my table, grabbing my backpack and making a stumbling beeline to the front door.  The conflicting sensations roaring through me make me hot and chilled at the same time.

I fumble with my keys, nearly dropping them before I’m in my car, and to my surprise, even a Subaru can peel out as I take a U-turn in the middle of the street and head back toward my camp.

My heart is beating through my chest as I look in the rear view. The last thing I see before I turn the corner out of town, is another sort of mountain.  One stomping out the front door of Duffy’s, all flannel and fire and fists clenched at his sides, watching me disappear down the road.
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I NEVER WONDERED WHAT it might feel like to take a sledgehammer to my chest.

Or, have some invisible hand reach down and grab my balls.

But, now I know.

There she was in the fucking hallway at Duffy’s, the girl from the photo. Making my dick instantly hard, her scent roaring through me like a tsunami.

It took all my willpower not to drag that Fleming brother with his dumb ass ponytail, outside into the alley beheading him for touching her.  For fucking breathing near her.

For soiling her with his gaze.

But it all happened so fast, and as much as I wanted to mortally wound him, I couldn’t tear myself away from her. My jaw still aches from clenching my teeth as I watched her drive away.  My pick-up was parked behind the bar, so after she disappeared down the road, I marched down the side alley and practically yanked the driver’s door off as I climbed in.

I needed to get up to old Mr. Emmett on Cradle Mountain, because he will shut down my lease in a heartbeat if I’m late for our meeting. I’ve been after him for the option to harvest the burl on his thousand acres for five years, and if I get the contract signed, I can breathe a bit.  I’ve got a month to do my prospecting once his name is on the dotted line. But, as soon as that is secured, my next order of business is finding her.

Securing her.

Letting her know...from the moment I saw her face in that photo , I knew.

She’s mine.

Why, I’m not sure.

How, remains to be seen.

Who she is, and what that bullshit with her stepdad back at the station is all about, will get figured out.

It’s all just details.

As I grip the steering wheel in my truck and stomp on the accelerator, all I see is her face.  The whole forty minutes it takes to get to Emmett’s place, my obsession for her spins out of control.

I never really understood why I wasn’t like all my friends.  Why I never wanted to just get laid. Stick my dick in something to say I’d done it.  To not have this branded ‘V’ on my chest.

Now, I know.

I’m different.  It happens in nature.  Animals wait for their one mate.  Maybe there’s some anomaly in my DNA, maybe I’m part wolf.  I don’t fucking know, but the one thing I do know is my mind, body and soul have never reacted to a woman like they did to her.

When I find her, I hope she is ready, because she will belong to me.  No matter what it takes, I’ll be deep inside her, marking her, breeding her, showing her what she was meant for.

To belong to me.



*** 
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Astrid



“HOLY SHIT.”  I MUTTER as I try to get comfortable on my boulder next to the fire.

When I got back from my outing to the bar I went for a walk, gathered a bunch of firewood, then headed to the river to refill my fire bucket and wash a couple t-shirts and my underwear, trying to keep busy and steady myself.

Even now, sitting here by the fire I’m shaking and trying to figure out what exactly happened in that hallway.

Not the events themselves, it was a standard issue stupid comment from a guy that should have been a non-issue.

Instead, chills and heat race through me every time I think of those silver-gray eyes and flashes of desire double me over, imagining his massive hands on me...what it would feel like to kiss him...to feel that crazy Viking beard against my lips...between my legs.

The sensation of his massive weight on top of me while his cock—

“Argggg!”  I shake my head, running my hands through my hair as I try to get a grip.

The spear of lust throbs down low, making it hard to think.  I’ve never felt anything like this.  Sure, I had a couple dates in high school.  But I was never the popular girl, didn’t involve myself much in the Thunderdome of high school society.

Instead, I got straight A’s. Took as many art classes as they’d allow. I played clarinet.  Did marching band. 

Combine it all with my penchant for baggy pants and vintage sci-fi t-shirts, I landed solidly in the invisible nerd category.  And honestly, the invisible part worked for me.  Even now, I just sort of want to be left alone.

So, when the hulk in the bar’s vibe hit me directly in my girl parts, fear and arousal went to battle.  Fear won out and I bolted, but the feelings that bubbled up in the short time I was near him seem to have only grown.

As much as logic says otherwise, I know this is something.  I may never see him again...and that thought leaves me cold, even as the fire blazes in front of me.  The warmth of the day is still on the air, but I hug myself, looking at my makeshift home here in the woods, then up at the sky for a sign.

Any sign.

I’m exhausted. Sleep has eluded me for a year or more. I’ve snatched what I can get, grateful for an hour, sometimes two. Since I’ve been here, the weight of the loss of my mother hasn’t gotten any worse, but it hasn’t eased either.  Add to that I have no place to call home. No family left, and I get these moments of panic, the unknown gripping around my throat as it is now with the early evening sunlight streaming through the trees. 

Lowering my eyes, I dig at the dirt with the heel of my boot and listen to the birds, the loud silence of the forest, my heartbeat thudding in my ears. I close my eyes and let the breeze and tingling sensations move through and over me.  I still feel a little drunk, but it’s not the beer anymore. I know, because my nipples are turning hard against the cotton fabric of my t-shirt, and it’s not that cold yet.

An hour later, I’ve dug a hole the size of a basketball with the heel of my boot, and my rear end is aching again.  I press up on the boulder, stretching both hands to the sky and walk toward the tree line.  I search in the brush until I find a smallish sized downed pine, dragging it back to turn it into logs with the handheld camping saw I bought needing a distraction.

I’m huffing when I finally drop it about ten feet from the tent.  The light is dim, outlines show in my vision more than colors now, and my ears prick when I hear a crunching sound coming from my left beyond the line of trees.

I steady my breath, stepping backwards to where my rifle is leaning against a stump just outside the opening of the tent, and slip my hands into place as I strain to see movement in the direction of the sound.

On a slow exhale, I center the butt of the rifle to my shoulder, squinting one eye and centering the other on the scope, then raise my head again to take in the tree line.

More crunching.

The crack of a branch.

Sounds loud.  Something big.  Not a deer.  Or a coyote.

My pulse throbs in my neck as heat covers me.

There’s a new rhythm to the movement.  There are steps.  

One.

Two.

Three.

Four.

They are close together, slow but steady, and my heart races, making it difficult to breathe.

I know enough to not keep my food near camp.  But I also know, my own scent could draw predators.  A bear’s sense of smell is one of the most developed, rivaling that of a shark.

There are no grizzlies around here, but black and brown bears aren’t rare.

There’s a low growl from the opposite direction of the foot falls, and I spin, aiming as the shadow of a massive, bigfoot-sized figure steps out from the tree line and my finger tightens on the trigger.

“I’ll put a bullet between your eyes and one through your heart before you take another step.”  I keep my voice steady, loud enough that there is no hesitation in my words, as the fading daylight streaks through the trees from behind, it lights on his face and that warring hot and cold sensation ignites again racing up from my feet to the top of my head.

The figure raises his hands, taking another step forward before planting his feet shoulder width apart, his glowing gray eyes locking on mine.

“I’m not here to hurt you.  Don’t be scared.”

“I’m not scared.”  I counter back. “I’m the one with the gun.”  I keep my eye on the scope, looking at his face and trying to keep my knees from buckling under me. 

“I see that.” His voice is low and even. “I’m not scared either.”  His voice sounds like the growl I heard a moment ago, low and pained.

The words hang in a moment of silence as my arousal spins inside of me, pulling me, refusing to let go, driving me to move to him, but my feet stay planted.

A momentary flash of our bodies pressed together, a craving knotting my gut, a need for something I’ve never known before, spins the images of his naked body with mine.  His huge, towering body, throwing me down like a doll, fingers twisting in my hair, knees knocking mine wide as he drives forward—

The fantasy evaporates as the original sounds of movement from behind me return, closer now.  My eyes dart from the giant man back the other way.

Another growl, different this time. It’s rumbling, along with wet, haggard breathing sounds, and I focus, seeing the lumbering, four-legged, black figure moving through the last of the trees, focused on me.

I take a careful step back, rifle scope to my eye as I retreat, then another, but on the next step my foot slips, finding a hole instead of a footing, and my ankle twists painfully to the side, the rifle now pointing skyward as I struggle to right myself, stifling a yelp as I crumple to the ground.  

Before I can recover and take my shot, thick, hard arms grapple around my waist, swinging me around and placing me behind his massive body as he runs forward, hands above his head,  dueling growls and snarls filling the air.

The bear lurches to his hind feet, huge but not as big as the form of the man moving toward him.

I watch in awe, a scream caught in my throat as the bear drops down, snuffing and huffing, saliva dripping from peeled back lips as the man gives no ground and the bear takes one small step back, weaving its head side to side, signaling retreat.

“Stay behind me.”  The commanding voice reverberates through me as the stabbing pain in my ankle competes with the throbbing between my legs.

“Let me shoot him.”  I seethe. I’m on the ground, but I’m able to bring my rifle to aim.

“No.  He’s just being a bear.  He isn’t here to hurt you.  He just smelled your camp.  He doesn’t deserve to die for doing what he does.  I won’t let him hurt you.”

“What the hell are you talking about? He’s a bear.  He’ll do what he wants...Move so I can aim.”

“No.”  His voice is low as the bear moves back, rounding through some trees to the left and out of sight.  “I know this bear.  He’s never attacked a human.  These are his woods, he wants to know why you are here.”

He lowers a massive hand in front of me, and nods for me to take it.  I hesitate, but being on my feet is far safer than sitting here on my ass, so I throw the strap of the rifle around my shoulder and take his hand; mine nearly disappearing inside as he pulls me up with such force he launches me off my feet.  

When I settle back on the ground, I wince.

“You’re hurt.”  His silver moonlight eyes travel down my body to where I’m hopping gingerly, letting the pain subside.

“I’ll be okay.  Just twisted—”

Before I finish, the sound of tearing fabric comes from my tent and I watch as the bear stomps through the nylon, leveling it to the ground in about three seconds. Metal and plastic poles snap, and before I know what’s happening my visitor grabs me around the waist, lifts me onto his shoulder and sets out at a run through the forest, my rifle falling from my shoulder.

“What the hell are you doing?”  I puff out, his strides driving the air from my lungs as his rock-hard shoulder pounds into my diaphragm.

“Taking you to safety.  You can’t stay here. That bear doesn’t want to hurt you, but he will if you feel like a threat.”

“Oh, and he wasn’t threatened by you running at him like a crazy person?”

His steps slow to a fast walk as I hang over his back, trying to figure out what to do with my hands as I look down and watch his ass with each step, wondering if he is picking up on the scent of my arousal with my crotch so close to his face.

“We have an understanding.”  He grunts, and as if reading my mind, he turns his head slightly toward me, taking a deep breath.

His body tightens under me, and I think about fighting him and demanding he set me down.

Instead, I draw my own deep breath, letting his masculine scent and hint of sweat tantalize me as his grip locks down around the backs of my thighs, his own growl vibrating into my belly.

“You have an understanding?  With a bear?”  I manage. 

The course of events in the last couple hours has my head spinning.

Or, it’s the blood rushing to my brain from being carried like a sack of potatoes.

He grunts on a nod, tension in his shoulders as he shifts my body a little higher.

“I’ll keep you safe.”  He grumbles, then under his breath he finishes, “Or, maybe, I’ll just keep you.”
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THE YEARS OF ABSTINENCE never much bothered me.

Being a virgin at thirty-five never embarrassed me.

Honestly, it didn’t feel strange to me. Maybe my wiring is just fucked up.

But, right now, standing here staring at this girl that has already wrapped herself around my heart and grabbed me by the balls in the matter of a few hours, all I can think about is throwing her down, prying her legs apart and rutting into her until this wild lust is quelled.

At the same time, deep down I know it will never be quelled.  Momentarily satisfied at best. The thought that I would have done the deed with anyone before her?  Fuck, turns my stomach. My dick will only know one sweet cunt.

I may be vulgar, but I know what I know, and I know more than ever I was meant to wait.

For her.

I could see the fear in her eyes when she looked at me in the bar, then again when I came through the woods.  

It was fate.  After I signed the contract with Emmett, I headed back to my place, but I couldn’t get her off my mind.  Something drew me east, I told myself I was going to start my burl wood search on that part of Cradle Mountain which borders my land, but in my gut, I knew better so I set off from my cabin on foot.

I wasn’t searching for wood.  Not even my prized burls.

I was searching for her.  

As soon as I smelled the scent of a fire, there was a knot in my gut, and I followed the trail until I came through the trees to find her facing off with ole Arthur.

It was right then I knew destiny had taken a hand.

I slung her over my shoulder, trudged through the woods with my cock thick and dripping down the inside of my pant leg throbbing for her.

She didn’t fight, which soothed me because I don’t want her to fear me.  But I want her to know I won’t be without her.

I want to know everything.  What makes her eyes look sad.  Why she’s in the woods alone. Her secrets.  Her darkest desires.  I feel something hurting inside of her and I know it’s my job to heal whatever that is.

So, while I carried her over my shoulder through the woods, I grunted questions.  She evaded some, mostly about her family.  Having met her stepfather, I already want to put his head through a wall, because I’m sure he has something to do with her being up here and something to do with the hurt I see in her eyes.

I asked about other things.  Her hobbies...she’s an artist. She loves old school Sci-fi movies too.  Original Star Trek, Star Wars, and she said her favorite is a tie between the original Logan’s Run and the old Planet of the Apes series.

I asked about her art and I want to see every painting.  Know every brush stroke.

She told me her mother passed away from pancreatic cancer, and from the crack in her voice she’s still raw, so I didn’t push that subject. But I had a feeling it was connected to her asshole stepfather, so at some point I’m going to deal with him and find out his damage, and make sure he never gives her a second of trouble again.

I asked her how she picked her place to camp, seeing that it’s on Emmett’s property, and she told me about her grandparents and how they used to come up to the Manistee State land, but the road is closed right now. Which is true.  So, she took the next road she found, headed up what she thought would be the same mountain and public land.  

That’s fair enough, and an honest mistake, but knowing Emmett, if he’d found her there first...well, he may not have been so understanding.

Her favorite foods are Oreos, and thanks to her Irish grandparents, corned beef sandwiches.  I devoured every morsel of information, storing it away for later. 

As much as I felt I could carry her around on my shoulder like that for the rest of our lives, when we got to my place, I finally set her down, as much as it pained me to release her.

Standing here now with her ice blonde hair hanging in a mess around her shoulders, perfect doesn’t come close.  Her haunting, sky blue eyes are unlike anything I’ve seen before, and it feels like her gaze is piercing straight through my waking heart.

There’s only dim light coming from the sky now, the sun only a shred of orange banding low in the trees, and the breeze is blowing her hair across her perfect face as her hands come up to fuss with the errant strands and secure them behind her sweet ears.

She licks her flawless, deep pink lips, and each breath is a struggle as I imagine what her mouth will taste like.  Sugar, honey, cherries...and every sweet and perfect thing in this world.

We stand there for a long moment, assessing each other, the memory of her pointing the rifle at my face edges the corners of my lips upward and I see her narrow her eyes.

“Something funny?”  There’s a hint of fear in her face, but she’s brave too, and that combined with her tiny stature, sweet round cheeks, ‘End of Days’ t-shirt and pink combat-style boots, I’ve never seen anything like her.

“No.” I can’t help but close the small space between us, reach down and touch her shoulder, then run my rough fingertips down her arm until I reach her hand, toying with her fingers, lost in the sensation of her soft skin.

She looks down where we are connected, then up at my face, and I wonder if she sees a monster like most do.  I’m not conventionally handsome by any stretch and I never much cared.  I just don’t want her to be scared.  Or repulsed, because that could sure put a damper on what I have planned for her.

For us.

When her eyes fall away, a chill shakes me and I feel a loss until she looks upward again, her wild eyes on mine, eyelashes fluttering.  Her face is as perfect as a porcelain doll, round and innocent, and the contrast with her baggy jeans, womanly curves and windblown hair, fresh face with no pretense, only hardens my cock more and makes my pulse race and throb in my temples.

The uncertainty in her eyes is mixed with curiosity, and my need to possess her is taking over as I struggle to keep my shaking hands from reaching out to rip the clothes from her body. A low growl spills from my lips as I think about lifting her back up, only this time, mounting her on my shoulders with her pussy firmly attached to my watering mouth.

I’ve never felt settled.  There’s no trauma in my upbringing, but I’ve battled my own demons, nonetheless. A constant sense of tension I could never quite quell. 

But her eyes, her being, brings me a peace I didn’t know I was seeking. Until right now.

In contrast, she’s released a beast inside of me.  Her innocence is my muse.  Her flesh is my canvas, where I will show the world she is possessed by me.  Red and purple marks from teeth and fingertips, clutching around her neck...the thoughts make me feel drunk and I fear what will happen when the time comes for me to take what is mine.

“What’s your name?” She cuts into my thoughts, making me draw a painful breath. Even her voice is perfect, soft yet fierce, and its vibrations rattle me to my core.

“Mathias Rogers,” I answer, dropping my hand again to hers, only this time interlacing our fingers as heat encases me and my balls grow heavy with what I intend to give her.  “What is your name?”

My hands tingle as her soft skin warms my fingers.  Her eyes flicker as she looks up at me, her pouty pink lips parting as she answers.

“Astrid.”  The sound of her name sets off some music inside of me, and as she looks up, head back, she is more beautiful with every passing moment.

“Astrid what?”  

“Edwards. Why?  You gonna do a background check?”  Her smart-ass answer has me envisioning turning that plump ass over my knee and giving it a few swats.

She shifts her weight and winces slightly on her right foot.

“You are hurt.”  The words anger me.  Having her in pain is unacceptable.  I have no idea what I would do if someone made her cry.

The thought has me gritting my teeth, thinking of all the times I’ve split thousands of pieces of wood outside with my ax, knowing right now I would do the same to anyone’s head that would bring harm to her.

“No, just a little twisted I think.”

“You’ll stay here tonight, with me.”  I nod toward the house. “I’ll take care of you.”

“I should probably fight you on that, but since the bear has taken up residence in my tent...”  She twists her cherry lips to the side, raising one eyebrow.  “I don’t have a lot of options.”

I nod, and I want her to know as much as I want to take her, claim her, hear her scream, I also want to love her.  To be soft and caring with her.  Bathe her in bubbles that smell like roses and bring her jelly donuts and stuffed animals and watch her color and paint or do whatever it is that makes her happy.

“Besides,” she continues, and I let every word sink into me, sweet as any candy I’ve ever tasted.  “Your place is...”  She looks upward at my home, her eyes wide.  A thought passes across her face, her lips curling upward, and I want to see her smile every day for the rest of time.  “Not what I expected.”

“It’s too big.  I only live in three rooms.” I don’t know why, but I’m suddenly ashamed of the extravagance because it seems to put her off.

“Did you build it?”

“Yes, some of it.  I had it built, but I designed it.  Chopped trees for years, preparing.”

“Got it.  Well, at least it will keep the rain off my head.”  Her sweet smile once again only seals her fate.  “It’s...”  She pauses, giving me a wry smile on a shrug.  “Adequate.”

She is mine now and all I want is to have her secured here.

With me.  

Safe behind my door.  The knot inside of me will never release until I feel the tight, warm wetness of her pussy wrapping around my cock.  

I shake my head, the thoughts so unfamiliar I’m not sure who I am anymore.  She’s so young.  Perfect and sweet.  The things I want to do may ruin her and the thought of anyone hurting her has me near crazed. 

“Why did you build such a big place if you weren’t going to use it?”

Her eyes are soft and innocent, and until right now I didn’t know the answer to her question.

“I built it for my future. I just didn’t know what that was...”  A growl rumbles from deep inside me, the next words fighting on my tongue.  I don’t want to scare her, but I need her to know what I’m feeling as I press ahead with the thought.  “...Until now.”

When I see two pebbled nipples pressing outward on the thin gray fabric of her t-shirt, I nearly cum in my pants as my mouth waters.  She shakes her head as the breeze moves her hair across her lips, the movement of her tits drawing my eye as I realize she’s not wearing a bra.

A guttural sound tries to lurch from my throat, there’s a fist around my heart, squeezing harder with every moment.  She’s so precious, so sexy, yet unsuspecting. My cock aches as it tries to break from the confines of my jeans.

Fuck it.  

I reach down with my other hand, gathering her hair and pulling back, exposing the curve of her neck.  I can smell her arousal, and the childlike trust in her eyes shakes me to my core.

Still clasping her hand, I scoop her up and into my chest, ignoring her playful protest as her arms fly around my neck.

“What the heck...you should give a girl a heads up before you man-handle her...”

“Sorry.” I grunt.  “I need to take you inside.  I need to make sure you are okay.  I need to...”  I let my voice trail off, lest I scare her with what I need.

I need my mouth on your cunt.  I need to feel you tremble as you scream my name.  I need to spread your legs and find my home inside you.  

I need my seed rooted in your womb.

I need to give you my first time, and I pray you will be giving me yours.

I’m sure she must hear the pounding of my heart as I hold her against me, my cock twitching and painful, feeling her softness melt into my hard torso.

Her tiny, lush body fits perfectly in my arms as I stomp up the stairs, carrying my future bride over the threshold of our home.
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“OUCH!”  I KNIT MY BROW and tighten my lips, pouting as Mathias turns my ankle in a slow gentle circle, his massive hands covering my entire boot and halfway up my calf.

They are warm, the palms rough, heavier and more powerful than I could imagine, yet as gentle as a mother holding her baby.

“That hurts bad?”  He looks at me and I think I see his eyes well with tears.

I shrug a shoulder and admit, “It’s not that bad.  I’m playing it up for sympathy.”  I hold back the smile when he gives me a dark scowl.  “Sorry?”  I shrug again with both shoulders, this time turning my palms up on bent elbows and squinting one eye in apology.

He’s kneeling on the floor with me leaning back against about a thousand pillows  he insisted on gathering from all around the room, putting them behind my back and under my knee and ankle as he settled me on the sofa.

His cabin is amazing.  Like Architectural Digest or Telluride amazing, with a three-story log beam ceiling in the great room, and an eclectic mix of vintage craftsman, leather and some contemporary but cozy and overstuffed upholstered furniture in creams and whites, with rich navy blue oversize chairs by the fireplace and velvet pillows tossed everywhere.

The contrast between Mathias and his home only makes him more intriguing.  I expected an efficient cabin, with the essentials.  Maybe even a hand pump at the sink and no indoor plumbing. The reality is far from it, and I want to know all about this contrast of a rugged man with such refined taste.

“So...”  I look to the ceiling, then crane my neck around to look at the monstrous kitchen, outfitted with gleaming stainless-steel appliances, knotty, alder-looking handmade wood cabinets, and a warm, cream and black granite on every flat surface.  “Your place is okay.”  I hold back the sarcastic smile as I raise an eyebrow at the monster tending to me in such a gentle manner.

“It gets me by.”  He retorts, mimicking my sarcasm as he sniffs, lowering the towel full of ice onto my ankle. “My mother helped me decorate.”

“Yeah, it’s roughing it, for sure.”  I crane my neck to look at all the details of the room.  “She did a good job. Does she live close?”  

“No.”  He stands, letting one hand linger on my shoulder before moving it up my neck to my chin.  

With slight pressure, he tips my head back so I’m looking at the enormity of him. His silver-gray eyes look dark in this light, and I see what I think is the same lust behind them that has my panties wet and my nipples hard.  “She and my father raised me near here.  But, they moved to Palm Springs.”  He shakes his head in disbelief, but I sense no animosity.  Then he asks, “Are you hungry?”  

Seeing the softness in his eyes when he talks about his parents makes me smile inside.  “No.”  I shake my head. “I ate the world’s biggest hamburger at Duffy’s.  And drank Blue Moons.”  I rub my distended stomach as he narrows his eyes.

“You had three beers?”  His eyebrows raise as he gives me a disappointed, fatherly sort of look.  “Then you ran out and drove away.”  His voice is deep as he shakes his head.  “You will never again drive after you’ve had anything to drink.”

I screw up my face at the implication he’s going to somehow be an overseer in my life.  “Uh, okay, Dad.  But, you’re sort of not the boss of me.”  I chide, but the fingers on my chin shift, his thumb and forefinger now pinching my flesh holding my gaze onto his. “Oww.”  I wrinkle my nose.

“You will never again drive after you’ve had anything to drink.”  He repeats, his words solid, each one vibrating inside of me like the beat of a drum.

I swallow and pull one of the loose pillows next to me to my chest, curling my fingers around the edges, feeling I need something between us.  Besides, my traitorous nipples are about to poke holes through my t-shirt.

And I like this t-shirt.

There’re a few beats of heavy silence, then his body language shifts, his eyes flitting up and down my body before coming to rest on my face, this time with a new softness. “I’ll get you some hot chocolate.  You like hot chocolate?”

“Sure.”  I nod. “Who doesn’t like hot chocolate?”  The summer day’s air has chilled and the wall of windows across from the sofa are open, letting in a good breeze to spin through the living area.

When he releases my chin, there’s a twinge in my neck but there’s a bigger twinge between my legs.  He makes me feel incredibly tiny as he moves away.  I lick my lips, my mouth dry as I watch his massive form lumber into the kitchen. Boots scraping on the wood floor and I feel the vibration of each heavy step as he goes.

I never much considered what it would feel like to be taken, like in the old pirate or Viking sort of romance books, but when he threw me over his shoulder there was an immediate shift inside of me.  My heartbeat raced, wetness coated my underwear and images of him holding me against his body while he used me like some human Fleshlight had me nearly convulsing into an orgasm as he stomped through the woods.

There’s some banging of cupboards and clanking of pots behind me in the kitchen.  As he works, I ponder my fate with this confusing but ovary exploding mountain man. 

When he returns, he places a tray on the table next to where I’m hunkered in the corner of the sofa and hands me a white ceramic mug, the scent of chocolate swirling around my nose, making my mouth water. The floating mini marshmallows on top make me smile as I think of his huge fingers plucking them out of a bag and placing them there.

“I also had these.”  He points to cookies as large as a saucer.  “One of my hobbies.  I always loved cookies, my mother was an expert baker.  The year before they moved away, I made her teach me how to bake so my cookie addiction wouldn’t go unsatisfied.  These are chocolate chunk, with pretzels and salted caramel.  People in town seem to like them.” He grunts the words as if uncertain I will like what he has to say.

“Wow.”  My eyes widen at the contrast, this beast of a man towering over me, with the baking skills of a grandma.  “You’re full of surprises.”

He pinches his nose on a sniff as the wind picks up, making me shiver as it howls outside and blows through the house.

I bring the cup of rich, decadent liquid to my lips and take a sip, unable to stifle the sigh it evokes.  As he watches and I make satisfied sounds, I think I see a little flicker of pride in his eyes.

“I’ll make a fire.  Try the cookie.  I quite enjoy seeing you put things I’ve made into your mouth.”  

My pulse hums at the comment, and I wonder if he’s playing with me or if maybe the desire that’s swelling inside of me is also resonating with him.

It is a relief when he moves to start the fire, not looking my way, so I can ogle him like a misogynistic construction worker.  He loads the hearth with logs, there’s the sound of crumbling paper, and within a couple minutes is the fireplace is blazing.  

It is glorious to simply watch him work and move.  I’ve never been so enraptured just watching someone. Every move is sexy, and the pulse beat between my legs simply doesn’t end.

With the fire throwing heat, he moves to close a few of the windows, calming the chilling breeze in the air.

With each bite of the cookie I let out another little moan.

“You made this?  If orgasms had a flavor, this would be it, because my mouth is having multiples...”  

He turns, the darkness in the centers of his eyes now flaming, and to my surprise, instead of smiling or making some light comment, his hands turn to fists.

“You should try to rest.” He grunts as he lumbers out of the room and down a hallway, leaving me biting my lip and wishing I had a better filter sometimes.

I finish my cookie in silence, wishing Mathias would come back.  Listening to the fire crackle and the wind howl, I wonder how I let some stranger throw me over his shoulder, march me back to his cabin in the woods, and make me hot chocolate while I fantasize about the bulge that seems ever present under the fabric of his jeans.

I shouldn’t want him.  I should be planning my getaway.  My ankle is barely a twinge at this point.  I could run.  He’s disappeared down a hallway...I should make a break for the door. 

But instead I sit here.  Firmly planted on his pillows, eating this orgasmic cookie. 

Because, where would I go?

He could do whatever he wanted with me.  I’d have no chance at fighting him off.  But somehow, deep down, I know if I stay here, he will keep me protected, shielded from the threats of the forest and possibly, even the things—the person really—I’m running from.

The longer he’s gone, the more tension inside me grows.  Maybe my grip on reality is cracking.  Being out in the woods alone...but I’ve never wanted anyone before.

I imagine what it would feel like to kiss him.  To feel those enormous, rough hands on my flesh.  His mouth on my sex.  The cock that would probably split me in half pressing upward, making me his...

As I sit alone, my fantasy turns to dreams as I let my heavy lids close, my head on the soft pillows as the fire warms the room.  All of it such a luxury from my days of camping.  

I don’t know how long I’m out, but when my eyes flicker open, it’s completely dark outside.  The fire casts small flicks of orange around the black coals of logs, and there’s a soft light from a lamp in the corner.

I orient myself, remembering how I got here, when I hear breathing behind me.  His scent makes my head spin, and suddenly I feel drunk again.  

Craning my neck, I see him standing there in the low light, looking like he’s ready to tear a tree from the ground by the roots, and with his size, I’m sure it would be possible.

I turn on the sofa, pushing off onto my feet as his eyes narrow.  His gaze feels heavy, like he’s planning something.  There’s a dark light behind his eyes that makes me shiver as his deep voice rumbles through me.

“You shouldn’t stand on your ankle.”

“It’s fine.”

He grunts something that doesn’t quite sound like agreement, but when I hop up and down a couple times, he runs his tongue over his top teeth and his nostrils flare on a deep breath.

“See?”  I turn my palms up on a shrug.  “All better. Hundred percent.”

His hand rises to his neck as he squeezes and scratches for a moment, and I hear the bristling of his beard under his fingers.  He could be from another time.  A time traveling wild outlaw...with mad baking skills.

There’s a tug in my gut, an invisible cord drawing me forward.  I tiptoe around the sofa, and even in the low light I see his body tense as I come closer, wondering again if I’m off my nut and misreading what I think is lust in his eyes, but maybe it’s just irritation or bad Chinese food.

“What are you doing?”  He grits out, his jaw muscle standing out harder with each word as I come well into his personal space, so close I can feel the heat of his body and see the curls of brown hair on his chest where the red, blue and brown flannel shirt is unbuttoned.

“I’m not entirely sure.”  I answer in complete honesty.  “I just feel like I want to be closer to you.”

Another grunt and I crane my neck to look into his face, my chin barely at his chest level.  “You don’t want me so close?”  I manage half teasing, trying to hide my own uncertainty.

He shakes his head and his shoulders are so wide they look like they could balance a Mini Cooper.

“You should be careful.”  His voice rumbles around me. 

“Why, are you going to hurt me?”  I half whisper, lighting my hand on the collar of his shirt which elicits a painful groan from him.

“I would never hurt you.”  He grits out as I move both hands to the thick of his biceps, which are granite under my fingers.

I watch him swallow as he brings a hand upward between our bodies, to my shock wrapping it around my throat.  Fear and excitement war inside of me.  He could end my life with one quick movement, but the danger only drenches my panties and makes my clit tingle.

“Never?”  I whisper, the weight of his hand startling.  The power of him is intoxicating.

“I don’t hurt what is mine.”  The words tangle inside of me, somewhere between my heart and my desire. “I hurt what hurts what is mine.”

I open my mouth, but no words find form as his hand tightens, forcing me to gasp for air as he leans down, his lips devouring me in a kiss that rocks me to my core.

His words echo inside my head as the intensity of the kiss seems to melt my bones and my hands move instinctively, gripping the flannel fabric covering his upper arms to hold myself upright.  It’s not just a kiss, not that I have anything to compare it to, but his tongue slips between my lips and I feel consumed.

Thoughts evaporate.  My mind goes blank.  His hands move over me, releasing my throat but slipping down my back, pressing me forward as he shifts his hips into my belly.

He tastes like the wild forest, his beard rough on my face, his tongue glancing mine as I figure out how to kiss him back, my heart punching its way through my chest as I squeeze my legs together.

I couldn’t have just met him hours ago. I couldn’t. 

Because this, this kiss, feels like forever.
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THE MOMENT OUR LIPS touched, the urgency to be inside of her became a raging animal and the civilized parts of me began to fall away.

For thirty-five years I’d never quite understood why I was different.  Not like my friends, the other men I knew, who wanted sex for sex’s sake. The drive to relieve themselves with any woman that would have them always boggled my mind.

I know now, without a shred of doubt, keeping myself for Astrid was my purpose.  A plan set in place by some destiny that before today I could not completely understand.

Her lips are the sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted.  Warm, wet, soft. Our tongues feel like they’ve known how to kiss each other for centuries and for a moment, the flash of wonder that maybe we’ve been searching for one another through other lifetimes feels as though it could be real.

She feels so perfect against me. The lustful near rage that ignites inside of me makes me want to rip the clothes from her curves, lay her out on the nearest surface and fuck her for hours, until the only thing she knows is that she now belongs to me.

Now and forever.

I quell the monster that thrums inside of me, breaking from our kiss, knowing now why I built not only this house, but another structure I rarely use.

“Come.”  The single word is all I can manage through the red lust that clouds my vision, but I need this to be special.

More than special. 

I need her to see parts of me others would not imagine. Not understand.

“Okay...”  She draws out as I take her hand and lurch forward, trying to adjust my gait to accommodate the steel erection that throbs painfully, so stiff it makes walking difficult.  My balls must weigh ten pounds, full of seed that is ready to go to battle and find its way to the home inside of her. 

We walk in silence onto the terrace, across and down to the lower level before following a slate stone path in the dark, but I know my way well.

“If this was a horror movie, the audience would be telling me not to follow you...”  The lilt of her voice mixes with the evening forest sounds like a sprite.

“Probably,” I answer, squeezing her fingers tighter in mine as the cool of the forest wraps around me and the sound of the creek that runs down the slope to the east becomes louder with each step.

Minutes later we reach our destination.  I’ve never shared this place with anyone.  

“Wait here.  I’ll light the lanterns.”  I turn toward her, my hand on the back of her head as I lean down and press my lips to the silk of her hair, kissing her before I take the last steps forward into the small cabin.

A moment later, the lanterns and candles inside are lit and I retreat back out the door, lighting the last two that flank the entry door before crushing the match on a rock with my foot and retrieving her hand, watching the flicker of tiny flames that dance in her blue eyes.

“What is this place?”  She asks, wonder making the tone of each word higher than the last.

“I wasn’t sure until today.  I had this vision a few years after I built the main house.  I wanted this cabin over the creek.  I wanted to hear the water underneath, to make a place that felt like part of my mountain. A place where the forest felt part of it all, not like the main house which feels like an intrusion.  I wanted this...” I nod toward the cabin made of logs I felled myself and fit together over the course of a year while the vision for the oasis came clear in my mind.  “A place that felt like it belonged here.”

“It’s amazing.”  

I draw her up the steps.  The small structure is built on stilts over the moving water. Once inside the , I turn to close the door, my eyes on her face.  Joy sparkles there as she spins in a slow circle to take in the cozy interior.  

“It’s like it’s just been here, waiting. Waiting for something perfect to happen.”

I nod, pressing my body to her back, slipping my arms around her waist, my cock pulsing against her amazed at how right she feels.

The inside glows with the lamp lights.  A massive log bed is anchored on one wall, and across from it, the other wall is windows from floor to ceiling, giving a wide view down the mountain and making it feel as though you are teetering on a precipice as the sound of the creek under the floor makes everything feel alive.

On the raw log walls hang carvings I’ve created over the years from the burl knots I don’t sell whether to market or as art.  

“Did you make all these?”  Her hand raises in front of her, pointing in an arc.

“Yes. I see things in the wood.  It’s like it’s my job to set them free.”

“I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”  She points at one large specimen.  “Is that a woman’s face?  The rest look like animals, or other things but that face...”  

Her words drift away to silence as we both stare at the carving, and in that moment a realization comes to both of us at once: the face is hers.

“I’ve never seen anything so beautiful either.”  I rasp into her ear.

“I don’t know what’s happening.”  Her voice quivers barely above a whisper.

“You’re wet right now, aren’t you?”  The words are out before I can stop them, and I hold my breath, wondering if it’s too much too soon.

The back of her head presses into my chest and her body softens, her answer drifting from her lips, mixing with the sound of the water. “I’ve been wet since I saw you in the hallway at the bar.”

Her answer sounds like a confession, and my breath comes out in low gruff bursts as I spin her around, my giant hands on the sides of her face like she’s Faye Raye in the clutch of King Kong.

She doesn’t fight me as I back us into the wall, the bed to my right, the expanse of windows to my left, and she gasps, her lips parting as I battle the possessive, obsessive part of me that claws its way to the surface, wanting to claim her in every way possible.

I crush our lips together, my cock making its own demands now, demands that I know, eventually, I will not be able to quell.  My need to pump inside of her, to feel the jerk and seize of my balls as they deliver hot steams of my seed into her ripe cunt.  

I want her coated with me.  When she’s out in the world without me, if I ever allow it, she will be wearing me so any other fucks who even breathe near her will know she is taken.

And I will protect what is mine to my last breath.

Her lips taste like heaven and innocence, and I need to taste her everywhere.  I have a sudden, obtrusive vision; of her shimmering pink pussy, spread wide for me as I lap and linger, teasing and torturing her until her fingers tear at my hair and she rocks her hips, grinding into my mouth, desperate for what only I can give her. The image twists my brain until I think I will go mad.

I move my hand to the side of her neck, running my thumb along her jaw before resting it where her pulse is racing.

Her warm breath drifts upward and it’s as sweet as the taste of her mouth.  Her eyes dart around my face, lips open, and I think of how hard it will be for her to walk tomorrow.  How she will feel when I tell her she’s never leaving.  How she will be the first thing I see when I wake up in the morning, from now into forever.  She will be next to me.  My wife.  My partner.  Our home will be filled with love and lust, and as many children as her body will give us.

I lick my lips, looking into her eyes, and I need to know.  I need to know she’s untouched, I pray she is, because I want her to give me what no one else has had and I will do the same.

“Has anyone ever touched you before, my sprite?”  

Her teeth nip her bottom lip and the next seconds feel like forever.  When she twists her head from side to side, the anger that was welling up inside of me a moment ago vanishes.

“I never knew why...”  I start, hoping she will take my gift to her as a sign of my resolve and strength, and not of some male weakness.  “I’ve never touched a woman before you.  Now I know, I was waiting.  For you.”

Surprise flashes behind her eyes, and she blinks a few times as I stroke her hair. As much as I want to fuck into her and make her mine, I need this moment to last.  It’s the first and only time we will give this to each other, and I will savor every second until my dying breath.

“You’re a...”  She doesn’t finish and I’ve never been prouder that I waited for her. I provide the last word.

“Virgin.”  It booms in the small cabin space, echoing off the walls as I wait to see the reaction in her eyes.

“That’s the sexiest word I’ve ever heard.”  She crinkles her nose and I swear I see tiny blue Christmas lights flashing behind her irises, making her look illuminated from the inside out.

“I’ve waited for you, my sprite.  But I’m done waiting, and I hope you’re ready...because I’m not sure I can hold anything back once I touch you.  Once I taste the flavor of your dripping cunt it will imprint on me and whatever restraint I have will be gone.”

Her eyes search mine for a beat, and when she answers it sends my lust into orbit.  “Let me help you out...”  She drops a hand, slipping it down between us, into the front of her jeans, under the fabric waist band as her hips shift back and forth, and when she withdraws her hand, raising it in front of my face, fingers splayed, glistening strings of her lubrication web between them.  

A growl tightens my chest as she touches her soaking fingers to my lips, and I draw them inside, the flavor racing through me, the youth and innocence on her face making me feel like a monster. 

But I no longer care.

The scent and taste of her need sends me into a rage.  I want to be calm, but I cannot.  Any restraint I had is gone now, and I drop my hands to her waist, mounting her onto my body as her legs wrap around me. I make it to the bed in two strides, throwing her down with such force her entire body bounces three times before settling on the deep blue bedding.  The halo of white blonde hair splays wildly around her cherub face, as I grab the bottom of her t-shirt and rend it from her body in a furious tear.

In rough tugs, I untie her boots, pulling them from her feet and tossing them across the room, hearing the thuds as they hit the wall. Next, I peel her socks from the cutest feet I’ve ever seen and drop them onto the pine boards of the floor.

Next, button pops from her jeans as I grip them with my fists, and the zipper retreats from the force.

Taking in her naked body, agony clutches in my center. She’s too perfect.  Too good for someone like me.  Her body is soft and curved, with flawless ivory skin, waiting for my marks.  I will ruin her in every way I can.

I’ll be the first to touch her. Taste her.  Feel her body clutch around my cock and hear the sounds she makes when she cums for me, my dick buried deep inside her heaven.

All those things, I will be her first.  

But I will also be the last.  

No one will ever touch her but me. If they try, they will beg for mercy as the pain I will inflict on them brings them crumbling to their knees.
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LOOKING UP AT MATHIAS, I finally grasp the whole love at first sight deal.

A moment of doubt lingers, wondering if this is lust, not love.

I realize, it’s both and they are an inseparable addicting mixture that I never want to end.

I felt it all, that moment in the hallway, but it didn’t make sense until now.

I’ve read a few romance books.  It never was a big interest of mine though.  Finding love, the whole swept off your feet...

But I have to say, what’s going on with Mathias? It’s all the things they write about in those books.  Books I thought were pure fantasy.

Mathias looks like he’s in pain.  His face is tight, and I notice for the first time the tortured reflected in his eyes and wonder what he’s thinking.  He saved me from that bear, although in truth I’m pretty sure I could have dealt with it.

Or, he saved the bear from me.

His eyes make slow loops around my naked body and I’m surprised at how comfortable I feel laying here exposed.  I want this, but in my belly there’s a gnawing.

“This is crazy.”  I finally mutter, and Mathias’ eyes dart to mine.

“This is crazy.” He says on a nod.  “But it’s not wrong.  Nothing that feels like this could be wrong.”

I know I was in need of human connection, but this is not what I imagined when I went to town for a burger and a beer.

I arch my back as he brings a finger down to press on the center of my chest, holding it there, driving me insane with such a simple touch.

“Please,” I mumble, needing something and everything from him.

“I like that.”  A dark smile curves his lips.  “Hearing you say please.”  He reaches down with his other hand and strokes the length jutting out from under his pants.  “I’ve never been this fucking hard.”

The hunger in his eyes makes me shiver, and I know I should be frightened.  After all, he’s a beast of a man I barely know, and here I am naked in front of him in some far-off cabin where no one would hear me scream or find the buried body.

Fire follows where his finger traces around one nipple, making it draw tight, and then he’s on the other, his eyes moving from where he’s touching me to my eyes then back.

“Spread your legs.”  He grunts, his teeth set into his bottom lip as he gulps air through the grimace. On a deep breath, I let my knees fall open, allowing someone to see me like this for the first time.

A restrained growl rumbles from deep inside him, and his eyes narrow as the muscles in his chest flex.

“So beautiful.  The perfect shade of pink.  Wet. Glorious.”

His hands come together, rubbing his mouth, then down his beard, a wild, predatory look in his eyes.

The craving inside of me spins nearly out of control, bowing my body again, legs wide, feeling like if he doesn’t touch me, I might die.

He tips his head as I battle back frustrated moans.

“You want something?”  The darkness in his eyes flickers.

I nod, my lips open, but no words come.

“Tell me what you want.”  He growls, his body lowering, arms locked, fists sinking into the bed as he hovers over me.

My eyes are focused on his as I fight to find words.

“You.”  I finally manage, as my hands go to the trucks of his rock-solid forearms and cling to him for everything I want.

“You already have me.”  He answers, and my belly flips as he brings his hips down between my open legs.  The coarse fabric of his jeans against me, the cool metal of his belt buckle on my lower belly, almost sends me into orbit. I wrap my legs around him, pushing up, trying to find relief from the incessant thrumming between my legs.  “Needy girl.”  

He grinds down and I feel the length of hardness there as I raise my hips, desperate for the friction that will give me what my body is demanding.

Our eyes are connected, along with our bodies, and I want him in a way I didn’t know before.

When he opens his mouth to speak, I almost know what he’s going to say.

“I know...”  His jaw muscles tighten as he rubs himself in slow strokes against me.  “Why I waited.  It all makes sense now.”

The tiniest of nods lowers my chin, then back up.  “Me too.  No one ever felt...”  I try to find the right words but thinking right now is difficult as I shrug a shoulder toward my ear and Mathias buries his head in my neck, only making the situation worse.  “No one ever felt...real.  It’s like anyone before, anyone that sort of was interested or whatever, they felt one dimensional.  This...”  I gasp as his warm, wet tongue traces up the side of my neck to just behind my ear. “...This feels like six dimensions.”

“Yes.” He grits into my neck.  “You were my first kiss.  I know now, if I’d ever kissed another woman, touched another woman, this, right here, would be diminished.  I want no one before and no one after.  Ever.”

It's hard to believe he’s never even kissed a girl.  I’m the geeky, goofy girl that didn’t really register on any boy’s radar. As well, I’m only twenty-one, Mathias is at least ten or fifteen years older than me.  He’s had plenty of years to sow his oats...

“Never? Not even a kiss?” I challenge.

He brings his face to just above mine.  His warm breath is on my cheek as he shakes his head.

“I had a few close calls.”  He sounds so serious and I can’t suppress my own giggle.  “What’s funny?”

“Uh, the image of you fighting off some girl’s kiss?  It’s funny.  Close call.”  I giggle.

“I can’t imagine kissing you after someone else’s lips had been on mine.  Let alone...”  He shakes his head. “Other things.”

The way his voice thickens when he says ‘other things’ has my clit aching and I’m dry humping the steel rod still sequestered behind his zipper.

My heart is racing as he stands, towering over me as I lie here knees wide, his gaze drifting back to my open legs as he licks his lips.  His hands drop to my kneecaps, pushing them open until my hips feel like they are going to dislocate.

I’m panting and begging when he lowers his massive frame down and kneels at the edge of the bed, hands shifting from my knees to my hips.  He jerks my body forward, my ass barely hanging on the edge of the mattress, when he leans back and strips his t-shirt, tearing the neck in the process as he flings it behind him.

I feel his breath on my folds, teasing and taunting me as his hands lock down on my hips and even if I wanted to get away, I couldn’t fight him off.  He’s gotta be as strong as five men, and when he lifts my hips, pulling me to his mouth, I’m utterly at his mercy.

“This little pink demon already owns me.”  He grunts just before his mouth opens and the first connection of lips to lips sends pleasured shockwaves through me.

His tongue feels as large as the palm of his hand as he licks me from my virgin opening upward, and my mind turns to mush.

When he circles my clit, his hands leave my hips, looping around the tops of my legs until I feel the pinch of his fingers on my outer lips spreading and exposing me to his devouring mouth.

He’s everywhere at once,  licking around and down, then pausing with his tongue at my entrance, making my body twitch and shift.  I need more.  I lift my ass, trying to take what he’s teasing, but he retreats.  His beard scratches my sensitive flesh, just before the lightning bolt of pain shoots through me as his teeth pinch my inner thigh.

“Owww!”  I snap as I look down and see his eyes on me.

“I’ll give you what you need.  Be patient little one.  I intend to savor every second.”

I can’t help the need surges through me like a flash fire.  I’ve gone from the innocent girl who barely gave sex a thought to this harlot.  Jamming her hips onto the bearded face of a man she met only hours ago.

As I let my body go limp, I fall back on the bed, my head pushing into the soft mattress.  Closing my eyes, I imagine his cock pushing inside me as he brings his tongue back to my opening, tortuously pushing it up and inside me until I feel myself losing any connection to reality outside of his mouth.

Gasps, grunts and sounds that don’t even have names tear from my throat as his tongue swirls in my opening before fucking in and out, in and out, until I’m seeing stars and wondering how he knows exactly what to do.

“Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck...”  It seems to be the only word I know now, as his arms around the tops of my thighs harden, and he pulls my aching pussy farther onto his mouth.

He’s making his own satisfied animal sounds as I grind myself against his assault. I feel so dirty, but I’m utterly unashamed with this man I barely know.  I hear the sloppy wet sounds of his tongue and I know I must be drenching his face.  His beard is rasping, but it’s wet now against me as he lifts me an inch higher, still spreading my lower lips apart and mounting my pussy onto his face.

He’s licking and tongue-fucking me, then his voice vibrates down low and upward into my belly.

“I want you to cum on my face, little one. Let me swallow that gift.  Make it part of me forever.”

I’m not sure he’s even talking to me.  I believe he’s communing with my girly parts, and I almost feel like I’m intruding.

He centers his lips on my clit and sucks, his tongue working the sensitive flesh as he pinches and holds me secure, my arms flying out as I try to find some balance, gripping the bedding until I’m sure I’m tearing the fabric with my bare hands.

He’s an animal, devouring me without pause.  He moves faster, slower, faster again, teasing until I’m on the edge, grinding onto his face, desperate for what he’s giving me.  

He’s unyielding as I curse and writhe and beg.  When his mouth centers again on my engorged clit, every part of my body is tight.  My toes are curled, the muscles in my back and legs quiver as he eats me out, savage, intense, until everything around me disappears.

He flicks his tongue, faster, harder, around and around.  Tension builds.  I feel it in my center, and I tense my muscles deep down, willing the feeling forward.  My hips buck on his violent mouth as fire explodes inside of me.

My head flies back onto the bedding and I arch upward, my back bowing, straining against the laws of physics as the pressure becomes too much and I finally explode.

Screams tear ragged from my throat as my body shakes and twists, Mathias holding me tight to his face.  He doesn’t stop, licking and sucking as my climax redoubles, turning from pure pleasure to an intense mixture of pain and release. 

I shudder, flattening on the bed, then crunching upward to try to push his face away because it’s too much now.

My hands make no difference.  I’m a feather against granite, and I see the rippling muscles in his shoulders as he holds me tight and my body yields to him again, another explosion, and I feel the drenching wetness dripping from me and the sounds of his sloppy lapping as heat covers me and I’m in another world.  

As my body rides out the waves of pleasure and pain, Mathias crawls over me, kissing his way up my shaking belly, spending time on each nipple, which only zaps me with more pleasure before he settles his lips on mine, whispering soft, filthy things between kisses that leave me heaving for breath, trying to get some bearing on reality, the taste of my release more erotic than I ever dreamed.

“You’re perfect.  Perfect for me.  Perfect...”  His deep voice resonates as he sweeps his slick tongue between my lips.  “Taste your perfection.”  He whispers as he crushes his lips to mine and my flavor spreads over my tongue. 

I’m floating.

I run my hands down his sides, feeling the hard muscle, the ridges and valleys, and all I know is I want more.  I don’t want this to end.  So, I sweep my hands between us, down until I feel the metal of his belt buckle and begin to work.

Mathias breaks our kiss, looking into my eyes.  “You want that cock, don’t you?  You need it...like I need you.”

I nod, my fingers freeing the leather from the metal as I admire his face.  He’s stunning in his way.  Not a slick, GQ sort of face, but beautiful, nonetheless.  When he bites into his bottom lip, the patch of beard there moves, and I see my damp arousal still glistening on the rough hair.

When I tug at the buckle, desperate to free what’s behind, Mathias stands, again, stunning me with not only his size, but the thickness and strength of his torso.  I want to touch him everywhere, to spend hours and years and lifetimes kissing each muscle.

I look down as he works the button, then his zipper, and I hold my breath.  My heart is racing, making me dizzy, every inch of flesh quivering.

“What is it you want?”  He growls, his hands pause, making me wait, the gleam in his eyes telling me he’s quite aware of the desperation he’s causing.

“I said, you.”  I manage, but he shakes his head.

“More. What is it you want?”

I open my mouth, I want to say so many things – filthy things—but the words won’t come.

Mathias narrows his eyes, his hand darting out to grab my wrist, tugging my body on its side.  His other hand flashes above me, and before I know what’s happening the stinging slap on my ass breaks the spell and what I want comes out of me in a gasp.

“I want you to fuck me.”  I burst, seething as I watch the fire flicker behind his glimmering gray eyes.  “I want your cock.  Inside. Me.”

He releases my wrist, heat riding my skin in heavy waves as he drops his pants and my eyes widen as I take in the thing I’ve been craving from behind the fabric, and it’s no disappointment.

His cock stands on its own, I don’t know in inches, but it’s more than I imagine my body can take.  But that doesn’t stop the longing that bursts inside me like fireworks. It’s not just the length, it’s nearly as thick as my wrist, with two bulging, deep purple veins that look like they are about to explode, snaking from the base to the tip.

“How—” The word hangs there alone, as my eyes search Mathias’ face, a lustful fear twisting inside of me.

I let my eyes fall again, seeing the drops of creamy liquid seeping from the engorged tip, which is itself as big as a small fist, and I swallow hard, closing my knees, unsure of the physical possibility of what we are about to do.

“All you need to say, is you want me.”  He reaches down, fisting the girth and stroking it as I watch. He rubs the liquid from the tip around and around. “Leave the rest up to me.”

“But, you’ve never...”  

“Do you trust me?”  He grits out as I look closer, and see massive balls hanging down between his thighs. I think, for the first time, of what they hold; the warm, white drops are the tease, and I imagine how much more is contained and waiting to be released.

I nod, a whisper parting my lips.  “I trust you.”

“Good.  Trust this cock is going to give you what you want. What you need. It will be the only cock you will ever know.  You belong to me now.  All of you.”
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Mathias
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GOD, I WANT TO TELL her.

I want to say the words, but maybe she’s right.

This is crazy.

The thought makes my brain hurt, but my heart only beats faster.

With her flavor now seared into me like a brand, I know what I know, as insane as it is.

I love her.

Is that possible?  That I love a girl I’ve known hours?

The way she’s looking at me, her cheeks flushed, her breathing unsteady...I know she’s innocent.

I know I’ve waited for this moment.  How else do I explain it?  I’ve never wanted a woman before.

I’ve appreciated them.  This is different.

I can’t imagine not having her in my life.  Around my cock. Making her my first and being hers.

My cock twitches at the thought. Even my dick knows this is love.  I just need my brain to catch up.

I drink her in, knowing everywhere my eyes touch belongs to me now.  Dropping my hand, I ease the ache in my cock.  

She’s perfection, in every way.  I could stand here and look at her forever if it weren’t for the pulsing need that is pushing me to the brink of insanity.

“You know, my cock has never hurt like this.  It hurts because he wants to be inside that warm, wet cunt of yours.  He wants that cherry.  I want it all, all of you.”

The flash in her eyes tells me there is no stopping what’s about to happen.  I look down to see wetness dripping out of her opening, making a juicy wet spot on the dark comforter.

“I want it too...” Her soft words spread like wildfire inside me.

“You want it, do you?  Hard, deep...fucking you. Say that’s what you want, little sprite.”

She blinks a few times, licks her lips and I see the hesitation. I like pushing her, and when she finally speaks there’s lust and reservation in her words, but she gives me what I need.

“I want you to fuck me.  Hard.”

“Good girl.”  I give my shaft one last hard squeeze before I move over her, slipping my arms around her back and pulling our bodies together, kissing her fiercely.

I know from meeting her stepfather, there’s shit in her life, and I intend to fix it all.  

She’s a flower with a steel stem, I knew it from the moment I saw her aiming a rifle at that bear...then at me.  She’s powerful in her own way, and I will never take that from her.  But I will do everything possible to make sure she doesn’t have to be frightened or unsure ever again.

Her soft warmth is a contrast to my hardness, the hair that covers my chest and the callouses on my hands.  I move my lips to her cheek, down her neck, listening to her sounds and feeling the way her body moves in my arms.  

I can’t help myself, my teeth set into the soft flesh at her nape, and she whimpers as she scratches at my shoulders.

But I need more.  Before I’m inside her, there’s a drive to taste her everywhere.  I move my mouth lower, across her chest, feeling the speed of her breaths as I lick and suck onto each hard peak of her soft, round breasts, and she moans with each movement.

I love the feel of them, hard and soft at the same time, making my cock ache as it lurches against her thigh, trying to find its way to the wet heat that will be its final heaven.

Her scent still erotic on my beard and it only heightens the other drive I feel.

To fill her with my seed.  

To have her sticky and dripping with me.  Her ripe womb, open to taking all I will give, turning her round and full so everyone in the world—if I ever let her out into the world again—knows she is claimed.

I will take all of her, soon.  Her mouth.  And yes, her ass.  But right now, it’s her sweet cherry that calls for me.

Her body arches and squirms under my mouth as I release my hold and ease back on my knees, my cock leaving a glistening trail on her ivory skin.

“Please, fuck me...”  Her begging whisper makes me smile.  

This innocent angel wants cock. My cock. And it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.  She will be my slut, my personal sex doll, and it’s been worth the wait, but the wait is over.

There’s an odd feeling of triumph in me.  As though I’ve won a long-fought battle, the spoils laid before.

“I will.”  I reach down and grip my length, drops of cum on the tip, and I drag it up and down between her slick pink pussy lips, listening to her desperate whimpers as her legs spread obscenely wide to give me a view of what’s mine.

The pink on her cheeks turns near red as I slap my cock down on her clit, listening to the sound of the wet flesh.  She yelps as I bring the swollen head down over and over on her sensitive hard nub, until she covers her face with her arms and her cries are on the verge of tears.

“You make me this hard, little one.  Your hungry little cunt likes a bit of pain. Soon, you’ll give me what I truly want.  I want to feel your tight virgin pussy gripping me when you cum, milking the seed from my balls.  You want that, don’t you?  All that sticky cum up in that cherry pie.”

Who knew I could be such a filthy talker?  Virgin, smirgin.

I center the head of my cock at her opening as she gasps, throwing her arms from her face and reaching for my wrists as I ease my body over hers.

I tease her, slipping my cock upward but not pushing inside.  Instead, I simply fuck her between her slick lips, my lifetime of restraint holding on by a thread.

“God—How will it ever...”  Her eyes watch my thickness move, and the fear and awe in them makes me want to beat my chest and soothe her fear at the same time.

“I’ll always take care of you, little one.”  I answer as I move faster, savoring how it feels to have my cock touch a woman for the first time.  Not just any woman, my woman.  My one and only.

My gaze drifts to where hers is locked, and I understand her trepidation.  The sheer size of my manhood is obscene.  I knew I was big, I never cared or thought it made me more or less of a man.  But now, harder than I’ve ever been with her in my grip, it’s a monster.  

When I push upward, my balls dragging through her wet folds, the tip of my cock is at her belly button and even I wonder how it will be physically possible for her body to take all of me.

Lust covers her face as I continue teasing us both. She returns my torment when she brings her tiny hands to her breasts, fingers rolling her hard nipples between them, and she moans as I growl.

I bring my thumb to her open lips, and she sucks it inside without hesitation.

“Soon it will be my cock here.  I want you to feel me from your mouth to your ass.  I will take you everywhere, my sprite.”

My balls draw up as her tongue swirls around my thumb and her pussy leaks all over my dick.  Her hips arch up and off the bed, meeting my thrusts, and it’s all I can do to not explode all over her belly.

I pop my thumb from her lips and come down, my lips taking hers as I once again line myself up with her tight entrance. Warm juice spreads over the head as I do, and I press forward before I realize how impossibly tight she is.

I hold the base of my cock, feeling the pulse throbbing and my balls ready to heave and empty themselves, but I bite the inside of my cheek to hold back.

“Please, just do it.  I can’t stand it...”  Astrid’s face is pained as I shudder at the wild pleasure of just this minor contact, the anticipation of the moment.

“This is us, my love.”  The words come easily now, the feeling that I’m giving her my soul, my love, overcoming me.  I wince as I press forward, her resistance stopping me dead as her eyes widen, and she shifts her hips in an effort to take me.  “Hold on.”

Her hot opening drips as I shove my hips forward, taking her lips in mine and swallowing her scream, my entire body on fire.  I want this moment to last, but I need more, I need inside that tight cherry cunt, so she knows there is no turning back for either of us.

My tongue tangles with hers as I give her another inch, feeling her body tighten.  I slip my hands under her back, looping over her tiny shoulders, and I’m covering her entirely, holding her in place as I gather my resolve and take the last of what’s left of her innocence.

She shivers as I grunt, driving forward, and her scream is muffled in my mouth as she scratches and tears at the flesh on my back, her hips bucking as her opening strangles my cock until I can barely take my next breath.

We’re holding each other tight.  She’s gasping, and I’m barely able to breathe at the perfection of her.

Our kiss intensifies as I struggle to move an inch in and out.  I’m through her cherry.  It’s mine now.

And mine is hers.

With another hard thrust, another yelp into my kiss, I’m halfway inside and the warmth and tightness have my head spinning as thoughts of our future invade my mind, making me feel drunk, like I’m dreaming of our own sort of Oz.

I shift my hips, back then forward again, taking her a bit at a time as I give her what I have in the same way.  When I feel her foot come up and rest on the back of my leg, urging me forward, I know I’ve found my home.

She’s dripping, her slick honey running down my shaft onto my balls as I rock slowly, then increase my speed as her tightness lessens and her body begins to melt beneath me.

I lock my jaw to keep from exploding inside of her.  It works, but I still feel my seed leaking out.

“It hurts...”  Her pale blue, trusting eyes are on mine as our lips separate.  “It’s so not fair.”  She whimpers as I move in and out, listening to her hiss and wince.

“What’s not fair?”  I manage through the haze of lust and adoration for this precious creature that’s taking me inside her body.

“That it hurts the girl so much the first time, and you guys...”  She grits her teeth as I move forward, her opening barely allowing entry to the remaining few inches.  “Get away with just saying ‘I’m sorry’.”  

She’s serious, but there’s a hint of a smile on her swollen lips and I nod.

“You’re right,” I agree.  “It’s not fucking fair. But think of this...you’re going to have two, three, ten orgasms to my one.  I promise you that, for the rest of our lives, okay?  Will that make up for this...one painful moment?”

Her eyes light up, and she rocks her hips upward into my thrusts on a tiny nod.

“After a few times, you’ll forget all about how much it hurts.  I’m going to fuck your sweet cherry gone, and then it will be all wet dreams and cotton candy for you...I’ll eat your pussy every day, I’ll make a chart and tick off every orgasm you have, and I’ll make sure you are ten to my one.  Your pleasure is my muse, my precious sprite.”

She gushes around my cock and I begin to move more easily in and out, her body finally giving me access to her deepest recesses, my balls resting on her ass as I hold myself steady, memorizing this moment.

“Even though it hurts, I want more.  I want you to move.”  She wiggles under me.

“Everyone will know you belong to me.  My scent will be on you.  With every step from today forward, you’ll remember what it felt like to take my cock.”

I shift and move with her, letting her guide what she wants, and in a moment her body starts to tense, her eyes half lidded as her hands come to my cheeks, gripping my beard, her mouth parting as I feel her pussy start to pulse.

“Oh God...”  She arches her neck, her hips driving up, taking me all the way until I feel her cervix block my path.  

“You’re mine now.  Cum on my cock. God, baby, give that to me.  Give me everything—”  

My name mixes with a scream as she goes off, showering my dick and balls with her sweet, warm juice.  I raise my body just enough to reach down between us and strum her clit, dragging another writhing orgasm from her.  

Curse words burst from both of our lips and my balls seize up.

“You want all of me, too?”  I seethe through gritted teeth, every muscle so tight I think they are all going to snap.  “You want me. My cum. Everything.  Don’t you?  Tell me you want it all.  I’ve given you all that you’ve given me, but I want your soul.  And I’ll give you mine...”

She nods, her legs flinging up and around my ass, pulling me deeper as her pussy clutches.

“You’re milking that cum from my balls.  You’re mine.  All mine.”

I let go.  Blinding light flashes in my eyes.  Her name is on my lips as I empty into her, cumming so hard it hurts.  I belong to her now.  

I’m releasing my soul into her. And I know why I waited.  Everything is clear now.
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Astrid
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“DON’T GO.”  I WRAP myself around Mathias, clinging to his massive body as the early morning sun begins to intrude on our night of moans and discoveries, of things neither of us understood before last night. 

My body aches. I’m sore between my legs sure, but nearly everywhere else as well from the constant movement.  Who knew sex could be such a good workout?

Besides the sore muscles, there’s the tender spots where his fingers dug in, his teeth left their mark...

My near white skin is littered with light red and deepening purple reminders which fill me with an surprising sense of pride.

I rub against him, his cock still half hard, which I would think impossible because he’s released probably ten rounds of his sticky ammo into me—and onto me—during the night.

“You’re so warm,” I whine, as his hands grip my ass and work my body upward until I’m sitting on him, looking down.

“So are you.  You’d rather stay here, no coffee, no food...”

I pout, feeling his dick twitch under my sore sex as I glide my hips back and forth over the thickening shaft.

“Yes. I don’t want to ever leave here.  It’s scary out there.”  I say in a babyish voice.  “We can live off the land.”

He inhales through his nose, his hands coming to my chest and cupping my breasts, twisting my nipples and sending a zing of pleasure from my chest to my toes.

“If we keep this up, we will be found shriveled up from starvation.  We’ve burned off more calories in one night than most people do in a month.”

I know he’s right, but I feel safe here.  Happy.  A kind of joyful happiness, and it’s something I can’t remember feeling in so long.  All the uncertainty, the sadness—the fear of the last few years, especially—that’s been my constant companion, seems to wash away with the sound of the water flowing beneath us.

“Well, probably could use a shower.” I screw up my lips in admission.

Mathias grunts under me. “I like having you smell like sex.  Our sex. Like me.”

His fingers continue to work my nipples, making my thoughts hazy.  He releases one of my breasts, brings his hand to my face and grips, pulling me down so that his mouth takes mine.  

His tongue sweeps between my lips, and for a split-second I realize I haven’t brushed my teeth since yesterday, but as the kiss deepens any pragmatic thoughts drift away and I lose myself in this mountain man that has stolen my heart in record time.

His cock has grown rock hard between my legs as I slip back and forth, my sex slick again, wanting him.  He deposited enough cum inside me last night to breed an army, and maybe it’s the wildness of it all, but I accepted the fact that I wanted him bare, raw.  That I could actually picture myself full with him.  Belly round, tits ripe...for a man I know almost nothing about.

“You know...”  I start. “I gotta say, for two virgins, I think we knocked it out of the park.”

His low chuckle rumbles under me as his hand moves from my chin to my throat, and a shiver of excitement quivers down low at the possessiveness.  I’m addicted to him already.  I’m not sure if it’s the orgasms—too many to count—or the way I feel like I belong to him in this otherworldly way.  All I know is I never want these feelings to end.

“Well, I knocked it out of the park.”  His sexy lips curve up on one side.  “You...”  He tips his head back and forth.  “Were adequate.”

I smack his arm on a gasp. “Adequate?”  I repeat, yelping as I smack him again, reminding me again of just how hard his entire body is. “Adequate!”

He’s mocking me, which is fair since I said the same thing about his cabin.  House. Cabin mansion... Whatever it is.

His low chuckle is met with strong hands on my waist, pulling me up as he stands from the bed and sets me down on my feet in front of him.  I give his arm another smack as he reaches down and takes a handful of my ass.

“More than adequate.”  He adds as his cock stands up, falling forward to bump me just above my belly button, creamy liquid leaving a wet spot where it’s connected and my mouth waters.

“I’ll show you adequate.”  I hiss, and I know what I want to do.

He looks down at me and my belly flips. He’s the sexiest man I’ve ever seen, and I want to make him feel as good as he’s made me feel.

I want him to feel like a king.

I slip my hands down over the indentations of his six-pack, which, in truth, is more like eight or ten depending on his movements.  I pause at his hips, my eyes on his, and he takes a quick breath, his lips opening with unspoken words.

I drop to my knees, my teeth nipping into my bottom lip.  I’m unsure, and yet strangely confident.  

“You’re going to give me that mouth cherry of yours aren’t you, little one?”

I nod, my face now in line with his erection, and up close it’s even more magnificent.  But a flash of fear courses through me, wondering what to do.  

And how that thing is ever going to fit in my mouth.  It will be halfway to my heart if I take it down to those ridiculously huge balls.

His eyes flash with darkness as his hand comes to rest, heavy on the top of my head.

“You want to serve me like a good girl should.  You want to give me all of you.”

“Yes.”  I manage, as I slip my fingers around the center of the steel rod, the skin as soft as silk, and the feel of him in my grip makes my pussy tingle and my belly flutter.

“Lick the tip.” He orders.  “Just the tip. I want to watch that sweet tongue of yours lap at that drop of cum, waiting just for your sweet little mouth.”

I do as he instructs, poking my tongue out and letting the liquid on the tip drift over my taste buds.

Mathias groans as I lick, letting his flavor brand itself into me, the softness of the swollen tip a contrast to the hardness of the rest of him.

I run my tongue up and around the head, listening to his breathing grow rapid as his hand on my head starts to guide me.

As I move my hand around the shaft, up and down, the skin moves easily over the hardness underneath, while I give the engorged head kisses and flicks with my tongue, hoping what I’m doing makes him feel a fraction of the way he made me feel with his mouth.

His balls hang low, and I bring my other hand to touch the textured skin, feel the course hairs, caressing as I kiss and lick the bottom of his shaft and feel his hand tighten in my hair, a pained sound drifting down from above.

When I stop, looking up, I see a wildness in his eyes, but I’m unsure.

“Is it okay?  Am I making you feel good?”  The words tremble from my lips, and while I’m shocked at my own lack of inhibitions, I truly want to know the answers.  

“It’s not okay.  It’s not good.” His voice is low and thick, and for a moment my stomach drops.  “It’s fucking incredible.”

“You can tell me what you want me to do.”

“Open your mouth.  Lick your lips, get it slick with spit and take it inside.”

“I’ll try.  It’s pretty frickin’ big.”  I smile.

“I believe in you.”  He growls as he drops his other hand to rest on my head, his fist holding me steady and guiding my mouth forward.  “Your hand on my balls is perfect. Feels so fucking good.  Now, suck, baby.”

His hands urge me forward and I open my lips, licking them and spitting on the tip before I take it into my mouth.  I keep my lips curled around my teeth as I massage his balls from underneath, feeling the unusual sensation of the skin move in my hand.

I imagine his cum shooting out, down my throat, how it will feel being able to give him that sort of pleasure.  The idea makes me dizzy.

We begin to move together, his hands on my head as each of his thrusts opens my mouth further, until my jaw pops.  

“Jesus.  You’re going to make me cum too fast.”  He grunts.  “I want to enjoy this. Stay still.”

I’m panting as he pulls away, leaving me shaking, saliva dripping down my chin as he turns to the pile of clothes on the floor and whips his belt from the loops on his jeans, stepping behind me and crouching down.

“Hands.  Behind your back.” His breath is hot on my back as I comply.  The leather loops around my wrists, tugging my shoulders tight as the sound of the buckle clicks and my hands are suddenly immobile, resting against my ass as he comes back around, his cock demanding as he presses it without another word to my mouth.

“Suck.”  He barks, and instead of fear I’m more aroused than ever.  “Get those lips open, do as you’re told, little one.”

I answer with action, opening my lips as he shoves half of his length deep in one thrust, choking me as tears spring to my eyes.

“You’re going to beg me to fuck that sweet mouth of yours from now on, aren’t you?  You’ll beg to show me your purpose.  To please me.  Beg for my cum.  Beg me to let you swallow what I give you.”

His movements turn more fevered as I choke, tears dripping down my cheeks and mixing with my own spit as it coats my chin.  The softness is gone. He’s using me to jerk himself off in my mouth and the rational part of me says he’s being cruel, but other parts of me have never felt more alive.

His cock grows even more impossibly hard and full in my mouth, cutting off my air as I pull at the belt around my wrists, his hands clutching at my skull, fucking into my face with no conscience.

“Yes.”  He hisses as gurgling, guttural sounds come from me.  He looks down and I see him through hazy tears, imagining how horrible I must look.  As that thought crosses through my mind, Mathias chases it away.  “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful and sexy than you giving everything to please me.  Relax, I want down your throat.”

He slows his movements, instead easing the head of his cock to my tonsils as my throat squeezes around the unfamiliar intrusion.

“Shhhh, look at me and swallow.” His voice is deep, soothing, and with more gentle pressure I follow his commands, swallowing around the enormous swollen helmet blocking my airway.  “Fuck, Jesus, that’s fucking amazing.”  He grits out, his eyes closing as his head drops back and his pleasure only makes me want to give him more.  

I swallow again, and again, feeling my throat massage his cock and then it seems to pass this invisible point and ease another inch forward, and the gagging eases.

He drops his gaze back to mine and there is pride in his eyes.  

“You are fucking perfect.  Perfect for me.  Perfect.”

He rocks deeper as I bob my head forward, controlling the rhythm and learning to gasp a furious gurgling breath around him when I’m able.  He has utter control over my life at this moment, but I have no fear.

Instead, as he grunts, his body hardening, I’m close to my own orgasm.  When the curse words begin to flow from Mathias and the first salty jets of his release fill my throat, I feel myself near the edge.

“God, I fucking love you...”  

Those are the last words I hear before my own orgasm blinds me, and no other thoughts exist except for his pleasure which seems to only feed my own.

Spurts of hot cream fill my throat, over and over, as I desperately try to swallow.  He draws back, allowing my first full breath in minutes as I drink him down, feeling the twitching of his climax along his shaft, cum and spit running from my mouth down my chest as my own orgasm heats me from inside and I moan around his cock, struggling to keep every drop he’s given me inside my mouth.

“That cock is yours now.  It will be your job to take care of it from now on.  Just like I’m going to take care of you.”  He grunts as he relieves my mouth of every inch, leaving me gasping and panting as he takes a knee in front of me.  “You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, and I meant what I said a minute ago, Astrid.”

I clear my throat as he reaches around and releases my hands, taking them in his and guiding them to his chest, where I feel the thumping of his heart.

He pinches my chin, centering his eyes on me.  “I fucking love you.”
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IT’S BEEN TWO DAYS since that blow job. 

Afterwards, I wasn’t entirely sure it wasn’t all a dream.  It took me a good ten minutes to get my bearings, and get the blood flowing back to my brain.  

When I did, I convinced Astrid we needed to get back to the house, so I carried her piggyback, with her legs swinging like a five-year-old as she chattered on answering my never ending questions.

She still seems reticent to talk about her stepfather, and that is a knot that is still tight inside me.  At some point, I need to know what his damage is and make sure it never comes back around to give her a second of displeasure in any form.

We’ve settled into comfortable routine already back at the house. I love seeing her here.

I watch her as she flits around, touches things, moves pillows around.  He’s magic here and I didn’t realize how colorless my life was until she came along.

This morning, after I ate her pussy in the shower for a good hour, then fucked her up against the wall, she made us pancakes to perfection, which she likes to eat with peanut butter and syrup on top.  Which is, in fact, delicious.  

After breakfast, we hike to her campsite, loaded everything including the mangled tent into her little Subaru, and headed to town with me driving.

That sent her into a laughing fit that lasted half the way to town saying I needed a crowbar and some Crisco to fit into the driver’s seat. I pretended to be annoyed but deep down, anything that makes her laugh is fine by me. Even when it’s at my expense.

Now, I’m dropping her off at Duffy’s while I run a few errands.

After that, we’ll take her and all her stuff back to my place.

Because that’s where she lives now, even if she’s not completely clear on that point.

I’m never letting her go.

If you had told me three days ago that you could be as sure about spending your life with someone in such a short time, I would have said it was bullshit. But it’s not.  

I’ve got my arm slug around her shoulders as we walk from the car to the bar entrance, looking around to make sure no one is looking at her.  She’s got her hair in two long braids today, wearing her jeans and pink boots, but on top she’s sporting one of my white tank tops tied in a knot at the waist and as sexy as I thought it was earlier, now that we’re out in the world, I’m rethinking things.  

Her nipples are pushing out, she’s told me she’s not a big bra sort of girl and I thought I’d won the jackpot with that.

But, it’s my fucking jackpot and thinking other dudes are going to be enjoying an eye full of what’s mine is about to make me go postal. 

I shake away the jealousy because I can’t do a shit ton about it right now and grit my teeth.

I need to get to the Sheriff and see if he’s learned anything else about her stepfather, but I don’t want her to know he was here looking for her until I have a handle on whatever the situation.

I know one thing, he lied like a dog about her being unstable or whatever that shit is.  She’s the most stable person I know, and with me behind her, below her, on top of her...I can tell you, she will be from now on.

“Well.”  Beverly is behind the bar polishing a glass when we walk in.  “Look what the cat dragged in.” There’s a gleam in her eye as she looks from Astrid to me, and then back to her.  “You with this pain in the ass?”  She asks Astrid in a familiar tone.

“Seems so.”  Astrid leans into me as Beverly raises her eyebrows.  

“Well, ain’t that gonna set the gossip mill on fire. The curmudgeon meets mystery girl and—”

I glare at her and shake my head, and Beverly shrugs but stops raising a hand in surrender.

“I don’t give a shit about that. Give her whatever she wants to eat and drink.  I have a couple things to do and then I’ll be back.  Guess you two know each other...”  I trail off and the two girls look at each other.

Astrid snickers and puts her hand on my chest, and the simple gesture soothes me. “Well, the other day she bought me a beer, so as far as I’m concerned, she’s my new BFF.”

Beverly chuckles, setting down a glass and pouring a shot of Dewers and shoving it my way.  “Your usual.  I mean, the two times a year you have your usual.  It’s on me...I loved, loved, loved the chair you made.  Booker gave it to me the other day.  It’s beyond beautiful. I still can’t believe a guy like you makes such refined art...”  She winks, then looks at Astrid.  “And what can I get you? On me...”

I take the glass and toss it back.  The warm liquid burns but soothes some of the tightness I feel knowing that even for a short time she will be out of my sight.

“Just a coke today.” Astrid answers. “But, I’d love a burger too. Not for free of course. Double patty, with bacon...extra grease.”  She looks up at me. “That okay?  I’m starved, for some reason.”

“Anything you want.”  I lean down and kiss the part of her hair.  “I’m just going to take care of some business at the bank, and a couple other quick stops.  Should be back in an hour.”

“I’ll take good care of her.”  Beverly winks at me and I growl, looking down at Astrid to find her grinning at my discomfort.

I take Astrid’s shoulders in my hands and turn her to me.  “I’ll be back.  Have fun.  When I’m done, we’re going to go get your new phone.  I don’t like not being able to know where you are, how you are...every second, I’m thinking about you.”

“Stalker.”  She crinkles her nose and pokes a finger at my chest.

“Proud stalker.”  I reach down and give her ass a swat, then turn around and glare at every other male in the place until each one looks away.  Most in town know me.  I’m not one to pick a fight, but I’m also one to win any fight that picks me.

I may not have a lot of friends, but I do have respect, and that’s enough.

“I’m going to leave my shirt...”  I peel off my a heavy flannel shirt, more a  jacket I wear almost every day, with a t-shirt underneath. Fashion is not my thing, but the way Astrid looks at me, I don’t think I have to make any changes in that department. “It’s getting warm.”

Astrid takes it from me putting it to her face, inhaling deeply.  “I think whenever you leave me, you should make sure I have one of your shirts. It’s better than any teddy bear.”

I smash my lips to hers for a full on, tongue swiping, no holds barred kiss, then let her plop down in a chair at the closest table, breathless as she holds onto my shirt, with Beverly cackling as I make my way outside.

I didn’t want Astrid with me because I’m going to see the sheriff about her fuck-father and the other errands have to do with her.  And I want them to be a surprise.

The simple walk from the car to the bar, pride swelled in my chest.  Knowing she was next to me gave me more purpose than I’ve felt before in my life.

To me, she is perfection, and it’s still hard to believe a woman like her would want a Cro-Magnon like me.

So, one of my tasks today is to get her sweet ass locked down.  Bind her to me before she thinks twice.

I swing open the door to Medawar’s Jewelers so hard it slams into the wall outside.  It’s the only jewelry store in Walkerville, and the owner, James Medawar, shoots me a stunned look as I enter.

“Mathias...”  He fusses with the knot in his tie, looking uncomfortable and I never realized he looks like an undertaker with his black suit and tie.  “This is a surprise, is something wrong...”

He was an acquaintance of my parents, but I’ve never had any use for jewelry and probably came off as rude to him in the past, because materialistic things like jewelry  made no sense to me.

Until now.

“No.”  I grunt walking toward a jewelry case full of rings. “Nothing’s wrong.” I start, then grab the edge of the glass case, arms shoulder width apart, elbows locked, leaning in and looking like I’m probably about to be sick all over the perfectly polished glass. “I’m fine.  I need a ring.”

“A ring?”  He throws me a puzzled look but steps my way, maintaining a safe distance between us.  “What sort of ring?”

I stare into the case. Under the glass are all sorts of diamond ring sets, but nothing looks right.

Not for my perfect love.

“Is there something bigger?  Different?”

“Bigger and different...”  He steps forward, looking into the case full of diamonds rubbing his forehead and I understand a good portion of the diamonds would not be considered small, but I don’t see anything that’s just right.

“Yes,” I snap, then stand straight, shoving my hands down into my front pockets.  “Bigger.  Not so...common looking...”

“Well.”  He brings his hand to his chin, half covering his mouth as he contemplates.  “I have some heritage jewelry I purchased recently from an estate.  It doesn’t usually sell to the market around here, I tend to find buyers in New York, out east, California...”

“I want to see.”  

“The pieces are...”  He’s trying to be tactful, and I narrow my eyes when he finishes.  “Not for the average budget.”  

“Bring them out.”  I enunciate each word, hard and clear.

“Very well.”  On a huff he disappears into the back room.  A few minutes later, he re-appears with a hinged black velvet box about twelve inches long and half as wide, and sets it on the glass case in front of me.

He holds a hand on the lid, ready to open it, when he adds.  “Mathias, I knew your parents.  I’m not trying to be rude, but I don’t want you to get your heart set on something you can’t afford...”

“Open. The. Box.”  

One thing I’m good at, is keeping my business my business. My parents did as well. People around here know I have leased parts of my land to an oil company, but they have no idea how many wells or what their production has been.  Most around town think I’m some crazy burl wood hunter with a creative flair and my parents’ money must have built my house for me.

He pops the top open and inside are six rings, but I only see one.

“That one.”  I jab my finger at the center ring.  It only takes me a second to decide, but I hear James sigh.  

Before he can give me some bullshit protest again, I move things along.

“Just give me the fucking price and stop sighing like that.”

He picks the ring up, placing it in my open palm, and meets my eyes.  “It’s in the low six figures.”

“That’s not a price.” I’m getting fucking annoyed. “How much?”

“Two hundred twenty thousand.  I’m rounding down for you, since I know your parents.  You know I’d give you a line of credit if I could, but I don’t extend credit lines in that amount...  I realize it’s probably not anything you are able to—”

“I’ll take it.”  I interrupt, before he can fucking sigh again.  “I want the nicest box you have.  Polish it up.  I’m going to the bank, I’ll have them wire you the money.  Write down your account information.”  I grab a business card from the holder on the counter and flip it over, shoving it across the glass.

James hesitates, then takes a pen from his suit jacket pocket and does what I ask.  With a grunt, I’m out the door with the business card, on my way across the street to the bank.

That’s another pain in my ass with the teller, Angie and the bank manager asking me eighteen thousand questions, but in fifteen minutes, I’ve got that task completed and I’m on to the last.  The one that’s been gnawing at my gut since the day I met Astrid.

More accurately, her step-fucker.

The cool of the morning has burned off as the sun comes out from behind the clouds, and I make my way around the corner in the middle of town toward the police station.  By the time I get there, an irrational anger bubbles inside of me

How long have I been away from her?  Half hour?  Forty minutes?

Tension grows inside of me with every additional minute.  I don’t want her out of my sight another second, so I need to speed this up.

“Hi there.”  Martha blows me a kiss from behind the glass at the front desk as I come through the door.  “I just talked to your mom...”

I try to hide the roll of my eyes, but she catches it.  I had two missed calls from mom this morning after our shower and fuck session and a text message with her usual, checking on my little boy.  Call your mother.  

I intended to, but my head, well both of them, are so obsessed with Astrid it slipped my mind.  I make a note to be sure to call her later from the cabin, with Astrid there.  I might even use the fucking Facetime deal my mother loves, so I can introduce my parents to their future daughter-in-law and mother of the brood of grandbabies that will start arriving soon.  Beginning hopefully in about nine months.

Thankfully the dispatch phone rings and Martha has to answer, but she buzzes me through the door and I make my way through the station.  Marshall is at his desk and turns my way.

“Well, hello.  Two times to town in one week?  Are you dying?  Is it the apocalypse?”

“Shut up.”  I bark, looking through Booker’s open office door to see him on the phone, but he looks up and waves me in.

“Hey, rumor has it you didn’t come to town alone...” Marshall gives me a smirk.

I shake my head.  “How the fuck do you know that?”

He shrugs and nods toward Booker.  “Beverly called.”

“Jesus, this town...”  I close my eyes and bite down, listening to my teeth crack from the pressure.  “Nobody has anything better to do?”

“Apparently not.”  He leans back in his chair, lacing his fingers behind his head. “So, who is she?”

Before I can snap back at him, the Sheriff comes out of his office with a stupid smile.

“Don’t.” I shake my head at him, and he raises his hands in surrender. 

“Hey, I can’t help it if you coming to town with some mystery girl is the news of the decade around here.”

“Whatever.”  I grumble. “I’ve been happier in the last three days than probably my whole fucking life, so yuck it up, assholes.  I don’t even fucking care, to be honest.”

They look at each other with restrained grins.  

“I want you to do me a favor.”  I direct toward Booker. I need to get on with the reason I’m here.

“If I can, of course.” He replies.

“That guy. The one that was here the other day, looking for his step-daughter.”

They both look at me with odd expressions, and a chill runs up my spine.

“Yeah, he was just here again, must’ve been twenty minutes ago. Still looking for her. He got a little pushy, if you can believe it, had to remind him who he was talking to.”  The look in Booker’s eyes tells me he’s putting the pieces together.  “Is the girl you’re with...”

My blood turns cold.  “He was here?  Now, today?”  I point to the ground, my chest tight, my hands turning to fists.

“Yeah, like I said, you just missed him.  He’s still looking for her, says she’s suicidal, is off her meds...keeps changing his story. I told him I couldn’t do much.  He seems to think she’s here though.  It all feels hinky, you ask me.  If she really was an in-danger person, he would file a missing person’s report back in his own town. Have some physician or psychiatric orders—”

“Fuck.  Where was he going, do you know?”

Marshall shrugs.  “No.  Didn’t say.  Just headed out the front door saying he would do some looking around himself...”

I half bolt, leaving them launching questions from behind, but I’m already out the front door and headed to Duffy’s.
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AS I SIT IN DUFFY’S chatting with Beverly, out of the corner of my eye, I see the ponytail guy from the other day, hanging around by the back door to the bar. 

When he sees me look his way, he slinks back a bit, and I do my best to ignore him but I can tell he’s watching me. Not that it matters, I intend to stay right here with Beverly until Mathias gets back, then I doubt he’ll come anywhere near me.

“That’s wild.  You should write a romance book.”  Beverly smiles, twirling her glass of ice water on the table as I wipe my mouth with the white paper napkin and swallow the last bite of the burger.

I hold my fingers over my mouth as I reply knowing there are still bits of food floating around in my mouth.  “Yeah, crazy girl tries to shoot mountain man, then falls in love instead.  It’s a catchy title, right?”  I smile, lifting my glass with ice and coke to my lips and letting the sweet, cool liquid wash down the last bits of my lunch.

“I’d buy it.”  She giggles as I press a hand to my belly and groan.

“I think it’s a boy.” I kid, but as soon as the words are off my lips, I shiver with the knowledge that quite possibly, with all the jizz Mathias has deposited into me since we met, it’s not impossible.

I could be pregnant.

The realization stuns me into silence, wondering if I’ve been so caught up in this fantasy with Mathias, I honestly haven’t considered the consequences of my irresponsible actions with a man I barely know.

Was I so desperate to escape the sorrow and stress of my life that I fell into the first opportunity that opened for me? 

The soreness between my legs is another reminder of how reckless I’ve been.  Have I been so careless because I want to pretend I don’t have major issues to deal with in my real life?  Issues that aren’t going to go away by hiding in the woods, or by shacking up with a growly mountain man who has hypnotized me with orgasms and wooed me with an unrealistic sense of safety.

When I woke up this morning, he wasn’t in bed.  I heard sounds from outside and put on his t-shirt which hung almost to my knees and went to see what he was doing. Coffee was waiting in the kitchen with a note under a white mug that said, “I love you, my sprite.  I didn’t have the heart to wake you. You’re too pretty when you sleep.  Even when you snore.”

I poured myself a cup and wandered to the windows of the great room and saw him by the side of a shed swinging an ax over his head, lodging it in a piece of wood which immediate splintered into two.

He was wearing only his jeans.  The morning sun streaming through the trees and shining on his sweat covered skin.  His muscles rippled and worked as he split another log. And another. And another, mesmerizing me.

He looked so content. The effort on his face matched with a look of purpose and peace and I hope I can find something that feels like that someday myself.

Still, I’m flying high as I tip the glass with the last of my Coke letting it stream down my throat and I suck an ice cube into my mouth then spit it back into the glass, looking around the bar, noticing pony-tail guy has made himself scarce.

“So,” Beverly starts, and there’s a curiosity in that single word tells me questions will follow.  “You met Mathias that day you ate here?”

I half shrug, reaching down to unbutton my jeans because the double burger with four slices of bacon requires it.

“Yeah.  I came out of the bathroom, and boom. There he was. He’s hard to miss.”

She giggles, brushing a strand of her blonde hair from her cheek.  “He is at that.  When I first met him, I could barely speak.  I honestly thought I must be hallucinating, because I’ve never seen anyone that big except with special effects.  I moved here a couple years ago, the bar was for sale, I was tired of living in the city and I found the listing online.  I’m actually an attorney, but I hated it, so I took my savings, made the deal and made my way to Walkerville.  Never looked back.”

“Wow.  That was a leap of faith.”

She twists her lips on a grin, looking over her shoulder as a customer at the bar calls her name.  “Sometimes, a little faith is just what we need.  Let me know if you need anything else.”  The customer yells for her to get a move on, and she spins in her chair and barks back, “All right, Phil, no need to be an asshole.”

I nod as she rolls her eyes, shoves her chair back and moves off to the bar, then push my plate away and fold my hands on the table, already missing Mathias more than I want to admit. I look up at the TV hanging on the wall and distract myself watching a monster truck extravaganza for a moment.

A ringing noise coming from Mathias’ flannel jacket startles me away from the TV.  I immediately thinks he left his phone on purpose, and maybe he’s calling me from wherever he went, so I dig in the front pocket and pull it out. 

The screen says Mom, so I set it on the table, face down and notice a business card stuck to the back of the phone..  I peel it off, flip it over and all the warm, safe feelings I’ve wrapped myself in over the last few days evaporate in a single breath.

When did Mathias meet my stepfather?

The door to the bar opens, and my tummy still does this dumb little flip like it does whenever Mathias walks into the room.  But right now, I’m shivering, my mind racing as I try to figure out what’s going on.  The light from outside silhouettes the person coming in, and from the size and shape of his body, it’s not Mathias.

I look back down at the card, my head starting to pound, and the need to run overwhelms me. The same urge I had when I left my home and set up camp in the woods.

The chair squeals on the floor as I shove it back, panic clutching around my throat.  First thing is to get away, get myself safe, and then I’ll figure out what to do next.  Right now, I can’t think straight.  I stand and turn, ready to bolt.

Only, someone is blocking the way to the door.

“Astrid.”  His voice sears through me like bile. “You’ve been a naughty girl.”

My stepfather shakes his head, his eyes dead, but from the way the vein in his forehead is standing out, he’s anything but calm.

“What are you doing here? How did you find me?” 

“I’ve been looking. Showing your picture around leaving my phone number. Finally found someone that recognized you.  Told me you were here.”

Thoughts run rampant through my head.  Mathias must have called him.  He had his business card.  He sent me here and called him, told my stepfather where I was.  But why?  Why string me along like that?

Was this just a game?  The whole virgin mountain man thing?  Just some cruel joke?

He wants to get to me to get the money and offered a reward...

“Sit down, Astrid, I want to talk to you.”

“No.” I shake my head and move to walk past him, but he grabs my arm and shoves me down into the chair even as my heart is breaking.

“Do not make a scene. I just want to talk.”

Beverly throws me a look of concern, and I have to make a decision. I could shout for her to help.  Let her call the cops.  Or I can hear what my stepfather has to say and be done with him, once and for all.  I have a few things to say myself, so let’s let it all be done here and now.

Maybe it’s the wrong choice, but I nod and mouth the words to Beverly as I sit down: It’s okay.

I stare across at my stepfather, and all I feel is loathing. 

“You want to talk. Talk. Then I’ve got some things to say myself.”

He huffs out a breath through his nose, shaking his head. “You and I never did see eye to eye, did we?” He waits, but all I offer is a shrug.  “Honestly, I wish things had been different between us. Maybe all this unpleasantness between us could have been avoided. And I admit, I have to shoulder part of the blame for that—”

“Part of the blame?” I explode, feeling the bile rise up in my throat. “I was a kid.  A pretty good kid. You were—”

“Yes, part of the blame, Astrid. You always saw me as the villain, and it takes two to tango.” He waves a hand between us. “Anyway, I didn’t come here to argue. I came to put our differences aside—” I start to interrupt, but he holds up a finger to silence me. “For your mother’s sake.”

I narrow my eyes, but he knows she’s my weakness. “What does Mom have to do with this, Robert?”

“Everything. She has everything to do with this. I loved her. Whatever you think of me, that much is true, you have to believe that at least.”

I stare in silence for a long moment, the monster trucks roaring on the TV as I wonder where this is going. But the longer I look at him, the more I start to think about how things were. 

They say nostalgia is a slick liar but perhaps, in his own way, he did love her. And perhaps he’s hurting too. Eventually, I nod, take a breath, and the lines on his face seem to smooth in relief.

“Thank you. I know you loved her too.” He replies, his expression steady, and I struggle to keep an open mind.

“Is that all you wanted? To make sure I know you loved Mom? Okay, fine, you loved her. But us? Me and you? We are never going to have any sort of relationship. You ruined that the day I left.”

He nods. “I understand. That’s something I’m going to have to live with. But that’s not the only reason I’m here. Your mother left you something. A gift. I found it the day after you disappeared. To tell you the truth, it’s that gift that made me realize I had to see you and make amends.”

My heart clutches. “What is it?” I can’t believe there was a gift for me from my mom and I didn’t know about it. What could it be that she wanted me to have? And something that would make him believe he had to see me? It must be something special.

“It’s in my car. Astrid, it’s better if you see it for yourself. For me to describe it to you wouldn’t... It’s just better if you come with me.”

“Why didn’t you bring it in with you? What is it?”

“Well, I wasn’t even sure I would find you in here and if I did, I don’t think it’s something you’ll want to receive with all these people around. It’s personal. Come with me, just to the car. You don’t have to get in or go anywhere, I’ll just get it for you, and you can do what you like after that.”

I watch him, looking at his eyes, and all I see is an old man who’s made a mess of things. Sure, he’s made my life a misery. But if this gift from my mom has made him rethink those things, I guess it’s the last thing she’s able to do for me.

Nodding, I push my chair back. “Fine, okay, let’s go.”

***
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OUTSIDE, I SEE HE’S parked over in the corner of the back parking lot. Apart from a beat-up old black van that looks like it might have come off the set of The A Team back in the 80s, there are no other cars nearby.

I follow him, but as we get close, I hang back.

“Come on, Astrid, what am I going to do? We’re in public in broad daylight...”

“I have no idea, but I don’t trust you.”

He stops and turns, and the look in his eyes could be anything. Anger, frustration, hurt. I don’t care.

Robert releases an exasperated sound, but turns and continues to the car, and I wander a little closer, but stop by the van.

“This is as close as I’m going to get. You can bring whatever it is to me.”

If he tries anything, I’m ready to run. I can be around the other side of this van before he gets to me, and then I’ll scream my head off as I run back to the bar. Enough screaming I’m sure he’ll tuck tail and move on out of town.

“Fine. Whatever. I’m trying here, Astrid.” He shoves his key into the lock on the trunk of his car, then spins back toward me and I ready myself for whatever he’s going to say, but he raises his voice, looking toward the van. “Now, Wally!”

For a second, I’m stunned. Who’s Wally?

A few seconds later, I’ve got it put together but it’s too late.

The doors on the back of the van swing open, and a huge sweaty paw clasps over my mouth, cutting off my scream. I struggle, kicking out, but just hear a low laugh as I’m dragged back and bent over the back of the van.

“Settle down, or I’ll give you something to cry about.”

He slaps my ass hard, and I screw up my face, trying desperately to scream, or bite his fingers, or anything to get him off me but a sticky strip of duct tape slaps over my lips. 

I recognize the voice right away, and I know who he is. Wallace Yates. A friend of my stepfather’s. He’s big and rough, and he smells like sewer water.

“That’s enough, Wally. She’s a little bitch, but she’s still my stepdaughter. Put her in the van.”

I shake my head, and somehow find the strength to wrench my body out of Wally’s vise-like grip. Seizing my chance, I kick out at his shin, landing a good, solid blow. Wally cries out and I pull away from his arms. My stepfather reaches out to grab me, but I throw a punch his way, landing it solid catching him on the side of his nose and seeing blood spurt.

That’s it. It’s my chance. I don’t waste another second as I half-stumble, half-sprint for the back door of the bar. As I run, I am counting my steps but I don’t get far.

The blow hits in my lower back and knocks the wind out of me as it sends me hurtling into the asphalt. I scream into the tape over my mouth and there’s no way it’s loud enough to alert anyone not close by. 

I scrape my palms and knees on the hard surface of the parking lot, but I barely feel the pain as a heavy body is on top of me, hands around my torso as I’m hauled up and manhandled back to the van.

Wally drags me inside and my stepfather climbs in behind him, grinning as I’m shoved down onto the floor.

“You think I’m just going to let you go? Let you take what’s rightfully mine?” My stepfather laughs. “No. You’ll sign over the inheritance, and then I’ll decide what to do with you. Maybe you can convince me that you won’t be any bother.” He presses his lips together as though in thought. “Or maybe I just let Wally here do whatever he likes with you before he gets rid of you permanently. He always did like you. After all, you did disappear into the woods.  But if you want any chance of living, you’ll sign what I tell you to sign. Wally, tape her hands and feet together and let’s get out of here before somebody decides to play hero.”

He turns and grabs the inside handle to the van door, about to pull it closed, then a little yelp escapes his lips, and that’s the last sound he makes before a black shadow darkens the open door.
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MY FIST CONNECTS WITH the fuck’s face so hard it knocks him across the van and into the backs of the seats on the other side. I don’t waste a second, climbing inside. 

The space is small for me, and I end up crouching, which isn’t the best situation for a fight but I don’t give a flying fuck. This asshole is going down, and he’ll be lucky if he ever wakes up again.

“Astrid. Is. Mine.” With each word I land another punch, his face turning to a pulpy mess, but my rage is a fire burning through me. 

He throws up an arm to defend himself, but his pathetic attempt does nothing to stop me. “No. One. Touches. What. Is. Mine.”

There’s a growl of rage from behind me, and as it’s clear Astrid’s stepfather isn’t going to be moving for a long while, I turn around just in time to see the glint of steel as the other fucker takes a swipe at me.

“Seriously?  You too,” I growl as the blade glances off my shoulder. I feel it connect but there’s no pain, only more rage.

I lurch forward and his eyes go wide as he steps back. Maybe it’s seeing me up close that’s given him the shits, or maybe it’s seeing the state of his partner in crime. I don’t really care about the details. All I know is, he’s my next target.

He takes another shot at me, a bit of the bravado in his face gone. I pop my clenched fist at his eye and hear a squelching sound as my punch lands right on target. 

He stumbles, putting out a hand to catch himself, but lands in an awkward ball, rolling into Astrid. She cries out under the tape over her mouth, but his momentum is like a pin falling in a bowling alley and his shoulder barrels into her face, knocking her head back at the side of the van with a clang.

And that’s when I really see red.  Astrid reaches up and rips the tape from her mouth.

“Mathias, stop!”

I hear her, but it does nothing to quell my rage. 

I reach past her as the other bastard scrambles towards the doors, feeling as he goes and nursing his closed eye. With a roar, I grab the knife out of his hand with ease, just as he falls out the back of the van, grunting as he hits the asphalt hard.

“No! Please!” He’s  begging as he lies there, with me towering over him. 

Like a gladiator bloodlust courses through my veins, mercy a foreign concept. I want him to beg for his life, and I want to take it from him, nonetheless.

With a chuckle, I jump down from the back of the van, hearing the suspension creak in relief at no longer having to support my weight. His lip is quivering as I hover over him, letting him savor his last few moments.

“Please! Stop! I didn’t want anything to do with this.” Tears run down his cheeks, drawing clear rivers in the bloody meat of his face. “I don’t want to die...”

“You’re already dead...” I mutter as heave a breath, feeling the weight of the knife in my hand as I play with it, wondering where I should cut him first.

“Mathias, no. Don’t do this.” Astrid is behind me and her voice stalls the vengeful thoughts.

Rage battles with love as I stare down at the pathetic waste of life in front of me. He doesn’t deserve mercy. She’s too gentle and kind for this world. I’ll protect her from it, even if she hates me for it.

In the distance, I hear sirens, and I know that if I don’t put him out of his misery right now, he’ll end up in cuffs and righteous justice may not be served.

I feel Astrid’s hand on my shoulder and it’s far more potent than any punch her father or this sniveling shit could throw. Then her voice, and the red rage begins to clear. “Not for him. For me.” As I turn, I see the marks on herface and blood roars in my ears.

“You’re hurt. He did it.”  I growl.

She nods. “I know. But if you kill him, they’ll take you away from me. And then who will look after me?”

I reach out a hand, running a thumb over her top lip where blood is trickling from her nose.

“It’s not that bad,” she says. “Just, take me away from here. Please.”

Seething, I finally nod and put my arms around her, lifting her down from the back of the van and placing her on the ground. There’s a scrambling sound, and I turn to see her stepfather’s friend stumbling as he finds his feet and runs. 

He turns back around, to check if I’m following, just as he gets to the corner of the bar, and there’s a screech of brakes, a thud, a cracking of glass, and a moment later the bastard’s on the ground with the cops crowded around him. 

At first I’m not so sure he’s alive, and the irony of him surviving me only to be taken out by the town sheriff makes me start to chuckle, but then there’s a groan and someone’s reading him his rights, and it’s like a tension has been lifted.

“Thank you,” Astrid says. “I know that was hard for you. But sometimes, what’s hard for one of us will be what’s right for both of us.”

I nod, knowing she’s right. More than a few of the patrons from the bar are outside nowwatching, and as I catch the eye of the Fleming brother who was bothering Astrid a few days ago, and he starts to slink away. 

Something in that glance rubs me wrong but for now there’s nothing I can do, because the Sheriff is already here. 

“It was hard,” I admit. “But for you, baby, I’ll do anything.” The sheriff starts walking toward us, and I let out a sigh. “I’m going to have to deal with this. But then I’m taking you home.”

***
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WE’RE BACK SITTING on the sofa an hour later, Astrid has a first aid kit open on the cushion next to her with Ginger curled in a ball sleeping on a pile of pillows.

“So,” She asks as she fiddles with the contents of the kit. “What’d you find out?” 

She doesn’t miss much.  On the way home she asked if I talked to the ‘ponytail guy’ because she noticed him taking off and then walked by the sheriff and disappeared after him.  I was too worked on the way home to discuss anything until she was safe here behind our doors but it’s time to give her the details. 

“Your step-fucker was showing your picture to anyone that would look. Showed it to Fleming who had just left Duffy’s after I dropped you off.” I exhale and finish.  “Long story short, your step-dad gave him the same sob story he gave to the cops, only Fleming bought it, and pointed him toward the bar.”

I can’t say I was too pleased. But I’d be an asshole for taking that out on Fleming, when at the end of the day he was trying to do a decent thing. Misguided? Sure. But that’s not a crime in my book.

I draw in a sharp breath as she inspects and dabs some ointment on my arm.

“Big baby,” she mutters.

Laughing, I grab her wrist and pull her around in front of me. “That’s enough, it’s not even deep.”

“Do you want it to get infected?”

“Depends. Are you going to be my naughty nurse if it does?”

She draws her mouth into a line but loses the fight to keep the grin off her lips. “Seriously, it’s not deep but it is nasty. If you don’t let me clean it properly you could get sick.” 

“You’ve cleaned it. Now other parts of me need attention.”

I pull her forward and sit her on my lap, letting her grind herself against my ever-present hard on. But it’s clear from the look on her face that she’s thinking over what happened.

“They can’t touch you now,” I tell her. “They’re going to be behind bars for a very long time. Attempted kidnapping? Assault? Extortion? Add in conspiracy to commit fraud with the whole inheritance thing and I don’t think the judge is going to be too lenient.”

She nods. “I know. It’s not that. I know you’ll always protect me. It’s just, how could my stepfather hate me that much? To lure me out there and then hurt me like that.” Astrid sighs. “I just hate that the world made him that way.”

“You’re too kind for your own good. He had choices and he made them, baby. He has to live with the consequences. As for us, we get to live with our own choices, and there’s one at least that I’m looking forward to living with.”

I reach behind me and fumble for a moment behind the cushion until my fingers find the little white box I hid there when we got back to the house, not sure what my plan was, but it’s clear now.

I don’t want to wait.

“Astrid, I don’t know what I did to deserve you. A monster like me doesn’t have any right to expect someone like you in their life. But here you are.” I chuckle, shaking my head. “I had so many plans for this moment, I was going to take you to dinner, make a big deal, dress up in a suit...well I’d have to buy one first....”

She laughs. “What moment? What’s going on?”

I bring the box out and hand it to her, and as her eyes go wide, and she starts to open it, I continue, “You deserve more than an ugly mountain fuck like me. You deserve some prince in a fancy castle, or a movie star or something. But I can’t wait, Astrid, not after what just happened. I’ve waited my whole life and, well...” She draws the ring out of the box, her mouth gaping as she stares at it. “I need us to be married. So, we’re getting married.  That’s the end of it.”

It’s perfect, not as perfect as she is but from the tears and sparkle in her eyes, it’s hit the mark.  The center stone, not a diamond but a ruby the size of a dime, surrounded by two rings of small diamonds, all set in this swirling filigree, vintage white gold band.  It’s not slick and modern. It’s not what most would buy, but she’s not like most.

She takes a deep breath as I take the ring from her, take her hand and slip it onto her finger. “Is that your idea of a proposal, Mathias, because I’ve got to say it’s—”

I take her mouth with my lips, kissing her hard and enjoying the little protest as she loses track of her sentence. She breathes with me, and I rock her back against my cock, moaning at the feel of her body against mine.

When I’ve taken my fill, I let her go, and for a moment she just sits there, teeth cutting into her bottom lip as her chest rises and falls with each breath.

“You were saying something about my proposal?”

She nods. “Perfect. It’s just perfect.”
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ONE WEEK LATER



“You may kiss the br—”

The priest doesn’t manage to get the last words out before Mathias takes me in a long, hard kiss. It’s like there’s nobody else around as we sink into each other. I hear the hoots and whoops from our guests but in this moment, all I can think about is my husband.

Husband.

Everything has been so fast, but it feels right. 

The wedding has been simple, here at the house on the front lawn but it’s so perfect.  Mathias built this beautiful arbor out of trees he chopped down, and it’s decorated with about a zillion blue Irises because he said they match my eyes. 

The wedding is great, but it’s just a starter before we get to the main course: the rest of our lives together.

As we break apart, Mathias turns to the small group of gathered friends and grins. “I don’t know how I got so lucky, but I did. Thank you so much for being here for us, today. My wife and I really appreciate all of you.” He turns to the sheriff and gives him a nod. 

My stepdad and Wallace were arrested and are both awaiting trial.  They may make a plea deal, and I hope they do, because I don’t want to testify.  I just want my life to go forward. 

The district attorney told me it’s likely they will take the deal.  The evidence is so strong, they would be stupid to go to trial.

After everything that happened, I told Mathias everything about my stepdad. Actually, everything about my life because he sat me down and told me he wanted to know everything, so I told him.

I made him promise not to kill my stepdad, because that would only hurt our lives in the end.  And because he loved me, he went along with my wishes.

The one thing I didn’t expect, the miracle which is sitting on the ground next to me right now, wagging her tail, is Ginger.

When I told Mathias about the day I left home, that Robert had scattered Mom’s ashes without me and told me my dog had been hit by a car...and I snapped, packed up and took off. 

Well, what I didn’t know was the next day Mathias started calling every shelter within fifty miles of where I used to live on a hunch.

What an asshole.  Mathias took off early the next morning before I knew what was going on. Said he had to sign some contract with the oil company that drills on his property.

He’s a liar.  Guess what?  My stupid stepdad dropped Ginger off at a shelter.  She was never hit by a car.

He showed up two hours later with Ginger and I cried and held her and kissed her until she wiggled free and jumped into Mathias’ lap to get away from my violent affection. 

So, here I stand in my white gown with Ginger as my maid of honor and all just feels right with the world. 

Mathias finishes addressing our guests as I stare at him in awe. “I’ve paid for a five-course meal for all of you freeloaders at Deluca’s. Open bar so go wild. Go enjoy yourselves.  Get out.”

There’s some gentle laughter, but nobody moves.

“I mean it,” Mathias says, his voice becoming serious. “Go into town. Get the fuck out.” He waves toward where the cars are parked along the dirt drive in front of the house.  

“Mathias,” I whisper as I feel him starting to grip me tighter. He’s glaring at the guests, who aren’t leaving. I turn to our friends. “Sorry everyone.  You know he can be a little difficult sometimes.”  I pat his chest as he grunts. “We’ll be there soon.  I promise.”

There are a disbelieving mutters from the crowd but they start to work their way to the cars and Mathias looks down at me. 

“So, grumpy guts, what was that all about?”

A smile curves his lips, his beard shifting with the movement. “For what I have planned, we don’t want an audience.”

***
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Mathias



“OH MY GOD.”  ASTRID’S gauzy white gown catches the breeze as she spins in a circle, looking around the river cabin, then turns and swats my arm. 

The interior is draped with white fabric.  Vases of white roses are on every surface and the floor is covered in red rose petals.

“You like?”  I manage.  I talk like a caveman, but that’s how I feel.  

Claim my woman.

Grunt.

“For such a Neanderthal, you do know how to sweep a girl off her feet.”

“Beverly helped.  I can’t take the credit.  Just gave her the idea and my credit card.”

I carried her here from the house, needing her next to me.  Needing her to feel she belongs to me in every way.

I don’t waste any more time, stripping off her gown in a single movement.  I hear her playful protests, but I need us naked against each other as husband and wife.

When she’s naked, I lift her from the floor and toss her on the bed.  The animal inside of me is in control right now, more than the civilized man, and I need to fill her with me.

I need her sticky and dripping with my cum, so everyone knows now and forever she belongs to me.

Gripping her ankles, I pull her legs up and onto my shoulders as I come down on her, burying my face between her legs and beginning my feast.

She’s already soaked and dripping for me as I suck in her nectar, grinding my face into her slick folds.

“God, that feels so good.”  She moans, arching her body, pressing herself harder against my hungry mouth. “But, I want you inside me.  I want our wedding day consummated...”  She half giggles between her pleasured moans on that last word.

I turn my head and pinch the flesh of her inner thigh between my teeth, hearing her yelp.  I repeat this, three, four times on one side, then the other, a raw need to see the marks of my teeth on her flesh before I answer.

“I’ll be in that sweet cunt soon enough.  I’m not done with my wedding feast.  When you cum and fill my mouth, maybe I’ll stick my cock inside that greedy hole of yours.  But not before.”

I pull her onto me with another growl, then grip her hips, pulling her up and laying myself down on the bed, mounting her honey-covered sex on my face.

“Ride my beard, baby. Take what you want and give me what I need.”

I dig my fingers into her ass, pushing her wetness down on my mouth as her hands fly out in front of her, holding onto the log headboard as an anchor while I suck her clit and slide my tongue back to her opening, repeating the movement again and again until she’s quivering.

I slip a hand down between her legs, centering my mouth on her clit and stabbing two fingers into her drenched opening, finger fucking her while I torment her swollen nub as I bring my other hand down on her ass hard, listening to her yelp.  

Her body responds with a gush of slick juice running down my hand and into my beard.  I feel it soaking my neck and chest as I curl my fingers until I find that rough patch of flesh on the front of her wet canal, and work both them and my mouth until she’s calling my name between curse words and I know she’s close.

Another slap on her amazing ass, and her pussy clamps down as she rides the edge, then goes off.

Her screams of pleasure fly out the open windows of the cabin, and I hear birds squawking and fleeing from a tree just outside.

As her body trembles, and she rides out the bliss, I bring both hands to grip her ass.  Holding her tight against my mouth, I suck and drink down every drop, my fingertips deep in her flesh, knowing her body will show my marks of possession tomorrow.

I jab my tongue as deep inside her as possible, feeling her walls clutch and grab, and I know soon she will be doing this dance of pleasure around my cock.  Milking yet more seed into her, and soon I will be rooted in her womb.

If I’m not already.

I’m so fucking hard, my pulse feels like it’s throbbing through every part of my body.  I need her mounted on me and I need it right fucking now.

I dismount her sweet pussy from my mouth as she releases the headboard, and her hands flatten on my chest trying to keep her balance as the last of her orgasm rides through her.

Releasing one hand, I hold my cock up and center her sloppy, greedy hole on the fat head before bringing her down in one hard motion, sinking home as her cunt stretches around me and her eyes go wide.  Her mouth opens in a gasp.

“Just breathe, baby.”

“It hurts.”  

I’m sure it does, watching her body skewered on me, my dick driving upward into her pretty little pussy.  The visual is obscene and erotic, making my balls tight.

“You’ve got every inch, my little sprite.”  I seethe as her body settles down on me and I start rocking her hips back and forth, making contact with her clit and watching as lust replaces the pain in her face.

I shift her body back and forth, harder, faster, as her fingernails dig into my chest, and she finds her rhythm with my movements.  We move together in a fury, and when I feel her walls tighten around me I reach up and grab her hair, pulling her body down onto me, her tits against my chest, her mouth on mine, her tight cunt pulsing around me as I drive my tongue between her lips and let go.

My balls twitch and jerk as I pump jet after jet of cum directly into her cervix.

We’re sweaty, slipping against each other as I growl, and she yelps into my demanding kiss.  I’m giving her all of me, and she’s returning the favor.

Anything she wants, she will have, including my soul. Because it belongs to her already.

Our mouths part, and we’re left panting as her flushed face hovers over mine, her sweet breath mixing with the scent of our sex.

“I love you.”  I manage, each word coming from somewhere so deep they almost hurt.

“I love you, too.”

We stare at each other for minutes, then I flip us over, my cock never leaving her warm heaven, and make love to her slowly on top until we cum together, my balls finally empty and her body dripping with me.

I’m not sure she can still speak, but finally she smiles and whispers in my ear.

“Do you think I can go to my own wedding reception now?”

I take a deep breath.  I don’t want to share her with the world.  If I had my way, I’d keep us here, together, like this forever.  But I will also always give her what she wants.

“Sure.  If that’s what you want.”

“I do.”

My heart swells at her words.  “I’ll never get tired of those two words.  Today, the day you said that to me for the first time, I know why I waited for you.  All of me belongs to all of you.  Forever.”

I kiss her, sweeping my tongue into her mouth, knowing the waiting was all worth it.  Knowing I’ve found my one and only.

And our forever is waiting.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

14

[image: image]




Mathias
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ONE YEAR LATER



“Baby.”  I put my hands on her damp cheeks as she sits sideways on my thighs on the edge of the bathtub, and turns her face to me. “It will happen.  If it doesn’t, we’ll be okay. We’ll figure something else out.”

The plastic pee stick still sits with only one pink line on the edge of the sink in our master bathroom, same as the other eleven she’s thrown away every month since we got married.

“I never even thought I wanted kids until you.”  My heart breaks as her voice quivers.  “It’s got to be me. You pump enough baby juice into me to breed armies.”

I kiss the top of her head. “You never know, maybe my swimmers feel unworthy of your perfect eggs.”

She screws up her face and gives my cheek a playful smack.  “Right. Your swimmers are probably all up in there with axes, trying to crack through my dried up, useless eggs.”

“Okay.”  I make sure she’s looking at me.  “That’s enough. Here’s what we’re going to do...”  

I drop my hands from her cheeks and slip them down under her ass, pulling her up and onto me as I stand.  She’s wearing one of my flannel shirts, unbuttoned down the front and naked underneath; and I’m sporting a pair of jeans, commando style.

I carry her down the hall to the terrace outside the great room, where the morning sun is warming things and the scent of lilacs are in the air. 

She’s made the place more of a home since she’s been here.  My mother decorated it well, but Astrid has added things that make it ours.  I bought her a camera after our wedding and set up a studio for her art: both painting, and now photography.

The little art gallery in town can’t keep her paintings on the walls, and the house is filling with both her photographs and canvases.

She nuzzles my neck as I hold her against me, then I set her down and turn her in a hard spin, pushing her upper body down onto the terrace railing, listening to her playful gasp, pretty sure she knows what’s coming.

No pun intended.

“Your lumber need to be jacked?”  She turns her head on a giggle, her cheeks red as I flip my shirt up and over her ass, giving it a hard swack.  “Oww.  Bully.”

“Your mouth is going to get you a few more if you’re not careful.”

“Promises.”  She pokes her tongue out and I bring my hand down on the other side, listening to her yelp. Her long, nearly white-blonde hair falls over one shoulder as I drop my pants and kick them aside, my dick already hard and dripping for her cunt “Why is it you think that fucking is the answer to all of our problems?”

I ease the tip of my dick into her soaking heat, and it’s hard to remember what life was like without her.  I don’t remember thinking it was so worth living.  Every minute of every day, I just feel fucking alive, because this sassy little sprite tried to blow my brains out that day in the woods.

“Because it is.”  I answer, driving my point home with all my inches and her smart mouth is now gasping and moaning as her inner walls lock down around my cock.

I want her more, even after a year.  I can’t imagine what it will be like in five, ten, fifty years. But I can’t wait to find out.  

“Jesus.”  She moans, dropping her head to rest on her arms as I pound away, holding her hips and feeling her body gush wet desire down my shaft.

“You’re mine aren’t you, little one?”  I grit out, savoring how her body fits me perfectly.

“Yes. Always and only yours.”  She answers, her body pushing back into my thrusts. 

“Good girl.  Fuck yourself onto me.  Show me how much you love this cock.”

I raise my hands, interlacing my fingers and pressing them to the back of my head as my wife takes point and begins rocking her hips back and forth, circling them, then pushing back until my dick is buried as deep as her small body can take.

“I want a baby,” she whispers. “But even if it never happens, let’s never stop trying.”  She wiggles her ass as she speaks and my balls tighten, watching her ripe ass move.

“Never, baby. I’ll never stop trying.”

Seconds later we’re moving with each other, our moans and grunts riding the breeze, and we cum hard together.  Panting, we come down and I slip out of her as Ginger comes jogging out, looking up at us.

“I think she knows what we’re doing.”  Astrid reaches down and scratches her head.

“Of course, she does.”  We both look over as Titan, the black chihuahua I got her for a wedding present, comes running out as well, wagging his tail.  “She let Titan knock her up.”

Astrid picks up Ginger and rubs her round belly.  “Any day now.  We are going to be doggie parents.  Or grandparents.” She wrinkles her nose at me. “What are we?  They’re the parents, so we are...”

“The ones that will pick up the shit and clean up the piss.”

Astrid smacks my shoulder.  “You’re so crude. Goes to show you who’s in charge.  We pick up after them, we feed them, bathe them...I guess pretty much, they’re the bosses, and we’re just the help.”

I grunt as Astrid sets Ginger back down and Titan runs over to her side, nuzzling against her.  They make their way back inside and I pull Astrid into my chest, leaning down to take her sweet lips.

“I love you.”  She smiles and it lights up my heart.  “I’m glad I didn’t shoot you.”

A low chuckle catches in my throat.  “That makes two of us.”

The love I feel for her still surprises me.  I need her.  She’s my other part, and I am better because we are together.  I want to give her everything.  

And I’m going to spend the rest of my life doing just that.
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TEN YEARS LATER

Mathias looks disheveled as he comes out the back door of his parents’ house in Palm Springs, carrying Decklan and Maribell on each hip toward where I’m sitting on the edge of the pool.

“They won’t sleep.  I read to them, I laid down with them...”

Maribell is tugging on his beard with both her tiny hands, and Decklan is squirming and holding his arms out toward me.

“It’s fine.”  Mathias’ dad puts his hands out.  “Bring them here.  Grandpa will take care of everything.”

“Dad.”

His dad steps to Mathias and Decklan jumps onto him, pointing toward the pool.  “You want to go swim?”

Deck nods and claps as Maribell, who we call Maribelly most of the time, squeals in Mathias’ ear, and he squeezes his eyes shut.  “Me swim too!”  She screams, kicking at Mathias and pulling harder on his beard.

Our family is a mixing bowl of contrast.  I’m covered in ten layers of sunblock to keep my near white skin from peeling off. My blonder than blonde hair against Mathias’s flannel and burly darkness is one thing. But each of our kids has their own unique look as well.  

We’re our own version of a Brad and Angelina sort of family, when they were still a family that is.  We all seem to march to our own drummer, and the looks we get when we are all out together remind us every day of how special each of our children are—and how lucky we all are to have found each other.

“In the pool you go.”  I tease my husband, who looks so out of place here in the high desert with the cactuses and palm trees.  

His mom, Lydia, has taken our other older three into town for some ice cream and pizza, leaving the two youngest—Deck is just two, and Maribelly three—here with us.

For their naps.  Right.

Mathias takes Maribell into the pool house with his Dad, Deck following close behind, to change into their swimsuits and floaties.

I was never able to have children of our own, so after a couple years of trying, doctors and tears, we decided to become foster parents.  

We’ve had ten children in our home so far, and now adopted five, and our hearts are so full.  It’s been hard, sometimes nearly breaking us. But we know we have love to give, and there’s so many children that need what we have, the heartbreak has been worth it.

We still have four of Titan and Ginger’s puppies, although both Titan and Ginger have crossed the rainbow bridge.  Booker and Beverly watch them when we travel.  They have twin girls of their own that are going to be eight next month.

The Palm Springs sun beats down and I slip down under the water, feeling the coolness take over, refreshing me.  Between all the kids and the constant need Mathias and I have for each other, sleep is in rare supply.

I’m still painting.  I ship my pieces all over the world, and galleries across the country wait for my next releases.  Photography has become my other passion.  Especially capturing all the moments of our lives.  The walls at home are covered with photos, and I told Mathias he may have to build an addition just so we can have more wall space.

His wood carving work has done almost as well as my paintings.  We are sort of this odd mix of survivalist, bohemian artists living in an Architectural Digest worthy home.

We set up a charity fund to help pay for college for foster children as well.  We enjoy the work, and have seen twenty-seven kids graduate from college that probably wouldn’t have had the opportunity otherwise.

Mathias and his dad emerge from the pool house with the kids running and skipping in front of them, as Mathias scolds them about no running around the pool.

I chuckle to myself.  Seeing my monster of a man wearing tropical swim trunks, his body covered in his bear-like hair, turns me on as much as it warms my heart.

As the kids scream and jump up and down, waiting to get into the water, Mathias turns to them, pointing a finger as if he’s going to discipline them, then spins around, runs and does a huge cannonball into the deep end, splashing water everywhere and soaking everything within twenty feet.

When he pops up from under the water, he swims to the shallow end, holds his arms out as both the kids follow behind with their own tiny cannonballs, and his dad takes the stairs down into the water. I float over to jump on my husband’s back as the kids scream and laugh.

“You’re the best dad.”  I whisper into his ear as he bounces all three of us on his massive body, up and down in the water.

“You’re the best mother.  Wife.  Friend. Lover. And cookie baking assistant.”  He turns and gives me a kiss as Deck and Maribelly make disgusted sounds and try to pull our faces apart.

He’s still baking cookies.  In fact, he bakes about ten dozen a week and takes them into town to workers at animal shelters, nursing homes, hospitals...wherever strikes us that someone could use a smile and his cookies are sure to give you a smile.

I think back to that day ten years ago, sitting on that cold boulder by the fire with no idea where my life was headed.

Little did I know, an hour later in some bar in Walkerville, Michigan, the love of my life, my perfect match, my everything, would be there outside the bathroom door.

Then, of course, a few hours later, I almost shot him.

It was the beginning of the perfect love story.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

OTHER TITLES BY DANI WYATT

[image: image]




[image: image]



Standalones

Wrangler

Reigning Her In

Sweet Ride

Forging Forever

Just Until Morning

Saddled

Perfect

His to Break

Rough Neck

Parting Glass

What If

The One

Preacher’s Daughter

Hold On 



Meet. F*ck. Done. – CAN’T WAIT

Keeping Her Close

Back to Her

Let Go

Our Turn – Can’t Wait Bundle

Our Turn Standalone



Love, Daddy 

Mastering Her Heart

HIS Rules

Goodgirls Say Please

Kiss Me Goodnight

Yes, Daddy



Men of the Woods

Hard Cut

Deep Cut

Rough Cut

Paranormal

Vamp



Holidays

Night Before

Valentine's Rose

Baby It’s Cold Outside

Her First Noel 

His Resolution



The Forever Collection

Where She Belongs

When She’s Mine





Promise Duet

Promise

Cherish



Southside MMA Series

Force

Push










[image: image]

Did you know, I give away 

FREE exclusive short stories and epilogues

to readers on my mailing list?  I DO!  

No spam!
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LET’S STAY CONNECTED!
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FOLLOW ME ON FACEBOOK

FACEBOOK FRIENDS

TWITTER  @ddwyattauthor

GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

PRIVATE READER’S GROUP: Wyatt’s Wenches



Dani Wyatt on Amazon



dani@daniwyatt.com

www.daniwyatt.com
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OVER THE TOP, 

SUPER HOT

WITH SOME PLOT...



Join my Facebook Group to be sure you are seeing my posts!
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About Dani
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Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, with a little more plot 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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Thank You.
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I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

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

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

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

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

xoxoxo
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