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        Sissy

      

      

      

      I’ve never really known the meaning of the term culture shock until now.

      I’m standing on the floor of The Palace, a casino in Las Vegas, and it’s like I’ve been transported to another planet. Beautiful women sparkle and laugh on their way past me, the décor is bright and cartoonish and enticing. Everything screams luxury. It’s loud—a cacophony of voices and dinging slot machines and energy. It all swells around me, nearly lifting me up off of the polished marble floor.

      I’ve come to interview for the position of cocktail waitress and now that I’m here…I’m pretty darn positive that my cheap, coral-colored dress is not going to cut it. Fashion-wise, I’m not glamorous. I don’t have perfect makeup and hair like the girls I’m watching serve drinks to patrons playing blackjack and roulette. I’ve done my best with the meager amount of cash I was able to store away without my father finding out over the last few years.

      This is my big chance. I’m finally free. I want to be more excited, but right this very second, all I feel is out of my league. Maybe I’m aiming too high by interviewing at one of the casinos? Maybe I should try for a position at a smaller shop off the Strip?

      “You look lost,” someone says to my right. One of the cocktail waitresses. This one has bright red hair and iridescent blue eyeshadow applied nearly to her eyebrow.

      Reflexively, I squeeze the set of car keys in my hand until the teeth bite into my palm. They comfort me, these keys. They remind me that I’m free. My keys got me away from the monster. No matter what happens tonight, at least my old green Nissan is waiting for me in the parking garage beneath the casino.

      “I am lost. Sort of.” Do the interview. What’s the worst that could happen? “I’m here to meet with Craig about a cocktail waitress position. I’ve been looking for the elevator to bring me to the upstairs offices, but this place is a maze…”

      “Yeah, no kidding,” she says above the noise. “They do that on purpose. Wouldn’t want people to find their way out, would we? We need them to stay put and lose their money.”

      I laugh.

      She doesn’t join me.

      “I’m Sissy,” I say, holding out my hand for a shake.

      She looks at my hand for long seconds before finally taking it. Her eyes move to my body, traveling down the full length of me and back up, an emotion that appears to be irritation flickering in her expression. “There go my tips,” she mutters.

      Confused, I shake my head. “Pardon?”

      “Nothing.” Suddenly her smile is extra bright, but there’s something like calculation lurking behind it. No…no, I must be imagining that. “Follow me, I’ll bring you to the elevators and give you some advice on interviewing with Craig along the way.”

      “Really?” Relief floods my limbs and I trail behind her gratefully. “That’s so kind of you, thank you. I never caught your name.”

      “Faye.”

      “Thank you for your help, Faye.”

      She jerks a shoulder and keeps on walking. “Listen, they don’t hire delicate flowers around here, so toughen up. You’re going to be dealing with groping hands and innuendos and drunks, so you need to be streetwise and savvy. If Craig doesn’t think you’re woman enough to handle the rowdy clientele, you’ll be back on the elevator lickety-split. Without a job.”

      The nerves are back, humming in my fingertips. “I see. I need to be tough.”

      Faye punches the elevator button. “Second tip?” She looks around, as if to make sure no one is listening. “Craig is a scumbag. Be ready to take off that dress. It might be your only chance to change his mind if the interview isn’t going well.”

      “Take off…my dress?” Surely, I didn’t hear her correctly. “I’m interviewing to be a waitress, not one of the dancers.”

      Faye laughs. “Nothing is free in Vegas. You want the job badly enough, you’ll unzip that dime store treasure you’re wearing and show him you’ve got assets.”

      Assets. What is she referring to? My body?

      I’ve never used my body for anything but farm work. Feeding chickens, mucking the horse stalls, milking cows. The men who came to the farm to conduct business with my father often made me feel embarrassed with the way they looked at me, but we never conversed. My father wouldn’t allow it. I’ve spoken to very few members of the opposite sex throughout my life, since my mother homeschooled me and we only ventured into town on occasion. I’ve definitely never been naked in front of one. Maybe it’s a lot more common for a woman to show a man her body for professional gain than I realize?

      “You look like you’re going to be sick, goldilocks.”

      At her use of the amusing nickname, I tuck a few strands of blonde hair behind my ear, shifting side to side in the cheap white heels I stole from my mother’s closet. “I’m just nervous, I suppose. This place is so big and wild. It makes a girl feel small. Outnumbered.”

      The redhead sighs, shakes her head. “This town is going to chew you up and spit you right back out, isn’t it? Poor baby.”

      With that, the elevator door swishes open, moving sleekly like everything else in this establishment. Faye gives me a firm push and I’m suddenly standing in the gleaming gray marble elevator, Sinatra echoing in the small space, my knees starting to wobble. The last thing I see before the doors close again is Faye’s thumbs up—and then I’m off. Flying up to the very top floor to the executive offices.

      I stare back at my pale reflection in the mirrored walls and take a deep breath.

      My makeup is amateurish, but it’s the best I could manage, never having applied the stuff before. My clothes are second, maybe thirdhand. I’m more out of place than a cow in the pigpen. But I’m not going back to the farm. I refuse to be imprisoned ever again. Or smacked around and verbally abused. I can’t go back to that. I need to start making money before my tiny stash of cash runs out. I need this job. Terribly.

      And I’ll do whatever it takes to get it.
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        Locke

      

      

      

      “No way. I don’t interview waitresses.”

      My colleague, Craig, jogs to catch up with me as I march down the carpeted hallway between offices. “Please. I’ve got a staffing issue tonight I’ve got to deal with. Just ask the girl a few questions, make sure she’s got a nice ass and send her off to HR to do paperwork.”

      “No.”

      “God, you are such an asshole,” he laughs, but there’s frustration beneath the sound.

      So be it. I’m not here to make friends. In fact, in my position as a pit boss on the casino floor, I’m better off not having friends. I’m here to make sure cash flows the right direction and every cent of it is accounted for. I’m here to monitor gamblers and dealers, to make sure no one is trying to steal from the house. That’s my profession, I’m damn good at it. And interviewing waitresses is not in the job description.

      Besides, there are rumors about how Craig likes to “interview” the girls and I want no part of that vile behavior. I witness more than enough debauchery throughout my nights in the pit to add anything new. I cleanse my mind of those impurities at church every morning and start fresh each evening. Once upon a time, I was going to be a priest and that mindset hasn’t deserted me. Perhaps The Palace isn’t ideal for someone who is trying to live a pious existence, but there’s a method to my madness.

      Or a reason for it, rather.

      “I’ve never asked you for anything, man. Please. Five minutes of your precious time.” I walk into the employee check-in room with Craig hot on my heels. There is a row of men in suits and earpieces that scan my badge and officially put me on the clock. To my right, there is a wall of television screens that monitor different parts of the casino. This is only a small sampling of the surveillance that goes on, but that operation is on another floor.

      “I don’t have five minutes,” I rumble. “My shift is starting soon.”

      “Yeah, yeah. And you’re never late.” Craig massages the bridge of his nose. “Never late, never has a drink. Never partakes in anything Vegas has to offer, including women—” Something catches his eye on one of the monitors and he drifts toward it, entranced. “On second thought, I think I’ll make time for this interview.”

      I’m not sure why I look.

      Women are an afterthought for me. They’re customers. Employees. I don’t think of them as sexual objects, because I’m not an immoral snake, like Craig. In fact, most of the time, I’m completely unaware of them. But for some reason, I look at the monitor…

      And my muscles stiffen into concrete.

      In seconds, the pulse points in my wrists and throat are thrumming rapidly and I’m sweating underneath my suit. Who is that?

      Before I register my own movements, I’m stepping into the space beside Craig at the monitor, inhaling the sight of her, my dick already beginning to grow heavier against my will.

      She’s a thing of beauty.

      Plucked straight from the painting on the ceiling of my church. A golden-haired angel. There is something blatantly pure about her. Vulnerability radiates from every inch of this girl, even though her body…

      Oh dear God, her body is designed for sin.

      Dark, secret kinds of sins that people don’t speak about out loud.

      It’s the exact opposite of her innocent face.

      I’m a large man, tall and wide and thick. I would crush her to death, yet I can’t seem to stop my mind from picturing myself between her thighs. Just pulling her skirt up and rutting. Her big, fathomless eyes blink up at me, telling me it hurts.

      Daddy, it’s too big.

      I jerk back from the monitors, recoiling from my horrible thoughts.

      What is wrong with me?

      “Holy shit, would you look at that?” Craig is observing me now, instead of the television screen that surveys the waiting area of the executive offices. “A reaction from the priest himself. I was beginning to question if you were a warm-blooded mammal.”

      “I’m not a priest,” I say, my voice thicker than molasses.

      “Maybe not. But you act like one.” He laughs. “Until now, apparently.”

      Unable to help myself, my gaze travels back to the monitor and she’s pacing now, nervous. Scared. I don’t like that. My instincts are railing at me to calm her down. Why? I’ve never met this girl. She is not my responsibility. Yet every fiber of my being is telling me the exact opposite. “I will interview the girl.”

      “Nah, I’ll make the time—”

      My hand is around his throat before I even know I’ve moved. “Go near her and I’ll throw you from the roof this casino to the pavement below. Do you understand me?” I lean in and speak very close to his whitening face. “Let everyone in this godforsaken place know she’s hands off. As in, touch her and get your hands cut the fuck off. Am I being clear?”

      “Yes,” he chokes out, stumbling away when I let go of his throat. “Jesus, man. No need to get angry. There’s plenty of ass to go around. But if you want the starry-eyed, barely legal girl from Nebraska all to yourself? Go nuts.” He licks his lips and gives a revolting smile. “And welcome to Vegas. You’ve finally arrived.”

      Have I?

      No.

      No. I simply feel protective of this girl. For some insane reason.

      I’m not going to give into temptation.

      Barley legal? I’m thirty-five. I have no business laying a finger on a girl so young—and I won’t. What I am going to do is get her out of the casino life before it sucks her down to its inky black bottom. I’m going to help her. Send her down a better path.

      I’m not going to fuck her.

      But when I walk into the lobby a few minutes later and say her name—Sissy Laughlin—and she shoots to her feet, the unexpected way she looks at me quakes the ground, makes my heart shoot into my throat. This angel whimpers once and clasps her hands together, mooning at me like I’m her lord and savior.

      I’m dreaming.

      I have to be dreaming.

      But…no.

      She walks toward me in her high heels, filling my head with the scent of lemon icing and whispers, “Are you going to take me now?”

      My cock reacts at lightning speed, stiffening to full attention in my briefs. “Take you?”

      “For my interview,” she says, blinking innocently.

      Christ, guide me. Help me make good decisions.

      The last thing I should do is close myself into a room with this walking temptation. To be alone with her is asking for trouble. But I find myself ignoring my own warnings in favor of spending a few minutes in her presence. Need to. I swallow hard and nod, sweat coursing down my spine. “Yes,” I rasp, gesturing to the hallway. “Last door on the right, Miss Laughlin.”
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      I don’t understand why I’m suddenly on fire from head to toe.

      This is Craig?

      When I pictured the kind of man who would expect a female to remove her dress in order to get a job, I imagined him a lot more…smarmy. Slick.

      This man has integrity in every bulging line of his big body.

      No, big doesn’t even begin to do him justice. He’s a mountain.

      A beautiful, magnificent mountain.

      As I follow him down the hallway to the final door, I must squeeze my keys hard enough to hurt the palms of my hand. Otherwise, I fear I’ll reach for him. Run my fingertips along his mammoth shoulders, sink them into his black hair. I have the strangest urge to climb onto his back and be carried. My goodness, that would be the most secure place in the world. On the back of this giant, my legs around his waist.

      That last part creates a pulsing sensation between my thighs.

      I bite down hard on my bottom lip and consider excusing myself to the bathroom, so I can rub myself through my panties. I know from experience that rubbing only makes the ache worse, but the impulse has never been this bad. Not in all my eighteen, almost nineteen, years.

      His scent drifts back toward me in the air conditioning.

      Incense. Musk.

      My private area is becoming wet.

      Why am I reacting to him this way? How will I keep my composure for this interview?

      We reach the final door at the end of the hall and he opens it, grunting for me to precede him. Walking past his thick body without touching it is sheer torture. My mouth salivates. My heart bounces wildly in my chest. Is it my imagination or does he inhale raggedly as I pass, too?

      Focus. You need this job.

      Shaking myself, I continue into the office. The room consists of a couch, a desk and a chair. I take a spot on the couch because it looks the most comfortable. After a short hesitation, he drags the chair over in front of the couch and sits facing me, swallowing up the piece of furniture like Goliath sitting on a doll chair.

      There are no lights on, but he doesn’t seem to notice.

      “You don’t have any paperwork, Craig,” I whisper, trying not to breathe hard.

      He’s so close.

      So huge and intimidating with those intense green eyes.

      He could flatten me on this couch and I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it.

      “My name is Locke.” He looks at me hard, as if willing that name into permanence in my memory. “Craig is busy. And I don’t need paperwork. I know everything I need to know about you,” he says, his tone of voice like metal on stone. “I know you shouldn’t be here.”

      “Already?” Panic bites into my gut. “We haven’t even started the interview.”

      “I don’t need to interview you to know you’re too soft for Vegas.”

      “I’m not,” I breathe, visualizing the last of my cash swirling down the drain. Seeing myself back at the farm, crawling back and asking for forgiveness from a man who has never shown me an ounce of compassion. Come on. Be convincing. “Just because my name is Sissy doesn’t mean I am one. I’ve worked hard my whole life, sir. Just last winter, I helped birth a foal in the middle of a blizzard. I’m pretty sure I can carry a tray and serve drinks.”

      “I’m not worried about you serving drinks,” he responds sharply. “I’m worried about the men you’ll be serving them to. How they’ll react to you.”

      Confusion mars my brow. “What do you mean?”

      Very fleetingly, his attention drops to my breasts, then away, his chest puffing up and down faster. He removes a handkerchief from his pocket and dabs it against his upper lip. “Men have polluted thoughts on a regular basis. Throw in gambling, alcohol, sex and the understanding that nothing they do here will follow them home? It’s a whole other story. You…” He can’t seem to look at me. “They will lose their minds over you.”

      What is he talking about? “I’m still lost.”

      “Yeah, honey. That’s the problem. You look lost.” He rakes the handkerchief down over his open mouth, his gaze tracing my knees this time. Then upward to my thighs, stopping on the place in between. “And someone with bad intentions is going to find you really fucking fast.”

      My flesh tightens beneath his regard. Intensely. If I lifted my dress, I swear he’d be able to see it squeeze right through my white cotton panties. Why…why am I so tempted to prove that theory? To show him what’s beneath my clothing? I just might get the chance if I can’t convince him to hire me. “Do the other waitresses have to worry about being found by men with bad intentions?”

      “Not the way you will,” he says, closing his eyes.

      “Spell it out for me,” I whisper, goading him for a reason I can’t explain.

      “God help me.” His nostrils flare. “You look like a virgin tied up on an auction block. Scared and confused. But very clearly built for…”

      “What?”

      “I’m not saying it out loud,” he growls.

      “Then you’ll always leave me wondering.”

      “A couple of days in Vegas and you won’t wonder anymore.” He leans forward in the chair, the wood creaking long and low beneath his bulk. “You’d be wise to get back on the bus to whatever little town you came from and run home to mommy and daddy.”

      “Never.” I’m very annoyed at him and yet…I want to crawl into his lap and pout and incite him further. My urges seem to conflict with the situation. Shouldn’t I want to slap him, instead of crawling closer and getting right in his face? Because that’s where I am. Leaned forward, matching his pose, until our faces are very close together. “Tell me what I’m built for.”

      “No,” he booms.

      Though his raised voice makes my insides tremble a little, I stand my ground. Somehow I know he wouldn’t lay a finger on me out of anger. But how do I know that? “Then I’ll just go get a job at a different casino and find out.”

      That’s a bluff. None of the other casinos answered my résumé submission—which I spent all day yesterday sending out from a Staples off the Strip. I don’t lie often, but again, there is something inside of me that naturally pushes this man’s buttons for enjoyment. Like I’m supposed to. Like it’s the right thing for us.

      His gaze is locked on my mouth and he swallows over and over again. Audibly. That thick Adam’s apple sliding up and down in his muscular throat. His hands are in fists on his knees, knuckles white. “God forgive me for saying this.” His voice is uneven. “You have a girl next door face and…the kind of body men drag into dark corners, plagued by the need to fuck. You will have them in a frenzy. You will have them ignoring their consciences for the chance to get their cocks wet between the two sweetest legs I’ve ever seen. And here I am, ready to kill the next man who even looks. Do you understand? I will be in a constant state of rage. You cannot work the floor. For my sanity. For the safety of the population.”

      I hear a rasping sound in the room and slowly realize it’s my shallow breathing. As he gave the crude, enlightening speech, my nipples have stiffened and the instinct to slither onto his lap and goad him into…into something has grown so strong, I can barely resist it. “You don’t feel this way about the other waitresses?”

      His brief laugh holds no humor. “They are invisible to me. You will be the only thing I see.” His chest rattles up and down. “I can’t have that.”

      “Why not?”

      “I’m alone. I will remain alone. I do my job, go to church and go home. You are not going to prance in here in your tight thrift shop dress and tempt me toward a dark path.”

      “You make me sound evil,” I whisper.

      “You are the furthest thing from evil, but you will inspire it. In others.” He exhales unsteadily, his attention dropping to my breasts. “In me.”

      Push him.

      I don’t know where the voice in the back of my head is coming from. It has never been there before, almost like it is specific to this man. If another man spoke to me like this, I would be running for the exit, yet with the giant, I stand up and gravitate closer. Closer. Until I’m in the V of his thighs, my fingers playing with the top button of my dress.

      Faye told me there’s a chance I’ll need to take off my dress for Craig to get the waitressing job. That advice doesn’t fit the man in front of me. Locke. But it’s the excuse I need to unhook that top button and watch his chest heave, a choked moan seemingly coming from deep inside of him. “Don’t go any further,” he bites off, winded.

      Push. Just a little more. “How will I inspire evil in you?”

      “You already have. I’m old enough to be your father. The corrupt actions I would take with you once my willpower breaks…they are wrong. And immoral.” He closes his eyes as if in prayer. “Dear lord above, I can’t sustain this kind of temptation.”

      “Are you talking about sex?” I whisper.

      His eyes open, harder than before. Ruthless. “The fact that you have to ask proves you aren’t ready to be here.”

      Those words are like an arrow piercing me right in the throat.

      How many times did my father tell me I wouldn’t make it two days in the real world? All my life, I’ve been made to feel useless. Even while doing everything to make the household run, the farm productive. I worked my fingers to the bone and still, I was worth nothing. Never recognized or thanked or treated like an equal. I’m not going to let this man make me feel that way. And why does it hurt so much coming from him when we’ve only just met?

      I know what will affect him the most.

      Pouting my lips and twisting side to side, subtly, I pop open another button, exposing the swells of my cleavage, all the way down to the front clasp of my bra. His shaky breath coasts over the pale globes, his tongue emerging to wet his lips. He looks entranced and my core tugs roughly in response. I’m going to end up in his lap.

      And I do.

      Just not how I’m expecting.

      Without warning, I’m suddenly facedown over the man’s knees and he’s jerking up the back of my dress to my hips, revealing my backside. He makes an animalistic sound, something extremely large and hard prodding me in the side—and he yanks my panties down. All the way to my knees. There’s no time to gasp or struggle or be anything but stunned before his hand comes down hard and spanks me.

      I expect pain and outrage and fear.

      But all I hear is a choir singing in my head. It’s the one from church, back in our small Nebraska town. Voices lift and swell and harmonize and finally, finally, I get the religious experience I’ve been lacking all this time. The one my parents claimed to have every Sunday. This man’s hand is delivering righteousness to me in sharp slaps of my buttocks while he pants and grunts above me, that hard object growing more prominent against my ribcage.

      “Misbehaving little brat,” he says through his teeth, spanking me, breathing new life into my lungs. Baptizing me. Exhilarating me head to toe. “Came in here and pulled the Daddy right out of me, didn’t you? Sent straight from the devil to test me. Weren’t you?”

      Those biting words burst my bubble of euphoria.

      Evil. This man who draws me so deeply thinks I’ve been sent from hell.

      I’m magnetized by him. I belonged to him at first sight and he…

      Told me I don’t belong here. Now he is calling me a brat.

      With tears in my eyes, I struggle off his lap to my feet, fastening my dress with shaking fingers, sobs rocketing up from my belly and bursting out of my mouth. In a split second, he’s standing in front of me, trying to tilt my face up, his voice ragged. “Sissy. My God, My God, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” He finally succeeds in tipping up my chin and his expression goes from stricken to miserable. “What have I done?”

      I don’t know the answer to that and I can’t stay here another minute stewing in the pain of rejection. The pain of being so wrong about my connection with him. Furthermore, I’m still confusingly excited from being spanked. Why? I don’t know. I don’t know what’s happening to me, so I run. I pick up my cheap purse and sprint out the door and down the hallway, throwing myself into the closing elevator while he bellows my name behind me.
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      I’m in a cave. That’s how I’ve felt all day.

      Like I’m locked in a dwelling made of stone that continues to close in on me, suffocating the breath from my lungs and exerting pressure on all sides. Leaving me ready to burst. A strangled roar has been building in my throat all day and I am almost to my SUV in the underground parking lot where I will let it out. As soon as I’m inside, I’m going to shout loud and long enough to shatter the glass.

      I struck that sweet young girl.

      I spanked her until my handprints appeared on her cheeks.

      I’m surprised no one came to arrest me during my shift in the pit. God knows I deserve to be locked behind bars for the rest of my life for what I’ve done. Putting that angel over my knee and…abusing that supple ass with slaps. I’ve never done anything like it in my life. Never even thought about spanking a female. Maybe if my brain would stop insisting that she liked it, I could stop obsessing over every single second of it.

      But memories continue to rock me.

      Her horny little whimpers. The way she all but pushed her bottom into my hands, hips tilted to give me a better angle, her nails digging into my thigh.

      Stop.

      You’re sickening.

      I continue toward my SUV, which is parked in the far corner of the lot. I’m an hour later than usual and the sun is probably already coming up over the Strip. After Sissy ran from me, I looked for her everywhere, frantic to soothe her, to rub her little butt until the sting went away. I couldn’t find her anywhere and eventually barged into the surveillance rooms, demanding to see footage of my beautiful blonde temptation. To know which path she took out of the casino.

      Somehow she even eluded the cameras.

      Vanished. Gone.

      I’m sick. I’m sick over what I’ve done.

      I reach my SUV and grip the rooftop, slamming my head into the rear window until it cracks and there’s a satisfying throb in my skull. Well deserved. My God, am I never going to see her again? Is that it? She has simply disappeared into thin air? I can’t stomach the knowledge that she’s out loose in Vegas, possibly falling prey to debauched men…when I was presented with the chance to keep her safe. How could I squander such a gift?

      I’m strong enough to withstand the temptation of sex, aren’t I? If it means her safety?

      I’ll never know. Because I fucked up so severely. So unforgivably.

      That bellow is threatening to rip out of me, so I hasten toward the driver’s side—

      And that’s when I see her, curled up in the back seat of the car beside mine.

      At first, the relief nearly knocks me onto my knees, but right on the heels of that is utter outrage and denial. She is shivering. Sleeping in a parking garage. My angel? I begin to shake with renewed rage, burning with the need to punch a hole in one of the concrete walls. It takes me long minutes to get myself under control enough to knock on the window of her ancient Nissan. She stirs on the back seat beneath a threadbare jacket she’s using as a blanket, yawning with such abandon that my heart zip chords up into my mouth. Then she blinks up at me, going very still.

      “Please don’t call security,” she says, her voice muffled by the glass.

      That’s what she thinks of me. That I would get her in trouble.

      I loathe knowing that, but I suppose it’s better than the fear I was expecting if I ever saw her again. The way a young girl would fear a man who spanked her without permission.

      She even spread her thighs for those strikes of your palm.

      She let you see that pretty little asshole.

      Doesn’t matter. I acted abominably and it won’t happen again.

      God obviously put this down-on-her-luck girl in my path for a reason and my dick needs to stay the hell out of it.

      “I’m not going to call security, Sissy. Open the door.”

      Several beats pass. “Why?”

      “So I can bring you home. You can’t sleep in a parking garage.”

      “I don’t have a home.”

      My heart isn’t going to survive the morning. “That’s why I’m bringing you to mine, honey.”

      “Oh.” She chews on her bottom lip a moment. “No, I think I’ll stay here.”

      I hold on to my patience by a thread. She’s shivering, dammit. “You would rather sleep in your car than come home with me?”

      She nods.

      My stomach sinks to my knees.

      “Why?” I manage, already knowing the answer.

      “Because you think I’m evil.”

      “Open this door,” I demand, prepared to rip it off if necessary. “Forgive me for what I said. You are pure and everything good. I simply wasn’t prepared for the…power of my attraction to you. But I’m prepared now to ignore it.”

      Liar.

      I am saying these things to reassure her, but she only seems more upset. “Ignore it?”

      “Yes,” I say, even as my cock is growing stiffer at the sight of her bare legs. She doesn’t need to know about that. I can put a leash on my attraction. I can. She is barely an adult and living on the street. I would be an absolute bastard to take advantage of her. “I have a spare room at my apartment. It’s warm. I have food. You have my word that I won’t lay a hand on you again.”

      The promise sounds thin, but I’ll work on living with the hunger for her.

      I’ll master it.

      Right.

      My breath is fogging the glass because I’m trying to get a better look up her skirt. What is it going to be like when she’s living in my home? Torture. But not knowing where she’s living or if she’s safe would be a hundred times worse.

      She leans closer to the glass and I can’t help it, I can’t keep my gaze from devouring her perky tits where they spill out of her neckline. Braless. She obviously took off the white underthing to sleep. God help me. “If you give me the waitressing job,” she says through the glass. “I’ll come with you.”

      This girl is going to cause absolute bedlam in the casino. But in that moment, I would give my life in exchange to have her warm in my apartment, eating a meal. Safe. “Very well, Sissy. But there will be rules.”

      A few seconds tick by. Then she unlocks the rear passenger door. I waste zero time wrenching open the rusted metal barrier and scooping her off the back seat, marching around the back bumper of my SUV with my eyes resolutely ahead. Don’t look. Don’t you fucking look. Don’t acknowledge how good she feels in your arms.

      “What kinds of rules?” she asks softly, her voice stroking my cock like a velvet fist.

      “The kind that you don’t break. Such as, you do not go anywhere alone. You will only work in my section of the casino during my shifts.” I struggle to hold in the final rule because I have no business making it. None at all. But it won’t stay trapped inside of me. “And if I catch you talking to men, if it looks like you’re speaking about more than a drink order, so help me God, Sissy, I will…”

      I open the passenger door of my SUV and settle her on the seat, jerking the seatbelt around her, my dick throbbing like a motherfucker. “You’ll what?” she murmurs. “Spank me?”

      “No,” I rasp. “I’ll never do that again.”

      “Oh.” Her eyes fall to her lap where she fidgets with her dress. “I see.”

      I know I should leave it at that. No more spanking. End of story. But I can’t handle the note of dejection in her voice. “Why do you sound disappointed?”

      She shakes her head, forces a smile. “It’s nothing.”

      My forehead gravitates to hers naturally, pressing there. I’m not in control of my actions around this girl and that is terrifying. “Answer the question,” I say against her mouth.

      Now she’s breathing faster, her inhales and exhales matching mine. “I like being spanked. By you.” She rolls her lips inward, wetting them. “But I don’t think I would like it from anyone else.”

      “If you try and find out, we’re going to have a problem.”

      “Oh. Does that mean I’m your girlfriend now?”

      “Girlfriend?” The word sounds completely foreign coming from my mouth.

      “Yes. If you don’t want me speaking to other men, that makes me your girlfriend. Right?”

      “You can’t be my girlfriend, honey. You’re too young. And I don’t have a relationship with anyone but my maker. That’s how I live and it’s not going to change.”

      “Oh.” She pouts a little, then pushes me away, crossing her arms and getting comfortable in the seat. “Then I guess you can’t make rules about who I speak with.”

      Acid gurgles in my belly. “Excuse me?”

      “I will accept the rules about only working during your shift and not going anywhere alone.” Her smile is nothing short of angelic. “But I do not accept the other one.”

      “You will accept it.”

      “No.”

      “Sissy,” I growl. “Men are a danger to you.”

      “I escaped one father. I don’t need another one.”

      It’s a good thing I’m your Daddy, then. Isn’t it? Not your father.

      Christ, I don’t know where these thoughts keep coming from. They are wrong. Twisted. I shouldn’t be filled with purpose at the thought of being her Daddy. That is for bored, wealthy men with loose principles. Not me. I’m supposed to be a righteous man.

      I will figure out my fixation on this specific kind of relationship with Sissy later. Right now, I’m focused on what she revealed. “You escaped your father?” Anger heats my insides. “Why did you need to escape him?”

      For several heartbreaking seconds, her lower lip wobbles until she straightens suddenly, putting some steel in her spine. Brave angel. “That’s the kind of thing I’ll tell my boyfriend.” She crosses her legs and the dress drifts all the way to her hip, giving me a view of her long, limber-looking thigh. “Can we please go now?”

      I’m torn between wanting to comfort her and the desire to break things. Already she is pulling me apart. “Not until you agree to the final rule.”

      She takes a long breath. “Maybe I have a rule of my own!”

      “What is it?”

      “I have to pay rent. Even if I’m only staying for a short while—”

      “You’re already planning to leave?”

      My shouted question jolts her in the seat, making her gasp. “W-well I’m going to start earning a paycheck eventually. After that, I’ll find my own place.”

      I haven’t even brought her home yet and I’m losing her? My head is pounding.

      “You’re not paying rent,” I rumble. “If you’re sleeping in your car, you can’t afford it.”

      To my astonishment—and panic—she unbuckles her seatbelt and starts to slide out of the passenger seat. “This clearly isn’t going to work.”

      And I make the very painful, very pleasurable mistake of catching her mid-slide, her thighs coming to a jarring stop around my hips—and her pussy landing, so sweet and soft, right on top of my nasty erection. “Ah fuck,” I grunt through my teeth. Nothing in the world can stop me from pinning her butt to the edge of the seat and rocking once, twice, my head tipping back on a moan. “Ahhhhh. Fuck. You make Daddy so hard.”

      She takes two quick breaths. Nervous? Excited? I can’t tell. “What happens when Daddy gets hard?”

      That question should douse me in cold water. Instead, it heats me like we’ve been transported to a location ten miles from the equator. I want to lift her flimsy little dress and bang her rotten. I want to know what her pussy feels like. If she’s asking me these kinds of questions, it’s probably tight as they come. In my teens, I was intimate occasionally with the opposite sex, but at thirty-five, I’ve been walking a righteous path for so long that my aggressive lust for Sissy is startling. I always thought I could master any test the devil throws at me, but I never expected him to send an angel to battle my willpower.

      “Nothing,” I grind out, finally, using every iota of strength inside of me to lift Sissy back onto the passenger seat, arranging the hem of her dress as close to her knees as possible, cursing my shaking hands. “Nothing happens. I’ve got no business between these young legs.” My right hand moves on its own, lifting to cradle her jaw, tilting her face until we’re looking each other in the eye. “But they stay closed to everyone else, too. Is that clear?”

      Her expression is stubborn, but she nods and eighty bolts loosen in my chest.

      “Good girl,” I rasp, my thumb straying to her bottom lip, brushing the pillowy curve of it. “No more talk of paying rent, either. If anything, I owe you. For what I did. For…spanking you like that. It was wrong.”

      She’s silent a moment. Then, “I have a way you can pay me back.”

      “What is it?” I’m ready to beg for a way free of my guilt.

      A blush suffuses her cheeks, making her even more beautiful. “I know you said you have no business…” Her voice drops to a whisper. ”Between my legs. But maybe you could give me my first kiss?”

      Just like that, my heartbeat turns erratic, my dick stretching my zipper. Tongue weighing a dozen pounds. I zero in on her mouth and she wets both lips, turning them into succulent, forbidden fruit. Yes, forbidden. Fight the hunger. She might be a legal adult, but she’s a teenage runaway and I’m holding all the cards. Food, a place to stay, a job. If I kiss her, it will lead to more and then I’ll be yanking down her panties every chance I get. It would be a clear abuse of my power over this sweet girl. It’s not happening.

      “No. Absolutely not.” My tented fly makes a mockery out of me. “Kissing leads to more. You are coming to live with me. As a guest. A friend. And that’s all.”

      Those words ring like hollow lies, but somehow I manage to close to the door on her disappointed expression, adjust my erection and make my way to the driver’s side.

      “Friends?” she whispers when I start the engine.

      I look down at her thighs and wonder how she tastes in between them. Like sugar-sprinkled honey, I bet. “Friends,” I force out, tires squealing as I gun the engine.
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      Something is very wrong with me. I’m flushed and heavy in places I’ve never experienced an increase in weight. My breasts, my sex. They feel swollen and that sensation makes me restless. So restless as I follow Locke up the stairs to his second-floor apartment. The sun is rising in Vegas and it’s already a hundred degrees, my dress beginning to cling to my body everywhere, dew popping up in the valley of my cleavage.

      Or maybe it’s not the weather causing me to sweat. Maybe it’s the purposeful manner in which Locke moves, back muscles shifting in patterns, his hefty frame standing between me and the world. So sturdy and solid. Determined to take care of me.

      Daddy.

      He’s called himself that name twice.

      I liked it both times, even if I was confused by the way hearing that title seems to crank up my need to tempt him. In the past, when I fantasized, it was about Prince Charming arriving on his horse to take me away from the farm. The prince in my dreams had golden hair and a blindingly white smile. A sword at his hip.

      Locke is not Prince Charming.

      He’s something I didn’t know enough to need. There is something about him that reaches deep inside of me and tickles desire to life. Icky sticky desire that makes me want to be a little…mischievous. Even naughty. I want to hear him call himself Daddy again so I can feel that twist low in my tummy. I want to call him that. When his big body was wedged between my thighs in the parking garage, I swear I’ve never felt more like…myself.

      A self I didn’t know existed.

      She’s clawing her way to the surface now, though. Eclipsing the farm girl.

      Locke turns to look at me as he twists the key to open the door and I bite my lip, struggling to keep my breathing under control. If he won’t give me my first kiss, maybe I have to find a way to take it.

      That initiative is intoxicating. I’ve lived my life without freedom, but it’s rushing in now and spreading to every corner of my body, making me feel loose. Unrestricted. And when he gestures for me to enter the apartment in front of him, I look the man straight in the eye and let him see the wildness unfurling inside of me. His Adam’s apple lifts and falls in response, that wide chest shuddering up and down. Without looking, I know that rod is still protruding from his lap and I want to rub it with the palm of my hand. I want him to hold me down and hump me like he did just fifteen minutes ago in the parking garage.

      But I’m distracted by the scent that wafts out from his apartment.

      It’s incense and musk. It’s him.

      All over. Everywhere.

      I drift inside and let the essence of Locke wrap around me, my pulse accelerating when his body heat warms me from behind. Touch me. “Living room is here on the left. Kitchen is straight ahead.” His voice is like sandpaper. “Down that hallway to the right is where you’ll sleep. Door on the left. Right across from…mine.”

      Am I imagining the increase of heat at my back? The sound of him inhaling near my neck? “Is there somewhere I can shower?”

      He must be close because I hear his heavy swallow. “Yes. Last door at the end of the hallway. Towels are in the cabinet. Use whatever you need.”

      Why do those four words turn my mouth dry?

      I don’t know, but I turn and find him an inch away, hands clenched at his sides, a thick ridge behind his zipper. Sweat beads on his hairline. His eyes are almost glassy and they’re riveted on my mouth.

      “Use whatever you need,” I echo back to him, being more daring than I’ve ever been in my life. Leaning in and pressing my open mouth to the center of his broad chest, dragging my parted lips to the right and letting them coast over his nipple. “Use me, Daddy.”

      “Stop,” he says through clenched teeth.

      “I can’t,” I say, voice hitching, my tongue emerging to lick across to his left nipple, laving it through his white dress shirt. “I don’t know why, but I can’t.”

      “Then I’ll stop for us both,” he grinds out, taking me by the shoulders and twisting me around to face the hallway. “Bathroom. Now. March, young lady.”

      If he thinks speaking to me like a father figure is going to turn me off, he’s sorely mistaken. If anything, I sink deeper into this unrepentant need as he walks me, hands on shoulders toward the bathroom. Halfway there, he curses vilely, his hands drifting down to my hips and squeezing, gathering the back of my dress a little in his hands, his breath scraping in and out.

      “You’re going to be the death of me,” he says, guiding me over the threshold of the bathroom door and smacking the light on. “Shower now. I’ll leave you a T-shirt outside the door and we’ll worry about real clothes after you get something to eat. Not to mention, we both need sleep. You can’t get the kind of rest you need in the back of a car.”

      I nod, because he’s right.

      I like him taking care of me. Making the plans.

      Tomorrow I’ll go back to making my own, but today I’m tired. I’ve been running for days, uncertain of my future. It’s nice to have the next little while in someone else’s hands.

      “Thank you.”

      “No thanks necessary,” he says gruffly, backing out of the bathroom.

      With his hand on the knob, he hesitates to close the door. I can almost hear his thoughts, his brain commanding him to shut it and leave, but his eyes are on my body and he can’t seem to go. Moving on pure instinct—the new one he’s instilled in me—I grip the hem of my dress and strip it off slowly over my head, letting him see my bare breasts, my naked body, covered by nothing except a threadbare pair of white panties.

      “God in heaven,” he growls, the knob rattling in his hands. “Give me strength.”

      He closes the door firmly, but I can hear him breathing outside for several tense moments before his footsteps creak back down the hallway. While I’m showering, the hot water soothing the soreness from being cramped in the back of my car, I hear Locke outside of the bathroom again, presumably leaving the shirt we spoke about. I hold my breath, hoping he’ll coming inside and touch me, even just look at me some more, but his presence recedes once again.

      A few minutes later, I’m out of the shower. I’ve used his comb on the sink to brush through my wet hair. I’ve even used his deodorant and dabbed a little bit of his cologne on my wrists, just wanting to smell like him. Have him touching me in any way possible. I open the door partway and retrieve a black T-shirt, pulling it on over my head, the hem falling well below my knees, the neckline drooping off one shoulder.

      I’m starved for the sight of Locke by now.

      My fingers are curled into my palms and every inch of me is sensitized. The heat from the shower did nothing to calm the ache he has created. A throb that has his name on it. I stop in my bedroom to leave my dirty clothes on the bed, then I move on jelly legs to the front of the apartment where I find Locke heating soup on the stove, a plate of grilled cheese sandwiches at his elbow. And I’m nearly overcome by the sense of homecoming. Being home.

      More at home than I ever felt on the farm.

      His back muscles tense by way of welcome and he sets the sandwiches down on the table. Then he seems to realize something, drawing his hand back slowly. “I only have one chair,” he says, rubbing the back of his neck. “Don’t get visitors often. Ever, really.” He nods at the piece of furniture. “Come on. You take it.”

      “Can’t we share?” I ask hopefully.

      A long slide of muscle in his throat. “No, Sissy.”

      The only way I’m going to get his hands on me is to keep pushing, so I have no choice. Because I’m going to die unless he touches me. I’m sure of it. “Then I’ll stand.”

      Locke curses and begins to slam cabinets and drawers, taking out bowls and spoons. He ladles the soup into bowls and puts them on the table, standing with hands on his hips as if he doesn’t know how to proceed from there. “The only way you’ll sit is…on my lap?”

      I bite my lip and nod, excitement curling my toes.

      “Dammit.” He jerks the chair back and sits down, swiping sweat off of his upper lip. “Come on, then. If I don’t get you fed, I’m going to go insane.”

      Unable to subdue my smile, I skip toward Locke, settling my butt on his strong thigh, before he changes his mind. Slowly, he wraps his right arm around my waist and I lean back against his shoulder, both of us letting out a rocky exhale.

      “I’ll pick up a second chair tomorrow,” he mutters thickly, sliding the plate of sandwiches in front of me. I’m so distracted by the task of soaking up his heat that I don’t immediately pick up one of the amazing-looking sandwiches. So he does it for me, scooping up half of one of the toasted bread and melted cheese goodness and holding it to my mouth, grunting for me to take a bite. And ohhhhh…

      It's so incredible after a day without food that I moan, my head falling back onto his shoulder. “That’s delicious.”

      When he doesn’t respond, I lift my head to find him looking down the front of my borrowed shirt, nostrils flared, eyes glazed. The bottom of the garment has ridden up to the very tops of my thighs. So high that some of my bare privates are peeking out. With red cheeks, I tug it back into place. As much as I enjoy tempting Locke, even I know that certain things are not appropriate at the table.

      “Sorry,” I mumble, taking another bite when he holds the sandwich to my mouth, followed by a spoonful of perfectly heated tomato soup. “I forgot to take my bag from the trunk of my car. I don’t have a change of…”

      “Panties. Don’t worry, I noticed.” He swallows. “I’ll wash your dress and…underwear, so you have them for tomorrow.”

      This poor man is just trying to do the right thing by me. And all I can do is try to drive him crazy. I’m not going to stop—I don’t think I’m physically capable of stopping—but maybe he deserves a little break. “How long have you worked at the casino?”

      “Eight years. Since I was twenty-seven.” He says the next part pointedly. “That makes me thirty-five to your eighteen, in case you didn’t catch that math.”

      “I caught it.” I take my time biting into the sandwich he offers me. “I just don’t care.”

      “You should.”

      I hum in my throat. “Did you always want to become a pit boss?”

      “No. I was on my way to being a priest, actually. Things changed.”

      “A priest?” I say on a rush of breath, turning on his big thigh to face him more fully. A move that seems to fluster him into dropping the soup spoon with a clatter. “What stopped you from becoming one?”

      A muscle flexes in his cheek, seconds ticking by while he obviously decides whether he wants to offer an explanation or not. “While I was going through the process of become a priest, I was serving as a transitional deacon in a parish not far from here. One of the members of our congregation was a gambler. A criminal who wanted to turn over a new leaf. We became friends. Best friends, I guess you could say. While serving as deacon, I watched the way everyone else turned their back on him. The way they turned their back on anyone who didn’t do a good enough job of pretending to be righteous. And I decided my time could be better served around imperfect people. To lead by example, so to speak, instead of preaching about godliness to people who don’t think they need to hear it.”

      I haven’t moved a muscle since he started talking in that deep baritone, peeling back a new layer of himself. One that makes him even more interesting and helps me understand him more. “What happened to your friend?”

      “He passed away right before I could be ordained. A life of drinking and smoking caught up with him.” Grief flickers in his green eyes and they briefly drop to his lap. “I couldn’t go through with it—didn’t feel right. I’ve been here ever since.”

      My fingertips are tracing his cheekbone before I register my own actions. “You were probably one of the best things that happened to him.”

      Locke’s laugh is halting. “If only he could see me now. If only they all could.” His gaze tracks over my mouth. “Mister high and mighty with a hard-on for a teenage runaway that doesn’t even reach his shoulder.” He jolts a little, as if he didn’t mean to say those words out loud. I’m so glad he did, though. My body is buzzing like a hive of bees and nothing is going to stop me from getting my kiss. More. We want each other. Before I can lean in and bring our mouths closer together, he speaks abruptly. “Who mistreated you, Sissy?” His chest rises and falls dramatically. “Who do I have to kill?”

      “No one,” I whisper, shaking my head. “You just got finished telling me that you lead by example. I won’t be the reason you change who you are. Or do something you’ll regret.”

      “The rules I live by are going out the window very quickly…” he says hoarsely, his left hand molding my thigh. “So quickly when it comes to you.”

      “I…I’m sorry…”

      He hesitates, visibly battling against the part of himself that I inspire. Then finally, he leans in and speaks right against my mouth. “Apologize by letting me get a look at that little cunt.” Liquid heat rushes quickly to my core, making my gasp. But I do as he asks, as if I’m chemically obligated to do what this man wants. I part my thighs a few inches and he lifts the black T-shirt, spitting out a curse and covering me back up just as quickly. “Son of a bitch.” He moans in his throat. “I won’t sleep a wink knowing that’s across the hall. Wet and tiny.”

      The way he speaks about my body makes me warm and dizzy. “W-what will help?”

      “Pounding it like a motherfucker with a cock that won’t even fit. And I’m not doing that.” He removes his hand from my thigh, raking it down his face. “I want to know what you’re running from. Now. Need a way to channel this…lust. I’ll put it into protecting you.” His fist bashes down on the table, rattling the bowls. “Protecting what’s mine, dammit.”

      I’m breathing like I’ve just run a hundred circles around the barn. Not only because he’s making me restless, yearning for something I can’t even name, but because I’ve never had a confidant. Someone on my side. My heart has climbed into my throat in response to his defensiveness of me and the words just spill out. “I ran from my father,” I say, laying my cheek on his shoulder. “He treated me like a servant, sending me out to tend the farm at five o’clock in the morning. He worked me until I collapsed. I wasn’t allowed to have friends or my own money or go anywhere by myself. My food was rationed according to his moods. My mother tried to intervene when I was younger, but he bullied the life out of her and eventually she just became silent. If he didn’t approve of my work on the farm, I was sent to sleep in the barn.”

      I’m trembling by the time I finish telling Locke everything.

      His chest is wheezing up and down, his fist shaking on the table.

      “I stole money from his wallet in tiny increments, so he wouldn’t notice, starting when I was fifteen. Three years of saving and I still only had enough for a few gas fill-ups. That’s why I had to sleep in my car. That’s why I need the waitressing job. My money is already mostly gone—”

      “Shhh.” He shakes out his angry first, using gentle fingers to stroke my face. “You don’t have to worry about any of it now. I’ve got you, honey.”

      “He might come after me, Locke. His pride won’t be able to stand it.”

      “Sissy, I’ll protect you from anything and everything.” He says these words gruffly against my temple and I lean into him, eager for the first comfort I’ve been given in so long, my breasts mashing to his big chest. “I’m going to take care of you.”

      It’s so tempting to allow this. To let him give me permanent security. But it doesn’t sit right. Not after three years of dreaming of being on my own. Making my own decisions. “No, Locke. You can’t take care of me. You have to teach me how to take care of myself.” There’s a low rumble in his chest, as if he strongly disagrees. “There’s so much you can teach me,” I finish on a whisper, turning more fully in his lap, letting my parted lips trail up the side of his neck. “Isn’t there?”

      He's vibrating against me, his hand journeying down from my neck, hesitating, then cupping my breast roughly through the T-shirt, taking me by surprise. Making me whimper against his ear. “I could show you how a good Daddy treats his little girl.”

      This makes me so wet between my legs, I worry momentarily that I’ve peed my pants. But no. It’s a different kind of moisture and it’s accompanied by a tug so severe in my core that I have to bite my lip until the first intense wave passes. “Yes. Please?”

      Locke closes his eyes for long seconds, then stands abruptly with me in his arms. This is it. He’s giving in. He’s going to bring me to his bed and relieve my body’s frustration, as well as his own. He’s going to show me how it’s done…and officially make me a woman. There’s some irony in the fact that he’s going to make me a woman by treating me like a little girl, but it makes perfect sense to my body, apparently.

      And his.

      I can feel that stiff rod beneath my butt as he carries me down the hallway—

      We bypass his room.

      I make a sound of protest as we enter mine and he sets me down carefully on the edge of the bed. Then he reaches into the neckline of his shirt and wraps that meaty hand around a cross and backs out of the room with a guttural curse, slamming the door behind him. “Get some sleep, Sissy,” he calls through the door, sounding winded. “You’re safe. From your father.” A beat passes. “And me.”
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      I sit shirtless on the edge of my bed, praying the rosary for the third time.

      There is something particularly vile about reciting the words when I’m covered in a sheen of sweat and my cock is dripping in my boxers. I’m all but shaking with the animal need to walk across the hall and pummel that little pussy. It’s mine. She has offered it to me. She was mine the second I spotted her on the security monitor.

      But I’m going to stay strong.

      I’m going to help this abused girl. Assist her in starting a new life, finding her footing.

      She’s not going to start her life as a plaything for a man twice her age.

      I’m not the kind of man who has playthings, either. I’m not some sick pervert who role plays and calls himself Daddy.

      That’s exactly what you ache to be. For her.

      Yeah. Somehow she’s made me want these unspeakable things. To take the job of the man in her life. Protector, provider. Pleasure giver. I want to consume her. To be her world. And that’s wrong. It’s wrong. Especially after what she said to me.

      No, Locke. You can’t take care of me. You have to teach me how to take care of myself.

      God above, she is extraordinary. To overcome her fear and run from her father, come to Vegas. A place so unfamiliar and overwhelming. Walking into the casino to interview for a job must have been terrifying, but she did it anyway. This girl is going to live an amazing life. I’m not going to stall out her journey right at the outset by saddling her with my lust. My needs. If I do that, I’ll never be able to let her go. I’ll lock her down, just like her father did before me.

      I finish the rosary and carefully arrange the string of beads on my bedside table. Crossing myself, I get into bed beneath the covers and switch off the light. Five seconds later, I already know sleep is going to be impossible with my dick this hard. I have no choice but to stroke off. Prayers did nothing to reduce the size or urgency of my erection.

      Turning over onto my back, I grit my teeth and reach into my boxers, my breath releasing in a hiss when I finally get a fist around it, stroking once. Twice. Circling my thumb roughly around the head, my hairy thighs jolting open in the sheets. I try to stop myself from picturing Sissy, but there isn’t a hope in hell for me. The delicate shape of her mouth, the innocent curiosity in her eyes, the body that promises sin. Deep, dark sin.

      It doesn’t take long before I’m railing her in the fantasy. I’ve got her legs spread open underneath me and I’m pumping like a dog, way too big for a little thing like her. Twice her size. And it’s not stopping me. Not when her pussy is making those wet smacking sounds and I’ve got two balls full of fuel. She’s taking it so bravely, wanting to make Daddy happy—

      My bedroom door opens.

      I suck in a breath and quit jacking myself immediately, my whole body shaking from being brought to the edge. I must order her back to the guest room, even though there’s an invisible hand wrapped around my throat. I’m choking with the need to come.

      “Sissy,” I finally growl. “Go back to bed.”

      “I can’t. I can’t sleep.” She hugs her elbows. “It’s weird being in a strange place. I’ve never slept anywhere but at home. In my room or the barn.”

      My protective streak throbs like a heartbeat. I don’t like her uncomfortable or feeling out of place. She should be at peace under my roof. Always. But if she gets into this bed with me right now, I don’t know if I can be responsible for my actions. “Honey…”

      “Can I lay with you?” Her knee is already on the edge of the bed, one hand peeling back the covers. “Just for a little while?”

      “That’s not a good idea.”

      Damn, I hate the way her shoulders dip with disappointment. “Why?”

      “You know why, Sissy.” I pump my fist around my cock, pre come rolling down my knuckles, my teeth clenching. “Get too close and I might pop that juicy little cherry.”

      Color stains her cheeks. “D-do you mean, take my virginity?”

      “Yes.”

      “Oh.” She sits down beside me on the bed, considering the motion of my fist beneath the comforter, that beautiful bottom lip caught between her teeth. “One time when I was in high school, a man brought his son to the farm. Our fathers had business together. I was ordered to stay in my bedroom, so I did. I was writing in my journal. But I noticed a something moving out of the corner of my eye. It was the son. Looking in my bedroom window. He was watching me and…doing that. What you’re doing. Touching himself. Furiously.”

      She says those final two words in a whisper and draws back the sheet. God help me, I let her. I need her to see my cock. Need it to be her whole universe.

      “Oh my goodness,” she gasps, dropping the sheet to the side. “Is that…the n-normal size?”

      “Normal for me,” I grind out, stroking it for her. Sick. You’re sick. She’s innocent. Stop.

      Sissy tilts her head to get a better look at my shaft, as if fascinated. “It looks like it belongs to one of our farm animals.”

      “Which one?” I grunt, openly masturbating myself now, like a pervert.

      “The bull,” she says, lifting awed eyes to mine. “That boy who looked at me—”

      “Don’t remind me of the boy,” I shout through my teeth. “I’d like a snap his neck.”

      She slides her fingertips up the middle of my bare chest, threading them through my dense crop of chest hair. “No. It only happened once and it was years ago.” Oh lord. Her sweet, curious touch is going to finish me. “But he seemed to get excited looking at me while he did this. This thing you’re doing. Maybe you want to look at me, too?”

      Before I can guess her intention, she has stripped off the shirt.

      She’s kneeling beside me. Naked in the muted light.

      Jesus forgive me, she was crafted for pornography.

      Supple tits, a tight round ass, lithe thighs. And a cunt that screams to be violated.

      I’m weak. I’m so weak when it comes to this girl.

      “Will you just…” I’m panting, beating off shamelessly, sweat rolling down the creases in my neck. “Kneel over it. Not on it. Don’t sit down, whatever you do. Just kneel over it and…”

      “And what?” she whispers, her eyes luminous. Excited?

      Shame blankets me. “Straddle it and call me Daddy.”

      A tremble races through her, those nipples perking into sharp points right in front of my eyes. Horny. A horny virgin. Holy heaven above. Am I fighting a losing battle? I don’t have time to ponder that possibility too deeply because she’s lifting her right leg, preparing to kneel above my engorged dick where my fist strokes it in a blur, as close as I’m letting myself get to that untapped pussy.

      But before she can swing her legs over completely, she bats her eyelashes at me and says, “Can I have my first kiss, too?”

      And then she pouts a little and shakes her young tits at me—and I’m fucked.

      I’m so beyond fucked.

      “Yes. Anything you want,” I say raggedly, groaning when she lights up and throws that thigh across my hips, bringing her pussy an inch above where I’m beating it like a beast. I devour the sight of her tits, the parted, glistening lips of her cunt and I pulse wildly in my hand, growing larger than I’ve ever been before. The utter perfection of her has actually added length to my dick. And I burn, I burn with the need to flip her over and shove it deep, deep between those gorgeous thighs. She’d let me, too. She’d encourage me. That’s what makes it hurt so bad to merely stroke myself.

      But wait.

      No.

      I don’t even know the meaning of the word hurt, do I? Not until she leans down, her titties flattening to my chest, her lips whispering against my mouth. “Kiss me, Daddy.”

      Our lips lock together. Her thighs lose strength immediately, as if she’s overcome by the friction of our mouths, and her warm, wet pussy drops straight down onto my pumping hand. FUCK. It has the effect of an explosion taking place in my head. In my balls. I’m snarling into the kiss now, rubbing the throbbing head of my cock against her drenched hole, her mouth moving over mine curiously, giving me her tongue like a good girl, letting me play with it wetly.

      Crudely.

      “Christ. You even taste too young,” I grunt. “Taste like Daddy’s little girl.”

      “I am,” she whimpers, riding me now with hurried rolls of her hips. “I’m your little girl.”

      I’m not inside of her. But her slick flesh is parted around my hard length. She’s slipping up and down, up and down, her breath growing more and more shallow. And I know the exact moment she discovers the angle where we tickle her clit. Her eyes lose focus and she starts to buck, her mouth meeting mine again, our kiss more nasty this time. Tongues and teeth and hissing of names. Begging words.

      “I’m going to come,” I bark, taking two handfuls of her tight ass to slow her down. “Going to shoot my load if you keep wet humping that pussy all over me.”

      “Want you to come,” she moans, planting kisses on my face. Worshipping me. It’s unreal. She can’t be real. “Want to satisfy you. Need to.”

      It takes me a second to find my voice, I’m so overcome. With emotion. With lust. “Okay, honey,” I grit out. “But we need to please you in the process.”

      That seems to bring her slightly out of her trance and she nods, biting her lip and riding me with these sexy little whimpers, her clit swelling more and more against my johnson, her tits bouncing everywhere. I dig my fingers into the flesh of her ass and beg my balls to hold on, hold on, hold on—

      “I think I’m…oh. Oh! Locke. Daddy.”

      “It’s okay. Come on your Daddy, pumpkin.”

      She falls on top of me, still working her hips, choking sobs into the curve of my neck. I use my grip on her butt to rake her up the length of my dick one more time, then I let my wad go. The intensity of my orgasm rips a roar out of my throat, and God help me, I spank her too-young ass while it happens. Too hard. While I’m being changed forever.

      I can’t breathe during my climax, yet I’ve never been so full of oxygen. Energy. She invigorates me and depletes me at the same time. I finally manage to stop smacking her bottom and wrap my arms around her, rolling us around on the mattress while I come. While I soak her. It’s like we’re wrestling, but I’m soaking the sheets while we’re at it, my little gift from God moaning like she loves every second of my big body rolling on top of hers, working around, getting my coarse flesh all over her smooth figure.

      We’re playing. It’s sick. And I can’t stop.

      I can’t.

      But one of the times I roll Sissy on top of me, she yawns, goes limp and falls asleep, purring like a kitten on my hair-covered chest. “Daddy,” she murmurs, tucking her head beneath my chin.

      Responsibility courses through me, turning to stone in every region of my insides, never to be broken. I will protect this angel at all costs. I will make her happy and safe while she finds her way in a scary, new world. Maybe…maybe it’s time to accept that my maker has sent Sissy to me, as a temporary light in the darkness. A reward for being faithful.

      But I cannot be greedy.

      Whatever time I’m allowed with her? I will be damn grateful for it. I will thank my God for every second, minute and hour. And when it’s time for her to fly…

      I will force myself to wish her well and watch her soar.

      And by God, I will leave her pure.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sissy

      

      

      

      Today is my nineteenth birthday.

      I can’t think of a better way to spend it than starting my first real job.

      Locke holds my hand in a death grip as we walk to the female employee lounge where I will be given my uniform and meet up with Faye, who is going to be training me. I love Locke holding my hand. It makes me feel safe, like nothing bad could ever touch me. I should probably tell him it’s my birthday, but I don’t want him to feel obligated to buy me a gift. Not when he’s already given me a place to sleep. Tonight when we woke up in his bed, his thick arms wrapped around me, he even got up and made me eggs, toast and a waffle.

      My belly is full for the first time in a very long time and…

      Locke also gave me my first kiss. My first orgasm.

      Not only that, he had one. A shaking, growling, violent one. All over me. I had to take another hot shower before we left the apartment tonight, but he didn’t seem worried about me running up the water bill, the way my father would have been.

      Yes, we slept in each other’s arms. Naked.

      Not that you would know it by looking at him.

      His jaw appears to be poised on the verge of shattering.

      “Is something wrong?” I ask, jogging to keep up with his long strides.

      “Yes, something is wrong, Sissy,” he answers tightly. “I’m about to throw an angel into a den of vipers.”

      “Stop worrying. It’s going to be fine.” She squeezed his hand. “And you’re not throwing me anywhere. I’m going willingly, because it’s my decision.”

      “Yeah, yeah. You’re an independent female,” he grumbles. “I get it.”

      “That’s true,” I say, smiling up at him. I’m not sure why I’m so compelled to add the next part. It’s just instinct. Something he makes me feel and anticipate, especially after last night. “But I’ll let you be in control of me later. At home. When it’s just us. That’s my decision, too.”

      He bites back a groan, shaking his head determinedly. “I shouldn’t allow myself that privilege. Neither should you.” He turns his eyes on me and looks me over, breasts, hips and thighs. “But hell if I won’t be counting the hours.”

      A tingle carries up from my knees, shivering through my nervous system. The dense air conditioning in the casino suddenly isn’t enough to combat what Locke does to me. “Can I have a kiss before our shift starts?”

      “Sissy…” He stops short just before the door to the female lounge, adjusting the thick bulge behind the zipper of his dress pants. “I can’t kiss you here. Someone will call the police.”

      My lips form a natural pout. One I reserve only for him. “Why?”

      Some color appears high on his full cheeks. “No one will believe you’d kiss me unless you’re being forced, honey.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “I’m a big, ugly motherfucker and you’re…so damn young and beautiful, Sissy. People will think you’re being pressured or coerced, because I have a higher position here. At the very least, they’re going to think you’re insane for letting me…” With a curse, he backs me toward the wall, his hand dropping down to the back of my right thigh and scraping upward. Beneath my skirt. Kneading my bottom. “Fuck it. I’ve got to touch this body. Touch you. I’d love to jackhammer you right here in the hallway. You’re wrecking me. My cock is so stiff, I have no idea how I’m going to make it through the night.”

      I lift onto my toes and rub my body against his, side to side, anticipation trickling in my belly, making me feel heavy and achy between my thighs. “I’ll be thinking of you.”

      Locke studies my face for a moment, shaking his head. “I should tell you to flirt and laugh and have a great time with people your own age, but I can’t do that. You’ve taken a hold of something inside of me and I can’t get it loose.”

      He brings his mouth to my ear. And at the same time, he does something I’m not expecting. He brings his pinkie finger to his mouth, slides it between his lips to wet it good. Then he lowers his hand again, delving all five digits into the rear of my panties—and pumping that wet pinkie finger into a place I didn’t know anyone was supposed to touch. My back hole. He presses his pinkie finger all the way in and my legs start to tremble uncontrollably, my breath catching in my throat.

      “While you’re walking the casino floor tonight, remember this belongs to your Daddy.” His left hand slides up beneath the front of my dress and grips my sex roughly, pulling a whimper from my throat. “This, too. Especially this. If I catch you letting another man think he’s got a shot at getting you on your back, first I will put you over my knee and punish you like a fresh little brat. And then I will turn this casino to a smoking pile of rubble.” He’s breathing hard, the sound echoing in my ear. “Am I making myself clear?”

      “I don’t want anyone else,” I moan, rolling my hips into his touch.

      “You’ve only been on your own for a few days, Sissy. How can you know?” He knuckles that sensitive nub through my underwear and my vision doubles. “I know you’ll leave eventually, but please, give me a little time with you as mine.”

      I struggle through the arousal to focus on his words, his marred brow, the weight of his words. “It doesn’t matter how long I’ve been free, a few days or a few decades, I’ll always know I’m yours.” Despite the fervency of my promise, he still looks dubious. “I’ve been around men on the farm. Lots of them. They’ve all repelled me. None of them ever made me feel safe and wanted and…hot. I’m so hot. I want to be back beneath you. I want you to roll me around again and hear you call me pumpk—”

      He stops my flow of words with a hard kiss, pulling back to give me a stern look. “We can’t talk about that here, Sissy.”

      I nod to let him know I understand. There are aspects of our relationship that people might not appreciate. Even with my limited experience, I sense that no one would approve of me calling him Daddy. Or the way we pretend to wrestle. “Okay,” I whisper. “I know.”

      Voices grow louder behind the door of the women’s lounge and I recognize one of them as Faye’s. Quickly, Locke slips his pinkie from my body and loosens his hold on my flesh, smoothing my dress back into place.

      The door to the lounge opens. Three girls in short, gold sequined dresses stand there. They all look at me and Locke with wide-eyed speculation, before two of them run off toward the casino entrance. Faye remains, leaning against the doorjamb and crossing her arms. “Well, well, well, if it isn’t the new girl. I was just about to come looking for you.” She jerks her head toward the interior of the lounge. “Come on then, let’s get you dressed and start training. I’ve got tips to make and a mortgage to pay.”

      “She goes nowhere alone,” Locke growls. “You stay with her at all times.”

      “Wow.” Faye is visibly shaken by Locke’s intensity but recovers enough to raise an eyebrow. “That’s the first time you’ve spoken to me in the three years we’ve worked together. First time you’ve spoken to any of the waitresses, actually.” Faye studies me with renewed interest. “She must be a special.”

      “Very,” Locke confirms. “I want the skirt to reach her knees.”

      “Locke!” I say with a laugh, moving to join Faye, but wishing so badly that I could give him a kiss goodbye. “I’ll be fine.” I barely resist the urge to take two running steps and leap into his arms. “I’ll see you later?” I say, sounding wistful.

      “I’ll see you on the floor. And I’ll be waiting right here after your shift.”

      My smile is pure bliss. Surely having this incredible, caring man wait for me makes me the luckiest girl in the world. “Bye, Locke.” I wave at him, mouthing the word “Daddy” where Faye can’t see me. I only catch a fleeting look at his hungry expression before the door closes and he’s gone. I’m now among dozens of chattering girls in the women’s lounge. They are in various stages of undress, pulling on black tights, using mirrors to apply makeup and arrange their hair in ponytails or high, slick buns. Some of them smile at me, some of them don’t even bother to acknowledge a newcomer as we pass through the buzzing groups.

      At the rear of the lounge, Faye reaches up onto a shelf and hands me a folded stack of clothing. “Put on your uniform and we’ll see if it needs any…adjusting.”

      “Thank you.”

      I wait for her to leave, but she simply stands there, watching me. Having no choice, it seems, I strip off the same dress I was wearing yesterday, sighing when it smells like Locke’s laundry detergent.

      “So…I’m guessing the interview went well,” Faye begins, conversationally. “Did you have to take your dress off for Craig, like the rest of us?”

      My face heats at the blunt question. “No.”

      Her smile spreads like a Cheshire cat. “Took it off for Locke, instead, hmm?” She studies her nails. “In the understatement of the year…he must have liked what he saw.”

      “It wasn’t like that,” I mumble, feeling the need to defend us. She makes what I have with Locke sound seedy and purely physical, but it’s not.

      “What was it like?” Faye asks, chuckling when I remain staunchly silent. “You know, we all call him the priest. He doesn’t partake in the buffet of debauchery here in Vegas. Doesn’t speak to women, doesn’t drink. That’s why he’s the best pit boss in town. Never has an off day. Never hungover or sweating over a fight with the wife. He’s even-keeled. Calm and methodical.” She nods at the entrance to the lounge where we came in. “Until now. I’ve never seen him so worked up.”

      “He’s just worried about me.”

      “After knowing you for one day?”

      I pull on the gold, sequined dress, gulping when it barely covers any of my thighs, let alone reaching my knees. “Yes,” I say without thinking. “After one day.”

      “Wow. Must be nice to have a man pant after you like that.” She whirls me around to zip up my dress, making the garment tight. Everywhere. “This dress is a size too small for you, but…the object of this job is to make tips, right? Could work in your favor. Our male customers are going to lose their minds over this ass.” She pats my butt with a laugh. “It’s going to be an entertaining shift watching Locke sweat bullets in the blackjack pit.”

      “I don’t want him to sweat bullets. I’d like the bigger size, please.”

      “Sorry,” she singsongs, gesturing to the empty shelves. “Fresh out.”

      My nerves start to jangle, but I don’t have time to worry much more about the uniform, because Faye hooks her elbow in my arm and drags me toward the door.
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        * * *

      

      My fingers tighten around the tray in my hands.

      Locke was right.

      That’s my first thought when I make my initial lap around the table games and male attention rolls toward me in a lecherous wave. They aren’t subtle about looking at my body. They ogle my breasts, which are pushed up and on display in the neckline of this too-snug dress. The hem is short, but it rides up ominously now, so often that I have to keep tugging it down. And the gamers seem to enjoy watching me struggle to remain covered by the gold material, some of them openly turning in their chairs to watch me.

      I feel naked and vulnerable, but Faye only laughs at my expression.

      “We’ve got a randy crop tonight!” she says to me out of the corner of her mouth. “Bet you won’t be complaining when we’re counting our tips at the end of the night.” She gives me a subtle elbow in the ribs. “By the way, fifty percent of your tips are mine while you’re training.”

      Once that piece of information is shared, her refusal to find a dress in my correct size makes a lot more sense. She’s benefitting from my discomfort. I’m half naked out here in front of hundreds of strangers so she can make some extra cash.

      That realization makes me nauseous.

      “Ooh, would you look at your boyfriend?” Faye croons. “He is not happy.”

      My heart shoots up into my mouth, my gaze swinging around the casino floor and eventually landing on Locke where he stands frozen in the center of the pit of blackjack tables, his face a mask of pure fury. Even though he is visibly angry, I still can’t help to take a moment to appreciate how sexy he is in this setting, as the pit boss. He towers over the dealers slinging cards at the surrounding tables, his suit impeccable, radiating authority. I want to be in his lap kissing his mouth and feel the rise of his erection beneath me. I want to disrobe for him, dance for him, do everything for him in this moment.

      I’m obsessed with this man.

      The infatuation is under my skin, making me hot and shaky.

      In the back of my head, I can hear the groaning springs of his king-size bed as we rolled around, him coming in warm, sticky splats over and over again while he tickled me, kissed me, licked my nipples.

      I’m soaking through the black uniform tights just thinking about it. Needing it.

      In a flash, I remember he’s ticked off. Right. He crooks his blunt finger at me, a clear demand to come here.

      “Do you let him order you around like that?” Faye asks, handing a drink off to one of the men who are seemingly fascinated by my body. Why? Do I look so different than Faye or anyone else? Apparently the answer is yes, because several men are signaling me, holding up cash or casino chips, wanting me to come take their order. “Well,” says Faye, growing annoyed. “Get to work. You don’t want to get complaints on your first night, do you? Locke needs to understand you have a job to do. He’s not your god.”

      No. He’s not. Technically.

      Even though he does rule quite a lot of me. My body, my heart, my consciousness.

      I came to Vegas to stand on my own, though, so doesn’t Faye have a point? I can work now and belong to Locke after my shift. If I’m going to work at the casino, he’ll have to get used to me interacting with men at some point, right?

      With a hard swallow, I ignore Locke’s crooked finger and take a few steps closer to the nearest man flashing me money. “Can I get you a drink?”

      “Hell yeah you can, gorgeous.” The scent of alcohol wafts toward me on his breath and though he is technically handsome, I couldn’t find him less attractive. “How much to sip it out of your belly button?”

      There’s a roar of male laughter around the table. His friends slap him on the back, congratulating him on speaking to me so rudely, knocking over chips in the process. Faye comes up behind me giggling, too, as if it’s no big deal. “Get used to it.” She nudges me in the back. “Suck it up, smile and take his order.”

      “Hey, waitress. Bring that sweet ass over here,” someone calls behind me.

      “I get her first,” says someone else, groaning. “Wouldn’t even need to pop a Viagra with a pretty thing like that.”

      “Um.” My heart is hammering in my ears. “Which drink would you like?” I ask the drunk man in front of me.

      He leans closer, leering at my breasts. “You got one that tastes like your cun—”

      The man’s head is slammed off the table. With a gasp, I drop my tray and leap back to find the lecher’s hair fisted in Locke’s hand. A hush descends on the casino, but it only lasts a split second before everything moves in a kaleidoscope of mayhem. Everyone jumps up from the table to help their friend, but they take one look at Locke and immediately back away, hands up, palms out. Security rushes forward, but Locke doesn’t seem to notice. No, he slams the man’s head down again, very obviously breaking his nose, blood splattering everywhere.

      But he’s not done.

      He yanks the half-unconscious man from his hair and lays him out cold with a right cross.

      “Locke!” I finally find the voice to scream, throwing myself in front of him. “Stop. Stop!”

      Without responding, Locke scoops me up, his face speckled with blood, and strides off the casino floor. Patrons wisely jump out of his path, staring past us in horror at the customer who has been left bleeding in the middle of the floor.

      “Is this what you wanted?” Locke growls at me through his teeth. “Did you want to see how close you’ve driven me to the brink of madness?”

      “No. No, I didn’t…I never thought it would be this bad.” I bury my face in his neck. “I didn’t believe you. That they would treat me different than any other waitresses.”

      He smacks something on the wall behind me. I lift my head to find us standing in front of a row of elevators. One of them dings and he steps inside, growling at the security guards to fuck off before they can join us in the car. “Well now you know, Sissy. Now you know.” He lowers me onto my feet but wastes no time wedging me up against the wall of the elevator, his shaft spearing me in the belly. “Men look at you and see the best fuck they’ll ever have. They know they’ll feel sick for the rest of their lives unless they find a way on top of you. Now. Immediately. I know. I know because I’m experiencing it myself.” He pants against my mouth, his hand coming up between my legs to smack my sex. Fast and hard and repeatedly. “I need my ride. I need your hole. I need it now.”

      Everything that happened downstairs fades away and there’s only him. There’s only the piercing lust he has created inside of me. I’m wrapping my arms around his neck and climbing his thick, hearty body, slinging my legs around his waist and going for his mouth. Hungering and seeking and making love to his lips with my own.

      “Where are you taking me?” I gasp in between frantic kisses.

      His mouth rakes down between my breasts, licking over the mounds of my cleavage where they bulge in the neckline of the sequined dress. “I knew this would happen, knew some bastard would make a pass at you. I rented a room to bring you, to calm you down and comfort you if you were upset or scared.” He grinds me with his hips against the elevator wall and I whine his name. “Going to use the room to claim your little pussy, instead.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Locke

      

      

      

      I should calm down before I fuck her.

      She’s a virgin and deserves the utmost care. Someone who will break her in carefully.

      Not a jealous, sweating beast of a man whose control has deserted him.

      I’ve never felt like this. Like my pulse is going to tear my skin open.

      She’s so sweet, turning circles in the middle of the hotel suite, visibly in awe of the luxury, her hands pressed to her mouth like she can’t believe such a room exists. Even I can admit the chandeliers and mood lighting and view of the Strip are impressive, but nothing will match what she deserves. She deserves the moon and stars.

      When I booked this room, I swore to myself I wouldn’t use it take her virginity. It was meant to be a safe haven from the lechers downstairs.

      But now that we’re here, who is going to keep her safe from me?

      I’m not myself. I’m not rational. Not after witnessing a hundred men all salivate over her at once. Not after one of them spoke to my angel in such crude terms. Another ten minutes downstairs and I’m certain the males would have converged on her, right there in public view. I had no choice but to put a stop to the situation before it escalated. I’d do it again in a second.

      Now I’m being ordered by my head, my heart, my loins to mark my territory.

      And I know that’s sick, but my cock apparently isn’t taking orders from my brain. It’s not going to be happy until it’s buried in her snug cunt and she belongs to me. Someday…

      Someday she will leave me. So I need this now. I need her as long as she can stand me. When she’s gone and I’m broken, I’ll have nothing but these memories in the dark to keep me glued together. Or drive me completely insane. Yes, that’s a very distinct possibility, too—and I no longer care.

      I’m operating on pure instinct, approaching her at the window where she stands, fingertips on the glass, overlooking the bright lights below. I demand my hands to be gentle, but they grip her hips and slam her ass back into my lap nonetheless, an animal grunt leaving my mouth when the tight crack of her buttocks cradles my aching dick.

      She moans, her head falling back to land in the center of my chest. “Are you going to get in trouble for what happened? With the police?”

      “Most likely. Yes.”

      Her breath catches. In the window’s reflection, I can see the worry transform her beautiful face and mentally ask my maker what I did to deserve this creature. “I’ll tell them you saved me.” She turns in my embrace and slides her arms around my neck, her delectable body molding to the front of mine. “It would be the truth. You did save me. I should have listened to you about the men. They were…scary.”

      A roar builds up inside of me, making me burn to punch a hole in the window, but I manage to keep the urge at bay. “Who put you in this dress?”

      She swallows. Averts her eyes. “I’d rather not say, okay?”

      “I’m going to find out, Sissy.” I peel one of the straps down her shoulder. “You would have been irresistible in a dress that fit you properly. In this thing? You might as well have been ringing a dinner bell for every man in the casino.” I tug the other strap down. “Including me.”

      A blush blows across her cheeks. “You’re the only one I meant to ring it for.”

      Part of me wonders if I’m dreaming. How else could this girl want my thick, ugly ass?

      If I’m dreaming, so be it. I’m not waking up until I’m forced.

      With unworthy fingers, I peel down the top of the dress to her waist, baring her tits. At the sight of them, so succulent and pert, my dick strains against the front of my pants. I feel like an ogre compared to her. She’s so delicate and smooth, so fucking smooth everywhere and I’m big and coarse and so much older, this feels like a crime.

      “That man…he said something to me about drinking liquor out of my belly button.”

      In response to those words, I shout a curse and rip the gold dress from her body, leaving her trembling in high heels and a pair of white panties. “Why would you tell me that?”

      “Only because…when he said it, I thought of you doing it.” She trails her index finger from the hollow of her neck, down between her tits, all the way to her belly button. “I would love to watch you do that to me.”

      “Drink liquor from your belly button?” Her face is flushed, as if shy, but she nods eagerly. “I don’t drink alcohol, Sissy.”

      “I know.” She goes up on her toes and kisses my chin. “Forget I said anything. Even though it’s my birthday.”

      My heart stalls out. “It’s your birthday?”

      She hums. “I’m nineteen today.”

      “Honey.” I wrap my arms around her tight, crushing her to my chest. Granted, I only met her yesterday, but I’m still berating myself for not knowing. I should have asked. I should have memorized every detail about her existence, immediately. “Happy birthday. I’m sorry it’s not going very well.”

      “What do you mean?” Her brow is knit in confusion. “I’m in this beautiful room with you, Locke.” She bites her lip, peering up at me through her lashes a little playfully. “It got a little rocky downstairs, but I definitely landed on my feet.”

      There’s an invisible hand clutching me around the throat. Am I insane not to give her whatever she asks for? “A little liquor won’t hurt. Just this once.”

      When her entire face brightens, I know I’m in love with her. Probably have been since I saw her on the security monitor. God put this angel in my life to show me what real love feels like. I’m certain about it. And it’s making me whole while it simultaneously tears up my insides like a tractor claw.

      “Take your panties off and go lay down on the bed.”

      Giggling excitedly, she drops her arms from around my neck and shimmies off her panties, as if it’s no big deal. As if I don’t almost ejaculate at the sight of her bare pussy, her tits bouncing as she skips to the bedroom and leaps onto the bed, waiting for me. Fuck. Oh fuck. I can’t believe this is really happening. The sweetest, most beautiful girl in the planet is waiting for me to come drink liquor from her belly and put my cock inside of her. How is this real?

      I’m breathing like a racehorse on my way to the mini bar, throwing open the door and grabbing a fistful of tiny liquor bottles without reading the labels. Kicking it shut behind me, I stride toward the bedroom, groaning as I approach, as I get close enough to see the erotic picture she makes, blonde hair fanned out on the bed, knees bent and raised, her fingers trailing up and down her ribcage.

      I don’t have a condom.

      That realization makes my balls squeeze eagerly.

      Does she know any better? Does she understand there’s a risk of pregnancy?

      Do I have to tell her? Could a baby be my way of keeping her?

      God should strike me down for considering a lie of omission for even a split second. Fucking her without relaying the consequences. I’m a better man than that, aren’t I?

      Yes. Yes. I have to be. For Sissy.

      At the same time, if I don’t get my hands and mouth on her soon, I’m going to expire.

      I toss the liquor bottles beside her hip on the bed and tug on my tie to loosen it. Then I reach down and unzip my pants, gritting my teeth at the rush of blood that heads south when I give my cock more room to breathe. “Honey…” I pick up a liquor bottle with a green label, untwist the cap with my teeth and spit it at the floor. Burying a knee on the mattress, I begin pouring golden liquid into her little belly button. She gasps, her thighs flexing and immediately, the substance overflows, running in rivulets down the curve of her waist.

      And lower to her pussy. Right down the slick, smooth split.

      “Y-yes?” she whispers, her hands fisting the comforter.

      I’m riveted by the way her cunt glistens with the liquor, the shiny pool of gold in her belly button. All of her. Every inch is appetizing to the point of pain. “Do you know how a woman gets pregnant?”

      She nods jerkily, her tits lifting and falling with shallow breaths. “Yes. I g-grew up on a farm. I know how it works.”

      Maybe it’s a good thing she’s seen animals mating.

      She won’t think it’s so odd when I rut and grunt like a bull.

      “I don’t have a condom, Sissy.” Needing the taste of her more than air itself, I lean down and suction my mouth around her belly button, slurping the shot of…tequila, I believe…into my mouth, the liquor lighting a fire in my throat. “I want to fuck you without a condom.”

      Slowly, she nods. “So…I could get pregnant?”

      My God, just the thought of her carrying my child almost leads me to prowling up her body and shoving myself home between her legs. “Yes,” I rasp, licking the stream of liquid that has trickled down her side. “You know I’ll take care of you and the baby if that happens, don’t you? I’ll take care of you always, no matter what, as long as you need me.” I kiss my way to her pussy, dropping to my knees on the floor at the foot of the bed, yanking her to the edge by her knees and French kissing her wet little gash. “Mother of God,” I mutter against her velvet flesh, the taste fogging my brain, making me starved. Voracious.

      She whines as I start to eat her out, sucking in stuttered breaths and wiggling her hips restlessly. “I…I n-never saw this on the farm,” she stutters, finally opening her thighs wider for it. Accepting that it’s happening and that she likes it. Likes my tongue on her sensitive pink pearl, licking it all over and pursing my lips against it, sending vibrations through it and feeling it swell up, listening to her whine and thread her fingers through my hair, pulling me closer to the place I never want to leave—the notch between her heavenly thighs. “Daddy. Please. Daddy.”

      I groan into my next lick, overcome by the power granted to me by that title.

      I’m tonguing my little girl’s pussy, making her wild. Making myself wild.

      And I don’t stop until I’ve pulled her trigger, sugary wetness seeping out all over my mouth and chin, drenching my beard. Wracking me with lust so intense, I don’t know myself anymore. I don’t know who I am as I lick her through the orgasm and stand up to remove my tie. “Want to feel those perky-ass tits drag up and down my chest while I’m banging you,” I growl, ripping off the tie, followed by my shirt.

      Dazed and gorgeous, she sits up to watch me, her eyes widening over my big, curved cock where it hangs hard and heavy through the opening of my zipper. She gulps, her gaze skittering sideways to the pile of liquor bottles. “Isn’t liquor supposed to dull pain?”

      Before I can guess what she’s planning, Sissy reaches for a mini bottle of tequila, twists off the cap and drains it, looking surprised at herself.

      That makes two of us. “You’re not twenty-one, Sissy, dammit. I shouldn’t have let you drink that.” My voice is growing more and more unrecognizable. Deep and abrasive. “Add it to my list of sins, I guess,” I say. Finally bare chested, I climb back on the bed, picking Sissy up with a forearm and dragging her beneath me toward the headboard. “I’m going to put my cock in that sinnin’ hole now.” My voice is guttural and I’m jacking myself off right above her sopping wet sex. “You understand we might make a baby?”

      She bites her lip and nods. And I can see the alcohol has had a calming effect. Gone are the nerves I spied a moment before. They rush back to the fore when I wedge the pulsing head of my cock against her entrance, her breathing coming in harsh pants. “I want you so bad. I’m just worried about the pain.”

      Knowing it’s wrong, so wrong, I balance my weight on one elbow and pick up another liquor bottle, using my teeth to open it. Then I pour the contents into her mouth. Wrong. Bad. I’m getting a nineteen-year-old runaway drunk on tequila and fucking her in a hotel room. There is no end to my depravity, is there?

      I’m at the point of no return, though. As soon as she swallows the golden substance, I fist my cock and work it deeper, deeper, into the snuggest space I could ever imagine. It’s hot and slick and tighter than the center of a bolt. “Oh my God,” I breathe, angling my hips for that first pump and delivering it slowly, but forcefully at the same time. Grinding down hard when I bottom out. Can’t help it. I hear her whimper, but my ears are ringing, too, my dick the consistency of iron. Is she real? Is she? “Oh fuck, you’re a miracle.” I seal my mouth over the top of hers, pressing her lips wide to give her my tongue, working it in and out, trying to stop the tremors coursing through her petite frame. “My cock hurting you, honey?”

      “A little.” Her pussy flexes around me and I see stars. “Mostly it feels good.”

      Don’t come. Don’t come. I’m breathing hard against her mouth like a maniac, my hips giving firm mini pumps to stretch her out, get her used to me. “That’s a good girl,” I whisper in between kisses. “That’s my sweet pumpkin.”

      There’s a flicker of burgeoning wickedness in her eyes and she moans, her hands trailing down and up my back, spearing into my hair—and God almighty, she begins to rock her hips, looking up at me eagerly, as if seeking approval. “Daddy likes that,” I grit out. “Don’t stop.”

      “I won’t,” she says, her breath hitching, our bodies finding a rhythm now.

      One that makes her nails dig into my back, her eyes losing focus. Fuck yes.

      I’m getting ready to drop my weight onto her, yank up those legs and thrust until my balls give up the fight, but a pounding starts on the door of the hotel room.

      Sissy and I exchange a dazed look. “Who is that?” she whispers.

      “I don’t know.”

      “It’s not the police, is it?” she says, clinging to my shoulders.

      Before I can answer that I don’t know, more pounding starts on the door. “Let us in, Locke,” says an unfamiliar male voice. “We’re the security team from downstairs. Give us a turn with the blonde and we’ll intervene on your behalf with the police.”

      On one hand, I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

      On the other, this is exactly what I expected.

      This girl is nothing short of magical. She turns men to beasts.

      I’m a beast, obviously, because the interruption only makes me pound into her harder, my arms wrapped around her head, a snarl curving my lips. “Leave or I’ll kill you,” I bellow at the door, my hips snapping up and back, driving her slight form up the bed. “She’s mine.”

      Sissy makes a sexy little whimpering sound and in response, there are twin groans outside of the door. More pounding of their fists.

      “Need you to be quiet or they’re going to break down the door,” I pant, clapping my hand over her mouth and fucking her furiously. “I’m almost there. You’re so tight for me, pumpkin. So tight. They can’t have it, can they? It’s all for Daddy. I found you first. Mine. Fucking mine. Do you hear me? Look at me and nod like a good little girl with a bratty virgin pussy and a sweet face. You burn me alive. You burn me fucking alive.”

      She licks the palm of the hand I’ve got curved over her mouth, her tits bouncing in time with my feverish drives, her channel squeezing me root to tip, ruining my life, giving my life purpose. Both. She does it all. And as if she isn’t incredible enough, her pussy starts to contract, her teeth digging into the meat of my palm. A second orgasm from a virgin. And it drenches my cock, giving me even more lubrication to finish myself off in a frenzy, slamming into her perfect hole once, twice, three more times, before my spine snaps straight and I lose my ability to breathe.

      “Oh shit. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

      I’m climaxing, but that’s a boring description for what she has actually done to me. She’s breathed new life into my body, baptized me in her purity, even as I took the purity away from her. Vaguely, I’m aware of several men knocking on the door now, demanding a turn with Sissy, but I block them out and focus on the bliss crossing her features, the way she milks me, so eager and wet.

      I find my hand wrapping around her throat of its own volition, my teeth gnashing against her swollen mouth. “Feel that hot seed? That’s coming from an obsessed man, Sissy. I’m obsessed with you.” I hold her down and thrust over and over again, gratification making me shout into my closed mouth. “I pray to this pussy now. You’re my fucking religion.”

      The final spurts of lust leave my body and enter hers and I finally collapse, winded, my mind reeling, reeling over what just happened. I’ve traded my God for this girl. I’m Judas. But I can’t find a single iota of regret in my body right now. Not when she throws a drowsy but worried glance at the door where men still demand a turn, and snuggles into me for protection.

      “Dear God,” I mutter, apologizing to my maker for putting him in the back seat while I stole this girl’s innocence. “Dear God, forgive me. I couldn’t help it.”

      Sissy looks up at me curiously, as if memorizing my prayer, then wiggles closer with a stuttered breath. “Protect me, Locke.”

      Pride and possessiveness harden my muscles and I wrap her in my arms, crushing her up against my sweaty body. “Always, Sissy.” I kiss her temple hard. “Always.”
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      I sit at the kitchen table shuffling cards, my hands growing more and more deft. Locke is due to get home in ten minutes and my eyes continually stray to the clock, my heart beating faster and faster the closer his arrival looms, my panties already damp. My boyfriend is never in the door longer than ten seconds before I’m hustled into the bedroom and he’s on top of me, his breath rasping in my ear, the bedsprings squeaking. Almost time. Almost.

      My pulse grows thick, my shuffling movements so clumsy that I finally give up.

      It’s late. Just past midnight. In my old life, I would be asleep in bed, but Vegas life is around the clock. A lot of our life is lived in the nighttime and I’m growing used to it.

      It has been a week since the incident at the casino and life is…

      Well it’s incredible. I’m so happy I could burst.

      My stomach is filled with permanent butterflies because I live with a man who is my hero, my biggest fan and my best friend all rolled into one powerful package.

      Last week, we were lying in bed in the suite, listening to the men gather outside, demanding Locke share me immediately. I didn’t know how we were going to escape. Locke wanted to go outside and beat them all to a pulp, but I begged him to find another way for us to leave safely. A way where there was no chance of him getting hurt.

      He called a local acquaintance who set off firecrackers in one of the stairwells, thus creating a diversion long enough for us to escape in the opposite direction. I probably shouldn’t have been giggling the whole way down the emergency stairs. There was no help for it, though, and I’ve been giggling constantly since it happened. Except for when I’m moaning.

      Or screaming.

      The same friend who set off the diversionary firecrackers is an older married gentleman who also happens to train blackjack dealers. Under Locke’s supervision, he has been training me all week. Once I’m certified, I’m going to begin dealing cards during Locke’s shifts, instead of waitressing. Where you’ll be covered head to toe and within reaching distance, he says.

      Yes, everything is coming up roses…except for one thing.

      And I really shouldn’t complain because I’m so incredibly happy.

      I’m in love.

      Deeply.

      Infatuated, really. With my Locke. I crave him with every cell in my body at all times. I cling to him in sleep and run to him when he walks through the front door (after he manages to unlock the eight deadbolts he had installed). And he still sleeps with a shotgun propped against the bedside table, muttering about men wanting to take what belongs to him.

      I do. I belong to him.

      The way we make love to each other is intense and…oh my goodness, so satisfying. Locke is my Daddy at all times, but when we touch, I become his pumpkin. I don’t have enough experience to say that the way we play is little twisted, but my gut tells me it is. And I don’t care. I know what feels right for us and I’ve given myself over to the pleasure wholeheartedly.

      Locke holds me down and dominates me like a lathered up bull. We reach a level of gratification that leaves us both shaken…and afterward…he asks God for forgiveness.

      And my heart drops straight through the floorboards.

      The deadbolts on the front door begin to turn and in response, my nipples turn into stiff pegs, my hands raking up and down my bare thighs in anticipation. It has been over twelve hours since the last time we made love and I’m going through withdrawals. My skin is clammy and flushed at the same time, my fingertips twitching from the need to grip his sturdy shoulders.

      The final deadbolt is disengaged and Locke lunges through the door, his eyes searching wildly around the apartment until they land on me. As if he worried I would no longer be there. But of course, I am, and I run to him now, throwing myself into his arms and planting kisses all over his face, whimpering when he tugs up my skirt in back and kneads my bare bottom with two strong hands, his breath accelerating, the telltale ridge growing against my belly.

      “I miss you so much when I’m gone, I’m a fucking mess by the time my shift ends.” He hefts me up so I can lock my thighs around his waist and I giggle out of pure happiness, though his expression is serious as he studies my face. “You’ve been stuck in here for days, honey. Let me bring you out for a walk. There’s an ice cream shop down the block that’s open all night.”

      We decided I would lay low in the apartment for a while after the incident. The man Locke assaulted didn’t press charges and Locke managed to smooth things over with the casino manager—it helps that he’s the best pit boss in town—but neither one of us are ready to trust that the men who demanded a turn with me gave up so easily. Locke is working with security to determine their identities and bar them from the casino. Furthermore, the security guards who pounded on the door of our suite have been fired.

      “Ice cream,” I say excitedly, kissing his face with even more gusto until he chuckles. “Can we go after you bring me to bed for a while?”

      He groans and tilts his hips, grinding the juncture of my thighs down on his hardness. “Sissy, you know if we take our clothes off now, they’re not going back on. And I’ve been sick all day thinking of you locked in here, no fresh air. I need to take good care of you. Let me.” He spanks my backside with a sharp slap. “When we come back…”

      “You’ll wrestle with me?”

      His ears turn crimson and he can’t look me in the eye. “Yes. God help me, we’ll wrestle.”

      A thistle sprouts in my throat. I can’t swallow it down. Locke loves what we do together, but he also can’t move past his belief that it’s wrong. That by touching me, he’s sinning. Or forsaking his God. I don’t think he realizes that it hurts my feelings. He must not—or I know he wouldn’t do it. Maybe I should talk to him about how his repenting makes me feel?

      “Sissy?” He studies my expression with a frown. “What’s wrong?”

      I consider lying and saying everything is fine, but then the problem will still exist tomorrow. When I ran away from the farm, I promised myself I would carve out a path of my choosing—and I have. But there is a pothole in the dead center of it.

      “Um…” I drop my legs from around Locke’s waist and step out into the hallway. He follows me with a worried expression, glancing over at me several times while he engages the bolts once more. “It’s just that…I feel like you’re ashamed of me.”

      I’ve never seen devastation overtake over someone’s face so quickly. “You what?” He forgets the door, taking my shoulders in his hands, instead. “Ashamed of you, Sissy? How could you think such a thing? I don’t want to keep you locked up in this apartment—I’m just trying to make it safe for you to return to the casino—”

      “I know that, Locke. I know. You’re not holding me prisoner. I’m here of my own free will.” I reach up and hold on to his wrists, my head tilted all the way back so I can look into his confused face. “But when we go back to the casino, will you proudly call yourself my boyfriend? Or will you only kiss me in the upstairs suite and refuse to hold my hand when people are watching?”

      He hangs his head. “I’m so much older than you, honey,” he growls through his teeth. “So much bigger and uglier. On top of that, I’m going to be your direct boss, as soon as you start dealing. It doesn’t look right. It looks like you’re being pressured. Or kept.”

      “Why do you care what other people think?”

      “I care what they think about you.” He shakes me slightly. “I don’t want people to laugh at you because you’re with an old man whose belt is hooked on the last notch.”

      “You’re beautiful and handsome and perfect,” I whisper, passionately.

      “Agree to disagree,” he mutters, lowing his mouth to mine.

      As much as I want to kiss him, I evade his mouth, because I’ve finally gotten enough courage to explain to him what’s bothering me and I’m not going to stop halfway through. “I hear you praying after you’ve made love to me. Asking for forgiveness.” Tears rush to my eyes. “It makes me feel like…like…I’m some evil temptation sent to ruin you.”

      “You are,” he laughs without humor, raking a hand through his hair. “You are my fucking ruin, Sissy. No two ways about it.”

      I suck in a painful breath and turn, stomping down the hallway toward the stairwell, ignoring Locke when he strides after me, calling my name hoarsely.

      “Come back here, little girl,” he grinds out.

      “No.”

      I take the stairs down to the main floor two at a time, shoving open the lobby door and continuing out into the dry desert heat. The streetlamps blur due to the moisture in my eyes, my chest yawning open painfully. I don’t know where the ice cream shop is located, but I don’t want to be told I’m his downfall again, so I pick a direction and commit to it, speed walking, Locke’s steps growing louder behind me on the sidewalk.

      “Sissy, I went from a pious life of praying the rosary and going to mass regularly to…” He wraps and arm around my waist, drawing me to a halt and lifting me off the ground, my back pressed to his heaving chest. “I went from being a devout man of God to playing games with you in the dark that will reserve my spot in hell. I’ve accepted that. When you hear me praying, I’m asking God to forgive you. To not judge you for what we do. I can’t allow you to suffer because of how we misbehave.”

      My bottom lip trembles. “I don’t want forgiveness. We’re doing nothing wrong.”

      “Oh no?” His breathing grows harsh in the curve of my neck. “You don’t think there’s anything wrong with playing pony? Bouncing you on my knee like you’re a schoolgirl while you giggle and twirl your pigtails? It shouldn’t make my cock so hard I can barely breathe.”

      “Yes it should.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’s me. You wouldn’t feel that way with someone else. It’s just me. It’s us.”

      His chest hollows and slows, as if my words have affected him. “Sissy…”

      “I don’t want to be your so-called downfall.” I wiggle and twist until he has no choice but to set me down. “You can’t touch me anymore. Not as long as you think it’s wrong.”

      That’s a pretty bold bluff.

      I don’t have the willpower to say no to him, this man who gives me so much pleasure that sometimes I don’t stop trembling for an hour. After a week of constant sex, he knows every inch of my body and all of my sensitive spots. He knows the kind of dirty talk that turns my fingernails into claws and makes my hips work faster.

      So when I storm across the street toward a children’s park and his shadow follows me, large and looming, I worry I won’t be able to resist his touch long enough to make my point.

      “You come back here,” he says, voice thick. “Now.”

      “No.”

      “You’re behaving like a child.”

      “That’s what you like. Remember?” As I enter the park, I look back over my shoulder and find his features tight, an enormous lump behind the zipper of his dress pants. And I realize…he is, in fact, turned on by my tantrum, even though it’s upsetting him. Since the day we met, my impulse has been to tempt Locke, rile up his temper and make him succumb to the undeniable lust and affection between us.

      Right now? When I’m emotionally keyed up? The urge to drive him crazy has increased tenfold. He thinks what we do in the privacy of his bedroom is bad, but he can’t help himself, either. Marching over to the swings, I decide to show him that. To exploit his feelings for me the way mine feel exposed and vulnerable right now. I’m acting out and I know it.

      But when I lay face down over the swing, get a running start and propel myself into an arcing back and forth sway over the sandpit, my skirt flies up in the wind and he makes a beastly sound behind me. I become intoxicated by the power of my body, the power of the gravity between me and Locke. And I wait for him to give me the proof I’m desperate for.

      I wait for his touch. His love.

      His apology.

      Everything.

      Give me everything.
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      I’m a wreck.

      Physically. Mentally.

      The fact that I’ve upset Sissy has ripped my insides to shreds. I didn’t realize my repentance was affecting her like this. I made her feel like a bad thing. A mistake. When in reality, she is and will always be the greatest joy of my life. My heart, my soul, the object of my never-ending hunger. All for her. Only for her.

      She is my obsession and that fact has never been more obvious than it is right now when she swings back and forth beneath the moon, face down, her skirt blowing up every time she moves in that backward arc. Toward me. My dick is sweating in my briefs, throbbing and swelling against my belly. She’s singing to herself quietly, as if she doesn’t have a care in the world.

      But she knows exactly what she’s doing.

      Flexing her power over me.

      She holds all of it in her perfect hand, doesn’t she?

      Christ, yes.

      From my throat down to my belly, I’m twisted up in knots, hating the fact that I’ve hurt my angel. Loathing myself for it. But beneath my stomach, it’s all need. My balls are miserable and throbbing, highly aware that I haven’t come inside of her since this morning. My skin is feverish, my fingers stretching with the desire to play with her tight teenage asshole. Her cheeks are so smooth and taut in the moonlight, her snug little entrances right there for the taking. Mine. They belong to me.

      A growl builds in my throat and I unzip my pants, reaching in to jack myself off.

      I haven’t claimed the back hole yet. My conscience stops me every time I consider it. This morning, when she was sitting on my face and slipped forward by accident, I started rimming her and she definitely enjoyed it, rubbing her sweet pucker all over my mouth and crying in that excited/confused tone for her Daddy. Could have tucked my cock into her ass then, no doubt, but where does the corruption end?

      It doesn’t.

      I’m starting to realize that.

      The role of Sissy’s Daddy is a part of me now and what she said, about it not being wrong because it’s us, because it wouldn’t be this way with anyone else…she’s right.

      She’s right.

      In trying to cling to the remains of my devout self, I’ve made this sweet, trusting creature believe I’m ashamed of her. And that is a far worse sin than claiming this girl, who is wildly out of my league, and calling her mine. Causing her to shed a single tear is worse than our games. Like, pretending to steal a quickie before someone comes home and we get caught doing something illegal. I love her more than can be put into words, so I will let go of my misgivings and accept that we show affection for each other in a certain way. I will accept that no one is going to understand why she’s with me.

      If it doesn’t bother her, I can’t let it bother me.

      Because it upsets her. And I would rather drive a knife into my chest than do that.

      I approach her with my fully erect dick choked in my right hand, the up-close view of her supple little cheeks knocking the wind out of me. “I’m sorry, Sissy.” Using my left hand to brace myself on the swing’s chain, I lean down and kiss each side of her bottom in turn, my tongue starved for a dirty lick up the middle. Not yet. I don’t deserve it yet. “Daddy’s very sorry.”

      She sniffs. Ignores my apology and continues to swing, that damn skirt flying up over and over and over again, gnarling my loins and making me salivate. On one particularly broad arc, her soft, naked butt brushes my arousal, pushing it up to my belly, before flying away again.

      My mouth opens on a silent groan. “Don’t tease me, pumpkin.”

      Briefly, her thighs squeeze together on the swing, before parting again, and I know her pussy shrank when I called her by our secret nickname. It always does, whether I’ve got my fingers, my cock or my tongue inside of it. Yeah, she fucking strangles my dick when I say that word. “Don’t touch me,” she pouts over her shoulder. “I’m mad at you.”

      My heart dips several inches. “I know you are.” On her next backward arc, I wrap an arm beneath her body and draw her to a stop, the curve of her ass tucking right into my lap so my cock can feel she’s undeniably wet. She’s enjoying this. Flashing me, taunting me, making me stiffer than a steel pipe. And thank God. I want her to enjoy everything we do, don’t I? I’m not going to be ashamed of how we show affection anymore. “You have every right to be angry at me,” I say into her hair. “I’ve been a fool to fight what’s between us when I love you so much, my heart feels broken and alive and chaotic every time I look at you.”

      For long seconds, she doesn’t seem to take a breath. Then it all comes flying out in a rush. “I love you, too,” she whispers back at me, haltingly. “I feel it everywhere.”

      “I know what you mean.” I fist her long blonde hair and tilt her head to the left, planting open-mouthed kisses on that soft column beneath her ear. “I’m starved for you every minute of the day. Not just your body, but your hand in mine, the way you make little things feel like an adventure, the way you look at me with so much trust. I won’t take that trust for granted. I won’t make you cry ever again, Sissy. I swear it.”

      “I believe you.”

      Her ass shifts in my lap and I grit my teeth. “And I won’t feel bad about this anymore.”

      “About what?” she says softly, her sides beginning to puff in and out.

      It takes an effort to swallow because the anticipation of what’s to come has dried out my mouth. “Our play time.”

      I’ve never called it that before—and she appears to like it. A lot. She makes a mewling sound and arches her back beneath me, my hands raking down her ribcage, to her hips where I shove that little skirt up all the way. I finally give in to the insane craving for the taste of her ass, dropping to my knees in the sand and pushing her cheeks apart, my tongue blazing up a path straight up that center valley, before settling in to rim that beautiful asshole, so puckered and tight. Untouched by anyone but me—and that will always be the case.

      Our location, the scene we’re creating, is not lost of me. The park is deserted this time of night, but we’re in semi-plain view of the adjacent road. Anyone who happened to glance over would see Sissy bent face down over a swing with a giant kneeling in the sand behind her, eating her ass like it’s his final meal. I should bring her home and finish this in my bed, but I can’t stop licking. Stroking my hands up and down her trembling thighs. Now that I’ve given myself permission to embrace my role in our relationship, I’m almost drunk on freedom.

      Acceptance.

      Hunger for my angel.

      I wriggle the tip of my tongue against her back entrance for a full ten seconds, making her gasp and writhe her hips. Then I pull away long enough to deliver bites to her left cheek, followed by the right, my teeth sinking in just to the point of her sucking in a breath. “You love when I bring you to the park, don’t you, pumpkin?” I slide my thumb down the crack of her ass and slowly tuck it into that sweet pucker. “Just the two of us.”

      “Yes.” Her thighs are already shaking violently, this perfect, responsive girl. Doesn’t matter what I do, she’s always on the verge of coming. God, I’m a lucky man. “I l-love it.”

      “You like playing on the swings.”

      She nods eagerly, though I can only see the back of her head. “Yes.”

      “We play a little differently, though, than everyone else. Don’t we?” I sink my thumb in deep and watch moisture seep from her pussy below. It’s such a thing of beauty I shoot a string of come into the sand, my abdomen flexing painfully. “You’re the only little girl here who didn’t wear her panties. Did you want Daddy to see between your legs?”

      The game between us has never been allowed to run amok. Usually, Sissy tempts me and taunts me until I break and start referring to myself by the D word. Most of the time, we’re already on the verge of climax and I can’t help it. Can’t keep the word buried inside when I have no control over my body and mouth. This time, I’m not even inside of her yet and I’m saying things that would have made me feel ashamed this morning. No longer.

      Never again.

      I give this girl what she needs—and get what I crave from her in the process.

      “Yes,” she rasps, pushing her backside against my mouth and working her hips in a circle, moaning, trembling. “I wanted you to see.”

      “Why?” I lean back and bring my palm down against her ass, groaning as the supple flesh shakes in response. “What happens when you let me see what’s under your skirt?”

      “You get big,” she whispers. “You get big and put it inside me.”

      Oh fuck. I’ve gone past the point of arousal now and I’m dripping, my dick pulsing with the need to be inside of her. My balls have been driven up into my stomach by her wobbly yet eager voice and the silk of her skin. I stumble to my feet and stoop forward above her, jacking myself off into the crack of her behind. “That’s right. You shoulder the blame for what I’m about to do, don’t you? You and your wet young cunt.” I let go of my cock long enough to spank her, then go right back to beating my flesh mercilessly. “The way you tease until you’ve turned me into animal who can’t help but squeeze his way into paradise. You make me fuck you.”

      “I can’t help it, Daddy,” she purrs, lifting her hips. “I’m sorry.”

      “No, you’re not,” I grunt, winded, swiping my sweaty upper lip on my shoulder. “But maybe you will be once I’m balls deep in this ass.”

      “I won’t be sorry. I love making you feel good.”

      “Fuck. I’m going to do it.” I press the thick head of my cock into her too small hole, my chest heaving violently, the seed already threatening to spill out everywhere. “I’m going to come in this cute little butt. You’ve flashed it at me without consequences for the last time.”

      Her thighs widen as I drive deeper, slowly, her breath rattling in and out.

      She’s so tight back here, I am suddenly blind, a new pulse I’ve never experienced before taking up residence in my loins, my belly. Christ oh Christ. I’m not going to make it more than two thrusts, especially with her whimpering and wiggling around on it. Out of pure desperation to give her pleasure before I take mine, I reach around her hip to the juncture of her thighs and rub the pad of my middle finger against her clit. She bucks with such desperation that the chains of the swing clang together, the sound mingling with my out-of-control, grunting breaths.

      “That cock tease pussy better come on these fingers after putting on such a show for me.” I switch to my thumb, brushing it side to side, quickly, over that swollen button of flesh. “Go on, pumpkin. Show me the real reason you leave the panties at home.”

      She hiccups her way through a sob, the muscles of her back seizing beneath me. She shakes the chains of the swing, her orgasm sending a flood of moisture into the palm of my hand, pumping me full of pride. Gratification. Her whimpers echo around the park and I want to taste her pleasure. Bask in it. So I bring my soaked palm to my mouth and lick it thoroughly, that sugar hitting me in the back of the throat.

      “Fuck yes,” I growl, delving my tongue in between each finger to get it all. Every ounce of her sweetness. It’s all mine. “Needed to make sure you ask for another trip to the park tomorrow, didn’t I?”

      “Yes, I will. I will.”

      “Good girl,” I praise, kissing the crown of her head.

      She whines and pulses over those two words, working herself on my stiff dick where it’s buried in her asshole. “Yes,” she pants. “I’m a good girl.”

      Lust is snapping and slavering at my throat and I can’t hold back any longer. I take firm hold of her hips, pull my shaft out halfway and sink between her waiting cheeks, my rasping curse tumbling out into the night air. “Oh sweet Jesus.”

      I thought it would only take two pumps.

      That’s all I should be allowed. She’s never done this before. Hell, I haven’t done it before, but it’s all about pleasure for me and none of the discomfort. Although, she doesn’t seem to be experiencing much. Not if her thready moans are any indication. Or the way she gasps in pure ecstasy every time I pound home, my hips ramming into her buttocks, again, again. It was only supposed to be two thrusts, but even my balls have put their desperation on hold out of pure wonder over the tight, untried friction of her asshole.

      And then I can’t help myself, I’m railing her like a beast, sweat rolling down the sides of my face, my lips pulled back in a snarl. I’m suddenly determined to make her come again while I’m eight deep in her ass—and I know exactly how to do it. I give her more play time than she can stand, curving myself over her sexy body so I can growl directly into her ear.

      “Maybe I’ll walk you down the aisle someday, pumpkin. But your horny pussy and this tight-as-fuck ass will always be married to Daddy. We’ll always sneak off on Christmas morning so I can open my real present—these thighs.”

      I’m twice her size, yet she almost bucks me off, she comes so hard, screaming and shoving herself down on my hard sex, burying me deeper than I thought possible with a virgin—and I’m carried away on a tide, bellowing hoarsely into her neck, bliss shooting through me at the speed of light, my balls locked in a seemingly permanent spasm, filling her up with hot semen until it’s raining down into the sand beneath the swing. It’s painful to remain inside of her because she’s cinched up so tight, so I withdraw and drop to my knees behind her, my entire body in a state of euphoric shock.

      But nothing compares to the pleasure of her slumping back into my arms, turning and wrapping her arms around my neck, nearly sedated from what we’ve done. She trusts me to carry her home and take care of her. Be her man. And that’s exactly what I’m going to do.

      From now until forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sissy

      

      

      

      I close my locker and sigh with happiness.

      It has been one week since I started working as a blackjack dealer—and I’ve loved every second. Sure, there seems to be an inordinate amount of men flocking to my table, but Locke is forever standing behind me to keep them in check. The big engagement ring on my finger doesn’t hurt, either. Locke proposed to me in a beautiful restaurant overlooking the Strip yesterday and I almost launched myself across the table in an attempt to say yes and throw my arms around him at the same time.

      A week ago, I thought I knew happiness, but ever since Locke and I worked out our issue, that feeling has increased tenfold and now I don’t walk. I float.

      Faye sidles up next to me, stowing a bottle of body spray in her locker, before leaning against it to eyeball me. “Someone is glowing,” she says, a reluctant smile playing around the edges of her mouth. We got off to a bad start my first day of waitressing, but ever since I came back, we’ve started to build an unlikely friendship. I think I impressed her by coming back at all after the stir I caused on the casino floor. “Locke must be magic in the sack.”

      I flush to the roots of my hair.

      Magic is an understatement.

      Now that he’s given himself the freedom to be the older, male authority—so to speak—in the bedroom, we race home from work with the need to be undressed and in bed together. Sometimes we don’t make it. I’ve been taken on the hood of two different cars in the parking garage, my butt squeaking up and back on the shiny exterior. And this afternoon, I got on my knees for him in the suite he keeps upstairs in case of emergencies, worshipping the delicious length of him until he poured himself down my throat.

      It was my first time taking Daddy in my mouth and I plan on doing it again tonight.

      He’s going to want me on my back or face down with my legs spread open, but I’ll pout until he lets me taste him. At least for a little while. I’m already addicted to his salty flavor.

      “I’ll take that expression on your face as confirmation,” Faye snorts, shutting her locker and walking away shaking her head. “Oh!” she says, turning back around on a heel with a snap of her fingers. “I forgot to mention, there was a man here yesterday asking for you.”

      My nose wrinkles. “A man?”

      “Yeah. Older, sort of seemed…I don’t know. Out of place among the crowd?” My heart is beginning to pound wildly in my ribcage. “You’ve got a lot of admirers, you know? Locke has put his proverbial scent all over you and terrifies anyone who gets too close to his territory. But this guy obviously hasn’t gotten the message.”

      “Right,” I manage to say, feeling winded. “Thank you for letting me know.”

      “Sure thing.” She winks at me, heads for the locker room exit. “See you out there.”

      “Okay,” I breathe, pressing a hand to my stomach in an attempt to stop it from flipping over and over. No way. Could it be? Has my father found me?

      I’m suddenly very aware that I’m the only one in the usually bustling locker room.

      The waitressing night shift is about the begin, but the day waitresses haven’t yet left the floor. It’s turnover time and there’s no sound, save the dripping of a leaky shower nozzle.

      I’ve been so wrapped up in Locke and growing accustomed to my new life in Vegas that I’ve barely spared a worry that my father would come and find me. I’m a legal adult. Yes, he has made a practice out of controlling me my whole life, but searching for me? Dragging me home when I’m old enough to be out on my own? That would be kidnapping—

      I’ve barely managed to finish the thought when a familiar, calloused hand claps over my mouth and I’m dragged toward the rear emergency exit, the metal door banging off the wall at being shoved open so hard. Horror is like quicksilver in my veins, shock stopping me from reacting right away and then it’s too late, I’m outside.

      Being pulled toward the parked car he’s owned since I was a child.

      No. Oh my God, please. No.

      Locke.

      I start to fight, kicking backward to strike his shins. It surprises him, because I’ve never fought back before, but I’m not letting him take me. Not letting him steal my newfound happiness. Not happening.

      “You want to tango, bitch?” His hands close around my throat and tighten, cutting off my air passage, but I struggle mightily, refusing to give up.

      At least until I feel the muzzle of a gun pressing to my temple.

      “Yeah, that’s right. Who’s in charge now?” He digs the metal into the side of my forehead. “Thought I’d just walk in here and demand you get your ass in the car, so I could bring you back home to work, like you were meant to do. To serve this family. But then I saw that big fella you’ve been rutting with. So I went and picked up a little ammunition.”

      Tears cloud my vision. “I’ll run away again. I’ll keep running away again and again for the rest of my life. And that’s the best case scenario for you, because I pity what will happen to you if my future husband tracks you down.”

      “Future husband,” he sneers, spitting on the ground. “He’s just making promises to get those legs to open sesame. Every man I’ve ever brought to the farm tried to buy you off me. They wanted to get you married and breeding as soon as you hit eighteen. At first I was annoyed over their weak flesh, but I came around to the idea. You’re my property, ain’t you? And you ran off before I could make a good deal.”

      Shock renders me momentarily still. “You…you wanted to sell me?”

      “No. I am going to sell you. Might get a little less cash for you now that you’ve tarnished yourself with that bull, but I’ll still come away with enough to live comfortably for the rest of my days.”

      A wrench turns in my sternum. “Does my mother know?”

      “She goes along with the decisions I make.” He continues dragging me backward toward the car, ignoring my cries to stop. “You could learn a thing or two from her, you unruly brat.”

      “Stop!” I cling to the edge of the car, but he’s stronger and manages to push me into the back seat. “Please. Just let me live my life.”

      He ignores me. “There’s a pen and paper down there in the footwell. You’re going to write your fiancé a letter breaking off the relationship, so he doesn’t come looking.” He points his gun at the diamond on my finger. “Give me that. We’ll leave it with the letter to make it convincing.”

      “I’m not writing it.”

      “Oh yes you will.” My father cocks the gun, murder in his eyes. He’s gone mad. Perhaps he wants to bring me back to Nebraska to make him money, but after scoring his pride, I think he’d be just as satisfied knowing I’m dead. Unable to shame him any further. Maybe he was always a little crazy and me running away pushed him over the edge. Whatever the reason, I can’t be positive he won’t pull the trigger. Better to placate him now and wait for an opportunity to run while we’re on the road back to Nebraska.

      With tears rolling down my cheeks, I pick up the pen and paper, crying while I write the words he demands of me, verbatim. As soon as I sign the bottom of the page, I’m being knocked out with the blow from the butt of his gun, cutting off my scream and turning it into a choked whisper of Locke’s name.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Locke

      

      

      

      When Sissy doesn’t emerge from the women’s lounge at the time we agreed upon, I know something is wrong right away. She’s never late. She knows I worry. And there is fire crackling in my bones that I haven’t experienced before. It’s not just panic, it’s the sense that I’ve missed something important. I’ve neglected to cover a base.

      For one full extra minute, I stare at the door waiting for her to walk through with her bright, optimistic smile and that secret look in her eye. The one she only gives me. It says she’s counting the hours until she can be in my arms. Until she can be underneath me. Or kneeling in front of me, as she did earlier today, her innocent mouth sucking my cock so eagerly and reacting as if my come was nectar from the Gods. It was so mind-blowing, I got hard again immediately afterward and stayed stiff as nails until now.

      Until now when she fails to walk out the door.

      Finally, the entrance swings open, but someone I don’t recognize walks out—a waitress, according to her attire—gasping when she sees my expression, which is growing more and more panicked by the second. “Where is my fiancée?” I growl.

      I don’t have to explain further. Everyone in this casino knows Sissy. There is only one employee who incited a riot by wearing a short skirt—and she’s mine.

      The waitress glances back at the door, then at me. “I don’t know. I didn’t see her in there.”

      “Is anyone else in there?”

      “No, the shift change just ended. The night crew is out on the floor—”

      I don’t wait for her to finish that sentence. I lunge through the door into the locker room, storming toward the final row where Sissy told me her locker is located. It’s closed. She’s not there. She’s not anywhere. I can smell her scent in the fucking air, but she is not in front of me and I’m—

      There is an envelope sticking out of the bottom of her locker.

      My stomach gurgles ominously as I stoop down to pick it up, opening the sealed tab with a stab and rip of my finger. Her engagement ring slides out into my hand and the world stops existing around me. In a blinding flash, I’m in a cold, desolate place and ice has replaced my blood. My heart is in my mouth when I begin to read the letter, but it drops into my stomach almost immediately, then ceases to beat altogether.

      

      Dear Locke,

      

      I made a mistake leaving home.

      The engagement is off.

      Please don’t come after me.

      

      Sissy

      

      I stumble sideways and slam into the row of lockers, sliding down to the floor with the piece of paper clutched in my fist. She left me. She left me. Why?

      How can I ask why?

      I’m sixteen years her senior. She’s exquisite—and let’s face it, I’m heavy and hairy and grumpy. I tried to tell her in the beginning that she was too far out of my league, didn’t I? She must have finally realized it herself. Either that or…or she never got over the hurt I caused her by praying for God to forgive me for touching her. As if she was a sin.

      Has she been hiding more pain from me than I realized?

      I bash the back of my head against the locker once, twice, agony erupting inside of my chest. I read the letter once more time, searching for some hidden clue as to what I did to lose her, but there is nothing. There’s nothing. I tilt my head back and roar at the ceiling, scalding hot moisture rushing in behind my eyes.

      Her voice comes back to me, dreamlike and echoing from yesterday. When we were standing on the balcony of the restaurant where I proposed to her.

      I wish we had a thousand years to spend together.

      She said those words to me with stars in her eyes—and I believed her.

      Several seconds tick by, my heart slowly reviving itself.

      I believed Sissy, because…she was telling the truth. She loves me. She is happy with me. How many times has she told me that?

      How quickly I doubted her. How quickly I doubted myself.

      Once again, I look down at the letter and notice the hasty scrawl where normally her handwriting is careful and feminine. Neat. The sheet of notebook paper has been ripped out without finesse. It’s unlike her in every way.

      And she wouldn’t do this to me. She wouldn’t send me to hell by walking away, leaving me nothing but three measly lines. Which means…

      Someone else made her write them.

      Rage bubbles up inside of me and consumes every limb, every inch of my brain. I’m seeing bright red as I gain my footing and jog from the locker room, already whipping my phone out of my suit jacket pocket to call security. Ten minutes later, when the footage is pulled up, I come very close to destroying the room full of monitors. My bellow of denial nearly shatters them, the rage climbing to an almost unmanageable height. But I rope it in and I’m moving. I’m ordering the security cam operator to call the police and give them the license plate number of the car that abducted my fiancé. I’m running for the parking garage and peeling out in my own vehicle, a pulse beating like a drum in my head.

      I don’t know who the man is in the video, but I have a good guess.

      Sissy’s father.

      He is the T I forgot to cross. He’s the base I didn’t cover.

      And now he’s taken my angel away from me. Not only that, he pointed a gun at her. He struck her. Knocked her unconscious. I come very close to crashing my SUV into the parking garage wall at the memory of it. Who could cause harm to such a gentle creature? I don’t know. But he’s going to fucking pay for it.

      Two turns later, my tires are squealing onto the strip and I’m hitting the gas in the direction of I-70, knowing that if this motherfucker is bringing Sissy back to Nebraska, they will have to travel east on the interstate. He has a twenty-seven-minute head start on me, but he probably isn’t driving like a bat out of hell. At least, he better not be with such precious cargo in the back seat. Is she hurt? Is she in pain?

      I slam the steering wheel with my fist and shout an expletive, my foot laying down on the gas even harder. Once I’m on the interstate, it seems to take hours to find the old blue Chrysler. I’m starting to worry that he’s taken a different route when it comes into view up ahead, right there in the middle lane. I don’t allow myself to feel relief yet. Not yet. I don’t know what condition she’s in and I can’t feel anything but violent knowing she’s scared.

      I’ve always been a peaceful man, a man of God. Right now, however, I wish for a weapon. Something besides my fists and wit, both of which seem inadequate right now. But that’s when heaven sends me help in the form of a traffic jam. The Chrysler slows to a stop in front of me, brake lights appearing all around, desert stretching on all sides.

      A gruff, miserable sound escapes me when Sissy sits up in the back seat, pressing a hand to her head, clearly disoriented. Definitely in pain. My heart can’t stand the sight of it—and I can’t wait anymore. I throw my SUV into park and alight from the driver’s side, my mind going into some kind of survival mode. Her survival.

      It all happens in the space of seconds, but they move in slow motion for me.

      I rip open the back door of the Chrysler. “Sissy,” I bark, not allowing myself to look at her or risk losing focus. If I see blood on her head, I’ll probably go ballistic and I don’t need emotion right now. I need to remain calm. I need be effective. “Go get in my car, honey. Move.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see her do as I ask, whimpering my name as she bolts from the vehicle. “He has a gun, Locke!”

      Without missing a beat, I wrench open the driver’s side door. It only takes a split second to register the slight resemblance to Sissy and confirm it’s her father. He’s already lifting his gun, but I’m ready for it. I catch his wrist in my hand and twist with all of my strength, snapping the bone and making him squeal like a baby. The gun lands down near his feet and I have it in my hands in seconds, cocked and pointing at a spot right between his eyes.

      “Don’t shoot,” he begs, fear slackening his features. “Please.”

      “Believe me when I say if there were no witnesses on this interstate, you would already be dead. I would drag your sorry carcass out into this desert and leave you for the buzzards to feast on. But the police would take me away from her. And no one, no fucking one is ever going to separate me from that girl.” I move in close, wedging the muzzle of the gun to the center of his forehead, my finger aching to pull the trigger. “Especially you, you weak, pathetic excuse for a man. Do you understand me? If you ever even think about coming within a thousand miles of Sissy again, I will leave pieces of you scattered all over Vegas. They’ll never put you together again. You don’t deserve to call yourself her father.” I flip the gun around and pistol whip him across the face, sending a spray of blood across the dashboard and two of his teeth in the back seat. “And every night for the rest of your life, when you’re lying in bed trying to fall asleep, remember she calls another man Daddy now. And I’m giving her the kind of care you never could.”

      With that, I put his lights out, bringing the butt of the gun down on his temple one extra time in Sissy’s name. I reach across the man’s slumped body and put the car in park, then I slide the gun into my jacket and walk back to my SUV where Sissy is waiting. I’m barely inside the vehicle before she launches herself at me over the console, wrapping her arms around my neck and straddling me, shaking, sobbing into my neck.

      “It’s okay, honey,” I rasp, overcome with love and relief so thick I can barely speak. “It’s over now. I’ve got you. Are you hurt? Did he fucking hurt you?”

      “My head is sore, but I’m fine. I’m fine,” she says in a rush, her eyes wet. “I didn’t write that note—”

      “I know. I know you didn’t. There was a moment of doubt, but I realized I know you better than that. I know us better.”

      “I never doubted you for a second.” She rains kisses all over my face and I’ve never known deeper contentment in my life. “I knew you would come.”

      “No one takes Sissy from Locke. No one takes the love of my life away from me,” I growl, plowing my fingers into her hair and looking over the bump on her forehead, adrenaline and protectiveness hardening my muscles, my abdomen. Coursing lower. “I should end his life for laying a hand on my angel.”

      “I’d rather you stay with me, heal me. You’re the only one who can,” she breathes against my mouth, her fingers curling into the lapels of my shirt. The danger is finally catching up with me, making me anxious to be as close to her as possible, to absorb the fact that she’s alive and safe. And my body can only want one thing, her skin on mine, my inches inside of her as deeply as possible where I can feel her beating around me. At the stiffening of my cock, her eyelids grow heavy and she lets out a shaky breath, rocking on my lap with a moan, her pretty thighs already starting to tremble. “Can we skip work tonight?”

      I reach into my jacket pocket and take out her engagement ring, sliding it back onto her finger where it belongs. “Whatever my future wife wants, she gets.”

      “I want you,” she whispers. “Forever.”

      “My Sissy.” My heart hammers uncontrollably. “Nothing could keep me away.”

    

  







            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sissy

      

      

      

      
        
        Five Years Later

      

      

      

      My husband is not a happy camper.

      I can see him just over the shoulder of the photographers, pacing and brooding like a big, angry bull, refusing to take his eyes off me, his hands balled into fists.

      The casino asked me to pose for some pictures for a national advertising campaign. They want me to be, “the face of The Palace.” When they proposed the idea to me a few weeks ago, there was an argument between me and Locke. It ended with his mouth buried between my legs and a fist crammed against my lips to keep from screaming and waking the baby, but still, it was a rare argument between me and the man I love beyond all reason.

      Obviously, he doesn’t want to see my face on a billboard or in a magazine—or rather, he doesn’t want anyone else to see it—but he has always been the main provider and I refuse to miss this chance to contribute. Besides, I’m fully clothed in my dealer uniform of a crisp, white shirt and black pants, albeit very tight ones. I’m dealing cards and smiling at the camera as it snaps away. Every few minutes, a makeup artist approaches and tousles my hair, adding gloss to my lips and she does so now.

      But this time, she whispers in my ear, “The director is afraid to ask in front of your husband, but do you mind undoing one more button on your shirt?”

      I glance down at my shirt and weigh the pros and cons. Honestly, even with one more button unfastened, my clothing is still modest. Locke might not even notice if I pop out a measly button—

      “Don’t even think about it, Sissy,” he shouts over the noise.

      Ah, husband. Haven’t you learned?

      My favorite pastime will forever be taunting Locke. Rebelling in ways that bring out the authoritarian in him. That’s how he ended up pleasuring me during our recent fight. I pouted, stomped around our new house and shed clothes little by little until he was so stiff in his briefs that he could do nothing but kneel and drag my panties down to my ankles.

      I’m twenty-four now, but I’m still his little girl. And I always will be.

      Just like he’ll always be my Daddy—and that Daddy is ready to flip an entire row of blackjack tables at the moment.

      “Is it possible to take a short break?” I ask the director, who smiles at me knowingly. It’s obvious that the break will be spent calming down my husband. Good thing I’m an expert at it.

      Coming out from behind the table, I approach Locke, not stopping until I’m pressed up against his gorgeous body, my arms circled around his neck. “Take me upstairs, Daddy?” I purr in his ear. “I need attention.”

      He’s trying not to soften, although I can see very clearly how pleased he is to have me plastered all over him in public, thus making it clear who I belong to. He’s not quite ready to let go of all his bluster yet, however. “I’d say you’re getting a lot of fucking attention today,” he growls at everyone within earshot. “Too much.”

      I trail a finger down the center of his chest and it starts to heave, his focus drawn to my mouth. “But you’re the only one I need attention from.”

      Those words drip with truth, because there is nothing more honest in this world. I crave this man twenty-four hours a day. I adore him. Adulate him. Love him. I hunger for the taste of him when too many hours have passed without touching. He’s not only the man who plies me with pleasure, he’s also an encouraging and supportive husband (even when he’s cranky about it). He’s a doting father to our son and even coaches our daughter’s soccer team on the weekends.

      That whistle around his neck makes me wild, to say nothing of the clipboard which he has used to spank me more times than I can count and it never stops being exciting. On the contrary. Every day with Locke is a little shinier and brighter than the last, because our love never stops growing.

      Now, I rub my hip subtly against his groin and press my lips to the underside of his chin. “Take me to the room upstairs. I’m starved for you.”

      A shudder goes through him. “No. You’re going to make me cave.”

      I pull back with a wide-eyed sniffle. “No?”

      He swallows loudly, visibly distressed. “Don’t do that. Don’t give me those eyes. I refuse to let a million people look at your tits, Sissy.”

      “There wouldn’t even be cleavage,” I respond in a furious whisper. “It’s the second button from the top!”

      “Mine.” He fists my hair, right there in front of everyone, his teeth bared against my throat. “Mine.”

      “Yours,” I agree, my panties turning damper by the second, loving the way he can’t turn off the possessiveness. It’s part of him. Us. “Take me upstairs and I’ll show you.”

      He’s a breath away from giving in.

      But before he can say yes and drag me to the elevator, the director walks up beside us. “So…” He coughs uncomfortably, although he’s openly fascinated by the dynamic between me and Locke. That’s not unusual. Most people are. “I had a little brainstorm. I hope you don’t mind me being blunt…”

      Locke pulls me closer and grunts for the man to continue.

      “It’s obvious that your wife is…well, she’s incredibly beautiful. That’s why we chose her for this campaign—”

      “You better make your point fast,” Locke says through his teeth.

      “Right.” The director adjusts the badge around his neck, pink creeping up to his hairline. “And you, well you’re the everyman, right? Vegas sells fantasy. Single men come here hoping to meet a girl who looks like—”

      “Get to the point,” Locke thunders, wrapping his arms around me, crushing me to his chest. “Now.”

      “Yes, sir. We were wondering if you wouldn’t mind taking a few pictures together. To help sell the sort of…unrealistic fantasy of…”

      Now I’m getting angry. “There is nothing unrealistic about me and Locke being together.”

      “No, of course not,” the director hurries to say. “It’s just that, well there is a noticeable contrast. In looks and age. We think it could work to our advantage.” He laughs. “Let’s set the expectations of American men way too high together, shall we?”

      I look up at Locke and his jaw is brittle. But he appears to be considering the idea.

      “I want her wedding ring back on in the pictures,” Locke says, finally. “And the button stays closed. Don’t ask again.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      A few minutes later, Locke is sitting at the blackjack table. I lean across the green felt and take hold of his tie, tugging his face close to mine while the flashbulbs go off. “Amazing. Amazing!” crows the director. “Keep going.”

      I touch my tongue to the seam of my husband’s mouth and he moans in his throat.

      “Another winner!” More flashes.

      I saunter out from behind the table and park myself between Locke’s big, meaty thighs, noticing that he’s rock hard, a wet spot decorating his tented fly. “Christ, what you do to me, little girl,” he rasps for my ears alone. “Five years later, still can’t believe you’re mine.”

      “I could say the same about you,” I say, sliding my fingers into his hair, purposefully flashing my wedding ring at the camera. “You make me so happy.” I press my belly to his bulge, shifting side to side. Slowly. Drawing an unsteady breath from Locke’s mouth. “And satisfied.”

      He leans down to capture my mouth, but I turn at the last second and press my backside into his lap, throwing my head back against his shoulder. Whimpering when his hands slide up my ribcage, stopping just below my breasts.

      “That’s right,” calls the director. “Let them believe they have a chance in hell with a girl like yours.”

      “I’m about two seconds from stuffing a camera down your throat,” Locke shouts.

      O-kay. I need to get my husband out of here. But first, I’m going to show everyone in the room just how much I belong to him. How much I adore him. Turning back around, I climb onto Locke’s lap, my legs dangling down on either side of him. I grind my sex in a slow circle on top of his erection and lick a long path up the center of his throat. “Mine,” I say, loud enough for everyone to hear, while looking Locke straight in the eye. “All. Mine.”

      My fervent claim is still hanging in the air when Locke pushes off the stool with a shaky curse and carries me toward the elevator. “I love you, Sissy,” he whispers a moment later, pressing me roughly against the wall of the elevator, his hips working in frantic thrusts, boosting me up, up, up. “I love you so fucking much, honey.”

      Tugging back slightly, I unbutton my shirt one button at a time and spread it open for his eyes alone. “I love you, too. My husband. My world,” I say passionately, arching my back. “But I’m not your honey right now.” I press my mouth to his ear and bring my voice up an octave. “I’m your pumpkin.”

      We’re barely in the room before the screaming starts.

      

      THE END
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        https://www.jessakaneauthor.com

      

      

      

  




Available Now

      Do  Me a Favor

      

      Posy has reached the height of her ballet career, but if you ask her coach, she is merely mediocre and distracted by the male dancers, which couldn't be further from the truth. But her coach won't listen. Instead, he drags her—still dressed in a tutu and pointe shoes—to his reclusive brother's door, located in an abandoned warehouse. One night with wild eyed Smith should cure her of any interest in romance, says Posy's coach, as he locks her inside a room with a monster...and a mattress. TW: Brief, non-consensual themes.

      Get it here: https://bit.ly/3wBIKrg
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