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      Angus plans on spending a quiet night in his hotel room until a stripper shows up at his door. Suddenly his plans have changed and even though he’s the wrong guy, she’s the right woman. 

      Bambi would do anything to save her brother, even becoming a call girl.  But one dance for her first client and she’s in trouble. 

      Warning: Can a quick connection be more than just a spark? Get ready because these two are about to light up the night! Don’t worry, there’s always room for a Happily Ever After. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      “Clothes off,” Vivian orders, not bothering to look my way as she clicks on her keyboard with her perfectly polished nails. She hits each key with precision while I sit there, unsure if I heard her right. “I don’t have all day and we’re down a girl. Do you want the job or not?”

      She turns her head away from her computer screen to finally look my way. It’s the first time she’s bothered to look at me since another woman led me into her pristine office. This place is nothing like I thought it was going to be. I’d swear I was in a law office and not a place for call girls and strippers.

      Her large red-rimmed glasses sit on the edge of her nose. She looks like a naughty teacher ready to give out a spanking, and I swallow hard because I’m definitely not looking for one.

      “I want the job,” I rush to say as I wet my lips.

      I can’t remember the last time I was naked in front of another person, and I thought we’d build up to it. Looks like I was wrong. I slowly get up from the chair and pull my dress over my head. I clench it in my hand, telling myself over and over not to cover my body with my hands. Her eyes go from me to the papers on her desk. Her eyes scan the document as they scanned me—with precision and no emotion.

      “Cheerleader?” Her lips twitch.

      “Yeah.” The application asked for dance experience. I left out that it was for the elementary school football team in my small town. She leans back in her chair, and her eyes roam over me again. The urge to bring my dress to my chest to cover myself is so strong I have to fight my twitching muscles.

      “Are you sure you want to do this? You can’t even take the rest of your clothes off.” She motions towards my bra and panties.

      “I can.” I put my dress in the chair behind me and begin to unclasp my bra.

      “Put your dress back on.” She lets out a long sigh.

      I realize I’m not getting the job, and I start to panic. I’m desperate.

      “I can do this, I swear,” I hurry to say. Gah. I’ve messed this up, and I need it so bad right now. What is wrong with me? Of course I have to take my clothes off for this.

      Fear swamps me, and I think for the thousandth time, How did I get here? Then it’s followed quickly by the memory of my brother once again getting himself in too deep.

      “I’ve seen enough. This might actually work.”

      I’m shocked as I quickly put my clothes on and instantly feel better. Please, I silently beg.

      “The shy innocent thing sells.” She scribbles something down on the paper. “I have a bachelor party tonight. You only have to strip for him, and the panties stay on.” She grabs another piece of paper and starts to write more. “I’m giving you a chance, so don’t screw it up. I’ll send a driver for you and you’ll have a bodyguard.” She reaches out, handing me the paper. I take it from her hand with shaky fingers. “Light makeup and play the innocent thing up.”

      That won’t be too hard since there’s no playing.

      “Thank you. I really need this.” I swallow hard as I clutch the paper to my chest.

      “Word of advice. Never let anyone know how desperate you are.” I nod. “The name Bambi fits you. I like it.”

      I realize she thinks it’s a fake name, and I feel so dumb. I guess I should’ve given her one, but it’s too late now.

      “Is there anything else you need from me?” This is all happening fast. Shouldn't there be paperwork or something I need to give them? She didn't ask me for my ID or anything. I know all this is legal in Vegas, but for some reason this doesn't feel above board. I guess what I need money for isn’t exactly legal either. My brother is in deep with a loan shark and is running out of time.

      “Don’t fuck this up. You only have to dance for one person, so it’s a good way to test the waters.” I look down at the paper and my eyes almost pop out of my head when I see how much I’ll be getting paid.

      “I don’t sleep with him, right?” I blurt out, because why else would I be getting paid so much?

      “Not this one.”

      “I can only dance. I don’t think I can do other things.” There’s no way I could sleep with a stranger. I have to draw a line somewhere, and I’m already way out of my element.

      “That’s what everyone says until more money starts rolling in.” I shake my head. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. We’ll see if you still have a job come tomorrow. Then we’ll worry about the other details.”

      “Thank you,” I say again, tucking the paper into my purse.

      “There is more where that came from,” she calls after me as I walk out of her office.

      I make it outside the building before I’m pulling the paper back out to read over everything she’d written down. Two thousand dollars for a private lap dance.

      “Bam,” my stepbrother calls, and I turn around. He’s in a different car than the one he dropped me off in. “You good?”

      Am I good? No. He got me into this mess, and I’m nowhere close to good.

      “Whose car is this?” I ask, walking over to it.

      “Get in,” he orders without answering my question.

      “Is it stolen?”

      “Get in the fucking car. Jesus.” I do as he says, not wanting to have a fight with him in the street. “You get the job or not?” He cuts right to the chase as his hands clench the steering wheel so tight his knuckles turn white.

      “Yes.”

      “I knew you would.” He pulls out of the parking lot and looks pissed, but this was his idea to begin with. He needed quick cash, and this would get us that. “When do you start? The sooner the better.” How do I always let him get me into these messes?

      Probably because I owe him. If it wasn't for Jero, I would have been on the streets or in the system a long time ago.

      “Tonight.”

      He glances over at me and tugs the end of my long, braided ponytail. “We have some work to do then. I promise this won’t happen again.”

      It’s his mess, but I’m the one stuck cleaning it up. Maybe it’s mine too because he makes me feel that way when he brings it to our front door. He said he had to get the loans because he was on a hot streak at the casino, but of course he lost it all. Bills needed to be paid to keep a roof over our head, and my current job is a drop in the bucket.

      “I’ll walk a straight line after this, Bam, I swear. We just need to get the five grand and I’m done.”

      I’m not sure if he’s trying to reassure me or himself, but for once I actually don’t believe him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      “Yeah, yeah, sure. I’ll be there in fifteen. You guys order a bottle for me.” I hear the sounds of the club on the other end of the phone and Franky shouting, “You know what, make it two!”

      “See you soon, bro.”

      Franky hangs up and I laugh as I turn off the water to the bath and take off my shirt. I’m not going anywhere tonight, but if I told the guys that, they’d come back to this suite and drag me out with them. I already spent hours in the poker room buying drinks and gambling. I don’t like either of those things, but it’s Franky’s bachelor party, and we agreed to whatever he wanted.

      Franky is a childhood friend of my brother Rogue and me. We kept in touch as we got older, but it’s not always easy with how demanding our jobs are. Rogue lives here in Vegas as one of the biggest divorce attorneys in the country while I’m up in Northern California in the middle of nowhere. It’s always good to see my brother, but after a night or two living it up in Vegas, I’m ready for my cabin in the mountains with peace and quiet.

      I text Rogue to make sure he’s okay, and all I get back is a “K.” He saw a cocktail waitress at the casino tonight and went headfirst after her. That’s my brother. He’s strong and steady and unmoving, but if something changes his mind, you better look out. This waitress turned his head, and he was done for. I’ve never seen him look at a woman that way, and I think about our mom and dad. The same thing happened to them, and our dad warned us our whole lives to be prepared. I always thought that was crazy talk, but after seeing Rogue tonight, I’m second-guessing my stubborn attitude.

      Shaking the thought away, I strip down, get into the tub big enough for a whole group of people, and lean back. I close my eyes and let the hot water ease the aches in my muscles. I run an adventure company that takes people into the wilderness and leaves them there for survival training. It’s my job to make sure they don’t die…just push them to the edge and see if they can make it back. I had a group of four CEOs earlier this week, and all of them tapped out after four days. I was left to hike out all their gear from some rough terrain because they got in over their heads. The two moms I had the month before outlasted their asses and passed with flying color. Women really should be running this world.

      A knock on the hotel door has me sitting up in the tub. Who the hell would be here at this hour? I check my watch and see it’s after midnight. I know the guys didn’t leave the club to come back here. As far as they know, I’m on my way to them.

      There’s another knock, and this time it’s louder and followed by the doorbell. I didn’t realize this suite had one, but Rogue booked the room, so I’m not surprised.

      I get out of the tub and grab the white hotel robe on the back of the door. It’s too short in the arms and barely closes, but it’s quicker than getting dressed. I rush to the door and fling it open, only to stand there in shock.

      “Room seventeen twelve?” a big guy in a suit says, and I look at the number on the door to confirm.

      “Yeah, that’s me.”

      “Right this way.” The guy that looks like a former football player holds out his arm and a small woman in a baggy coat with the hood pulled up comes in and walks by me.

      “Um, I think there’s been a mista—” My words cut off as the woman pushes back the hood and looks at me with dark green eyes and all the weight of the world on her shoulders.

      For a moment I just stare at her and drink her in. I want to pull her to me and tell her it’s all going to be okay. I’m here now, and she’s safe. I want to drop to my knees and tell her that I’ve been searching for her my whole life and finally, finally I’ve found her.

      “Are you the bachelor?” she asks softly, and I realize my mouth is too dry to speak.

      She looks at the bouncer, who steps into the room, and the sound of the hotel door slamming shut has me nodding quickly.

      “Cash upfront before we get started,” the bouncer says, and I have to blink to break eye contact.

      “H-how much was it again?” I swallow hard. Jesus, do I get to fuck her? I won big tonight, but how much does it cost? Do I have that much cash on hand?

      My mind is already calculating how much I have on me and how much I can swipe from Rogue’s room. He knows I’m good for it. I’ve got nearly as much money as he does; I just wasn’t prepared with cash.

      “Two grand,” he says, and I look at her in disbelief.

      “That’s it?” I stare between the two of them and consider how much more I would have paid. Now I’m wondering if this guy is going to watch me, because I wonder if I could pay more to have her alone.

      “Cash,” he says again, holding out his hand.

      “Be right back.” I look at her, and her green eyes meet mine before she quickly looks away.

      I turn around and hurry to find my pants and take out the stack I got from gambling earlier. I count out two thousand and tuck the rest in my bathrobe. When I get back into the living room, the bouncer hasn’t moved away from the hotel door, but the girl has walked all the way into the living room and is looking out over the city.

      I hand the big guy the cash, and he flips through it and then nods as he tucks it away. “You have an hour.” I open my mouth to ask for what and then he begins to list off the rules. “No touching her, but she can touch you. Topless only and that goes for the both of you.” He glances down to the front of my robe where it’s clearly tented from my excited erection. “No kissing, no drinking, no drugs. She dances, you watch. Got it?”

      “Got it.” I nod. “Do you have to stay in the room?”

      “Yes,” he answers with finality and plants his feet as he crosses his arms over his chest.

      He’s big, but we’re eye to eye and I think about how I could probably take him in a fight. He’s meaty, but I’m athletic. I climb mountains and hike up waterfalls. I’m in better shape than him and have trained in hand-to-hand combat. I’m not looking for a fight, but I always like knowing where my exits are and who I need to get through to find them.

      Soft music begins to play, and I turn around to see the girl has turned on the stereo. She hits a few buttons and then the music changes to something with a beat and a woman’s voice begins to sing.

      I forget about the bouncer watching as I make my way over to where she’s standing in her baggy coat and flats.

      “I’m Angus,” I say, my throat still like the desert.

      “I’m Bambi.” Her voice is gentle like a Sunday school teacher. “Do you want to sit down?” She nods to the couch next to me and I walk over to it.

      “Is talking allowed?” I see her look at the bouncer and then back to me.

      “Yes.”

      The song thumps, and I hear the singer's voice tell me that she’s trouble, and I wonder if this is foreshadowing.

      I take a seat on the couch that’s facing away from the door and toward the city lights. Bambi moves to stand in front of me, and like this, I could almost pretend we’re alone.

      “Is there anything in particular you want?” She unbuttons the front of her coat slowly, and I try to swallow.

      “What are you offering?” I want to tell her I’ve never done this before, but for some reason I want her to feel comfortable with me. I want her to feel safe, and if I act like this is easy for me, then maybe it will be for her too. When she doesn’t answer right away, I see fear begin to form in those deep green eyes. “Why don’t you go slow? I like slow.”

      She relaxes by a fraction and nods, taking a step toward me. When she finishes unbuttoning the coat, she opens it and lets it slide down to the floor. She’s wearing a pale yellow slip dress that’s silky and see-through. I can make out the outline of her simple bra and panties and I’ve never seen anything sexier in my whole goddamn life.

      “Fuck,” I hiss as I take in the view of her.

      She turns in front of me and I get a view of her big round ass stretching the thin material tight. My mouth waters, and I have to swallow repeatedly so I don’t drool on myself. Her dark hair is in long waves, and she sweeps it over one shoulder, looking at me through her lashes.

      I rub my hands on my thighs over the bathrobe to dry them off. My fingers twitch to touch her, but I’m so taken with her I’m rooted to the spot.

      This is what Dad was telling you about. I hear the words in the back of my head, and I push them away. Not now. Just let me enjoy the good luck that’s mistakenly sent Bambi to me.

      She moves closer, and her knee brushes against mine. “Congratulations.”

      “What?” I blink up at her and wonder if she’s congratulating me on finding the one.

      “On getting married.” Her hips roll to one side then the other. I’m so lost in the motion I don’t answer her.

      My hands rise, and I hear a throat clear behind me. I’d forgotten for a second what was happening. I place my hands back on my thighs as she circles her hips again and then dips her ass down low.

      “Shit,” I hiss as my cock tents the front of the robe. There’s no way to hide it, and I have no doubt she’s used to it by now.

      The thought of her doing this for another man has me clenching my hands into fists.

      “How long have you been doing this?” I ask, knowing I don’t want to know the answer.

      She looks over her shoulder at me and smiles. “Not long.” Her ass brushes my thighs and I groan at the contact.

      “Do you like it?”

      She rocks her ass farther back, and I move down a little in the seat. A little closer and she’ll be moving on my dick.

      “So far so good.” She turns around to change positions, and I want to curse again.

      This time she lifts the front of her slip and shows me her pale yellow cotton panties. They’re so fucking innocent I want to rip them off with my teeth and smell her pussy.

      She looks down at where my cock is straining, and I swear for a second her eyes widen in appreciation. She blinks, and the look is gone, but she lifts the slip higher until it’s off completely, and she’s in her bra and panties.

      She moves again, and this time she places a knee on the couch beside me and her legs open wide. She reaches behind her, and I wait with bated breath as she unclasps her bra and her tits spill free.

      Big and heavy, the dusky peaks are hard, and I ache to suck on them. I swallow once more as she moves her other knee over top of me and straddles my legs. Her hands go to my shoulders, and the feeling of her soft skin on mine is like lightning hitting me at two points.

      The way she’s in front of me, my body blocks her from the view of the door, and possibly the bouncer. She rolls her hips forward and the movement bunches up the bathrobe between us.

      “What are you doing to me?” I ask quietly, looking into her dark green eyes. I feel drunk, or like I’ve been drugged.

      “Giving you your money’s worth.” The music is so loud that I barely catch it. But when I look down between us, I see she’s rolled forward again and now my robe is open and my cock has sprung free.

      She stares down at it and then up at me quickly as her cheeks flush. Without saying a word, I reach into my pocket and pull out the stack of cash. I place it on her bare thigh, knowing the bouncer can’t see so this can be just between us.

      With wide eyes, she looks up at me, and I nod, not needing to tell her what I want. She’s in this line of work, surely she knows what I’m after. There isn’t anything I wouldn’t give to have her, and I don’t care what it costs.

      She places her hand on the money and scoots a little closer to me. Her panty-covered pussy is right in front of my cock, and her bare tits are in front of my mouth. I’m no saint, and the longer she’s in front of me, teasing like this, the more I’m going to lose control.

      Bambi leans forward and places her mouth against my ear, and I feel the heat of her pussy rub against my cock.

      “We might get caught.” I feel her rub it again and I hold back a groan.

      “I can give you more,” I offer, remaining as still as stone. “Whatever you need, it’s yours.”

      Her nipples brush against my chest, and it’s like diamonds cutting me. The pain of my need is growing too big. I have to be inside her—now.

      “What if all I need is this?” She brushes against my cock with her pussy again, and I close my eyes in agony.

      “Take it.”

      When I open my eyes, I look down to see one of her hands full of cash and the other on the edge of her panties as she’s about to move them to the side. My cock leaks at the thought of sinking deep in her warm pussy just as the music comes to a screeching halt.

      “Time’s up,” the bouncer announces, and just like that she’s off my lap and grabbing her clothes.

      “No!” I shout, pulling my robe closed and standing up.

      Bambi looks up at me with those dark green eyes wide with panic…and desire. There’s no way she’s faking that need I saw or the energy between us. That was fucking real.

      “You can’t go. Please, I’ll pay for another hour. The whole night, just name a price.” All the words rush out at once as I look at her and then the bouncer.

      He looks at me and shakes his head. “No can do. We’ve got another appointment.”

      “She’s not leaving,” I say, and move so that Bambi is behind me.

      “Excuse me?” the bouncer says, and I feel Bambi move in close behind me.

      “Angus, you have to let me go.” Her warm hand presses against my lower back.

      “She’s not leaving,” I say again, and the bouncer smiles then speaks into a microphone on his wrist I hadn’t noticed before.

      Suddenly the door to the hotel room opens and I see two more guys in the hallway. Three guys for one dancer? What the fuck?

      The two guys step inside, and I realize that while I could have taken the one, there’s no way I can handle all of them. Still, I don’t back down. I might be crazy, but I’m not losing her.

      “She. Stays.” I enunciate the words and plant my feet. They’ll take her over my dead body.

      “Grab the girl,” Bouncer says, and just like that, the fight breaks out.

      I’m on him quickly but feel a knee to the stomach come from the side. I hear Bambi scream and look back as one of the guys has her by the arm and is dragging her out of the room. I call for her as a punch lands on my jaw and another in my chest.

      The air rushes from my body as I try to go after her, but the edges of my vision are going black. I see hotel security in the hall just before another punch lands on the side of my face and the whole world goes black.

      Hours later when I wake up, I’m fully dressed in a jail cell with one thought on my mind.

      I have to find her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      “Bam! Open the fucking door.” I jerk awake and blink my eyes, trying to get them to focus as I hear more pounding on my bedroom door. “Bam! What the hell?” I grab my glasses from the side of the bed and put them on. I’m blind without them unless I have my contacts in.

      “I’m coming,” I call, stumbling out of bed, my feet tangling on the strap of my bag. I trip over it but luckily land on the bed as I get my feet free.

      “I don’t have all fucking day,” my brother Jero barks out.

      “Sorry!” I shout back, although we both know he doesn't have a job. Where the heck does he have to be all of a sudden? I blow my hair out of my face as I yank the door open. “Can you calm down? I was sleeping.”

      “It’s three in the afternoon.”

      “What!” I turn back to look at the clock in panic. “My alarm didn't go off. I was supposed to be at work at ten.” I am so fired.

      “People want strippers at ten in the morning?” I flinch, but I guess I am a stripper after last night.

      “The movie theater.”

      “Why the hell would you keep that job?”

      I stare up at him, wondering what the hell he means. I have to work.

      “It’s my job.” I shake my head at him before I turn around and grab my purse off the ground. I know why he’s here. “Here, it’s three thousand.”

      Angus paid for his dance, but my cut was only half of that. I didn't tell the bouncer or Vivian about the giant tip. I was scared they would want a cut of that too.

      “Damn. From one night?” He starts counting the money. “For one fucking dance?”

      “Yeah, he tipped me.” I don’t mention that he didn't want to let me go.

      Jero looks up from the money at me. “You dancing again tonight?”

      I nod. That’s the plan since we still need more money, and I’m guessing he hasn't come up with any of it on his own.

      “We’re still short two thousand,” I point out. I’m sure he already knows that.

      “What about after tonight?” He lifts his eyebrows at me.

      “I’m going to beg them not to fire me for missing my shift at the movie theater today.”

      “Are you fucking nuts? Three grand off one night. Was it that bad? Really, Bam?”

      No, it hadn't been that bad, and that’s what’s bothering me. I enjoyed the way he looked at me way too much. No one has ever looked at me with such heat and possession in their eyes. It made me feel sexy and wanted.

      When he pulled out extra money and wanted more, I should have been disgusted. But the truth was, I’ve never been more turned on in my life. He wanted to pay to have his way with me, and suddenly the idea of taking the money and giving it to him felt good. I’d been so close to getting off right there on his lap, and he hadn't even touched me.

      “Earth to Bambi.” My brother snaps his fingers in front of my face. “He must have liked the outfit I picked out for you.” He smirks.

      This is getting creepy. Angus didn't like the outfit because I couldn't bring myself to wear it. There was no way I could wear underwear that goes up my butt crack.

      “Yeah,” I say noncommittally, not wanting to talk about it with Jero.

      “But it was all safe, right? There was a bodyguard. No big deal?” He’s pushing me to see how easy it was to make this kind of money.

      “Yes, it was safe.”

      I thought there was only one bodyguard there until the others showed up. I found out afterwards they’d been dropping off dancers in other rooms and my security must have called for them as backup. I think Angus could have taken on several of them, but too many jumped on him at once. Not that he didn't give them a run for their money. Why had that been so hot too? There's something wrong with my body. I thought I was asexual because nothing ever turned me on. Until him.

      Romance books and hot pictures have never worked. I even looked up porn one night and nothing sparked. Then there he was, with a handful of money, paying me to dance and then fighting over me. Yeah, something is wrong with me because I’ve never been more turned on in my life. And the worst part is, I can’t stop thinking about him.

      “Then I don’t understand why you’d quit.”

      I shift on my feet. Shouldn't he want me to not do this? Where is the older brother who always watched out for me? I think Jero lost part of who he was with his gambling addiction. I’m not so sure he’s in there anymore.

      “Let’s focus on getting the last of the money you need. Then we can think about what’s next.”

      “About that.” He runs his hand through his short brown hair, something he does when he’s got terrible news. My stomach starts to turn as he looks me in the eyes. “The interest went up because they aren't getting it all at once.”

      I close my eyes, trying to calm my nerves. “How much more?”

      “Well, it will be another thousand for today and a thousand for tomorrow.”

      “So if I get four tonight we’ll be done?” He nods. “Then I guess I have to get it all tonight.” I have no idea what Vivian has booked for me. A couple of dances aren't going to cut it with the company taking half.

      “You can do it. Like you said, last night went fine.”

      It went fine because I was with Angus. The idea of dancing for someone else feels weird, which is stupid. I think it’s the comfort I felt with him, so who knows what I might get next?

      “You need a ride?”

      “No, they’re sending someone to pick me up.”

      “Cool.” He kisses me on the cheek. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” With that, he’s gone.

      He didn’t ask about how I’d get home or even say thank you for the cash. This is so messed up, and I’m really starting to see it now. I sit down on my bed and put my face in my hands. I’m trying not to cry, but this whole situation is horrible. I was willing to do more with Angus and he’s freaking engaged! How can I have this guilty feeling about dancing with someone else tonight when he would have paid for me to sleep with him? At least I think that’s what the extra money was for, but I didn’t stop to ask.

      My phone rings, and I see it’s the agency. “This is Bambi,” I answer, trying to sound like I’m in a good mood.

      “I heard you caused quite a scene last night,” Vivian says.

      “It wasn't my fault.” I rush to explain that I can’t control other people’s actions.

      “I never said it was.” I can hear her clicking on her computer. “You passed your first day. The client was so satisfied he didn't want to let you go.” She chuckles at her own joke.

      “Did he book another night?” I really shouldn't have that kind of hope. Angus went nuts, but he’s getting married.

      Vivian laughs again. “No, he’s in a jail cell, I would imagine.”

      A knot forms in my stomach, and I feel guilty. I led him on at least a little, and I would have kept going without the money. Then he pulled the cash out, and it sparked some dark fantasy I didn’t know I had.

      “I’ve got you lined up for another dance. You think you can handle that?”

      “How much? I'm really looking to make four thousand tonight,” I admit. Maybe she can book me a few dances? If they’re only an hour, I could do a handful and be done with all this.

      “Greedy, I like it. I’ll see what I can do, but Robert will be there at six to pick you up.”

      “Thanks,” I say before she ends the call. I flop back on my bed, staring up at the ceiling. It’s peeling and stained with dark splotches. I close my eyes and focus on getting this done. “Tonight. I can do this and then it will be over.”

      Until Jero gets in trouble again, my brain reminds me, and I know it’s only a matter of time. I’m already wondering if he lied to me about the whole interest thing. It sounds crazy high, but what do I know about loan sharks?

      I make myself get up and shower so I can start getting ready. I decide on the same kind of outfit as last night, but this time it’s a sheer pink. The only thing I have that matches it are white panties and a bra. They seemed to work last time, and when I stare at myself in the mirror, I can’t help but wonder what Angus would think.

      When I left the room, Robert laughed at my dancing. He said I looked untrained and told me if I gave him a dance, he could point things out and show me how to do it right. I passed on his offer. If he wants a dance, he needs to talk to Vivian and pay for it. I pray he doesn't because I don’t think I could follow through. He gave me the creeps.

      I put on just a little makeup as Vivian suggested before slipping on my shoes and finding my coat. I head into the kitchen to get a snack before it’s time to go. I run my finger along the cracked vinyl on the counter, and my mind drifts to Angus.

      My body starts to heat as a slow throb builds between my legs. I look down at myself and see that my nipples are poking through my thin bra. I wonder if I should go back into my bedroom and touch myself before I leave? Before I can make up my mind, there’s a knock on my door. I glance at the clock on the microwave—Robert shouldn't be here for another thirty minutes.

      When I look through the peephole, I see it’s him and open the door.

      “You’re early. I need to grab my stuff.” He steps inside and closes the door behind him. Yesterday he waited in the car, so I’m not sure why he’s coming inside now. “Can I get you a water or something?”

      His eyes scan down my body, making me remember I don’t have my coat on yet. “I’m your first client.” He smirks at me.

      “That can’t be right. You have to book an appointment and pay.” He pulls out his wallet and tosses some money onto the counter. When I see the bills lying there, I don’t get that same excitement as I did when Angus did it last night.

      “Vivian didn't say it was you.” I wring my fingers together, trying to buy time.

      “Vivian doesn't give a shit who it is as long as they pay.” He licks his lips. “Besides, I’m the hero that saved you from the fucker last night.” He rubs his knuckles, still red from where he punched Angus. My stomach turns with the urge to throw up.

      “I really don’t think this is a good idea. We have to work together.” I take a step back.

      “You really do play up the innocent act, don’t you?” He reaches down and adjusts himself. “It fucking works. Makes me think you got a tight cunt.”

      I gasp and take another step back. Did he really say that to me? “I don’t want to do this.” I put my hands up to try and keep space between us.

      “You don’t want your money? All of a sudden you’re a fucking prude? I watched you on that fucker last night. You gave him way more than he paid for.” Robert clenches his fist at his side.

      “I’m going to call Vivian.” I turn to walk into my bedroom to grab my phone. Robert's hand wraps around my wrist, and he yanks me back. I fall against his chest, and it knocks the air out of me for a second.

      “I paid for the whole package. You’ll get your four grand.” The smell of musty cologne fills my nose. I try to push away from him, but his hold on me tightens. “We can play rough.”

      He grabs me around the waist and lifts me off my feet. I try and knee him, but he’s quicker and tosses me onto the sofa. Before I can try and run, he’s on me again. I scream as his hands wrap around my neck to make me stop. I scratch at his hands, trying to get them off, but it’s no use.

      “Stop fighting me,” he seethes, but I don’t stop.

      I try harder until black spots dance in my eyes and there’s no air left in my lungs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      I don’t know what Rogue had to do to get this address, but I don’t think I’ve ever gotten my shit together so fucking fast. He got me out of jail after I finally got a hold of him. Thank god he’s a lawyer with some pull at the hotel. I know how much he hates giving favors, and he probably gave more than he wanted in order to get me out.

      As soon as I got back to the hotel room, I showered and got my car from the valet. I’d driven down to the bachelor party, enjoying the ride and taking my time. Now I’m eight hours from home and don’t really have a plan for what’s next.

      The one thing I know for sure is I’m going to see Bambi again. I have to see her and explain what I felt. Maybe I could convince her to go to dinner with me or get a coffee? Five minutes is all it would take for me to convince her that there’s something between us. Just like Dad always told us would happen, lightning struck, and I’m not about to ignore it.

      I check the address three times as I look up and down the street. Someone who makes a couple of grand a dance should not be living in a place like this. There’s trash everywhere, gang markings all over the building, and a homeless camp in the alley with at least half a dozen people sleeping in it. The building itself has a huge crack on one side and some of the windows are busted out. Could someone have given Rogue the wrong information?

      I put my SUV in park and get out. I lock it twice and scan the street as I walk up to the building and see if there’s a buzzer or anything. The door to get inside is a joke, because not only is there no lock, there’s no handle. It looks like it was broken off a long time ago, and a brick props it open.

      I walk up the rickety stairs to the third floor. Sirens sound nearby, and that’s not the first time I’ve heard them in the past fifteen minutes. I shake my head and hope I’m wrong as I enter a dingy hallway that smells like mildew.

      There are a ton of doors and half of them don’t have numbers listed as I scan for the one I’m after. As I walk, I hear televisions and people talking, but then I hear something that sounds like a woman screaming. All the hair on the back of my neck stands up as I walk back from where I came to one of the numberless doors.

      I stand there for half a second, making sure this is where I heard the noise, and press my ear to the door. Something breaks within and I hear a strangled cry. Even if this isn’t Bambi, I know something is wrong.

      With one movement I lean back, raise my foot, and kick the flimsy door so hard it comes off its hinges and bangs to the ground.

      In front of me is what nightmares are made of. Bambi is on the ground with her eyes half closed, and the big bouncer from last night is on top of her with his hands around her throat. He looks at me, his eyes widen, and I’m like a bull seeing red.

      I lower my shoulder and run straight toward him, knocking him back so hard he hits the wall on the far side of the apartment. The contact rattles my whole body, but I don't feel a thing. It’s probably the adrenaline mixed with the rage, but I see Bambi out of the corner of my eye, coughing as she rolls to her side, and I’m so goddamn thankful she’s okay.

      I hear Bouncer groan as he struggles to get to his feet. Oh fuck, no, he’s not making it out of this room using his legs. I climb over all the mess in the room and stomp on his knee. There’s a loud crunch before he screams, and I punch him in the mouth to shut him up. A few more hits and he’s nearly out cold, but I grab his face and lean in close.

      “Your biggest mistake was putting your hands on my girl.” I hold his wrist up and with one twist, it snaps back and he cries out again.

      “Angus.” I hear her whispered voice from behind me, and I turn around to see Bambi is a mess as she watches me with wide eyes.

      “Do you want to kick him in the balls?” I ask, and she takes a second to think it over.

      She nods and then changes her mind and shakes her head. “I don’t want to hurt my foot.”

      I stand up and do it for her, because fuck this asshole. He whimpers quietly and then I see he’s passed out from the pain. That’s too bad, but he’ll probably be feeling that for a few days no matter what.

      “How—?” She looks around like she’s not sure where to begin or what question to ask first.

      “Grab a bag. We need to be out of here when he wakes up.” I glance into a bedroom next to me and motion for her to come.

      “I don’t even know you.” There are tears in her eyes as she looks at the unconscious bouncer.

      I try to think of a way for her to trust me and pull out my cell phone. “Here, you can take this. It’s not locked and the favorites in there are my parents and my brother. You can call them and tell them you’re coming with me, or call anyone you want, and I’ll take you to a safe place. But we can’t be here in case he told people where he was going.”

      I hold out the phone, and she stares at it like she’s never seen one before. Then she rubs her neck and decides to take it.

      “I’ll just hold it for now.” She tucks it close and I nod as I go into her room.

      “Is this yours?”

      She nods. I see a black bag on the floor, and I scoop it up. “Do you have anything of value you want to take?”

      She looks around the room and sighs, then shakes her head. “There’s nothing of value left. If there was, he would have sold it already.”

      I wonder if she means the guy passed out on the floor, and god, I hope not. She grabs some clothes, and I hold the bag out for her as she fills it quickly. Once she’s finished, I zip it up and throw it over my shoulder. “Let’s go.”

      I grab her coat by the door and help her put it on. Then I take her hand without thinking, and we walk out of the building. My car is out front, and thankfully nobody has messed with it in the time it took me to get her out of there. It’s then I notice the all-black car at the end of the block and realize that’s probably Bouncer’s ride.

      “Is there someplace safe I can take you?” I ask as I help her into the passenger seat and buckle her up. She’s still a little too shaken to do it herself.

      “N-no,” she stumbles, and now I’m worried about her going into shock.

      “Don’t worry, okay? I’ve got a place.” I snap the buckle, and for a moment I just stand there and we look at one another. “I’m going to keep you safe.”

      She takes a deep breath, and the words must give her strength, because she nods, and I see the trust there. The connection we had last night is still just as strong, and although I want to hug her, I don’t. I close the passenger door and get in the driver’s side.

      “I hope you like road trips.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      I jerk awake, gasping for air as my neck tightens. “It’s okay, Bambi, you’re safe.” A light comes on, and it floods the inside of the car. I hold my throat, trying to catch my breath. “Shit.”

      Angus pulls the car to the side of the road and stops.

      “Look at me.” His hands cup my face and his dark eyes stare into mine. “I’ve got you. You’re safe. Tell me you’re with me.”

      “I’m with you.” I sniff and his warm hand lets go of me.

      I want to pull him back, but then I hear the sound of the seatbelt releasing and Angus pulls me across the SUV and into his lap. I melt into him as he wraps his big arms around me so I feel safe. I shouldn't because I don’t know this man. I know that he saved me, and that has to mean something. Not to mention this pull I’ve felt to him from the very first moment I saw him.

      I breathe deep, feeling a lot better. “I’m sorry. I think it was a bad dream.”

      “You don’t have to be sorry.”

      I take another deep breath and lift my head from his chest. He smells so good that I wish I could stay here until we get to wherever we’re going.

      “You okay to buckle back up?” he asks, and I nod.

      He helps me back in my seat and buckles me up. After that, he turns off the light and pulls back onto the highway. I look out the window, but it’s so dark that I can’t see anything.

      “I can’t believe I fell asleep.”

      “You crashed. That happens sometimes after an adrenaline spike, but you must have needed the rest.”

      I nod again, sinking back into my seat. “Where are we?”

      “California.”

      “How long was I asleep?”

      “A little over six hours. Are you hungry?”

      “I’m okay.”

      “That's not what I asked, babe.”

      “I’m fine. I don’t want to be a bother.”

      “The last thing you are is a bother. I can promise you that.” I feel myself smile and look out the window to hide my blush. I’m not sure he could even see it in the dark car. “We’ll stop and get food before we get to the cabin. Are you allergic to anything? Anything I need to know so I can keep you safe?”

      “Strawberries. They make my whole face swell up.”

      “No strawberries then.” He steals a glance over at me. “Anything else?”

      “My brother will probably try to find me.” I feel like I should mention that.

      “What do you mean ‘probably’?”

      I shrug, not sure if Jero will put in the effort or not. “He might have to get out of town himself.” I wrap my arms around my middle and feel a chill. Angus must notice because he turns on the heat.

      “If you’re cold, you tell me. If you’re hungry, you tell me. If you have to go to the bathroom…”

      “I tell you,” I finish, and he nods.

      “Yes, and don’t say you don’t want to be a bother.” I bite the inside of my lip so I don’t say it. “Are you going to tell me about your brother?”

      “Are you going to tell me about your fiancée?” I put my hand over my mouth. “I’m sorry. You’ve done a lot for me, and that was rude.”

      “No fiancée,” he says, staring at the road ahead.

      “Did you break up?”

      “I’ve never been engaged.” His hands grip the steering wheel tighter.

      “But—”

      “There was a mix-up. I wasn't the bachelor you were booked for, but I took the dance once I saw you standing there.” I look away from him and smile down at my hands.

      “I always thought it was weird that men went to strip clubs before they got married.” I shrug. “I know people say it’s not cheating, but it feels a little like it is.”

      “What we did the other night would have been cheating. That said, you were my first and only stripper.” My stomach flutters as he says these sweet things to me.

      “You were my first client. I was so nervous.” I’m still shocked I went through with it. I guess you do what you have to do when you don’t have any other choice.

      “You were perfect, I can tell you that much. I wanted to keep you all to myself.” He says it with a teasing tone, but that’s kind of what he did.

      “Why were you at my apartment?”

      “I’ve been wondering when you were going to ask that.” The car starts to slow down as he takes an exit ramp. “I had to see you again, so I pulled some strings and found you. I gotta say, babe, that place doesn't look safe. You’re fresh meat to the wolves roaming around that building.”

      “Most of them leave me alone because of my brother. They’re scared of him or something.”

      “But he might be going on the run?” he asks, and I nod.

      “I took the job with the agency because he needed the money. He’s in deep with some loan shark, so I didn't have much of a choice. Jero is really the only person I have.”

      “Your brother sent you into an agency for call girls and strippers? Less than twenty-four hours and you’re already attacked.” I flinch because he’s right. Angus pulls into the parking lot of a grocery store. “I shouldn’t have fucking said that.” He runs a hand down his face. “I keep seeing you in my mind after I kicked in that door and it’s got me on edge.”

      “It’s okay.”

      He shakes his head. “It’s not okay, and I’m sorry.”

      “Thanks.” I feel shy when he looks at me, and I have to look away.

      “Lock the door when I get out. I’m going to grab us some food since we’re almost there.”

      He leans down and grabs his phone off the floor. He gave it to me earlier, and it must have fallen out of my hand when I was asleep. He gives it back to me, and I hold it tight in my grip.

      “I’ll be right back. Stay put.” He brings his hand up and rubs his thumb on my jaw. I tilt my head into his touch, but then he’s gone.

      I hit the locks after he closes his door, and I watch him jog inside. Then I stare at his phone, debating calling my brother. Angus was right. It’s my brother who got me in this situation, and I don’t want to think what might have happened if Angus hadn’t shown up. Really, that’s twice he’s saved me in the same amount of days. I decided not to call him and put the phone in my lap. Even if I do, I should talk to Angus first.

      I jump and let out a small scream of surprise when the phone starts to ring. “It’s just a phone, Bambi,” I tell myself.

      When I turn it over to see who it is, my thumb accidentally slides across the screen and I answer it by mistake. The name Mom is on the screen, and I don’t know what to do. I can’t hang up on his mom, but I also can’t talk to her.

      “Angus, I can hear you breathing.”

      I lift the phone to my ear. “Hi,” is all I can manage to say.

      “A girl just answered Angus’s phone,” his mom says in a really loud whisper.

      “I’m sure she can hear you, honey.”

      “Oh, right. Hello, sweetheart, I’m Ruby. What’s your name?” I sit there. “Hello? Sweetheart?”

      I pull the phone from my ear and hang up. Why did I do that? I drop my head back and groan as the phone starts to ring again.

      I watch Angus come out of the store with a bunch of bags. I unlock the door so he can put them in the back before he hops into the driver’s seat. The phone starts ringing again, and I hold it up.

      “It’s your mom. I kinda hung up on her. I got scared.”

      “You got scared of my mom?” He laughs and takes it from me. “What, did she try to get you to agree to five grandkids or something?”

      “What!”

      Angus laughs and answers while I bury my face in my hands.

      Are we there yet?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      “I love you,” I say, glancing up at Bambi, and then hang up the phone. “Sorry about that. My mom can get a little…” I try to think of a good word to describe her demand for grandchildren. “Excited.”

      “She seemed really nice. I’m sorry I hung up on her. I panicked.”

      “No worries, babe.” I turn off the road and down a path that might be hidden if I didn’t know it by heart. I pull up to the little metal box and ahead I see the gate that blends in with the surroundings even during the middle of the day. I key in the code and it swings open as I smile over at her. “We’re here.”

      “You really are in the middle of nowhere.” She nibbles on her bottom lip, and I nod.

      “Yeah, I love the peace and quiet out here. But we’re close enough to town if you need anything, and I’ve got a post office box in town if you want me to order you something online.”

      “I’m surprised you have Wi-Fi.” She laughs as the SUV bumps a little on the way to the cabin.

      “That’s kind of a necessity since I work from home. I know I keep calling it a cabin, but I swear there’s running water and electricity.”

      “I keep thinking it’s going to be this little shack that you’re going to keep me locked up in.” She laughs nervously, but I can tell she is maybe slightly worried it might be true.

      “Nah, you’ve still got my phone, and clearly my mom would love to talk to you.” When she smiles this time, it touches her eyes. “I promise no chains or ropes, just my incredible personality to keep you tied to me.”

      “You forgot good looks.” She blushes, and it’s so damn cute.

      “I’m glad you noticed.” I wink at her before I get out of the SUV and go around to help her down. Her legs are a little shaky, so I hold on to her until she’s steady on her feet. “You want me to carry you?” I hold out my arms and she laughs, but I just stand and wait. “I’m serious.”

      “No, I’m good. I think I just need to, um, use the restroom.” Again with that blush that drives me wild.

      “On it,” I say, quickly grabbing our bags and the perishable items I got back at the store. I’m well stocked otherwise, but I knew I’d need a few essentials before we got here.

      I tell her to hold on to my arm as I lead us up the wraparound porch and to the front door. When I’ve got the door unlocked, I turn on the light and point down the hall. “Last door on the left.”

      She doesn’t waste time and beelines for the bathroom, and I kick myself for not stopping more on the way here. Of course, she slept for almost all of it, but I should have thought. I’m not used to thinking about what a woman might need or how to take care of one. Normally when I’m on a guided expedition, I point to a tree and tell whoever I’m with to hurry up. I’ve never been in a relationship before, and granted, this might not be one yet, but I plan on being really good at it with Bambi.

      I unload the groceries and set out some of the snacks I got for her while I cook dinner. It’s only spaghetti, but it’s easy and quick, and I know I won’t fuck it up. I’m not a great cook, but I’ve learned how to feed myself, and suddenly I’m wondering if those skills are good enough for her. I know how to hunt and fish, and I can survive in the woods indefinitely. I never questioned what I’d be able to give my wife until I’m standing here in the kitchen wondering if what I can offer is what she wants.

      “Mmm, something smells heavenly,” she says, coming around the corner with her nose in the air. “Oh, my favorite.”

      Her smile could light up a starless night, and it melts something inside of me I didn’t know was there.

      “Find your way in here okay?” I ask while she hops up on the seat at the bar and watches me cook.

      “You didn’t mention how big this cabin is. It’s more like a lodge.” She looks around and I realize how much I like her being here around my things. “How long has it been here?”

      “Well, that’s tough to say. My family’s had the land for longer than I can remember. But I built this place about five years ago.”

      “You built this? Or you mean you had it built?”

      “Right down to that seat your cute ass is sitting on, babe.” I wink at her, and her mouth falls open.

      “You’re not serious.”

      “Well, I’d show you the scar, but I’m not sure I should strip down with this sauce bubbling.” Her cheeks flush, and I wonder if they’d be warm against my lips.

      “You live in this big place all alone?”

      I nod. “My parents come to visit a good bit. They like the outdoors too. My brother Rogue comes when he’s sick of the city, which isn’t often enough if you ask me.”

      “It’s so peaceful.” She leans back and looks out the window I opened while I was cooking. “What’s that sound?” Her eyes widen as she looks at me.

      “Tree frogs,” I laugh, and her mouth falls open.

      “I’ve never heard them before.”

      “Welcome to the woods, Bambi.” I think for a second and then ask, “That’s your real name, right?”

      She laughs, then rests her chin on her hand and listens to me talk about the wildlife here. She snacks while I cook, and when it’s ready, she eats a plate almost as big as mine. I don’t know when she last ate, but I’m happy to know she’s full when she’s finished.

      “Sleepy?” I ask as I clean up, and she leans back in her seat with her hand on her belly.

      “I don’t know how, but I can barely keep my eyes open.”

      I place the last dish in the dishwasher and come around to where she’s sitting. “Come on, I’ll show you where you can sleep.”

      I take her by the hand and stand there for a quiet moment before I lead her back out of the kitchen and up the stairs to the second floor. As her fingers wrap around my palm, it feels as though I’m holding on to her heart.

      When we get to the master bedroom, I open the door and show her where I sleep. The cabin is built out of logs I cut myself, and I even made the bed with my own two hands. I’m proud of what I’ve built here, and having Bambi in this space feels like all the hard work was worth it.

      “Is this your room?” she asks, stepping forward to touch the frame. “Did you make this too?”

      I nod, and she smiles at me like I made it just for her. Maybe I did.

      “You don’t have any guest rooms in this big ol’ place?”

      “Yeah, I’ve got several, but this is the best. And that’s what you deserve.” I pull her close to me, and not for the first time, I think about how perfectly she fits against my chest. “If it’s okay, I want to sleep with you tonight. Nothing more than sleep, I promise.” I touch my finger along her jaw, reminding myself she’s here and she’s real. “I’m just not ready to let you go.” Ever, my mind finishes, but I don’t say it out loud.

      “I don’t want to be alone.”

      With that, I scoop her up in my arms and carry her to the bed. “Anything you want is yours,” I say, laying her down and spooning in behind her.

      We’re both still dressed, and that’s okay for now. She’s so tired she can hardly keep her eyes open, and if I strip her down, who knows if I can keep my promise to her? Tonight I’ll only hold her and give her the comfort she needs. But I’m no saint, and this woman in my arms is the one thing that’s tempted me most.
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          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      God, he feels good. As soon as he wrapped his arms around me, I was out. I felt safe all night, and I can’t remember the last time I truly had that. Even in my own home, my brother always has random people coming and going. Heck, the walk to and from my place isn't the best either. In the city I’m always on edge, and I didn't realize how much until Angus put his arms around me and I let go. As crazy as it sounds, I can breathe easier here.

      Slowly I roll over, not wanting to wake him up. I press my face into his neck and breathe in his masculine scent. What is it about this man? There’s this pull I have to him that feels like blind trust. More than that, I think I might be falling for him.

      When he shifts, I still, but his arms only tighten as he pulls me closer. My leg slides up and over his stomach to rest there as he lies on his back. My chest presses into his side, and now the oversized shirt I put on in the middle of the night when I got up to go to the bathroom is bunched up high around my waist.

      Angus’s big hand comes down to rest on my thigh, and when his fingers dig into me, I realize he might be awake. I look up, but it’s hard to see in the dark. I let out a breath when he doesn't move again, and I’m thankful I can go back to breathing him in. I tell myself this isn't crazy. Okay, maybe a little crazy because now I’m touching my mouth against his neck, wondering what he tastes like.

      I gasp when the hand on my thigh squeezes me tighter. “Bambi.”

      His voice is deep and filled with sleep. I lick my lips, and my tongue grazes his skin. His whole body goes rigid, and I stop.

      “Yeah, it’s me. Did you think it was someone else?” I try to tease, but as I say the words, I regret them because I don’t want to think about him with another woman.

      “Trust me, I know who it is. I was giving you a warning.”

      “A warning?” I cuddle closer and wonder how I can possibly ever sleep in my own bed after this. I think he’s ruined me.

      “Yeah, a warning,” he repeats. “Your tits and pussy are pressed against me, and your leg keeps rubbing on my cock.”

      “Oh. Sorry,” I offer, but I’m not sorry and I don’t move away.

      “Don’t be. All I’m saying is you lick me with that tongue again, I’m going to suck it in my mouth.”

      I bite my lip, and he actually tilts his head the other way as if daring me. Maybe it’s the darkness of the room, but I feel bold. Carefully I brush my lips across his warm skin and open my mouth. I barely touch his skin with the tip of my tongue, and he’s all over me.

      In one quick motion, he pins me beneath him and then his mouth is on mine. I gasp at the intensity and how he dominates me. He kisses me like he needs me to breathe, and it’s consuming. I had no idea a kiss could be like this—and then, true to his word, he sucks my tongue into his mouth. I whine with need as I think about that same suction in other places. I lift my hips, and my whole body begins to buzz.

      There’s no bouncer here to stop us this time, and my mind spins with need. He jerks his mouth from mine and buries his face in my neck. His stubble tickles my skin as he tries to catch his breath. I bite my lip, telling myself to not move. I will not shamelessly dry hump him while he’s trying to breathe.

      But then of course I do.

      When I roll my hips up, I feel his cock right there.

      “Bambi.”

      “I don’t need a warning.” My hands are all over his muscles, and he’s hard and warm everywhere.

      “You want to finish what we started the other night?”

      “Yes.”

      He kisses my neck before he reaches down between us. I feel him shift, and I wet my lips, wondering if he’s pulling himself out of his sweatpants. I suck in a breath when I feel the heavy weight of his cock against me.

      His fingers dip into the side of my panties as he pulls them over. “Tell me, Bambi. What’s this going to cost me?” He swipes the head of his cock against my clit. “How much?”

      I whimper. Why is that so hot?

      “A thousand,” I blurt out.

      “Pull your shirt up and show me your tits and I’ll give you two.”

      I do as he asks quickly, then I feel the weight of him on me. His cock presses against my sex and glides over my clit. He thrusts like we’re having sex, and it’s so dirty.

      “Legs around me,” he orders, and I do as I’m told.

      His head dips, and he sucks one of my nipples into his mouth. Again, all I can think about is what his mouth would feel like between my thighs. Is it really as wonderful as women say? I think anything with Angus would be wonderful, to be honest.

      He grunts, releasing my nipple as he thrusts faster. The head of his cock slips back and forth against my clit, and the sounds of his grunts are the hottest thing I’ve ever heard in my life. When he groans my name, I’m done for.

      The orgasm hits me hard and seems to go on forever. I dig my fingers into his back, needing to hang on to something. I cry out when he bites down on my neck, and it triggers another orgasm. Or maybe the first one is still going. I'm too lost to know.

      I feel his warm release spill onto my skin as he thrusts a few more times. His body is tense and tight before he finally goes lax on top of me. I lie there wondering what the hell just happened and when we can do it again.

      “Shit,” I hear him say. “I don’t know why I bit you. I’m sorry.” He kisses my neck, and I close my eyes while I smile.

      “I liked it,” I admit. “I liked everything you did.”

      “Me too.” He pushes up off the bed. “Don’t move.” I hear him walk across the room, and my eyes adjust to the darkness. He turns on the bathroom light and I hear water running.

      When he comes back, I watch as he cleans his release off me. He takes his time, and then I feel an emotion I don’t understand get lodged in my throat. I want to clean him too since I can see some on his sweatpants. But instead he pulls the sheet over me before going back into the bathroom. He grabs new sweatpants and then turns off the light.

      The bed dips as he slides in, and I’m not sure what I’m supposed to say or do. Do we just go back to sleep? I suddenly don’t feel tired at all, and as I’m stressing over it, he grabs me and pulls me into him. I take a deep breath and relax into his warmth.

      “I shouldn't have done that,” he says, and I tense. Does he regret it? “Bambi.” He rolls me over to face him. “You were half asleep. I don’t want you doing anything unless your head is a hundred percent into it.” I can hear the concern in his voice. Gosh, he really is a good man.

      “I wasn't asleep at all.” In fact, I think I was the one copping feels while he was sleeping. Unless he was faking it, but I’m not going to ask.

      “All right,” he says, and I lay my head on his chest.

      “I kind of hope maybe we can do it again?”

      “Right now?” he teases me. “Bambi, we can do anything you want. You give me the word and I’ll be all over you, babe. I don’t think I have much control when it comes to you.”

      I smile. It feels good having the power to make Angus lose control.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      “Oh fuck,” I grunt, fisting the sheets in my hands and thrusting.

      Bambi grips my ass with her hands and holds me still as her pussy wiggles up and down the ridge of my cock. I’m still not inside her, but I’m so goddamn close. Her wet lips slide over me like melted butter, and I don’t know how much more I can take.

      “How much to let me eat it?” I whisper in her ear before I bite the shell. Her breath catches in her throat and I feel how wet she is for it. “How much, Bambi? You know how bad I want to lick that pussy. Make me pay for it.”

      “Two thousand,” she hisses, arching her back.

      “I’ll pay three if you let me stick a finger in your ass while I do.”

      “Oh god.”

      “Come on, babe, you’ll like it.” I thrust up and she cries out. “Four?”

      “Angus,” she moans, and I wait. “Okay.”

      I kiss my way down her tits and remember that somewhere along the way I stripped off her shirt. I suck on her nipples and take my time kissing her stomach and then lower. Her panties are around one leg, and she’s bare before me. The sun is streaming into the bedroom well enough now that I can see how pretty and pink she is. I can also see how fucking wet she is too.

      “I love that you’ve got hair down here.” I rub my face against it, and her hips rise up. “It smells so good.”

      My mouth waters as I get the first taste of her, and I moan. She tastes fresh, like sunshine and roses on a summer day. My tongue wiggles between her folds and over the tight bud my cock has gotten off on at least three times already. The warm, wet pearl is hard, and as I give it attention, she writhes on the bed. Bingo. This little sweet spot and I are going to be best fucking friends. I open my mouth over her pussy and suck while the tip of my thumb plays with her ass. I wonder what she’d make me pay to put my dick in it. She’s so fucking wet it’s dipping down her crack, and I use her own juices as lube.

      “Don’t stop!” she cries, grabbing my hair with both hands.

      Just when she’s close to the edge, I press my thumb in her ass to the first knuckle and she cries out as her orgasm hits. She clenches on me hard while I flick my tongue over her nub, and I have to hold her down.

      I’m humping the bed at the same time, and the taste of her release is all I need to let go of mine. My cum spills out of me and onto the tangle of sheets between us. I thrust like I’m inside of her instead of wrapped in cotton, and my release makes a mess. How do I still have so much cum? It’s like my dick is producing extra since the day he found Bambi.

      “Okay, I did not expect that,” she pants, lying there in a sweaty heap.

      “I take it you mean that in a good way?” I smile at her then climb off the bed and lean over and grab her up. She laughs as I carry her into the bathroom.

      “Yes, in a good way,” she finally answers, and I turn on the shower and put her on her feet. She looks at the floor, and her face flushes as she tries to cover her body with her hands.

      “Hey.” I reach out and grab her chin and force her to look up at me. “Don’t do that.”

      “Do what?”

      “Try and disappear.” I look into those dark green eyes for a second longer before I kiss her. After we’re both grabbing at each other once again, I take a step back and hold up my hands. “If you don’t stop kissing me like that, we’re never going to leave this room.”

      She giggles as I tug her in the shower after me and then slap her ass. I take my time washing her body but don’t let her do mine.

      “You’re no fun.” She pretends to pout, and I shake my head.

      “I want to show you the property,” I say, rinsing off under the shower spray. “Did you bring shoes?”

      She shakes her head. “I only have my flip-flops.”

      “That just means you’re going to see the place on piggy-back.” I lean down and kiss her once again before we get out of the shower and dry each other off.

      I feel her hand on my dick as I dry my hair and take the towel away to see her looking at my cock while she jerks me off. Her eyes meet mine in a question, and I nod as she keeps on stroking me. When I drop the towel and plant my feet, her other hand joins in. She cups my balls and strokes the shaft, and I reach up to play with her tits.

      “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I say, licking my bottom lip.

      A few quick tugs, and I’m spilling in her hand like I’m thirteen and it’s my first time. I cum so fast that it catches me off-guard, and I think it does her too. Her eyes widen as she watches me, and I curse when she pulls her hand away and moves it between her legs.

      I’m frozen in place as she uses her cum-covered fingers to rub between her pussy lips. I blink and then I’m falling on my knees and licking where her fingers are. I can taste myself on her and I shove a finger in her tight pussy because I want more.

      “Can’t get enough,” I groan, licking harder and faster.

      She cums just as fast as I did, surprising us both. I rock back on my knees and look up at her afterwards in surprise.

      “Where did that come from?” she asks.

      I smile. “I don’t know, but I hope it comes back.”

      By the time we’ve made it to the kitchen to grab some food and pack a bag, it’s noon. I normally start my days around here before the sun comes up, but I'd trade every sunrise to be in bed with Bambi.

      “You’re not serious?” she asks once we’re outside.

      “Flip-flops aren’t safe out in the woods, and I want to show you around.”

      She looks down at her body and then back to me. “There’s no way you can carry me for that long.”

      I shake my head and then she squeals when I grab her up and put her on my back like she weighs nothing. “There, now that’s settled.”

      “Show-off,” she says as I adjust her higher.

      “You’re carrying the supplies, it’s only fair that I carry you.”

      “That makes no sense when you’re carrying the both of us.”

      “It’s okay. I’ll be the strong one and you be the smart one,” I offer, and she laughs.

      “How big is this place?”

      “It covers most of this mountain range and the next one over. It’s several hundred acres.”

      “Holy cow, that’s so much!”

      “I’ve got a few trails we can take the farm truck on. I keep it in the barn for when I want to go off-road. But I thought you’d like the walk in the woods today.”

      “I can’t get over how peaceful it is here. It’s not just quiet; it’s…I don’t know the word exactly.”

      “I always thought it felt like home,” I admit as I step onto the trail and make our way through the woods. “We grew up in Southern California, but whenever we came up here during the summers it felt like the place I was meant to be. I can’t explain it.”

      “No, that’s exactly it. I mean, it’s not home for me, but it has that feeling.” I feel her shake her head. “That sounds silly because I’ve never been here before. I’ve never even been outside of Las Vegas.”

      “I think the mountains are like that for some people, Bambi.” I shrug. “It sounds crazy, but I always felt like a part of my soul was born here, so every time I come back it feels like this is where I’m meant to be. Maybe it’s like that for more than just me?”

      “Did your brother Rogue like it up here?”

      I let out a bark of laughter. “No, never. He hated every second of the summer up here and couldn’t wait to get back to ‘civilization,’ as he called it. But meanwhile I couldn’t get here fast enough and never wanted to leave.”

      “And now you’re here all the time?”

      I nod. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.” I stop just as we reach the edge of the clearing and help her off my back. I turn around to face her and pull her close. “And there’s no one else I’d rather be here with.”

      “You keep saying sweet things like that to me and I might not leave.” There’s a light in her eyes like never before, and it warms my heart.

      “That’s the plan.” I give her a quick kiss, then take her hand. “Come on, I want to show you something.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      “Oh my.” I stand on the edge of the cliff and it feels like you can see forever from here. But that’s not what’s so breathtaking. The waterfall going down the side of the mountain into a clear blue lake takes my breath.

      Angus tucks his arm around my waist and brings me back a few feet. The whole thing is too perfect to be real.

      “Is this yours too?”

      “Yeah.” I can hear the pride in his voice. “If it was a little warmer, we could go swimming.” His hand drifts up the front of my shirt to rest on my stomach. I lean back against him, and I realize I can’t get enough of being this close to him. I worry I might be getting too attached, and I’m going to end up hurt.

      “You’d have to teach me.” I smile at the idea of Angus teaching me to swim, but I know I’d feel safe in the water with him looking out for me.

      “You can’t swim?” He sounds shocked.

      “There was never really a reason.” He turns me in his arms, and I look up at him. “We weren’t the type of family that did fun things like amusement parks or going to the pool.”

      “There is so much I don’t know about you.”

      I look away from him and think that none of it is worth telling. “There’s not much, to be honest. I live with my brother and I worked at the movie theater. Although after two no-show shifts, I’m guessing I’m fired now.”

      “Movie theater?” I can hear the smile in his voice.

      “Don’t knock it. I got all the free popcorn I wanted with control of how much butter I could put on it.”

      “I see your point,” he chuckles. “I’ve told you about my parents, why don’t you tell me about yours?” I tense, and he touches my chin so I have to look back up at him. “That’s fine. We’ll get there.”

      He leans in and kisses one cheek and then the other before his mouth is on mine. It’s a kiss so tender and sweet it makes me want to cry. So many emotions overwhelm me at once, and I let out a sigh when his mouth releases mine. Yeah, I’m getting attached. How can I not when he kisses me as if I’m the most important and precious thing in the world?

      “How about I make you dinner?”

      I nod, liking the sound of that. I don’t know what it is about his cabin, but it puts me at ease. Thinking about my parents makes me want to go rushing back there.

      “Okay.” I hate talking about my family. I really wish some things would stay in the past. Angus stares at me for a long moment, and I can tell he wants to say more.

      “Hop on.” He turns around for me, and I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding.

      “I don’t know how you do this,” I laugh as he starts to make his way back toward the cabin. I brush my nose along his neck and breathe him in.

      “Have you ever had breakfast for dinner?” he asks.

      “No, but that sounds pretty amazing. Breakfast is the best meal of the day if you ask me.”

      “Then you’re in for a treat. I make killer pancakes.” I rest my head on his back as he keeps walking. “You falling asleep on me?”

      “No. I enjoy lying on you.” I’m starting to think I’m starved for human contact. Before Angus I couldn't tell you the last time I even hugged another person. I’d never thought about it until now.

      “Feel free to lie on me whenever you want.” He jogs up the stairs like I weigh nothing, then he puts me down and I slide off his body. “We’ll see about getting you some shoes.”

      Is he implying I'll be back? I’m not going to touch that one right now. I know it’s too soon for such promises. Not to mention my life is a bit of a mess right now, so I change the subject.

      “I bet this place is even better in the winter. You could get trapped out here for a few weeks.” I let out a long sigh because it sounds like heaven.

      “I think it would be a lot better if I had someone to get trapped with.” He snags my hand as we walk inside.

      “I still can’t believe your brother doesn't love this place.”

      “I think he’s finally found someone to settle down with. He’s a divorce lawyer who works like crazy.”

      “That’s gotta be hard.”

      “You keep looking at the fireplace. You want me to light it?”

      “Yes, I love the sound of them.”

      “All you have to do is open that pretty mouth and ask. There’s not much I won’t do for you.” He brushes his mouth against mine, and I grab his shirt to keep him close and deepen the kiss. His hands go to my ass, and he lifts me off my feet. I wrap my legs around him, holding on tight until we are both gasping for air.

      “Are all kisses like that?” I’m kind of only asking myself as I reach up and touch my mouth. My lips are tingling.

      “No, I can promise you they’re not all like that.”

      He steps back, and I watch as he adjusts the front of his pants before heading over to the fireplace. It makes me hot to think this is something different for him too.

      I don’t know why, but from the moment my eyes locked with his, I felt safe. Safe enough to take things further when I danced for him. Safe enough to get in his car in the middle of the night and drive to the edge of nowhere. The list goes on and on, and I know I should trust him with other things, but I don’t want him to look at me differently.

      Angus throws a match, and the fire comes to life. I sit and watch it for a few moments as he starts on dinner.

      “Do you think your brother will get married, or is he jaded?”

      “If you had asked me that last month, I would have said never. Now I wouldn't be surprised if he called me tomorrow and said he’s married.”

      “Have you ever been in a serious relationship?” I should be asking this, but I don’t want to hear about him with someone else. I also wonder if his relationships are fast and fleeting so I know how hard to hold on or if I need to start protecting myself.

      “No,” he says without hesitation. “But this feels serious to me.”

      When he looks up at me, I think I might be past the point of being able to protect myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      I use my fork to cut into the pancake and force myself to stare at it. I only last about three seconds before I look across the table and watch her eat. I gave her a stack of pancakes and sausage, and she’s almost cleared her plate, but the part that’s driving me crazy is she keeps sucking the syrup off her thumb.

      The whole time I cooked we talked and moved around the kitchen like we’d been doing it forever. Something about being with her here feels strangely familiar. The space she occupies in this cabin was a shape carved out for her by something bigger than us. Now that she’s here I can’t imagine her anywhere else.

      “Mmmm.” She closes her eyes and moans as she sucks on her thumb. Again.

      I’m only so strong, and she’s pushing me to the edge.

      “You like them?” I ask quietly as my hooded eyes drink her in.

      “I’ve never tasted anything better.” She licks her finger and then makes a popping sound when she takes it out of her mouth.

      My tongue goes dry, and my cock leaks in my jeans. I glance down at the wet spot I’ve made and groan. How can I not control these urges?

      I have to clear my throat before I can speak. “Do you want more?”

      “I’m so full.” She leans back in her seat and places her hand on her stomach.

      Why does that sound so filthy? Why do I want to see how full I can make her? I picture my cock inside her tight cunt, and I know teasing won’t be enough for me anymore. I need to sink deep and feel her hot, soft pussy squeezing my dick. Then she’ll really be stuffed.

      “What are you thinking about?” She laughs as she cocks her head to the side. “You look like you’re concentrating on a problem.”

      “I am actually.” I push my plate away and stand up from the dining room table.

      We decided to eat in here because the French doors open onto the wraparound porch, and she wanted to hear the crickets and see the fireflies.

      “And what’s the problem?” She smiles at me as I walk around slowly to her side of the table.

      “I’m wondering if you’re sucking your fingers just to torture me, or if you’re doing it for practice.” Her mouth opens a little as I move next to her and pull her chair out. “The solution is simple, though.”

      She squeals a little when I yank her out of the chair and set her ass on the edge of the table. “Angus, what are you doing?”

      “Giving each of us what we want.” I grab her face with both hands and kiss her with all the need I have inside me. Maybe it’s too much, but I can’t hold back.

      “Angus,” she moans when my mouth and hands move south.

      “If you don’t want this, you have to tell me to stop.” I tug at her tank top and she holds her arms up so I can take it off of her. “You have to tell me to slow down.”

      “Don’t stop,” she breathes as I take her bra off and hungrily taste her tits.

      Her nipples are so tight, like little pebbles in my mouth, and I can’t stop sucking on them. I hold her tits together with both my hands and go back and forth between them until she’s whimpering with need.

      I lay her back on the table and undo the front of her shorts. Looking at her spread out on this oak I carved with my own hands, I realize I built this for her. I made this table so I could fuck her on it, and goddamn it I’m going to.

      Her shorts come off in one quick move, and her panties are shredded seconds later. I have no time for anything that’s standing in the way of what I want.

      “Angus.”

      I watch as she pulls her knees up and spreads her pussy open for me. The sight is like heaven’s gates, and I stand there staring at the beauty between her legs. “Holy shit,” I whisper, wiping the drool off my lip. Seeing something out of the corner of my eye, I smile and grab the syrup bottle and pop the cap open. “Now it’s my turn to eat.”

      Before she can respond, I fall to my knees to where her ass is at the edge of the table and turn the bottle upside down on her pussy. A trail of sticky syrup drips between her lips, and I greedily lick it up. Once she’s coated, I toss the bottle aside and grab her thighs. I hold them open as she cries out and I lick her fucking clean.

      The sweetness of the sugar combined with the sweetness of her cunt is the best thing I’ve ever had in my mouth. I lick and suck my way through the sugary treat and get her right to the edge.

      “You want to cum like this or while I’m inside you?” I tickle her clit with the tip of my tongue, and she cries out.

      “Inside me!”

      “Good girl.” I kiss her pussy one last time and then stand up.

      I pull off my T-shirt and throw it on the floor as I open up the front of my jeans and pull my cock out. I don’t even bother to take off my boots because right now I’ve got one mission: get inside Bambi as fast as possible.

      She’s reaching for me, and I lean over her body, still spread out. I hold my cock at her opening as we kiss, and I can taste her pussy and the need she has built up at the same time. I imagine this is what it’s like to get your first drink of water after being in the desert. I’m sated and desperate all at once.

      Without hesitation, I thrust deep, as far as I can go, before she clenches around me and whimpers against my lips. “Easy, easy, babe. Breathe,” I whisper, resting my forehead to hers.

      She relaxes by a fraction, and I push the rest of the way inside her. Fuck, I knew she’d be tight, but I wasn’t prepared for this. My knees threaten to buckle, and my thighs burn to thrust as I hold still and try to stay calm.

      “How?” I shake my head and swallow hard. “Jesus Christ, Bambi, how is it so fucking good?”

      I close my eyes tight and try to think of every type of tree I can name, because if I think about how goddamn good this feels, I won’t last another second.

      “It’s so big.”

      I open my eyes to see her trying to wiggle down farther, but her little pussy just won’t let me in without hurting her.

      “We just need lots of practice.” I kiss her gently, and she relaxes by another fraction.

      My instincts are telling me to fuck and fuck until I can’t walk, but I’m trying to be gentle, trying to go slow. I want to cum on every square centimeter of her body, and I’ll be damned if anything gets in my way. Including her tight little snatch.

      I pull out and rock back in quickly, not wanting to leave her warmth. She’s wet and sticky and I know it’s not just from the maple syrup. The sounds are pornographic as I thrust a little more, and she raises her hips to meet them. She’s relaxed onto the warm wood, and I pin my arms on either side of her so I can watch. Her tits bounce, and her legs fall open all the way as our slippery connection gets faster and harder. I’m all the way to my balls now, and they slap her ass with every stroke. The table slides a little too, but I just keep going forward.

      Her fingernails dig into my chest, and I clench my teeth, growling with pride. I hope she marks me up so I can see the reminder of the first time I had her. It won’t be the last by a long shot tonight, but I’ll never forget this moment.

      “I think, oh god, I can’t stop it.”

      Her hips rise up high, and I bottom out inside of her. I grab her ass and hold her still, feeling her pussy clench around me. The pulse of her cunt makes me lose my control, and I cum inside her like an animal. I don’t even make a pathetic attempt to pull out and apologize. Instead I keep my dick buried until the last drop is out, and I’m not the least bit sorry. It felt so fucking good that I already want to do it again.

      When I open my eyes, I see her smiling at me with hooded lids, and I smile back at her. Her arms are limp as I lean down and kiss her, and she tries to hold on to me.

      “I can’t move,” she mumbles against my lips.

      “You don’t have to.” I kiss her again, and for a second it's on the tip of my tongue to tell her I love her. I bite it back and kiss her once more to try and tell her without the words.

      I pull out of her and we both groan at the loss of connection. My dick is still pointing at her like a dog on a hunt, and I glance down to see a small trace of blood coating it. I knew she wasn’t experienced, but seeing she was a virgin makes my cock harder.

      “You’re mine now.”

      Before either of us can say more, I hear my cell phone ringing on the counter next to me. Normally I’d ignore it, but if someone is calling me this late, it’s probably Rogue, and it’s for a good reason.

      “I’m sorry, babe. Let me grab this real quick and make sure Rogue is okay.” She nods and I answer it without looking at the screen. “You okay?”

      “You’re a hard man to track down,” the feminine voice on the other end says.

      I look at the screen and don’t recognize the number as I put it back to my ear. “Who is this?”

      “Vivian, Bambi’s boss. I believe you put my employee in the hospital yesterday?”

      Was that only a day ago? It feels like a lifetime away. I don’t answer as she sighs.

      “Have Bambi back here by tomorrow night or pay the consequences.”

      “How much is that going to cost me?” I have no intentions of giving Bambi to anyone, but if it takes paying off this Vivian woman because I kicked her goon’s ass, then so be it.

      “It will cost you Bambi.” I hear someone call out her name and it’s loud enough that I pull the phone away from my ear.

      “Jero!” Bambi climbs off the table to where I’m standing.

      “Fuck,” I whisper, but Vivian continues talking on the other end.

      “You have until tomorrow night.”

      The phone goes silent, and I see the call has ended. I look into Bambi’s eyes that are filled with tears. I don’t know what to do, so I do the first thing that comes to mind and I hold her against me.

      “It’s going to be okay.” I kiss the top of her head and hope I’m telling the truth.
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          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      Angus’s hand rests on my thigh. It’s been there since we got into the car. I think he’s trying to reassure himself that I’m still here.

      How did I go from having the sweetest moment in my life to having it all crash around me? This shouldn’t be shocking, really. Isn’t that how my story always goes?

      “You should really try and get some sleep.” I don’t know how long we’ve been on the road, but it feels like hours. Angus and I have said a few words to each other, but otherwise we’ve ridden in silence.

      “I don’t think I could sleep if I wanted to.” Not with how my mind is racing.

      “Babe, I’m sorry I snapped back there.”

      “I get it.”

      When I rushed to get all my stuff together, Angus lost it. He didn’t want me going anywhere, but what was I supposed to do? Was I just supposed to wait around until I got horrible news about my brother? How do I even know it would stop there? They’d keep looking for both Angus and me, and now we have no choice.

      “I can’t lose you. I only just found you.” I turn to look at him, and there is so much emotion in his words.

      “I don’t want to lose you either. This has been incredible. I want you to know that my time with you has truly been the best of my life.”

      “Shit. Don’t say it like that. That sounds like a goodbye.”

      “I didn’t want to not tell you.” I hesitate for a moment but then take a breath and let the words come out. “I think I’m in love with you, and I don’t want you to say it back.” Even in the darkness of the car, I see his jaw clench. He wants to talk, but I hold my hand up and keep going. “I know that’s fast to say, and you probably think with my lack of experience that I’m confusing lust with love, but I’m not. I know what I feel. And I don’t expect you to say it back or anything. I just needed to say it and…” I trail off. I’m rambling now because I know when I stop talking, he’s going to start.

      “Can I speak now?”

      “Yes.” I bite my lip, suddenly nervous. To my surprise, he pulls the car over, and then I wonder if this is worse than I expected.

      He pulls me over into his lap as his seat slides back. It's so fast I don’t realize what’s happening until I’m straddling him.

      “I’ve loved you since you walked into that hotel room. Why do you think I lost it when they took you from me?” A lump forms in my throat. I can’t remember the last time someone told me that they loved me, and it meant something.

      “I thought maybe you were worried for my safety.” He gives me a look, knowing my answer is bullshit. “Okay, maybe I told myself that was the reason because it was too crazy to think you wanted me that badly. I was afraid that if it was true, and then I never saw you again, it would break my heart.” His hands cup my face as he pulls me in for a kiss.

      My lips part, and his tongue slides in as he shows me just how he feels. His mouth tells me he loves me, and we kiss until we’re both breathless.

      When I rest my forehead against his, I smile.

      “I should have tied you to the bed.”

      “That sounds fun. Can we try it the next time we’re at the cabin?” I tease to try and lighten the mood. He just brushes his mouth against mine again. “If anyone should be sorry about all this, it’s me. I’ve pulled you into this mess.”

      “Thank fuck,” he barks, making me jump. I let out a small laugh, and it gets me a smile—not a full one, but I’ll take it. “I don’t want to think about what would’ve happened if I hadn’t been pulled into this. I’m more than fucking grateful to be here.”

      My eyes sting with tears, and I try to blink them away. He’s so right. He never would’ve been at my place to save me, but I don’t want to think about that right now.

      “Don’t cry.” He kisses my cheeks and then my eyes. “I love you. I’m supposed to be here with you.”

      “I love you too.” I smile and let out a sigh, wishing we could stay in this moment.

      “Remember you said that when we get to my parents’ house.” He lifts me off his lap and puts me back into my seat.

      “Did you just say your parents' house?” I pull my seatbelt on as he gets back on the road.

      “My cabin is the safest place for you, but my parents’ house is a close second. We’ll go there and figure out what we’re going to do next. Handing you over to them is never fucking happening. I know he’s your brother, but you’re in this because you were trying to help him.”

      I wondered who he was calling back in the cabin. I was getting my stuff together, and he’d made hushed phone calls nearby. Before I could ask, we got in the fight about me not leaving the cabin. I knew I at least had to be closer to the city. Out at the cabin I wouldn't be able to do anything.

      “I know. It’s just hard.” I rub my eyes. “It’s not only Vivian that’s after my brother but he's deep to a loan shark too. I don’t know if this goes together, or if they’re two totally different things.”

      “I’ve been wondering that too. I remember you saying you were doing this for him. The idea that he was okay with you working at that place to save his ass is disgusting. I know that's hard to hear, but I’m saying it so you think about it before you want to go be a hero for him.”

      I have to tell him.

      “My mom killed herself when I was fifteen.”

      “Babe.” His hand goes back to my thigh, and I feel him squeeze it.

      “I want to tell you so maybe you’ll understand.”

      “Okay, I’m listening.”

      “Jero and I are stepsiblings. I never knew my real father, and I have no idea where Jero’s mom is. No one ever talked about her.” I circle back, not wanting to get off track. “His dad married my mom when I was ten and from there we lived a pretty normal life. I thought once my mom got married, she might slow down. She worked for this fancy bank, although I’m not sure what she did. For as long as I can remember, my mom lived and breathed for work. I spent more time with babysitters than anyone else.”

      “It shouldn’t be that way.”

      I nod in agreement. “Jero’s dad was the same. He was in real estate, and that left Jero and me home together a lot. Jero took care of me. He’d cook our meals and help me with my schoolwork. He was so different back then.” I still don't understand why he seemed to stop caring about me.

      “People change sometimes.” This felt bigger than change, but he’s right. At the end of the day he's not the same person he was when we were young.

      “We weren't crazy rich or anything, but we had a nice life. Then one day the FBI kicked in our front door and took my stepdad to jail.”

      “Holy shit.”

      “Yeah, he and my mom were doing mortgage fraud together. I don’t know all the details, but I guess my mom couldn't handle the idea of prison. Dad got thirty years if I’m remembering right, and after that it was Jero and me. He kept taking care of me, and as we got older, that’s when things started to change.”

      “That’s so much for a child to go through.”

      “I could have ended up in the system, but Jero fought to keep me with him. By this time, I was sixteen, and they let him. I was about to age out of foster care anyways, and he was over eighteen.” The car grows silent. “So you see why I feel like I owe him?”

      There’s a long moment of silence before he answers me.

      “No.” I turn my head to stare at him. “Just because someone does the right thing, the human thing, doesn't give them a pass to then treat you like shit. You could have died if I hadn't shown up.” He stops talking and clears his throat as he tries to get his emotions under control. “Your death would have been on him and in no way is that the price you pay for anything.”

      I lean back in my chair, looking out the window.

      “Bambi, I know that was blunt but—”

      “You’re right,” I interrupt. “I needed to hear it, but I can’t sit around and do nothing. I don’t have to go running in and offer to hand myself over, but what are my options? Do we call the cops? We have to do something.”

      “We’ll figure all that out when we get to Mom and Dad’s.”

      I let out a breath I didn't know I was holding and grab his hand. It feels good to tell him everything and to have someone to lean on.

      “Oh god,” I groan. “Is your mom going to know I was a stripper?” This day just keeps getting better and better.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      I stand outside my parents’ house with Bambi, and I know my mom is watching us through the slit in the curtains.

      “I don’t like not going with you.” Bambi places her hand on my chest, but she won’t look up at me.

      We got here a couple of hours ago, and I explained to my parents why she needed to be kept safe. They, of course, didn’t blink an eye, and Mom started cooking the second we walked in the door. They had plates of food out and the guest room already set up, and we crashed for a few hours. And for the first time ever, my mom didn’t ask too many questions. Although I have a sneaking suspicion that my dad made that happen before we got here.

      I’m still a good drive from the city, but I want to get it over with. They said we had until tonight, but the sooner I have Bambi back in my arms, the better.

      “Hey.” I place both my hands on her shoulders and then rub my thumbs along her neck. “Look at me, babe.” She lets out a long breath and when those dark green eyes meet mine, I see tears. “You trust me, right?” She nods. “Then trust that I’ll handle this.”

      “I do. I’m just worried you’ll get jumped or something else crazy and then where will that leave me? I can’t be without you, Angus. We’ve only just found each other.”

      She falls against me, and I hold her close as I kiss the top of her head and tell her not to cry. “You think I’d let anyone or anything separate me from you? The devil himself would be let down because he couldn’t drag me away.”

      Bambi smiles as she looks up at me, and I wipe away her tears. “Hurry back to me.”

      “Didn’t I tell you already? You’ve given me wings.” I lean down and kiss her softly on each cheek and then on her lips. “I wasn’t alive until I saw you, Bambi. Now I can do anything.”

      I kiss her one last time and then step back to get in my SUV. I wave at the curtains and then they part and my mom is standing there waving back at me. My dad walks on the porch, and I wait for Bambi to walk back up to where they are. I take one last look before I pull out of the driveway and head toward the highway.

      I make another phone call on the way into the city and put in the escort service Bambi told me about in the GPS. She gave me the address and told me what she could remember about Vivian, the bouncer, and how deep her brother was. I hated having to hear about all the pain she’s suffered in her life, but in a way it brought us closer together.

      Once I pull up outside the building, I get out of the SUV and make my way inside. There’s a lounge in the front with velvet couches, dark drapes, and soft music playing. There’s a reception desk with a woman behind it wearing lingerie.

      “Hi handsome, have you got an appointment?” She looks me up and down, but I keep my eyes on the camera above where she’s sitting.

      “Tell Vivian she can let me back,” I say without breaking eye contact with the camera because I know she’s listening.

      I hear the door in front of me buzz and I walk through it. The hallway is dark with doors all the way down. I hear the sounds of people fucking on the other side of those doors, but I ignore it. If I think about it too long, I’ll imagine Bambi in there against her will and I’ll lose my cool. I need to keep it right now more than ever.

      “Where’s the girl?” Vivian asks when I walk into her office.

      “She’s none of your concern.” I cross my arms over my chest and glance around the empty office. “Where’s Jero?”

      She shrugs and leans back in her chair like she’s got all day.

      “Okay then, you tell me what you want, and we can get this over with.”

      “I only want what’s owed to me.” Her smile is stretched tight, and she spreads her hands casually like she’s the queen of the kingdom.

      “Which is?”

      “Bambi was set to make us a fortune. We’ve already had someone place an order for her virginity.”

      The words come out of her mouth, and I rush forward to slam my fists down on her desk. “Never.” The word is so loud it booms through the room, and I see the door behind her desk open and Robert the bouncer steps through. I see the cast on his wrist and feel a sense of satisfaction.

      “I’m sure you can understand our financial predicament.” Vivian speaks like we’re in a business meeting. “She’s indebted to the company, along with the debt her brother Jero leveraged against her.”

      “Why don’t you ask him to join us?” I say as I straighten up.

      “I’m afraid that won’t be possible. He’s being detained as collateral until she’s paid back what’s owed.”

      “If this was about money, you’d just ask me to write a check,” I seethe, waiting for her to get to the fucking point. “So why don’t you tell me what it’s going to cost to cut ties or give me the real reason you want her so badly.”

      “It’s not about you giving us the money back; it’s about our clients getting what they want. And they’ve paid handsomely for her innocence.”

      “Too fucking late,” I say through gritted teeth.

      “Told you he’d fuck her,” Robert says, and I glare at him.

      “Enough!” I roar. “Jero, get your fucking ass out of that room and face me.”

      Vivian narrows her eyes on me and after a long second the door opens once more and Jero steps out. He’s thin, with dark circles under his eyes, but otherwise looks totally fine. Just as I knew he would be.

      “There was never a loan shark,” I tell him, and he looks away, not meeting my eyes. “You lied to your sister so she’d get you money to fund your lifestyle of drinking and drugs. You’ve got some debts around town but nothing that couldn't be worked out.”

      Vivian sits up in her chair, and the smug look on her face is gone.

      “I might be from out of town, but I’ve got my own connections. And what I found out was that you sold your sister to Vivian. You knew she was a virgin, and you came to Vivian with a deal. When Bambi took off you realized your money train had skipped town, so you made it seem like you’d been kidnapped for the debt.”

      When no one answers me, I know that the information Rogue gave me was spot on. I was sick to my stomach hearing it and had to pull over and throw up when he told me. The thought of someone, anyone, putting their hands on my Bambi made me physically ill.

      “All right, let’s make a deal then,” Vivian says, back to business. “We move the debt to Jero and cut ties with Bambi.”

      “Hey, wait, that’s not part of the deal,” Jero protests.

      “How much?” I ask, and the room turns to face me. Vivian slides a piece of paper across her desk. On it is the sum of what she stood to make on Bambi. I stare at it and then let out a humorless laugh. “You don’t even know her true worth.”

      I reach in my back pocket and pull out the zipper bank bag I brought with me. I take out the stack of cash that’s twice what they thought they'd make on the love of my life and place it on the desk between us.

      “This is a severance package.” I look at Vivian. “We are done with all business concerning Bambi.” She nods, and I look at Jero. “And you will never see or speak to your sister again. There is no room for negotiation.”

      “But—”

      “No,” I bark, and he shuts his mouth. “Never. Ever.”

      He huffs as he looks away, and I straighten. Vivian grabs the money and quickly puts it away.

      I take the empty zipper bag and turn around to leave the office, but I feel movement behind me.

      “You’re not keeping me from my sister.”

      When I turn around, he’s right behind me, but he’s at least a foot shorter and isn’t half my weight soaking wet.

      “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m doing.” He opens his mouth to protest again, and I’ve had enough. I grab him by the throat and march him backwards until his head cracks against the wall.

      I can see out of the corner of my eye that Vivian gets out of her chair and backs up while Robert stands in front of her.

      “You are dead to her.” I raise him off the ground so his feet dangle for purchase. “And if you come around her ever again, I’ll make sure you’re literally six feet under. I’ve got a shovel and a lot of land to hide a body.” His eyes are bloodshot, and his face is purple, but I squeeze harder as rage overtakes me. “Make a sound if you understand me.”

      His choking gurgle is enough for me, and I drop him to the floor in a crumpled heap. I turn and face Robert and Vivian and point my finger in their direction.

      “I won’t lose a second of sleep putting you two in the ground beside him.” Vivian nods as she moves from behind Robert and smooths down her business suit. “And by the way—” I take my phone out and hold it up for them to see. “This is being recorded by some close friends of mine that have all the right connections. So in case you have any smart ideas about coming back for more money, know that I’ve got friends that will make sure you’re taken care of.”

      Jero coughs on the floor as he tries to catch his breath, and I kick him in the balls on the way out. I hear his choked cries and Vivian berating Robert as the door closes behind me.

      I’m done fucking around with this shit, but I’ve made sure to lock up this part of Bambi’s past and throw away the key. Never again will their filth touch her, and I’m going to make damn sure the rest of her life is spent living for our future. Together.

      

      Chapter 13 Bambi

      “You sweet girl.” Julie engulfs me in a hug. A real one where you hold on tight and don’t let go. I hug her back the same and realize I’m already a little in love with Angus’s mom.

      “Let the girl breathe, honey,” I hear Mitch say.

      “Mind your business,” she sasses back at him, making me laugh. She lets me go, her hands coming to my cheeks. “This world has not been kind to you, but you’re still as sweet as can be.”

      I smile back at her, my eyes filling with tears. “Thank you.”

      “No, thank you.” She steps back, sitting down at the table with me. We’ve been here for a while. With the amount of food she keeps trying to get me to eat, I think she might be trying to fatten me up.

      “Why are you thanking me? It's all of you who helped me. I don’t want to know where I’d be right now if it wasn't for Angus.” It’s such a terrifying thought and one I never want to think about again. Angus is mine now. He’s in my life, and he’ll never let anyone hurt me.

      “And I’m not sure where our Angus would have been five years from now without you.”

      “He’d be a lumberjack,” Mitch answers, walking by to go into the kitchen.

      “Likely. He’d be up in that cabin all the time alone. It’s a beautiful cabin, but no one should be alone that much. Angus never could find a girl that turned his eye though.” I feel my face warm. “I’d always poke him because, well, that’s what moms do. He said he wasn't settling. So when you picked up the phone the other night, I knew he’d found her. You.” Julie’s smile is infectious. She couldn't be happier that Angus and I are together. Even with everything that has happened.

      “That’s really nice of you to say. I do love him.”

      “I know. It’s all over your face.” Julie picks up the teapot and fills my cup. Mitch walks back in and hands his wife a cardigan that she slips on without either of them saying a word.

      “He knew you were cold?”

      “Yes, he can read me better than I can read myself.” Angus’s parents are too good to be true. I’ve never met a family like theirs before. It’s clear where Angus gets his looks since he and his dad could almost be twins. Although Angus is a touch bigger than his father.

      “That’s really sweet.”

      “All my boys are well trained.” She winks at me.

      I think Angus grew up with parents that truly love each other. I’m sure it made them want the same thing, and that’s why he wasn't willing to settle. It warms me to think I give that to him since he’s given me so much already.

      “I believe it. It took you all of five minutes to get my life story out of me.”

      She smirks. “We all have our talents.”

      I glance toward the front door again.

      “He’s fine, sweetheart. Angus always knows what he’s doing.” She reaches out and grabs my hand. Julie is everything a mom should be. “He’s going to come back here, and then we’ll see about planning this wedding.”

      My mouth falls open. “We’re not engaged.” We only said I love you hours ago, and just thinking about it makes my heart flutter. Marriage was never something I thought about until Angus.

      “It’s better to get a start on these things. Unless you’re okay with a baby bump in the wedding pictures. I’ve always thought that was kind of cute.” She leans over. “And sexy.” I burst out laughing. “All I’m saying is think about it.”

      Oh, now I am thinking about it. Angus hasn't asked me to marry him, but things have been crazy. We did have unprotected sex, so I guess I could be pregnant right this moment. The thought isn't as scary as I thought it would be. I can see living out in the cabin with a few little ones. It sounds like a dream.

      I jerk around when headlights flash across the house, and I’m out of my seat, racing for the door. I fling it open and run towards the truck. He barely hops out, and I’m on him, jumping into his arms and kissing him.

      “You’re back.” Before he can respond, I’m kissing him again. I don’t want to stop but I need to look at him. I lean back and take him in. He looks fine, and I don’t think he’s been in any kind of fight. “You’re okay?”

      “My girl just ran and jumped in my arms. Yeah, I’m okay.”

      I brush my fingers across his cheek, and I can’t stop smiling. Then I remember my brother. I was so wrapped up in Angus being back, I wasn't thinking about why he was gone to begin with.

      “He’s alive,” is all Angus says and it’s cryptic. “And he’ll be staying away from you.”

      I nod because that’s for the best. It isn't just me anymore, and I have to think about the other people in my life who Jero could affect. I will not let that happen. I want a real family, and he’s not it, not anymore.

      Angus gives my ass a squeeze, and I smile. “What about everything else?”

      “Babe, I handled everything. You stick with me, and I’ll always handle everything. You never even have to ask because I’ll already be doing it.”

      I kiss him again, and I can’t stop. I don’t think I’ve been this happy in my whole life. For once it feels like I have a chance at a real future.

      “I take it everything went okay.” I freeze and then slowly pull my mouth away from Angus’s. I should have known his mom followed me out.

      “Yep.” He gives my ass another squeeze. I try to give him a look, but he only smirks.

      “Don’t think you’re leaving here tonight. It’s late and you haven’t slept,” his dad says, and I realize he’s right. I wanted some alone time with Angus, but I need to remember that now I’m going to have Angus every day. Waiting one more won't hurt.

      “Good call, Pops, I’m beat,” Angus agrees. “We’ll go home tomorrow.”

      “Home?”

      “Yeah, home.”

      “I really like the sound of that.” I wiggle so he’ll put me down, but he doesn't. Instead he starts walking toward the house with me in his arms.

      “Angus, put me down,” I hiss and try to wiggle more. That only gets me tossed over his shoulder. “Angus!” I cry out when he smacks my ass. I hear his mom laugh, and I blush.

      “These boys are just like you, Mitch.” Angus stops walking, and I think he’s going to put me down, but I’m wrong.

      “Thanks. I love you guys,” he tells his parents.

      I get all warm inside at how close he is to them. It shows me what kind of husband and father he’ll be one day.

      “You don’t ever have to thank us. This is what family does,” Julie tells him.

      “Take your woman to bed before all the blood goes to her head,” Mitch chuckles.

      “Thank you!” I tell them, which gets me another slap on the ass, but at least he’s moving. He doesn't stop until we’re back in the spare bedroom, and he’s dropping me on the bed. “You’re terrible.”

      “Yeah.” He reaches behind and pulls his shirt off before kicking his shoes off too.

      “Well, I didn't think you would just agree.”

      He gives me a wicked smirk. “I’m about to do all kinds of terrible things to you in this bed with my parents down the hall.” I shake my head, but he just goes for his pants. “It’s happening.”

      He’s beautifully naked in front of me, and I stare at his cock. “I don’t even know what to charge for this.” I pull my shirt over my head, excited to be skin on skin.

      “I don’t care. You can have everything I’ve got. Now take the rest off,” he orders, and I do what he says. The look in his eyes is almost feral, and I realize he’s been holding back. I scoot to the middle of the bed and spread my legs. His eyes drop to my sex, and he licks his lips. “You're wet.”

      “You’re naked, can you blame me?” My clit is already throbbing.

      “I’m sorry, babe.”

      Before I can ask why, he’s on me. He pushes me down onto the mattress as his mouth takes mine. The kiss is hard and possessive. I don’t know if he’s trying to reassure himself I’m still here or if he’s trying to mark me. I’d guess a little of both, and I’m more than happy to help.

      He jerks his mouth from mine as he licks and sucks my neck. I bite my lip, trying not to moan. “Fuck, I love you so damn much.” His knees push my legs farther apart, and his cock rubs against my clit. His hands and mouth are everywhere, and I feel like he’s devouring me in the most primal way.

      “I love you too.” My hands go to his ass when the tip of his cock starts to press inside of me.

      “So wet for me,” he groans. “I’ll do better next time.” He thrusts all the way inside of me, and I gasp at how full I am. “But I need you hard and fast right now.”

      “Then take it.” I reach up and wrap my fingers around one of the metal bars on the headboard.

      “Fuck.” He sits up on his knees and pulls me up his thighs as he starts to thrust in and out of me. I moan at how deep it feels like this. His fingers dig into my hips as he pumps while in total control of my body. He can go as fast or slow as he wants, and he knows it too.

      His eyes are everywhere, like he doesn’t know where to look. He can’t decide between watching his cock thrust in and out of me or watching my breasts bounce with each thrust. I stare at his face, getting off on how turned on he is right now. And the fact that he’s a little out of control.

      One of his hands leaves my hips, and his thumb presses on my clit in firm circles. This time I can’t hold back, and I moan his name.

      “Come for me quick, Bambi. I’m not going to last,” he grits out, and my pussy clenches around his cock.

      I cum and take him right along with me. His release makes me so full, I’m overspilling onto my thighs. He stares at it for a second before he falls forward and onto me. We’re both trying to catch our breath as his sweat-slicked skin slides over mine.

      “I love you,” I say, wrapping my arms around him.

      “Love you too.” He kisses me, and I feel his cock twitch with the aftereffects of his orgasm. He’s still rock-hard, and I realize Angus is nowhere near done. Neither am I, but I have a feeling we’ll never be.

      Who knew taking a job as an erotic dancer would have been the best decision of my life?
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          Bambi

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Two years later…

      

      

      I stand in the living room, watching the snow come down. The Christmas lights outside illuminate the big flakes fluttering to the ground.

      “He’s out,” Angus says, coming up behind me and wrapping an arm around me, resting his hand on my new baby bump. I swear it popped out overnight. Angus is loving it.

      Tomorrow is Christmas. The whole family will be here to celebrate with us. We’ll get to tell them we’re having a little girl this time. It’s been hard to keep my mouth shut. Angus’s mom and I have become close. She’s everything a mom should be. If she pushed one more time, I would have cracked.

      “You made it snow.” I turn in my husband's arms. “This feels like a real Christmas.” My eyes start to sting with tears. I didn’t know I could be this happy. Heck, I didn’t know I could be this loved either. Love without strings attached.

      “Baby…” Angus’s hands come to my face, tilting my head back to look up at him.

      “Happy tears.” I blink, trying to clear them. “It’s just crazy how I’ve gone from no family to now having the best one anyone could ever have.” This husband of mine has saved me in so many ways. “You’ve given me the world. I’m not sure how I’ll ever make that up to you.”

      “You gave me my son. Hell, you gave me you. There isn't anything else I want more in the world than this—my wife and kids at home in this cabin. You made my dreams come true too.”

      I pull him down for a kiss, my eyes falling closed. Nothing about Angus ever gets old. I could kiss him for hours and still want more. He breaks the kiss, lifting me off my feet.

      “We have plans,” he reminds me, carrying me over to the kitchen where he sets me down on the counter. I watch as he makes me a hot chocolate.

      “You still have to bring the presents out,” I remind him, looking over at the tree. Little A is crawling around like a wild man, so we haven't put anything under the tree yet. He would have been all over it.

      My chest fills with warmth, my hand going to my stomach. I still can’t get over how much Little A looks like his daddy. He even came out huge. I pushed for five hours before they had to go in and get him.

      With all Angus and I have been though, that was the only time I’ve ever seen fear on his face. His mom was able to talk him down quickly. C-sections aren’t that uncommon. I was tiny compared to Angus. Then he went and put a giant baby inside of me. I wasn't shocked when he came out ten pounds.

      “I’ll get them.” He brings me over my mug. “I still have to set up the train, but I promised you a Christmas movie and a foot rub.”

      I moan thinking about the foot rub already. “Have I told you that you’re the most wonderful husband?”

      “Having a wife like you makes it easy.” He takes the mug from my hand, helping me off the counter. “Go sit on the sofa.” He smacks my ass as I go. I drop down on the sofa, and he brings me over my hot chocolate and some cookies. He brings out the presents and starts putting them under the tree. The lights on the tree sparkle, and the light from the fire only illuminates them even more.

      “Baby.” Angus gives me a look.

      “They’re happy tears, I swear.” He shakes his head. “It’s your fault. You know I’m a crier when I’m knocked up, and you went and did it again.” He walks over to the sofa, sitting down next to me before pulling me into his lap. I shift around so I can straddle him. “I think about all these small traditions we’re making. It’s so different from when I was a kid.” He wipes a tear from my cheek before kissing it.

      “I told you that day you said you’d marry me that I'd give you anything you ever wanted.”

      I smile. I do remember. I was a crying mess then too. Okay, maybe it’s not the babies and just me or my wonderful husband.

      “I know. I never once doubted that.” I run my finger down his jaw. “You’re the hero of my story.”

      “Baby.” He pulls me down for a kiss. I moan into his mouth when his hands slip up the back of my shirt.

      “Bed,” I tell him when his mouth starts kissing my neck. He rises with me in his arms and carries me to our bed.

      “I love you. So damn much. You keep saying I saved you, but I was empty until I found you. Drifting.”

      “We needed each other.” I truly believe we’re soul mates. How else would we have fallen in love so quickly? The very first night, he didn't want to let me go. We saw each other and just knew. As messed up as it was that I got tangled in my brother's mess, it not only freed me from him, but it gave me Angus.

      “I promise you. What I feel for you goes way past fucking need.”

      “I love you,” I say against his lips.

      “I love you too.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Angus

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ten years later…

      

      

      It’s a hot summer day, and our kids are swimming at the waterfall. Bull and Teeny got here with their kids last night and they’ve all been thick as thieves since then. Bull and I became fast friends years ago after Rogue and Ember introduced us to them. He likes the quiet out here and Teeny and Bambi seem more like sisters than anything.

      “You okay?” I ask as Bull makes his way to the edge of the water with a scowl on his face.

      “Teeny made me be on the bottom last night,” he huffs as he scans the water for his wife. “I don’t like when she tries to dominate me.”

      I try to hide my laughter as she waves over at him. There’s a smile on her face that tells me she knew exactly what she was doing. Bull barrels into the water and growls like the Loch Ness monster, and the kids squeal with delight as they splash around.

      “Hey.” I feel Bambi’s fingers on my lower back and then her arms come around my waist.

      “Hey yourself.” I turn and kiss the top of her head and see she’s wearing the pink bathing suit I love. “You sneak down here wearing this to drive me crazy?”

      “Maaaaaaybe.” She tilts her chin up and kisses my chest.

      “You’re a tease,” I warn, and she bites her bottom lip.

      She looks around past me and then nods towards the line of trees. “Come back here with me. I told Teeny to watch the kids for us.”

      “What are you up to?” I take her hand, and she leads me down the tree-lined path.

      When we walk a good ways away from everyone, I see a small clearing nearby. It’s shaded by a canopy of leaves and shielded from prying eyes. As soon as we step into the hidden area, Bambi is on me. Her hand rubs my cock, and her fingers pull at the waist of my swim trunks.

      “Here?” I ask, looking down at her. She nods as she unties the top of her bathing suit and it falls down, exposing her tits. I reach for them and lean down to suck on one. “What’s gotten into you?”

      We had sex before we came down here, and even then she couldn’t get enough. “I don’t know.” She moans as I pull her bathing suit off of her, leaving her naked in front of me.

      “Tell me.” I slide my fingers between her pussy lips and she’s dripping wet. “This all for me?”

      “You know it is.” She rocks her hips and grabs my shoulders. “I was talking sex stuff with Teeny last night, and I don’t know, I guess I got worked up.”

      “Is that why you woke me up with a blow job in the middle of the night?”

      “That was the wine.” She smiles and then moans when I rub her clit.

      “So fucking you last night and this morning wasn’t enough?” I grab her by the waist and spin her around. “Hold on to the tree and spread your legs.”

      “Oh god.” Bambi sticks her ass back, and I smack it hard.

      “Maybe you’re just not getting it as hard as you want it.” I step up behind her and shove the front of my trunks down so my cock springs free. “Or maybe you need money?”

      “Angus, please.” She rubs her round ass on my dick, and it leaves behind a shiny trail of pre-cum.

      “How much to let me fuck you out here in the woods like an animal?” I slide the head of my cock between her legs, and it comes back shiny and dripping with her honey. “God, as turned on as you are, I bet I could get a good price.”

      “Two thousand?” She whines, pushing back against my length.

      “Babe, you’re practically begging for it. Give me a deal.” I play with the pink pucker of her ass and she grips the tree tighter. “I can see how bad you need dick, but I want to know I’m going to get my money’s worth.”

      “W-what do you want?” Bambi stammers.

      I slick up my finger and then slide it into her ass just a little. “I think you know.”

      “Oh god.”

      “I’ll pay extra,” I offer, pushing into her ass a little more. “How about I just put the tip in and cum inside you here?”

      “Five.”

      “Five thousand for this pretty pink ass? Now I think you’re selling yourself short.” I tease the opening of her pussy with my cock and thrust into her waiting warmth. “Goddamn, you’re always just as tight as the first time.”

      “Don’t make me wait.” She pushes back against my thrust, but I hold her hips steady.

      “Don’t get greedy,” I say and smack her ass again.

      I lean over her and reach around to pet her pussy while I thrust again. “If I get you off right now, are you giving me what I want later?”

      She arches her back when my fingers find her clit. “Yes.”

      “I want you face down on the mattress with your ass in the air.” Her pussy squeezes my cock as I hold it deep inside her. “I’ll leave the cash on the bed so you can see the pile of bills topple over while I take your ass.”

      “Angus, I’m gonna—”

      Her orgasm hits her so unexpectedly I have to hold her steady so she doesn’t fall to the ground. My cock is a slave to her demands, so I give in and cum with her because I know she likes how it feels inside her. The heat of my cum triggers more pulses in her pussy, and she grips me tightly as she comes down from her high.

      I nuzzle her neck and kiss the nape of her neck where damp curls have formed. “Better?” I ask, and she nods as I slip out of her pussy and she turns in my arms.

      “Why is that always so hot?” She smiles at me, lying against my chest.

      “It doesn’t matter.” I kiss the top of her head and then her cheek. “As long as it turns you on then it turns me on. And it’s something we both like.” She looks up at me, and she’s so fucking beautiful I pick her up in my arms.

      She wraps her legs around me, and my cock immediately seeks entrance into her warmth. I’m still hard, and with one slide I’m back home, and we both groan.

      “Once more?” I ask, and she nods as I back her against the tree.

      “I love you,” she whispers, and this time I go slower.

      “I love you too.”

      We spend the afternoon sneaking off and fucking like bunnies. After all these years we haven’t slowed down, and it’s just a reminder that she’ll always be the one for me. Not only because of how we connect physically, but because she’s my soul mate. She’s given me more than I could have ever hoped for, and I’m filled with love.

      

      
        
        THE END!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THICK

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Teeny has just moved into a brand new place and curiosity has gotten the better of her. When she meets her new neighbor she’s not prepared for how big or how hot he is. The gentle giant has her fantasies running wild and she’s learning what it means to love thy neighbor.

      Bull has always been the biggest in the room and it’s annoying. He’s a former security guard who now does online consulting to stay away from the stares. But when his young little neighbor wants to make friends he can’t help himself. He’s tearing down all his walls and breaking the rules just to have a shot at what he never thought was possible.

      Warning: Will Bull be too big to make Teeny his? Will it somehow work anyway? You betcha! Find out what happens when this bull meets his china shop…because it’s wild!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Teeny

        

      

    

    
      “Can you put that on there?” I point to where I want the next batch of boxes to go before I trip right into one and almost fall over it.

      My phone slips out of my hand and goes flying into the air. One of the movers grabs me by my shirt right before I face plant onto the ground for the second time this afternoon.

      “Jesus, kid,” the guy says as he gives my shirt a good yank and puts me back on my feet.

      “Thanks,” I tell the older man, who looks like my great uncle John on my dad’s side.

      His name tag reads Paul and tells me he’s the owner. He lets go of my shirt when he sees I’ve got my feet back under me.

      “Thank me by parking yourself in a chair until we’re done here.” He points to my daybed that’s set up in the living room. It can work as both a bed and sofa since the one bedroom I have is going to be my office. I don’t need a lot of space, but somehow I have a lot of things. Maybe I should have let some stuff go. It doesn’t help matters that my parents are downsizing and let me have my pick of a lot of stuff before they move.

      “I can help,” I try again but catch my foot on one of the boxes. It tips over and one of the movers grabs it before it hits him in the head. I cringe and my face heats. I almost nailed the guy right in the face. “Sorry.”

      “What’s in that box, air?” Paul laughs from beside me.

      “Stuffed animals.” I say and sigh.

      “You’re eighteen, right?” Paul looks me up and down. “Never thought to ask someone’s age before I moved them.” His eyebrows pull together and worry etches his face.

      “Yes, I’m eighteen.” I roll my eyes. I get that a lot. I’m small and my cheeks are round. Those two things together and people always think I’m younger than I am.

      “They’re not my stuffed animals.” I know having boxes of stuffed animals doesn’t help with the age thing.

      “You stole them?” Paul gives me a teasing smile.

      “No.” I scrunch my nose. “They’re mine for work,” I hurriedly add.

      “For work?” Now he doesn’t fight the laugh trying to escape when he teases me about having them, and a few of the other guys join in.

      “Yes for work. See? It says ‘office’ on it.” I point to the words scrawled on the box in pink marker. I know they’ll want to know what I do for a living next, but I don’t offer to tell them.

      “Glad we cleared that up.” Paul shakes his head when he sees I’m not going to give them any more information. “How about you sit.” He motions towards the daybed again.

      I don’t want to sit, I want to unpack. I’m too excited to be still right now. I’ve never had a place all to myself. It’s scary but I don’t care. I’m ready for this.

      “I don’t need a lawsuit because you hurt yourself.” This time Paul’s tone is serious and he’s not really asking.

      “Fine.” I walk over to the daybed and sit down. I know I’m clumsy.

      I get it, I just don’t care anymore. If it were up to me, of course, I wouldn’t be clumsy, but I’ve learned to accept it for what it is. I can’t sit in one spot for the rest of my life. I kick off my shoes and tuck my feet under me. I’ll stay out of their way because they’re just trying to do their jobs. I don’t need to add to the chaos of three men in my tiny apartment. With my luck I’d end up flattened.

      They all go back to working since they’re almost finished. I sit and watch and try to direct from my seat. There’s really no point because my place is so small they might as well put everything in one big pile.

      After a few minutes I give up because they’re not really listening to me. It’s another problem with being small and people taking me for a kid. You can go unnoticed even when you’re talking to someone, which is more annoying than being clumsy.

      “Fine,” I mumble as I pick up my phone to play with.

      My laptop is on the other side of the room, but Paul can cut me a look better than my dad. They’re almost done anyway, so I’ll wait.

      I pull up my emails and see if I’ve gotten anything new in the last few hours. I’m ahead on my work projects so I have some wiggle room. I’m debating on letting them know to toss a few more my way, but I’m not sure how my move will go or what I’ll be doing now that I live in the city. At least I’m calling it the city. Mom corrects me every time that it’s more of a suburb, but compared to where we live this is the city if you ask me.

      As if she knows I’m thinking of her, my phone rings.

      “Hey Mom,” I answer.

      “How’s it going, sweetheart?” I can hear a touch of annoyance in her voice and it’s clear she still isn’t happy with me about this.

      I planned my move on the same day they were set to take off on their trip. They’re going on a year-long cruise around the world where they end up back in Florida where they plan to live. With my move the same day it’s physically impossible for them to be in both locations at the same time.

      “Great.” I chirp, pretending not to see Paul watching me. “The movers are almost done and I can start unpacking.”

      “That’s good. I wish we could have helped.” She sighs into the phone. She wishes she would have hovered. It would have been sweet but annoying.

      “Mom, I’ve got this. You’ve already helped enough.”

      I was a late-in-life surprise for my parents. They’d always planned to retire early, so I knew when I turned eighteen and graduated it was off to college or move to Florida with them.

      I chose neither and instead moved to the city not far from our small town. Maybe I could go to college; it’s still an option. But living out in the middle of nowhere, I’d gotten a jumpstart on my passion and it took off when I’d only been fifteen. The Love Toy Company was surprised by my age when they signed me up but they still took a chance on me anyway.

      At this point I’m riding the wave, but maybe I should look into college. I could go for something like business maybe? Right now I don't want to think about that. I’m enjoying my first taste of being on my own. Even if I don't look old enough to be doing it, I’m doing it anyway.

      My parents are older and they should be out seeing the world. They’ve done right by me and I want them to enjoy this time. I don’t want them to be worrying about everything I’m doing. I might be clumsy, but I think I can take care of myself. I bounce back better than most and I can handle this.

      “I know, but I want to see what your place looks like when it’s all done.”

      I laugh because I’m sure she can picture it already. She helped me find this apartment and we packed up my childhood home together. Their stuff went into storage and mine was boxed and tagged for the movers, who came the day after they flew out.

      “I’ll send lots of pictures.”

      “I know, but don’t photoshop me into them!” She uses her mom tone on me and I laugh.

      “But it will be like you’re here with me,” I say.

      “You pick the worst pictures.” I laugh harder when I hear my dad in the background laughing with me. A second later I hear a loud horn.

      “We’re setting sail, honey,” I hear my dad say to Mom.

      “I’ll email them.” I know they won’t have the best service out at sea. Mom has told me this five million times since she realized I wasn't actually going to move down to Florida and stay at the new place.

      “You be careful,” she adds. “Don’t get too worked up.”

      “I’m not.” It’s not a lie because I’m not worked up right now.

      I’m sitting on my sofa bed not moving. Mom says I only get clumsy when I get worked up. What she really means is when I get excited, and I get excited easily. I can’t help it. My parents didn't try and keep me in a cage when I was growing up, but living so far from everything, I didn't get to see much unless we were traveling. Now there’s excitement at every turn here.

      “I love you,” I hear Dad say.

      “Love you both,” I tell them before ending the call.

      When I look up I see Paul standing by the door writing on a clipboard.

      “All done?” I ask as I stand up and make sure to walk carefully to the door so I don’t fall again. I take the clipboard and sign where he points. “Thanks,” I say as he leaves with his guys and I close my door.

      I’m finally all alone in my new place and I turn around to take it all in. When I do, I catch sight of one of the movers’ hats sitting on top of a box. I grab it and open my door to call for Paul. I remember a second later I forgot my phone and I promised my mom I wouldn’t step outside my place without it. Quickly I turn to grab it and run right into my closed front door.

      “Ouch!” I yelp when as I rub my head. “Of course,” I mumble to myself as I reach for the knob.

      I pause when I hear something behind me and turn around to look to the door across from mine. Am I supposed to introduce myself to the neighbor, or are they supposed to introduce themselves to me? Maybe you wait until you run into each other?

      “Oh, you found it.” I see one of the movers making his way back towards me with his hand held out for his hat.

      “Yeah, it was on top of one of the boxes,” I say, handing it to him. He glances at my forehead and fights a laugh.

      “Thanks.” He walks away and I hear him laugh as he goes.

      I look back at the door across from mine and something pulls my attention to it. I stand there for a long moment with the urge to knock.

      So I do.

      

      Available NOW!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lassoing the Virgin Mail-Order Bride

          

        

      

    

    
      When Clare Stevens walked onto the McCallister ranch, she expected her life to be a certain way. She was the mail-order bride of the owner, and she was to fulfill her duties. Clean the house, cook for his men, and warm his bed at night. What she didn't expect was the beefy cowboy who walked in and literally swept her off her feet.

      Cash McCallister didn't have time to date and find a wife. So a mail-order bride seemed the easiest way to find a partner. He thought he'd made a mistake until he laid eyes on the little piece of sunshine that lit up his life. He never imagined a true love like this. He never knew an obsession could take hold so tightly.

      When drama hits the farm and their fast love is threatened, can Clare and Cash hold it together?

      Warning: This is literally as cliché as it sounds...and just as awesome. It's country living with high-calorie foods and easy sunsets. Come sit on the porch and stay a while. You'll like what you see.

    

  


  
    
      This book is for those of us lucky enough to have a night under the stars while sipping Boone’s Farm. Here’s to the backs of trucks, cowboy hats, and tight jeans.

      Yeehaw!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Clare

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Clare Stevens?” I turn my head to look at the man who said my name. The sun blocks my view until he takes another step forward, his cowboy boots tapping on the concrete of the train station’s entryway. His movement gives me a clear view of him now, and I’m taken aback by the sight of him.

      He looks like he could be my father’s age. Not that I knew my father, but if I had to guess how old he was, he’d be around this old. Instantly, the little bit of the fear I’d been feeling slides away. The man looks nice. The laugh lines around his mouth are evident, even with all the wrinkles. His grey hair is cut short, his skin is deeply browned by the sun, probably from years of working out on the land.

      “Yes, that’s me.” I rise from the bench I’d been sitting on for over an hour. I was starting to wonder if my soon-to-be husband was coming or if maybe he’d changed his mind. The worry had grown worse with each ticking minute that had gone by. I didn’t even have enough money to catch a train back out of Lobo, Texas. I would have been stranded in a town in the middle of Nowheresville.

      “Sorry about that, ma’am. One of the fences broke this morning and we had hogs all over the place. Had to round the bastards up.” He cringes slight at his own curse. “Excuse my language, ma’am.”

      I smile, letting him know it doesn’t bother me “Don’t hold back on my account. I grew up on a farm with ten ranch hands. I’ve heard it all.”

      “That so?”

      I nod. “Yeah, until my mama got sick and we had to move to the city.” I can still hear the pain in my own voice. It’s still fresh. I can’t hide it, even if I wanted to. She left me all alone a little over a month ago, and I don’t have anyone now. The ranch I’d grown up on was gone. It wasn’t our ranch, but it felt like it after all the years we poured into working there. The ranch hands there were the only family I’d ever really known, but the Blackwells upped and sold the ranch last year and there wasn’t the option of going back to work there now.

      I’d found myself up the creek with no paddle.

      “Sorry about your loss.”

      I just shrug my shoulder because I really don’t want to talk about it.

      “That all you got?” He nods at the one bag I have sitting next to the bench. That all you got? The words burn.

      “Yeah, that’s all I got.”

      He studies me for a second, his eyes going soft.

      “He’s never going to see you coming.” He laughs, and the lines around his mouth are more prominent now. I know he’s talking about my future husband, Cash McCallister.

      “Pretty sure he knows I’m on my way.” I go to grab my bag, but the man beats me to it.

      “Name’s Earl,” he says, picking up my bag and giving me a wink. “And no, I’m not sure he knows you’re coming.”

      With that, he turns, bag in hand, and starts heading out of the train station. I follow him as we make our way towards a black truck. He throws my bag into the back before opening the passenger door for me.

      He actually has to give me a little boost to get inside. This thing needs a freaking stepladder or something.

      Closing the door behind me, I slip on the seatbelt while he climbs in the driver’s side. He buckles his own belt before he turns the key and the truck comes to life.

      “It’s about an hour’s drive out to the ranch. It’s nothing but farmland once we pull out of this town. You need anything before we go?”

      “Where is he?” I don’t know why that’s my response, but I’m hurt that the man I’m supposed to be marrying isn’t here to pick me up. I actually thought we’d be tying the knot before heading out to his ranch. That’s what the email had said.

      “Got held up,” is his only reply as he pulls out of the train station, getting right on the road out of town.

      I bite my lip as I look over at Earl, who shoots me another wink. I debate whether I should try to grill him for information about Cash or let it be. He’d probably tell him everything I’d said. Besides, Cash told me how this marriage was going to work and why he needed a wife.

      A marriage of convenience. Someone to warm his bed and cook his meals. He hadn’t said it in such blunt terms, but I could read between the lines. Though I didn’t know why a man as handsome as Cash needed a mail-order bride. Handsome was putting it mildly. He’d given me one picture of himself and said it was the only one he had. It looked like it was taken without him knowing. He was on top of a horse, a stern expression on his face.

      I couldn’t make out his hair with the Stetson on his head or his eye color, but there was no hiding he was attractive and massive. Intimidating was the best word I could use to describe him in the picture. I couldn’t imagine a man like him needed to get a mail-order bride, but here I am. Something about not needing the tangles of love. This wasn’t going to be hearts and flowers. We would each do our part.

      His words were cold, and at that, I’d pushed the idea of finding my Prince Charming out the window. When I’d first found out about the Cowboy Mail-Order Bride Program, I’d let those little romantic ideas dance around in my head, but it was clear from the emails and the fact that he couldn’t even bring himself to pick me up today that he hadn’t been lying. This is all for convenience.

      He didn’t even ask for a picture of me. All he wanted to know was if I could cook, clean, and work a computer. That had pretty much been the gist of it. The agency did a background check, and I’m not sure what-all they’d given Cash of it.

      I close my eyes, and soon the hum of the truck puts me to sleep. I don’t know how long I drift, but the touch of a hand to mine wakes me from my sleep.

      “We’re here,” Earl says. I look out at a large ranch-style home made completely out of wood. A deck wraps around the whole thing and I see white swings on the porch. The double front door is a dark blue, giving the home a welcoming feeling.

      I open the truck door, wanting to see more, but Earl grabs me by the wrist.

      “Wait for me.” He exits the truck, coming around to my side to help me down.

      There’s land as far as I can see, with barns speckled here and there.

      “It’s beautiful here.”

      Earl just nods in agreement before going back to the truck and getting my bag. A few men step out of the white barn closest to the house. Both raise their hats, saying hi. I nod back at them.

      One thing I’d always loved about growing up on a ranch was that there were always people around. And I love to cook. Mama and I could cook for hours for the men, and it was worth it to see their faces light up when they came in after a hard day of work. It made me feel needed, a part of something. I want that feeling again.

      “Let me show you inside.” I follow Earl up the porch stairs. He opens the doors to the house, leading right into the living room. Everything is minimal. It looks like a woman has never even stepped foot in here. The walls are bare, and the only furniture consists of three sofas facing a giant television screen. The living room is open and connected to the dining room and kitchen.

      The dining room has a wooden table that could probably seat fifteen people at it, but the kitchen steals the show. I find myself standing in it, not even realizing I’d moved. The countertops are all granite. The island has a sink of its own. One wall has four ovens built into it. The stainless steel appliances practically sparkle. I think I’d marry Cash just for this kitchen alone.

      “Brand new,” Earl says, breaking through my kitchen high.

      I turn to look at him still standing in the living room as he watches me.

      “How many hands are here?”

      “Total is eighteen people if you count yourself, ma’am.”

      I could definitely handle eighteen people in a kitchen like this. I glance over at the clock. It’s already one in the afternoon.

      “Dinner time?” I ask as I start to pull open drawers, looking to see where everything is.

      “Six,” I hear him say from behind me as I find an apron and pull it on, tying it behind my neck and making sure not to catch any of the blonde spirals that have come loose from my ponytail.

      “Well, I better hop to then if I want to have dinner done by then. I’m guessing that my adoring soon-to-be husband has no plans to marry me today since he couldn’t even be bothered to pick me up.” I turn, putting my hands on my hips.

      Earl just smiles. Again.

      “No, I don’t think he has plans to marry today.”

      I give a curt nod before getting back to the task at hand. Not even married and I’m already mad at the man. But I think this is how our marriage will be. I’ll see him at meals and when he comes to bed. A bed I’m sure I’m supposed to be in. That was never outright said, but that is what married people do.

      I’d made plans for that as well, making sure I’d gotten myself on the pill before I’d come out here. I might have landed myself in this situation, but I wouldn’t bring a child into it with me. This was about surviving, and Cash had never said anything about children.

      I go to the pantry and look to see what I have that could feed almost twenty people. After looking over the shelves in here and in the kitchen, I decide on burgers with baked fries and a pasta salad. I’ll need to go to the store soon, but I have enough for tonight and breakfast tomorrow. But I need to start with the pies to get them into the oven.

      When I come out of the pantry, I scream. Caught off guard by a young man who looks to be about my age or maybe in his early twenties. I’m still a few days shy of my twentieth.

      He holds his hands up at my shriek.

      “Sorry, ma’am. I was just coming in for the first-aid kit.” He wiggles the kit he has in his hand. “Barbed wire got his calf.”

      “Sorry, you just scared me. I didn’t expect anyone.”

      He gives me a crooked smile. “So the boss went through with it. Got himself a wife.”

      “That’s me,” I confirm, though we aren’t married yet. I go over to the sink and pull out a dish towel I saw in the drawer, wetting it with warm water.

      “You might need this.” I hand him the towel.

      “You’re mighty small.” His eyes run over me like I’m hiding size somewhere. I am small. I’m barely five foot two, and I used to have a little more meat on my bones, but when money runs tight so does food.

      “I think I can handle my chores while still being small.” I reply, not sure where he’s going with this.

      “Oh, I’m sure you can. I just meant…” He looks back at the front door like he suddenly wants to leave and not finish what he was saying.

      “Well?” I push, wanting to know.

      “I should really go.” He backs up out of the kitchen, first-aid kit in one hand and towel in the other, before he darts out the front door. And I stand there, wondering what he meant.
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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