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      Harlow Harrison has just moved into a new apartment. The only problem is that Harlow thinks she can do everything on her own when it’s better to leave it to a professional After a disastrous water leak and an emergency call, the man that comes to her rescue might be more than she can handle. 

      Butch Barton is busy running his company and raising his adopted twin sons. They’re almost ready for college and he doesn’t know what he’s going to do with himself when they’re gone. One night on an emergency call he meets a young woman who calls to every dark place inside him. He’s old enough to be her dad and he has to keep his distance. The only problem is, Harlow doesn’t agree and it won’t take long for her to break down his resolve. 

      Warning: Butch isn’t too old to find love and Harlow isn’t too young to be taken like she wants. Find out what happens when these two finally give in to what their bodies have been begging for.
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            Chapter One

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      Drip.

      Drip.

      Drip.

      I pull my eyes away from my computer screen to glare towards the kitchen. The sound of the pipe dripping is driving me insane. It only started this morning, but it’s the first thing I heard when my eyes sprang open. I fell asleep on the sofa again while I was working.

      I put my laptop down next to me and go to the kitchen sink. I lean down and see the pan I put under it hasn’t filled up much. It isn’t that big of a deal and it will hold until the contractor gets here, but it’s the sound that’s driving me crazy.

      My old kitchen didn’t have this problem and I still don’t see why it needed an update to begin with. I look around the kitchen my cousin redesigned for me. It’s a starter project for her since she just graduated from design school. She’s looking to fill her portfolio and I let her redo my kitchen. After that it all escalated rather quickly.

      The kitchen is done but now she’s moved to my office. Which is why I’m working in my living room. I’m going to have the fanciest apartment in this whole building when she’s done. I don’t care where I live, I just work and play on my computer. Where I do that has no impact on me unless there’s an annoying sound driving me crazy.

      The kitchen is pretty, though, and she did an amazing job. I’ve never given the space much thought and I never use it except for washing a random dish from my takeout food. Nellie did, though, because whenever she came over she wouldn’t let us order in. She cooks for the both of us, saying it’s the only way I get a home-cooked meal. Another reason I’m okay with her redoing it. She uses it more than me and I enjoy the food she makes for us in it.

      To be honest, I just enjoy having her over here since I’m not prone to going out. She’s my main source of social interaction and she’s not only my cousin but more of a sister to me. We grew up together since our moms were thick as thieves. Both of them were single moms and the four of us always stuck together. We even all lived together at one point. I was the oddball of the four of us since I always had my nose pressed to a screen of some kind. It was either a computer or some kind of e-reader. I’ve always found technology fascinating.

      Our moms both own a hair salon together and Nellie went into design. They all have an eye for making things look pretty when I can’t put an outfit together to save my life. If it wasn’t for my mom and aunt I’d probably look like a hot mess, but I wouldn’t know it if I did. I enjoy our monthly salon dates even if it isn’t my thing. They never make me feel like I’m anything less than fabulous. They dote on me while they do what they call upkeep. I never care what they do to me while I’m there, I just enjoy being together. We can all get busy with work and we make sure we hold our dates with each other.

      I pick up my cell phone from the counter and hit the call button. “The contractor will be there tomorrow,” Nellie says when she answers the phone. “It must be driving you nuts if you’re calling and not texting.”

      That’s the truth, because who calls people anymore? Okay, our moms call, but over forty is the exception to the rule; also, moms can do whatever they want.

      “I can’t get anything done.” I motion to my laptop sitting on the sofa as if she can see me do it.

      “I’m sorry! This contractor is usually so good, but he just can’t get there today because it’s Sunday,” she reminds me, and I know her tone. Without saying it, she’s telling me I shouldn’t be working anyway.

      It doesn’t count though because I really enjoy this project. A new company contracted me to try and hack their system. For the first time in a long time it’s a challenge. It’s both annoying and fascinating and I should be locked into finding a way into their system and accounts but the sink is driving me bananas. I’m going to blame the sink on the fact that I haven’t cracked their system yet. I’m not used to giving a report that says “your online security is perfect.” Mom would tell me I couldn’t win them all if she were here.

      “Fine. I’ll wait,” I sigh. The contractor did a good job on the rest of the kitchen and it’s pretty. My office is coming together, too, but I’m just impatient.

      “Liar,” she says, and I can hear the smile in her voice. “You stay away from that sink unless you’re emptying the pan under it.”

      My eyes go back to the dripping pipe. How did she know I was thinking about trying to tighten it myself? I read online it could be a simple fix. All you have to do is tighten it a little and I’m sure I have the tool I saw online. There has to be one in my office, which is more like a construction site right now. I saw tools all over in there when I peeked inside.

      “Whatever,” I mumble, not confirming or denying that I might try and fix it myself. I should be able to fix it. I’m a smart capable woman and I can do this.

      “You’re computer smart,” Nellie chirps into my ear, reading my mind. “You have no idea how to fix a pipe or pump gas.” Okay, maybe she’s right, but I don’t have to admit it.

      “I can pump gas.” My face warms as she bursts into laughter. “It looks easy.” I don’t own a car, but I think I can put the pump thing in the car-hole-thing easy enough.

      “I’m sure you could, but I’m also sure you’d end up doing something to make things go terribly wrong. Like the time you tried to fix my flat iron.”

      “Why do you always bring that up?” I was thirteen and was sure I could figure out why it wasn’t working. I was wrong, and not only was I wrong but I got the shock of my life after I took it apart and put it back together. It shocked the hell out of me and took out the power to the whole building we lived in. To this day no one else knows I was the one to cause that outage. Nellie and I are taking that one to the grave, but it doesn’t stop her from bringing it up when it’s just us.

      “I’m keeping it fresh in that mind of yours. That way you remember you can’t do everything just because you read how to on the internet.”

      She’s wrong, because why else would everyone post how to do things on the internet?

      “Fine. Tomorrow.” I pretend to give in.

      “Harlow,” she warns.

      “See you then.” I end the call quickly before she can try and stop me; I’m not that hopeless.

      I can fix a stupid pipe and I decide that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I go to my office and grab the wrench. It’s only a little turn, I think I can manage it. My phone rings and Nellie’s number lights up on the screen. I’ll call her back after I fix the leak. I’ll be extra smug about it, too.

      Leaning down, I lock the wrench around the pipe but nothing happens. I turn it just a bit but I can’t get it to move. It feels stuck and I’m sure if I just twist it a little it will be totally fine.

      Wrapping both hands around the handle this time, I pull with all my might.

      I scream as water explodes out from the pipe and drenches me. My phone keeps ringing as water pours out of the pipe, but it’s not Nellie's ringtone anymore. There’s no way I’m telling her about this because I’ll never live it down.

      I do the only other thing I can think of and I call the building manager. There’s no way this new leak can wait until tomorrow. Well, it’s not really a leak anymore. I need it fixed before Nellie finds out or the contractor shows up tomorrow to see what I’ve done.

      How do I always do this to myself?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      Nighttime calls are never my favorite, but it’s part of the job. It’s not like I was doing anything anyway, but still, I was planning on being in for the night. I’d gotten home and was unpacking my to-go order when the apartment complex directed a call to me. I told my nephews to come with me and we took the food with us and ate it in the car on the way over.

      I don’t normally take these kinds of calls, but I’m the backup emergency for a friend who manages the property. He’s on vacation this week and asked me if I’d take care of the things that couldn’t wait until he got back. I agreed, thinking it would be easy, but it’s been one call after another trying to keep up with my business and his.

      When I was younger I worked construction during the summer and I found out that I was really good at it. I liked being good at something and decided it’s the thing I was supposed to do. I opened my own business when I was in my late twenties and started building it from there. I’m still good at what I do and word of mouth has made a name for my company and people trust me. I’m busy all the time and I’ve had to hire on extra crew, but it’s not like I have much else going on in my personal life.

      I’ve been raising my twin nephews on my own since they were two years old and my sister died. She got pregnant by some deadbeat who signed his rights away, so I was helping her and there for them from the beginning. She was still pretty young when she had them, and having babies didn’t slow her down. She would drop them at my place and take off for the weekend without so much as a backward glance. I loved her, but she wasn’t the best mom and she lived a reckless life. She was driving home drunk and on god knows what when she drove her car off the road. The doctors said she died instantly, and I guess I have that to be thankful for. But as awful as it sounds, I’m just glad she didn’t hurt anyone else. She’d already done enough damage to the people around her, but I hate she never took the chance to turn her life around.

      It’s been years and I’ve learned to let go of what ifs and appreciate the life I’ve had. I got the best of her in those boys and hearing them call me “Dad” never gets old.

      “Only thirty-four more days,” Elijah says, and Owen nods and smiles.

      “I don’t know why you’re so excited to turn eighteen,” I say as we pull up in the parking lot and I get out of the truck. “It’s not like you’re going anywhere.”

      “Ha ha, Dad.” Owen rolls his eyes as he grabs the other tool box and we get out.

      I brought them with me tonight because I don’t like to leave them home alone, and it’s good for them to learn how to handle stuff like this. Although to be fair the boys have been on my job sites since they could walk and probably know better than me how to fix something.

      “Legally we’ll be able to do whatever we want.” Elijah is the mischievous one and he knows I’ve got my eyes on him.

      “Boy, you better think again if you’re betting the law is on your side.” I hear Owen laugh behind me. “Dad law is the only thing you need to worry about.”

      “Elijah thinks if he’s eighteen Corinne Marks will suck his dick.” Owen ducks out of the way as Elijah swings the tool box at him.

      “What?” I ask as I stop walking and turn around to face the two of them.

      “She likes college guys.” Elijah shrugs and I sigh.

      I’m going to have to have another talk with them again tonight. I swear to god I never realized how horny boys are, but it’s been so long since I was one that maybe I’ve just forgotten. It’s not like my dick gets any attention these days, so maybe it’s just quit working. Between my long days and nights and trying to raise the two of them, I have no time for my own damn hand, let alone a woman.

      I’ll be forty-one next month just after the twins’ birthday and I’m sad they’re growing up so fast. Some days I feel like it’s all going by so fast and I wish I could have had them as babies longer. I even wonder what it would have been like to have a girl, but that part of my life is over now and I need to think about what I’m going to do with all my time when they go to college.

      “Let’s get this job done and then we can talk about exactly what you can’t do to a girl younger than you when you’re eighteen,” I say as I check my phone for the apartment number and walk up the flight of stairs.

      “I told you he’d say that,” Owen whispers to Elijah loud enough for me to hear.

      I love those boys, but if they don’t get their dicks under control I’m going to put them in a monastery until they can calm down.

      “Time to work,” I say when we get to the door and I turn back to stare at both of them.

      “Yes, sir,” they say at the same time and straighten up. I give them a hard time but they really are good kids.

      I turn back around, knock on the door, and sling my toolbelt over my shoulder. All I know about the call is there’s a sink leaking but I don’t know why this couldn’t wait until the morning. Just when I raise my fist to knock again the door comes flying open and a young woman is standing there soaking wet.

      Her dark green eyes are looking at me and pleading for help. From the moment I see her, all I want to do is make whatever the problem is go away. The only other time I’ve felt this protective was with my boys and it could be because she’s probably their age.

      “Oh shit,” I hear one of the twins whisper behind me, but it’s hard to hear it over the pounding in my ears.

      I glance down and see she’s wearing a white T-shirt that’s dripping wet and clinging to every sultry curve of her body. I can see every detail of her nipples pressed against the threadbare material as she stands there dripping. Her dark red hair is so long it could almost cover them up if it was in the right place. From what I see she’s not wearing a bra and her tits are bouncing as she talks fast.

      “The sink, I tried to fix it but I made it worse and I can’t get it to stop spraying.” She’s panicked as her dark green eyes look up at me with worry and fear.

      “You’re okay, I’m going to make it alright,” I say, stepping closer to her.

      “Is this real?” Owen says, too low for her to hear but I know what they’re thinking.

      I know because it’s the same thing I’m thinking. Jesus Christ, how old is this girl? Please let her be legal or I’m going to have to send the boys out of here. Maybe I should do it anyway so she doesn’t have them looking at her.

      “I think I can handle this if y’all want to go back to the truck,” I say.

      “Not a chance,” Elijah says as he steps inside with me.

      “Ma’am, why don’t you go, um, dry off,” I say, avoiding looking at her tits and using every ounce of self-control as I do so.

      “It’s in here!” She runs into the kitchen, which is a mistake because it just makes her tits move more.

      I follow her closely with the twins hot on my heels. I know they’re normally respectful, but this is too much temptation to look away from.

      “I’ve got it,” I say, bending down to open the cabinet under the sink to turn off the valve. The water stops flowing instantly and it’s enough to get her to calm down.

      “Oh god, thank you.” She breathes a sigh of relief and closes her eyes.

      I can’t look at her like this any longer and I need her to put some damn clothes on.

      “Are your parents home?” I ask, looking around the room.

      Her eyebrows furrow and anger flashes on her face. “This is my apartment.”

      I’ve got my own attitude and if she wants to get feisty with me I can do the same back to her.

      “Great, go put some damn clothes on and then we’ll talk.” I make a point of staring down at tits too fucking big to be braless and under a wet shirt.

      She glances down and gasps as little as she turns around and walks to the back of the place.

      “What’s wrong with you?” Elijah hisses at me as he watches her walk away. “I was getting spank bank storage to last me for the next year.”

      “That’s enough,” I growl, turning around to snap at them.

      The twins stare at me in shock for a second and Owen takes a step back. “Easy, Dad, we’re here to help. Let’s get this done.”

      He’s always been the level-headed one and I watch as he sets the toolbox down and opens it up. I’m snapped out of my momentary slip when I remember why we’re here and get to work. I see the problem right away, but there’s already a ton of water damage to the sheetrock and wood surrounding the sink. I can’t think about that right this second and try to concentrate on fixing the leak.

      “You think she’s a natural redhead?” Elijah whispers to Owen and I can’t hear his response. “I’ve always wonder what it would be like to sink into a pussy with red hair.”

      “That’s enough!” I bark, slamming my tools into the box.

      “Jeez, Dad, calm down,” Elijah says, and he’s looking at me like he’s never seen me before. “Are you okay?”

      We talk about sex a lot because they’re boys and I know it’s always on their minds. But hearing him say that about her has my hackles rising. She’s young enough to be my daughter and I don’t think they should be talking about her like that.

      “I wasn’t saying I was going to force her. I was just wondering if it was any different.”

      I have to turn my back and go back to what I was doing because Elijah is right. This isn’t any different than how he’s talked in front of me before. I tell them about consent and respect, but they’re both so fucking curious about sex they ask questions constantly. Why am I suddenly upset when they’re asking now? Isn’t this what I’ve been telling them for years? To be honest with me about what they want and tell me when they have questions?

      The problem is I don’t know what it would be like to fuck a redhead, but now I want to find out. I want to see those red curls part and then lick her where she’s pink. I want to sink my raw cock into her warm wet cunt and find out if it’s as tight as my hand. I want to feel her squirt on my cock and have it drip down between us.

      “Is it wet enough for you?”

      I jerk around so fast at the sound of her voice I nearly fall over. She’s standing there in the kitchen with a pair of cut-offs so fucking short she might as well be trying to show me her pussy. She’s traded her soaking wet shirt for a tank top that’s low cut and reveals almost as much as before. Does this girl not own a bra?

      “What?” I ask as I blink a few times. I know I didn’t hear her right.

      “The kitchen, is it wet enough for you?” She smiles like she’s making a joke and my mind is going to explode with the implications of her statement.

      “Yes, I mean no,” I sputter and then swallow. “We cut the water to it off and I’m going to replace the pipe,” I say, turning away from her to go back to work. I can’t look at her anymore with how I feel right now.

      “How did you manage to do this?” Owen asks, and I know he’s making polite conversation, but I just want this all to stop. We need to hurry up and get out of here.

      “I got the bright idea that I could fix the leaky pipe myself,” she says behind me, and it sounds like she’s moved closer.

      I glance over and my line of sight is directly to her pussy. She’s a few feet away from me still, but I can see her juicy thighs rubbing together as she walks over and how the denim rolls up between them. She’s got a little camel toe that digs in between her lips and I stare at it while my hands work on the sink. My own muscle memory is fixing the problem while my brain is wondering if it feels good having that strip of denim rubbing against her clit.

      “It’s not hard to fix if you know what you’re doing,” Elijah chimes in and she laughs.

      “I’m into computers and video games, so I should really just stick to that.” Her voice is too fucking sexy to be on someone so young. She sounds like a woman, but I doubt she’s old enough to drink.

      “Really?” Owen pipes up, and I know he’ll be interested in that. The kid loves video games so much that’s what he’s going to college for.

      “Yeah,” she says, and I can hear the smile in her voice as she lists off all the games she plays and Owen sounds impressed. “I’m under BlackoutBomb if you ever want to friend and play.”

      “What?” Elijah and Owen say at the same time.

      “You’re shitting me,” Owen says, and I pop out from under the sink.

      “Language, son,” I say and he shakes his head.

      “Dad, you don’t understand. BlackoutBomb is a legend.” He looks at me and then at her. “You’re serious?”

      “Yeah.” She laughs a little again and I swear to god it goes straight to my cock. “But you can call me Harlow.”

      She holds out her hand, and when Owen reaches to shake it I get out from under the sink and block him.

      “This is going to need a lot of repairs,” I say, pointing to the damage. “I can come back tomorrow and fix this for you.”

      Why am I saying this? I don't have time to come back out here and fix this for her. It’s not even my problem and Dave will be back in a couple of days and he can take care of it. It’s not going to get any worse by then.

      “I have a contractor who is coming tomorrow, but I’m not sure what he’s going to charge me,” she says as she crosses her arms and pushes her tits up. “Do you think you could give me a quote and I can compare the prices?”

      “Our dad is the best in town,” Elijah pipes in, and I feel a twinge of pride as he talks about the work I do. “No matter what the other quote is, our dad is the one you should go with.”

      “So far I like what I see.” Her eyes move up and down my body so quickly that I think I imagined it.

      All of a sudden I’ve got fantasies of sliding my cock between her thick thighs and cumming in between them. She looks so soft there and it would feel like I was cumming in her without the risk of getting her pregnant.

      “Fuck,” I mutter under my breath as I pack up my tools. Where the hell did that thought come from? She’s too fucking young for me to be thinking about that. I should let my boys talk to her. Hell, she’s legal and they’re close to it, so it’s better than them chasing sixteen-year-old pussy and trying not to get caught.

      “What was your name again?” Harlow asks as she moves closer me.

      “Butch,” I grumble, grabbing a card out of my toolbox and leaving it on the counter. “You can reach me at that number and let me know about tomorrow.” I sling my belt over my shoulder and nod to her as I push the boys out the door.

      “Hey, Butch,” she says, putting her hand on my forearm to stops me from leaving. “Thanks for coming.”

      My mind whirls with what she’s just said and how that would sound with her on her knees in front of me. The way she’s looking at me now, I wonder if she’s ever had a cock on her lips.

      “Anytime,” I say as I nod to the card. “You have my number.”

      I walk out and hear the door close behind me as I follow the boys to the truck. When I get in the cab I grip the steering wheel and take one last look at her window. I think for a second I see the curtain move, but I’m probably wrong. My mind is all over the place tonight and I need to remind myself that a girl like that is off limits. I’m old enough to be her dad and she was probably just being nice. I’m a dirty motherfucker for all the thoughts I’ve had and getting some distance is good.

      “Holy fucking shit.” Elijah says from the back seat and I see him lean his head back. “Did that just really happen?”

      “Watch your mouth,” I say, pulling out of the parking lot and driving towards the house.

      “I can’t believe we just met BlackoutBomb. She’s a badass.” Owen is beside me and I look over and see him adjust in his seat and I’m annoyed.

      “It’s just a girl. You two need to get yourselves under control.” My knuckles are turning white and I’m talking to myself as much as to them.

      “Seriously, Dad? Maybe you need to get laid, because that was some high-quality shit back there and you’re acting like it was old Mrs. Krabappel with a broken toilet.” He curses again and then I hear him laugh. “I can’t wait to get home. I’m going to have the sweetest dreams tonight.”

      My skin crawls when I think about the boys doing stuff to the image of Harlow. Why do I feel so protective of her and why do I care? It must be because I’m a dad and I have an instinct for it.

      I’m too fucking hard for someone I can’t have.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      I fidget with the card Butch gave me because I’m unable to put it down. I’ve had it locked tightly in my hand since he left it because I’m worried that if I put it down I might lose it. My place is a mess, and I should try and do some damage control before my cousin shows up here tomorrow with the other contractor. She’s going to kill me, but maybe if I clean it up a bit it won’t look so bad.

      The boys with Butch tried to clean some of it up for me, but Butch was pretty much pushing them through the door to get them out of here. One second I thought he might be checking me out and the next he couldn't get away from me fast enough.

      I take the card over to my laptop and place it safely next to it.

      I can’t stop thinking of Butch standing there when I opened the door. I felt a calm roll over me and the constant chatter in my head stopped for a moment as I took him in. I thought he was handsome, but that’s not the right word. He’s sexy as hell in a rugged, worked hard way and he has to be one of the hottest men I’ve ever seen. He reminded me of one of those badass Navy SEALs from Call of Duty—a game I spend way too much time on. If I didn't know any better I would think one of my fantasies has finally come to life and he came to save the day!

      It was cute when the boys knew who I was, but Butch didn't look as though he cared when they mentioned my name. It isn’t some big pride of mine that I’m really good at Call of Duty, but for some reason I wanted him to perk up at it and show some interest. He hadn't and I’m pretty sure he snapped at the boys to get back to work.

      I probably shouldn’t call them boys because they looked to be about a year or two younger than me. Not that anyone would be able to tell that from looking at me. I’ve always looked young for my age and more so when I don't dress up or put on any makeup on. If this place wasn't such a mess I’d ask my cousin to come over early and do my makeup before Butch gets here. I want to look sexy and maybe catch his eye or something.

      I make my way over to the mess at the sink and try to clean it up as best I can. I slip and fall twice while I’m doing it and there’s already a bruise forming on my thigh.

      I use every one of the nice fluffy towels Nellie talked me into getting. I didn't see why I needed more than two towels when she made me get them, but once again she was right. I’m thankful for all of them as I jam them into my washing machine.

      When I come back to the kitchen I take in what’s left of the mess I’ve made. All the water is cleaned up, but I know a lot of this stuff is going to need to be ripped out. I feel guilty for all the work I ruined and I should be super mad at myself. But when my mind drifts back to Butch and knowing he’ll be here again, I can’t be sorry. If I hadn’t broken the pipe I wouldn't have met him.

      Maybe that will get Nellie to not be so mad at me for destroying my kitchen. She’s always trying to get me to show interest in some guy. I’m showing interest right now, but he’s a man and he might be too much for me to handle.

      I look down at my clothes that are once again soaked through and I remember that Butch thought I lived with my parents. I groan, hating that he didn’t see me as a woman. When I went into my bedroom to change I tried to find something I thought might be sexy and would maybe make me look a little older. He just looked mostly annoyed after that. I think the boys noticed, though, since their eyes kept drifting to my breasts.

      I pull my dirty shirt off and hang it in the bathroom. I hadn't put a bra on earlier because I hate them even though I know I need one. I’m so top heavy and I’ve been this way my whole life. When I’m home I never wear one. Nellie says it’s bullshit I never show them off, but I tried and Butch didn't take notice.

      When I walk into my bedroom I pull off my shorts and grab a pair of sleep pants and a thin T-shirt. I decide to go back to the living room and try to get lost in my work for a while and stop thinking about calling the number on the card. I want to hear his deep voice again because it made my whole body tingle with awareness.

      My phone rings on the kitchen counter and I run over to grab it when I hear Nellie's ringtone. I don’t know why I thought it could be Butch because he doesn’t have my number.

      I have to answer or she’s going to show up over here. I have enough to think about right now without her standing in front of me with five million questions. I need to focus on things like what I should wear tomorrow and I don’t need her here yelling at me. Okay, maybe not yelling, but giving me the look I always get from her, my aunt, and my mom. The look that always wonders how I end up knee deep in something. Today it’s water.

      “Hey,” I chirp a little too loudly, knowing I gave myself up.

      “Oh god. What did you do?” I hear a trace of horror in her voice. “You’re so lucky you have money to burn,” she adds, and I think she’s trying to reassure herself and not me.

      “Maybe my bathroom needs to be redone, too,” I throw out as a distraction.

      “Oh, I saw these cool new toilets that have seat warmers.”

      I breathe a sigh of relief that it worked and I’ll be honest that does sound kind of cool. But my small victory is short lived.

      “Wait a second. I know what you’re doing.”

      “I broke the pipe,” I admit as I rip the Band-Aid off and get it over with.

      If redoing my bathroom isn’t going to work, nothing will. Maybe it will soften the blow when she sees the place. This way she’ll kind of know what she's walking into tomorrow. It won’t all be dropped on her head at once.

      “Of course you did, Harlow. Let me make a call I’ll see—”

      “The property manager sent someone to come stop the flooding.”

      “Flooding!” she yells through the phone.

      “Soft flow of water coming from the pipe?” I try rewording it to see if that helps.

      “I can’t with you.” At least she laughs when she says it.

      “The guy who came over was hot,” I say, and that stops her from laughing.

      “Oh my. He must really be hot if he got your attention.” I walk over to the sofa and sit down, picking up his card again. “Did he ask you out?”

      “No,” I admit, and it sucks because I’ve never gone on a date. They look boring if you ask me. Two people who don't know each other having to be awkward face to face. “He gave me his number?”

      “Why does that sound like a question?” She laughs. “I want to see this guy.”

      “Well, he’ll be back tomorrow.”

      “God, is your place so bad that he has to come back?” She starts laughing again. “It’s so bad you need two contractors to fix it.”

      I snort because that sounds about right for me.

      “Now tell me why you think he gave you his number,” Nellie says.

      “He gave me his business card.” I turn the card over and take all of it in. I’ve already memorized the thing.

      “Oh.”

      “Oh?” Maybe it meant more than I thought and a spark of hope dies inside of me.

      “God, I don’t know. That can go either way. We’ll have to feel him out tomorrow.”

      I want to feel him out, but in the dirtiest ways possible. I could tell under his simple black shirt he was hard all over. He might not really be a Navy SEAL, but it was clear the man did manual labor.

      “I think he’s twice my age.” I throw that out there, too. If she’s going to show up here tomorrow, she’ll likely see him anyway.

      “You like older men? Maybe that’s where I’ve gone wrong when I’ve tried to hook you up.”

      I swear I can hear her going through her catalogue of people to set me up with, but I think she’s only half right. I have a thing for one older man and that’s Butch. I just don’t think he has a thing for younger women.
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          Butch

        

      

    

    
      “You keep staying up so late I’m going to give you a bedtime again,” I say to Owen, who yawns for the third time while eating his breakfast.

      “I was playing with BlackoutBomb last night until like three in the morning.” He yawns again and wipes a hand down his face. “She’s incredible.”

      “Who?” I ask, only half listening to him as I scramble some eggs for Elijah. I hear his heavy footsteps coming down the stairs and he’s always starving first thing.

      “Oh sorry, Harlow.”

      At the sound of her name I turn around. “You were doing what with her?”

      “Playing a video game,” Elijah answers for him as he comes into the kitchen, takes the plate I just made him and grabs some juice from the fridge. “Should have been jerking off like I was because that was not time wasted.”

      I put the pan in the sink a little too hard and water splashes out onto the floor. “You guys need to get a better sleep schedule.” It’s the only thing I can think of to come back with. I can’t tell them not to play video games or jerk off. I might as well tell them to stop breathing.

      “Dad, I saw your light on when I got up at two. Don’t you think maybe you should listen to your own advice?”

      I grumble something about basketball practice after school and how they need to remember their gym bags. It’s true, I was up late last night as well, but that was because I got a text from Harlow asking to me to come over this morning and I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about being alone with her and what might happen.

      My hand was rough on my cock last night as I stroked it thinking about her and those goddamn shorts. When I came it was so fucking good, but it was immediately followed with guilt. I shouldn’t be having thoughts about someone so young. It’s not right for an old man like me to be thinking about how puffy and soft her pussy is and how sweet it tastes. I got hard all over again and kept rubbing my cock. It had been so long since I’d taken care of myself that I must have been backed up. I came four times last night and still woke up with wood so hard I could’ve used it to build a house.

      “We’ll be late tonight,” Owen says as he puts his dishes away. “Coach is having us scrimmage with South Side at eight.”

      “I should be finished up with work by then,” I say, thinking about how I can move my day around so I can be there.

      “It’s not a big deal if you don’t,” Elijah says, grabbing his bag. “We should be back around ten. We’re going to grab dinner after.”

      “Okay, but I want you both in bed by midnight.” I give them my dad stare that used to scare them, but now they just shake their heads and smile. “Love you boys, be careful.”

      I make them both give me a hug every morning even though they fight it. Every now and then I can wrestle them still long enough to kiss them on the head, but I hear complaints about it the whole time. One day they’ll miss it, and I will too. But I’ve only got them for another three months and then it’s off to college. Thankfully they’ve both been accepted at the same college in-state, so it’s not like I’ll never see them. But it’s been the three of us since they were two and I don’t know that I’m ready for an empty nest.

      As I watch them get into Owen’s car my pocket vibrates. I pull it out to see a text from Harlow.

      Harlow: Stop trying to set me up with your old man friends. There’s only one gray fox I’m after and last night I dreamed he was giving me the dick.

      I stare at my phone in shock and realize she must have meant this for someone else. The boys honk as they pull away and I absentmindedly wave as I go back in the house. Can she be talking about me? I put my hand over the front of my jeans and rub myself. Shit, I can’t know this information. Even if she’s not talking about me she’s talking about wanting to fuck an older man, and that’s enough to make me want to cum on myself. I rush upstairs because I’m supposed to be at her place soon and I can’t walk around like this. I’m not supposed to want this, but she’s put a steak in front of a starving man.

      When I shut the door to my bedroom I push my jeans down and grab the lotion I used last night on the bedside table. I squirt a little into my hand and rub it all over my cock before I start jacking it.

      Me: How big was it?

      Even if she doesn’t respond the image of her taking my dick is enough for me. The fantasy of her begging me to cum inside her so she knows what it feels like.

      I look down at my phone on the bed and see she’s typing. She stops a few times before it starts again. Finally a text comes in and I look down at it smiling.

      Harlow: The number you have reached is no longer in service. Please check the number and try again. If you need help hang up and then dial the operator.

      I text back with my left hand, which is much slower, but I can’t stop jacking off long enough to use my right.

      Me: I’ll see you in twenty minutes.

      There’s another pause and then more typing before she sends another text.

      Harlow: Okay

      I laugh to myself as I rub my cock and think about how embarrassed she probably is right now. In my mind she’s got her face buried in her pillow and I come up behind her and pull her ass in the air as I sink into her. Only one thing is going to make her feel better and that’s my big dick inside her. I bet she thought about it last night. I wonder if she put her fingers in her pussy while she did it. That thought alone has me cupping my hand over the end of my cock to catch my cum.

      “Fuck,” I curse as it pours out of me and into a pool in my palm. I stumble back a little at the force of it and I’m shocked at how powerful and fast that was. I haven’t gotten this hard since I was a teenager.

      After I clean up I fix my clothes and grab my tool belt and load up my truck. I’ve got what I need to fix it and I can’t wait to see her today. There’s a niggle of guilt and doubt in the back of my mind, but it’s overridden by my curiosity to find out what that first text message was about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      I fling open the door before Nellie can bring her hand down to knock. “You’ll never believe what I did!” I yell.

      “Trust me, I’ll believe it.” She walks past me and into my apartment without asking what I did to get myself into a mess.

      “Is that Donut King?” I nod at the bag she’s holding in her perfectly manicured hand as she drops it on the counter. I can’t see her face, which is probably a good thing right now.

      “This is why we can’t have nice things,” she mumbles before turning back around. “Yeah, it’s Donut King. I wasn’t sure which one of us would need them more.” She takes one out before handing me the bag. “Looks like we both do.”

      I pull out a sprinkled one and take an extra-big bite. I really do need this right now.

      “I’m guessing you did something besides this?” She motions towards my kitchen. At least I have something to talk about besides the kitchen. The less focus on that, the better.

      I shove more donut into my mouth as I hand her my phone and show her my mortification. It only takes her a second to read it before she gasps and then bursts into laughter.

      “I was wondering why you didn't text me back.” She’s laughing so hard I watch tears fall down her cheeks. “Maybe dating isn't your thing. The first time you text with a guy and you send this.” She hands me back the phone as she tries to pull herself together. “You didn't tell me you were going to text him.”

      We talked about what it would be like to date an older man off and on in texts last night and this morning. I didn't bring up the fact that I’d broken down and sent him a message saying I wanted him to come over today.

      “I wanted to make sure he would agree to come back.”

      It was either text him and confirm or think about it all night and get no sleep, not that I’d gotten much anyway. His son, or as I learned last night, his nephew, friend requested me on PlayStation, and I ended up playing video games with him all night. We had fun, but I spent most of the time trying to listen in the background for Butch. I got nothing but a kickass kill streak that made Owen tell me I was the coolest chick ever. Then I think he might have tried to ask me out, but I disconnected to be safe. I went completely offline so it looked as though maybe I lost internet. I’m not so sure I should play with him anymore because it’s his dad I’m after. That could get awkward, but I guess I’ve already done that with the text I sent this morning.

      “Oh, I’m sure he’s coming.” She polishes off her donut and goes for another.

      My cousin Nellie and I are close in body type, but she’s got long blonde hair and mine is red. She loves food more than I do, but she’s got toned curves because of all that yoga she does. She invited me one time to go to a class with her, but I complained the whole time that it was boring and she didn’t ask me back. I’m just impressed she can put her legs behind her head. At the time I didn't understand why someone would need a reason to do that, but now I keep thinking about Butch’s broad size fitting between my thighs. I should have stuck with the yoga.

      “I can’t believe you tried to pretend the number didn't work,” she laughs and I cringe. “I mean, he doesn't know it’s him you were talking about.”

      “I'm not sure if that’s better or worse.” I walk over to the sofa and sit down. I don’t want him thinking I want someone else, because what would be the point in that?

      “Your outfit is cute,” she tells me as she comes to sit down next to me.

      I never pay a ton of attention to what she’s wearing, but today I notice she has on a bodysuit with wedges. Nellie is always in heels and is done up, but suddenly I feel self-conscious. How do I look next to her? Will Butch compare us or maybe even hit on Nellie? Everyone always hits on her, and I wonder if it’s because she’s more talkative than I am. She’s friendly whereas I’m blunt and don’t talk unless I’ve got something to say or someone asks me a direct question.

      I’m wearing a pair of black shorts that have lace at the bottom of them and a black off-the-shoulder shirt that I cut into a crop top. Nellie walked me through how to do it and she told me to go all black because it would make my red hair pop.

      “Well, he’ll be here any minute, so I think he’s into it. I mean, if he wasn't he would’ve canceled.” She shrugs before reaching into her bag, pulling out lip gloss and handing it to me. I take it from her and put it on then hand it back.

      She’s right. If it freaked him out he wouldn't have said he was on his way or even asked how big it was. That could’ve been a joke or a come on. I’m not good at reading people and texting is worse.

      There’s a knock at the door and I pale as my eyes snap to Nellie.

      “Answer the door or I’ll go do it,” she laughs then starts to get up.

      “I got it.” I hop up, wanting to be the first person he sees. I run my fingers through my hair just as another knock sounds.

      Nellie gives me a thumbs up and I don’t know why I’m so nervous. I need to know if he’s into me, so I’m just going to ask and get it out there so I stop driving myself crazy.

      When I open the door my shoulders drop when I see Sean, Nellie’s contractor, standing there. He’s the one who did my kitchen already and is currently working on my office.

      “Oh.” I try to hide my disappointment as I step back and gives me a funny look.

      “Happy to see you, too,” he chuckles as he walks into the apartment.

      Nellie pops up from the chair and does the same thing I did to my hair a second ago and makes sure everything is in place. My eyes dart between them and I wonder if she has a thing for Sean. Now that I look at him, I see he’s probably about Butch’s age and I realize us Harrison girls must enjoy older men. I’m pretty sure I only have a thing for one older man because I hadn't really noticed Sean before now. I guess he’s not bad on the eyes, but he’s no Butch.

      “Holy shit,” Sean mutters when he sees the kitchen. “The paint was barely dry, Harlow.” He shakes his head before running his hand through his hair.

      “It’s fine.” Nellie waves a hand at the mess, pretending what I did to destroy the kitchen isn't a big deal. “She has someone coming over to look at it.” Sean stands up a little straighter at that and I see his brow furrow.

      “You don’t want me to fix it?” He’s not looking at me but at Nellie. She’s been handling all the contractor stuff when in the apartment. I say yes or no to things she shows me and write checks.

      “It’s not that at all.” She drops her voice a little and steps closer to him. “Harlow likes the guy who came in last night and fixed the burst pipe and I want them to go on a date. So he needs to come back so we can make this happen.”

      I narrow my eyes at her for a second because she’s telling people my business. Then I remember I don’t really care what Sean knows about me and it’s all true. I want to get close to Butch and climb all over his body. I want to see if the dream I had of his dick matches it in real life because it was big. In fact, I think it only fit inside of me because it was a dream. Otherwise I’m not so sure it would’ve worked. The thought turns me on and scares me, and my face flushes.

      Sean looks over at me and raises an eyebrow. “You want a date?”

      “I—" I begin to answer, but I’m cut off by a deep voice.

      “Don’t you think you’re a little old for her?”

      I snap around to face the hallway and I realize I’m still at the door and holding it open. Butch is standing there as handsome as I remember, but he looks bigger today. He’s not looking at me as he glares over my shoulder to Sean.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      I realize that I might have a few years on the guy standing in Harlow’s kitchen, but I don’t care. He’s standing closer to the other young woman in the room, but I don’t feel as protective of her as I do Harlow. For some reason her dark green eyes haunt me and I can’t seem to shake it.

      “I wasn’t asking,” is all he says as he raises his chin to me. “You’re Butch Barton, right?”

      “Yeah.” I grip my tool box tighter and wonder if I know this guy.

      “I’m Sean, with Magnolia Finishings. I’m here helping Nellie.” He leans his head to the side to the girl I don’t know. She smiles and waves her hand a little but doesn’t say anything.

      “Oh yeah.” I realize he looks familiar. “You’re down off seventeen on the west side of town?” I ask and he nods. “You’re a long way from home.”

      “Like I said, I’m doing a favor for Nellie.”

      “Why don’t you come back to the office and we can go over what’s on the list for today,” Nellie says and grabs Sean’s arm. He doesn’t put up a fight and goes along with her easily.

      My hackles begin to relax slightly with him out of the room and I hate that I let that moment get the better of me. I’m normally laid back about everything. I have to be when I’m raising two teenagers. But everything about Harlow is turning me inside out and I can’t get it under control.

      “Hey.” She looks up at me and steps back with her arm held out. “Come on in.”

      I try to keep my distance as I walk by her, but her bare arm brushes against mine and I realize how soft she is. My tool belt is heavy on my shoulder and I focus on that weight as I go into the kitchen and set it down on the counter.

      “I’ve got my materials in the truck, but I’ll need to unhook your water supply and take out the sink. If you don’t mind I’m just going to get started.” I keep my eyes on my belt as I strap it around myself and grab what I need.

      “Sounds good to me.” Her voice is soft, but without realizing it she’s walked up behind me. “If you don’t mind I’m going to watch you work.”

      “I think you might be bored.” When I turn around she’s right in front of me and I stare down at her bare shoulder. I wonder what it would feel like against my lips and then I remember that she’s too damn young for an old man like me. I’ve got jeans with more wear on them than she does and she doesn’t want someone used up like me.

      “Maybe I’ll learn a thing or two.” She shrugs and her shirt slips down further to reveal more of her creamy skin. “You know, in case the sink decides to explode again.”

      “Hey, Harlow,” Nellie calls from the back, and though I hate it when Harlow steps away from me, I need the second to take a breath.

      “Fuck,” I whisper to myself when she walks out of the room. “What the hell am I doing here?”

      “If you don’t know I can probably help you figure it out.” Sean’s voice makes me turn around. He’s walking into the kitchen. “But I’m thinking you were just talking to yourself.”

      I grab my wrench and lean back against the counter as I wait for him to spit out whatever it is he came in here to say.

      “Don’t worry, I’m on your side. You think I show up here every day because I like redecorating this place? I’m just trying to get that blonde to suck my dick, but I’m pretty sure she wants a relationship.” He rolls his eyes and crosses his arms. “I’ve put in way too many man hours to have someone else try to step in. This girl has daddy issues written all over her and I’m ready to let her use my cock as therapy if you know what I mean.”

      I clench my hand around the wrench and contemplate smashing him in the face with it or just his balls. Maybe both? But I keep my mouth shut as he keeps digging his grave.

      “I’m just saying, you can have her when I’m done, but I need to get my dick wet first if you know what I mean. I’d steer clear of the redhead, though. Something isn’t right with her. She’s always on her computer and not talking.”

      “You know I heard of you a couple of times before today.” I smile a little as I cock my head to the side. “I have to say I’m not surprised the rumors are true.”

      “What rumors?”

      “The ones that say he’s a complete douchebag?” Nellie says from behind him.

      She and Harlow walked in right when he started talking, but I thought it best for them to hear for themselves what a piece of shit he is.

      “Yeah, that’s pretty much exactly what everyone says,” I confirm, and the two women turn their glares on Sean.

      “You’re fired,” Nellie says, and though Sean looks pissed I know he’s not going to start anything with me in the room. “Get your stuff and get out of my cousin's place. I won’t be needing your services ever again and I’ll mail your final check.”

      “Fine, I’m tired of this bullshit anyway.” He grabs his bag and gives Nellie one last look. “I don’t know why you keep those goddamn legs so tight. You walk around like a cat in heat but don’t let anyone near it.”

      “Watch it.” My voice is low and deadly as I step forward and he holds up a hand.

      “I’m leaving. This was nothing but a waste of my time.” He slams the door on the way out and there’s a brief pause before Nellie bursts into tears.

      “Oh god, don’t do that,” I say, standing there in shock. “I can’t handle tears.”

      “It’s okay. I’ve got her,” Harlow says, and I watch as she puts her arm around her cousin and they go to the couch.

      I’m unsure of what to do, but I want to run after Sean and kick his ass, but I don’t want to leave them alone. It takes a few moments, but Harlow gets Nellie under control and then she tells me she’s going to go walk her to her car. I decide to go with them just to make sure he’s gone and grab some more supplies from my truck. I wait as Harlow tells her goodbye and Nellie leaves the parking lot to go to her mom’s place.

      I’m too invested in this situation and the best thing I could do would be to say I can’t take on the job and let the property manager take care of this. But as Harlow turns around and walks towards me I know that I’ll see this job through for her.

      “Thanks for not quitting,” she says as she closes the door to her apartment and I go into the kitchen.

      “I don’t think you need two contractors quitting on you in one day.” I wink at her to let her know I’m teasing, and the blush on her cheeks makes her look so fucking pretty.

      I have to turn around because it hurts too much to look at her when I know I shouldn’t have her. Sean is a prime example of why a man like me can’t be with a girl like her. She’s young and she’s got her whole life left to live. I’m stubborn and already set in my ways. I can’t change who I am, and I can’t give her the wild life she’s probably looking for. What if he’s right and she has daddy issues? Am I ready to be a father all over again? My cock thickens and I grit my teeth. At least I know where he stands on the decision.

      I grab my wrench again and get on my knees under the sink. I’ve got to unhook the water and remove the valves, so I turn over on my back and lie down on the floor with the upper part of my body inside the cabinet.

      “I guess since I don’t have any more backup, I really do need to watch you work.” Her voice is close and I look out of the cabinet to see her silky legs right next to me.

      She’s leaning up against the counter with her feet crossed, and her position squeezes her thighs together. Her shorts are still too fucking tight and this time there’s lace against her skin. It makes her look innocent and sweet but filthy. The bare strip of skin on her belly shows a soft roll I want to kiss. Why does her body tempt me in ways that no one else ever has before? I try to clear my head as I work and think about the task at hand. And try not to focus on what I’d do if I gave in to my desires. She’s probably got a nice view of my package right now and the thought of her looking at me while I’m hard has me growing to the point where I won’t be able to hide it much longer. I’m an old man and I can usually keep myself in check, but when it comes to Harlow everything is different.

      “So about what Sean said.” Her voice is soft and I like listening to her talk.

      “Yeah?”

      “Do you think he was right?”

      “About what?” I put down the wrench in my hand and grab the screwdriver from my toolbelt.

      “Do you think being attracted to an older man means you have daddy issues?”

      I swallow as I put down the screwdriver and reach for a smaller one. It’s still not the right size, but I know the one I need is in my tool box.

      “I think Sean is an asshole who is pissed your cousin wasn’t an easy lay, so he’s lashing out with his own insecurities. I think your ability to be intimate with someone doesn’t depend on your past but on how you’re going to treat that person and the respect you show them.” I give her the honest answer I would give my boys if they were to ask me the same question.

      “I like your answer.” I can hear the smile in her voice and my chest warms at her approval.

      “Can you hand me the flat head with the yellow handle right over there?” I’m trying to change the subject and keep things between us professional but don’t know if that will ever be possible with the way I feel about her.

      I point to the toolbox, and she walks over to it and bends down to get it. I should look away, but I’m not a strong man and the sight of her thick thighs spreading as her jean-covered pussy peeks out from between them is enough to make me groan. She looks back at me over her shoulder and I pretend to go back to work and act like I wasn’t just watching her like a creep.

      I keep my eyes on the pipe overhead when suddenly I feel her move on either side of my waist. I look down and watch her slowly lower herself on top me and put her hot pussy on my dick. Her knees are snug on either side of me as she holds out the screwdriver in her hand. Her mouth is open and her tits are spilling out of the top of her shirt that’s hanging off of her. If she rocked on me a little I’d cum right on my stomach. Her eyelids are heavy and she leans forward, putting more pressure where I need it most.

      “Is this what you want?”
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      My heart races in my chest. I don’t know how I came up with the courage to sit down on him. I was thinking about it since he lay down to get under the sink and I shamelessly kept checking him out. I know my mind should be other places, but my cousin told me Butch was one of the good ones and to get my man. I’m not sure how to go about that, but for some reason sitting on him was what came to mind.

      I’m pretty sure he’s into me because I caught him sneaking glances at me. His eyes lingered on my bare skin and it gave him away. It’s something Nellie told me to watch for even though she said she couldn’t get a read on Butch. I might have given away that I was trying to do things to make him look at me by bending over like I did. He isn't that great at pretending he isn't looking, but I guess we both suck at faking it. I don’t want to fake anything when it comes to Butch.

      “Harlow,” Butch warns as he wraps his hand tight around the screwdriver. I don’t let go and he doesn’t try any harder to pull it from my hand.

      I lick my dry lips and wonder what he tastes like. More than anything I want to move my hips so I can feel his hard length against my clit. God, he’s big, but he looked like he would be. Now that I have my legs spread over him I can feel every hard inch and I’m not sure he’ll fit inside me. The idea of trying has me wiggling against him and he lets out a low groan that rumbles through his body. His hard cock jerks against me and I shift against him, needing more friction. His cock seems to be enjoying it and he isn’t stopping me yet. I put my other hand on his hard chest because I need to brace myself. I want to grind down on him where I need it most.

      “Fuck,” Butch growls when I dig my fingers into his chest. He lets go of the screwdriver and his hands go to my hips to stop my motion. I whimper as the need to cum becomes unbearable. I’ve touched myself before, but this is so different and I can’t stop. “Does it ache?”

      I nod my head quickly. “It hurts.” This kind of pain is heaven and hell, but I don’t know how much longer I can survive.

      “I’ll fix it.” His big hands grip me harder and I gasp. “Only this once,” he adds with a warning.

      I want to tell him I already know I’ll need this again, but he starts to rock my hips for me and all thoughts drain out of me. I really wish I’d taken my shorts off before I sat down on him, but I couldn’t muster the courage. I already went without panties and the shorts are thin so I’ll have to make do.

      The roughness of his jeans on the inside of my thighs feels so good against my skin. It’s tough and raw like he is and I want to feel it all over my body. I bet his fingers would be rough against my clit, and I moan thinking about him putting his hand down my shorts.

      “You’re a dirty little girl. I know what you’re thinking.” My face heats and I wonder if he really does. Would he guess I’m thinking about his big dick fitting inside of me? Butch looks like a man who can read someone and know everything they’re thinking. “You think I should give you what you want just because you sat down on my cock?”

      “Please.” I rock with him and try to move faster but he has all the control. Oh god, I’m going to cum already and I’m mad it’s so fast. I don’t want this to be over because he might hold true to his word of only doing this one time. I need to savor it but his dirty words have me grinding down harder.

      I drop the screwdriver from my hand and brace myself with both my palms on his chest. I know this orgasm is going to rock my whole world and I dig my fingers into his shirt as I feel it get closer. My eyes lock with his as I search for something. I’m so close but I need more and I don’t know why I’m not cumming. At first I thought I was going to go over instantly, but now I’m teetering on this edge and can’t go over it.

      “Good girl.” His words are my undoing and the unknown thing I was looking for was his approval. That’s all I needed for him to push me over the edge and send me into pure pleasure. I cry out his name and my whole body shakes as warmth swallows me. I close my eyes. I fall into it and let it take me over as a peace I’ve never felt blankets me.

      “You okay?” Butch’s hands move up and down my back, rubbing me softly. His voice is deeper now and I open my eyes to see we aren't in the kitchen. How had I not felt us move? I’m still in his lap and my thighs are straddling him but we’re on the sofa and my face is pressed to his chest.

      “Yeah.” I close my eyes again because I never want to move. We sit in silence together for so long I know I’m going to have to say something, but I also know he’s likely going to bolt when I do. I pull back and look into his eyes, but his expression is unreadable. Not that I’m great with reading people, but I think he was jealous when he showed up this morning and saw another man at my place. I could be wrong though.

      “Are you going to leave now?” I blurt out. I hold my breath as I wait for his response and he closes his eyes, looking pained. I look at his broad chest and I lift up, trying to get off his lap.

      “I didn’t say you could move.” His hands hold me in place as my eyes meet his and my heart begins to pound.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      “Why are you trying to run from me?” I should let her do it, but my body won’t let me.

      “I don’t know.” She shrugs and looks away, but I’m not buying it.

      “You think I don’t want you?” I touch her chin and force her to face me.

      There are some advantages to being older, and that means less time for assumptions. Maybe if I were younger I’d play it cool or take my time, but I’ve been around long enough to know what I want when I see it. Harlow might not be what I should want, but I don’t have control over that. I sure as hell didn’t see her coming, so how could I have stopped it?

      “I’m worried that you’re looking for a reason to escape.” Her emotions are so raw that when she says this, I know it’s the truth deep down in her heart.

      “Nah, I’m just not ready for you to get up.” I smooth my hands down her back and around her ass. “I do need to go finish your kitchen, but I don’t want you rushing out of here because of what just happened.”

      I can see by the blush in her cheeks she was thinking about it.

      “You just said it was just once, so I didn’t know if maybe it felt like something you had to do.”

      My laugh rumbles low in my chest and for a second her brow furrows and she gets this cute little line between her eyes.

      “I don’t do anything I don’t want to. And if I could, I’d do that again and again.”

      “Why can’t you?” Her bottom lip pokes out a little and I feel her rock against me once again.

      “Goddammit, Harlow.” I lay my head back on the couch as I try to get myself under control. She rocks her hips again and I know I have to stop this. “Can’t you just take it for what it was? You needed me and I helped you out. But you don’t want to get tangled up with someone like me.”

      Her hands rub across my wide chest and I feel her pause over my hard nipples. “Why wouldn’t I want to get tangled up with someone like you?”

      “I’m old enough to be your daddy.” As soon as the words are out of my mouth I wish I could take them back. The sound of it on my tongue is too fucking good and I don’t want to give in to it.

      “It wouldn’t have to be like that.” It’s like she’s reading my mind. “But I don’t do stuff like that, ever.” Her cheeks blush again at the mention of what we did in the kitchen. “And I wanted you to know that I liked it, and I’d want to do it again if you did, too.”

      Her red hair is over one shoulder, revealing the freckles down her neck and across her collarbone. I want to kiss each one of them and take my time memorizing their patterns, but it’s not right. If she’s as innocent as I think she is then she doesn’t deserve to be saddled with someone like me.

      “I would be lucky to call you mine,” I say as I reach out and rub my thumb across her soft swollen lips that are begging to be kissed. “But for right now, we can’t.”

      Her gaze falls from mine and I hate that I’ve caused her any amount of pain. I pull her to me and stand up from the couch. Her feet hit the floor and she puts her hands on my stomach as she pushes away from me. I sigh when she turns around and walks to her bedroom and shuts the door. I want to run after her, but this is for the best. I shouldn’t have ever touched her to begin with. Not only because she deserves more, but because now I know what I’m missing and it’s tearing me apart inside.

      I decide to put my worry into my work and go into the kitchen. I rub a hand down my face and sigh loudly before I get busy. This is the only way I know how to cope when it comes to this kind of pain. I have to work to drown out all the voices inside me screaming to run after her and to get my head out of my ass. My chest hurts as I tear out her cabinet and cut sheetrock. I can’t even think about what this level of blue balls is doing to my cock, but that’s the least of my worries. The sad look in her eyes as she turned away from me is enough to haunt my dreams for eternity.

      Why did I have to take the call that night? Why did I have to walk in here and see her? Why did she have to be so fucking beautiful? These are the questions that play on a loop in my head as I move and sweat. Then the question that I’m scared to ask creeps in and it won’t let go. What if I gave in?

      It’s too fucking big inside me and I feel like I might split in half. I can’t believe after raising teenagers this is going to be the thing that kills me.

      Hours go by and I don’t stop working. The advantage to that is I’ve completed in a day a job that would usually take a week. If I were smart I would have dragged it out, but I was too focused on not thinking about what I feel, but it didn’t work. As soon as I stand back and use the bottom of my shirt to wipe away the sweat on my face it all comes crashing back.

      “Oh god,” I hear Harlow gasp, and I look over to see her staring at my bare stomach.

      I glance down to see my own stomach that’s long past the years of a six pack and now is a little soft around the middle. I’m hairy, too, and I wonder if she’s used to seeing young muscled guys with tanned skin and I hate that she might not like what she sees. I drop my shirt quickly and turn around to pack up my tools.

      “Has anyone ever told you that you look like Jason Statham?” Her tongue darts out and licks her bottom lip.

      I think the boys have mentioned it in passing when we’ve watched his movies, but I’m a little softer than he is. I shrug and don’t answer as she steps farther into the kitchen.

      “This looks so beautiful.”

      I want to tell her that it’s nothing compared to her, but I clench my jaw tight. I just need to get out of here and these feelings will stop. Never mind that I didn’t get a wink of sleep last night because I was thinking about her.

      “Thank you,” I say, grabbing my tool belt and slinging it over my shoulder.

      “Let me know where to send the bill. Normally Nellie handles all that, but I know this was an emergency.” She won’t look at me now and I can’t fucking stand it.

      “There’s no charge.” My voice sounds like I’ve never used it before. It’s low and rumbling in my chest and I want to scream so that she understands the pain I’m feeling right now.

      “I can’t do that, Butch.” The sound of my name on her lips is like a knife in the heart. “I appreciate everything and it wouldn’t feel right.”

      The way she says “everything” has so many more connotations than just the work in the kitchen.

      “Fuck,” I curse and drop my tools and go to her. I push her back against the wall and wrap my arms around her waist as my mouth falls on hers. She gasps and I run my tongue past her lips and give in to everything I’ve spent all day trying to stop.

      I’ve never been so uncontrolled in my life, but letting go and kissing her is the single greatest thing I’ve ever felt. It’s selfish and I can’t remember the last time I had that luxury. As a parent you always put yourself last and you do it because you love your kids. But Harlow has opened a set of doors that I thought were welded shut forever.

      “Have dinner with me,” I say as my kisses slow. I don’t stop, but I’m able to at least form a thought while my lips are on hers.

      Her hands snake up my shirt and I feel her fingers in my chest hair. I want to purr like a fucking panther at her touch on my skin and I have to lock my knees to keep from falling over. It’s been so long since I’ve been touched, but it never felt like this before.

      “Dinner?” she asks between kisses and I nod. “Tonight?” I nod again, and she smiles against my mouth. “Yes.”

      “Good,” I say, pressing my forehead to hers and trying to get myself under control. “I’m going to go home and take a shower. I’ll be back in an hour to pick you up.”

      “You’re not going to get cold feet on me again, are you?” she asks as she looks up at me through her lashes.

      How could I have ever thought I’d be able control myself when it comes to her?

      “One hour,” I confirm, and she nods as I grab my tools. I go to the door and I look her up and down one last time. “Wear a dress.”

      With that I walk out the door and down to my truck. I breathe in the warm air and try not to think about all the ways this could go wrong.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      “I only brought one,” Nellie tells me when I open the front door. She has a hanger hooked on her finger and she sways it back and forth, showing me the white dress. She must have been speeding like hell because I only texted her ten minutes ago saying I needed something to wear. If I had to guess she already had this one in mind before I ever asked her. I don’t own a dress, but it’s not because I’m opposed to them. I just don’t have a need. I live in sweats and yoga pants most of the time, but right now I want to dress up for Butch. I don’t know why the idea excites me so much.

      Nellie’s got a giant smile on her face that makes me feel better for her. She always bounces back fast, so even though that Sean guy made her so mad she cried she’s okay now. At first I thought maybe she had a thing for him, but it’s men in general that caused the outburst of tears. Nellie’s always had men after her and I know she goes on dates regularly. I also know none of them have ever been good enough for a second one.

      “It looks small.” I eye the dress I’ve never seen her wear before. It looks new, but no way she had time to buy it.

      “It will fit. It’s stretchy.” She walks into the apartment and I let the door close behind her. “Holy shit.” She stops when she sees the kitchen. “I can’t believe how much he got done in a day.”

      “Yeah.” I admire Butch’s handiwork. That man knows what he’s doing, that’s for sure.

      Butch did a perfect job and that’s the problem. Now that he’s done I don’t have a reason for him to come back. I was crossing my fingers this would keep him here for a few days, but it didn’t turn out that way. Now this date needs to be good or I might never see him again. I have to stifle a whimper at the thought because never seeing him again feels so wrong.

      “Maybe he can help with your office. It’s only half done,” Nellie reminds me.

      I forgot about it, but I keep forgetting about everything that isn’t related to Butch. Nellie has crap going on in her life, too, and I need to remember that. She hides it well, but that doesn’t mean things don’t affect her.

      “I’m really sorry about Sean,” I say again for the millionth time.

      It’s shitty all around because he left her high and dry on this job. Thank god it was only me he was working on right now. Nellie has other contractors, but she said he was one of the best and that’s why she had him in my apartment to begin with.

      “He’ll be hard to replace, but it’s for the better.” She hangs the dress over a chair. “If it wasn't me he would have tried to sleep with one of my clients eventually and that would have been a bigger mess.”

      “True.”

      I got a peek of something Nellie is hiding because that outburst of tears is a buildup. I know she wants the white picket fence and kids, but she’s used to working for things she wants and she doesn’t like to wait. She got her design degree so quickly because she powered through school and she got it in half the time. Even I can see relationships can’t be handled the same way and I’d never been in one before.

      Nellie claps her hands together to change the subject. “Tell me everything while we get you ready.”

      I spill most of what happened and even tell her about what Butch said about Sean being an asshole. I leave some of the things out that turned me on more than I knew they would because for some reason that feels special. I want to keep something between Butch and me, at least until I figure out what this is and where we stand. I cross my fingers that it’s together.

      “We don’t have daddy issues,” I blurt out, and Nellie swipes the makeup brush across my cheek. I don’t know why I feel the need to add that in there.

      “Who cares if we did? A man can handle it if he’s a man.”

      “Butch is definitely a man.”

      “That’s the truth,” Nellie agrees with a small laugh. “He wanted to punch Sean in the face and I could tell he was holding himself back.”

      “He was?” I perk up at hearing that.

      I would’ve enjoyed seeing Sean get punched. I was so shocked at what he was saying when we walked into the room, I hadn't seen the look on Butch’s face. I remember the one from when I first opened the door, though, and that was pretty pissed. I don’t want to think about what he’d look like if he was ready to throw a punch.

      “Yeah, he did. I think seeing him so pissed reminded me that there are still good guys out there.” She lets out a long sigh. “Not all men just want to use you for sex.”

      “You think he’s a good guy?” I think so, but what do I know about men? I was raised by two women who never brought men around us. We knew next to nothing about their dating lives or if they had any. It wasn't until the past few years that Nellie and I figured out they had normal lives and went on dates with guys.

      “I mean, he could have pushed you to do more but he didn’t.”

      If he wanted in my pants he could have easily gotten into them. He didn't have to come back for dinner, because I was offering myself on a silver platter right then.

      “Also, before you start spinning things in that head of yours.” She points the blush brush at me. “Him pushing you away isn't a bad thing. He was trying to do what he thought was best for you. That means he puts you before himself because it’s clear he wants you.”

      “I hadn't thought of it like that.” All I kept thinking was at any moment he was going to leave. That he would realize the age gap was too big for him to handle and I didn't want to be the girl who chased after a man.

      “He’s not winning the fight with himself, I can tell you that.” She steps away so I can look at myself in the mirror.

      “Wow,” I say as I take a step closer to the mirror. The dress is a little shorter than I would normally wear outside of the house, but it’s cute. “You didn't put much makeup on me.” I touch my cheeks as I lean close and I can still see my freckles.

      “Butch looks like the kind of man that likes it natural.”

      “I hope so,” I agree and turn around.

      The back of the dress is full lace and it shows off my bare skin. My red hair looks nice against the white. She only gave it a little fluff so it looks fuller. Whatever she’s done to my lips made them look bigger, too, and the color almost matches my own.

      I lick them, thinking about Butch kissing me because he likes my dress so much. My mind floods with all the things he might do to me in this dress, and though I don’t need his approval I want it.

      A knock sounds at the door and Nellie grabs her stuff. “That’s my cue to leave.”

      She kisses me on the cheek before darting from my bedroom and then I hear her let Butch in. I give myself one last look and suddenly I feel super shy as I step into the hallway to see him.

      I lock my hands together as I make my way down the hallway and step into the living room. When I don’t see him my shoulders drop. Did he change his mind?

      “Fucking hell.” I turn to see Butch standing in my office. I wonder if Nellie told him it needed some help on her way out.

      My eyes search his face, wondering if he likes what he sees. I open my mouth to ask him, but before I can get a word out he has me in his arms and pressed to the wall.

      His lips come down on mine and his grip is tight as the passion that was just on the edge an hour ago is unleashed once again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      “You’re going to break me,” I say as my lips move down her neck. “I’ve never felt so damn nervous before.”

      “What are you afraid of?” Her hands grip my hair as I kiss my way to her cleavage.

      “I shouldn’t be doing this.”

      My tongue dips between her breasts and then I kiss the tops of them that are pushed up from the dress. She’s got tits way too big for someone so small, and in this dress they look even bigger. It clings to her and shows off her soft middle and round ass. The dress is so short that her thick thighs are way too exposed. I told her to wear a dress, but I’m beginning to think that was a mistake.

      She’s got one leg up and around mine and I can see down to where it’s bunched up and shows off her panties. Goddamn I’m not going to be able to walk tonight with how hard my dick is, let alone go out in public.

      “Something that feels this good can’t be wrong.” Her breath catches on the last word as I slide my hand up her dress and cup her bare ass.

      “Are you wearing a thong?” I ask, and she nods. “Fuck, I need to see it.”

      Without thinking I kneel down in front of her and grab her hips. I turn her around and push her against the wall as I yank up the back of her dress to her waist.

      “Holy shit.” The sight of her round ass and the string of the thong between her cheeks is almost too much.

      I lick my lips and decide that life is too damn short to not enjoy this moment. I lean forward and press my lips to her ass cheek before I open my mouth and bite down a little on it. My fingers tug at her panties and pull them down until they’re at the top of her thighs and not all the way off.

      I grab her hips and pull her back as I run my tongue between her cheeks. I lick her tight hole and bury my face in her ass, just loving the feel of her soft skin against me. Her pussy is so wet I can see the inside of her thighs are sticky. I slide two fingers into her as I bite her ass and squeeze it with my other hand.

      “You’ve got a body made for me.” Her pussy grips my fingers and I groan at the sensation. “I can’t stop now that I’ve had a taste.”

      I take my fingers out of her and turn her around so I can lick her pussy. I push back into her warmth and she cries out while I rub on her G-spot and suck on her pussy lips.

      “Butch, I’m so close,” she whines, and it makes me feel like a god.

      “You’re going to be a quick trigger, aren’t you, baby?” I pet her clit with my thumb as the two fingers in her move faster. “That makes me so damn happy.”

      She whimpers as she pushes her hips forward and I lick her pussy again. I look up so I can watch as her cheeks flush and she closes her eyes tight. Her orgasm hits her hard and fast and it nearly makes her knees buckle as she comes undone.

      The sounds she makes and the way her body bends to me when she cums are so fucking good. I went home and jerked off in the shower twice and still my dick is demanding release. Without thinking I reach down and unbutton my pants and pull my cock out. I slip my warm, sticky fingers from her pussy and use them to jack off my dick as I stare at her cunt.

      “Oh my,” I hear her say, but my focus is on what’s in front of me. Her pretty pink lips are completely bare and I can see from here how young and tight it is.

      “You ever had a man here?” I ask, not taking my eyes off of it.

      “No.” The word is a whisper and it makes me move faster.

      “But you want me in it, don’t you?” The sound of my slick hand beating off is loud in my ears.

      “Yes.” Again it’s a whisper, but she might as well have shouted it.

      “I know you do, sweet girl.” I look up and into her eyes as I lick my lips and taste her pussy. “I’ll get in there, but let me break you in a little first.”

      I cup my hand at the end of my cock and use my other to jack off into it. The release is so hard I have to try and catch it as it shoots out so it doesn’t get on the floor. I grunt as the last of it empties into my hand and then I take a breath.

      “This should help it feel better,” I say, bringing my hand up to her pussy and pushing the cum into her. It drips down a little on the inside of her thighs and onto her panties, but the rest of it I use to coat her pussy. I even shove a little inside of her even though I probably shouldn’t. Actually, I know damn well I shouldn't, but I want to see my cum in her so bad that I don’t care.

      “That does feel good.” She rocks her creamy pussy against my palm and widens her legs.

      “Yeah?” I keep rubbing the heel of my hand over her cum-covered clit. “Give me one more quick one and then I’ll feed you.”

      She gasps when I lean forward and lick her then rub her clit again. She whines and bites her bottom lip as her hips push forward and she climaxes once again. I smile as I watch her and think of all the dirty things I could do to her to get her off.

      When the last of her orgasm is finished, I gently pull my hand away and then put her thong back into place. I place a kiss on her panty-covered pussy before I stand up and pull her close to me.

      “Hungry?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      “This is so big,” I mutter as I walk up to Butch’s black truck.

      I’m assuming it’s his because it says Barton Construction across this side in white letters. I’m not sure how I’m going to get up in it, but I have to admit it looks pretty badass. This dress may not have been the best idea now that I know I have a chance of flashing my neighbors when I try and get up in this thing.

      “It can be a pain to get around in when I’m in the city, but it can pull or haul anything you want.” He has his arm wrapped around me tight, which is where it’s been since we stepped out of my place.

      He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his keys and I hear the truck unlock. At the same time a side step comes down on the side that I can use.

      “Oh.” I smile and he opens the door for me. I use the step as he helps me into the truck. “That’s kinda cool.”

      “Think I was going to let everyone see your ass?” he asks, and I laugh, looking down at him. He doesn't look like he thinks that’s funny. “I don’t share.” He levels me with a hard stare and I shake my head. I don't want him to share me either. I only want him touching me. “Good girl.”

      He shuts the door and those two words make my heart flutter. I might have daddy issues, because I enjoy his approval way too much. It goes straight between my thighs where I can still feel a burn from the graze of his stubble. The stickiness of his cum is still inside of me and I can't believe he did it. Watching him push it inside of me was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life and I know it’s only the beginning of what Butch can do to me.

      I have to fight myself to keep from slipping my hand between my legs. I want to know what he tastes like so badly. He got to taste me, but before I could try and do the same he got us out of the apartment.

      “I don’t share either,” I blurt out when I look over at him.

      He so handsome I bet I’m not the first woman who sat down on him when he was under their sink. I’m a little bit shy, so I’m guessing they got the nerve up to do it without clothes on.

      “Then we’re on the same page.” He puts his key in and the truck rumbles to life.

      “Where are we going?” I pull on the end of the dress, trying to make it a little bit longer.

      Butch changed into a pair of nice black pants and a button-up shirt. He says the name of a place I don’t recognize as he drives away from my place. If Nellie hasn't taken me to a restaurant then I haven't gone. I’m good at ordering takeout and eating on the sofa. I only go out when she drags me and tells me I need fresh air. The air out here always smells the same as in my place, so I have no idea what she’s talking about.

      I’m up for going out with Butch right now, but I’d like to go back to my place and pick up where we left off. The things he did to me, I still can’t believe happened. I’ve never done anything like that before and I never wanted to until now. I need more, but I’m out of my depth. I can’t understand or keep up with my body’s reaction to Butch.

      “I’ve never done this before,” I admit.

      He already knows I’ve never had sex. I’m not sure how he could tell, but I can only guess it was my actions. I can also spot a newbie when I play video games, so I know people tend to stay away from them.

      “Good,” he tosses back at me.

      “Good?” I speak a little too loudly. How is that good?

      “Yeah, good. I told you I’m not good at sharing, or at least with you I’m not. I don’t want to think about other men touching you before me while I have the privilege of taking you out.”

      “Oh.” That makes sense because I don't like the idea of him doing that with other women.

      “You date a lot?” I hedge.

      “No, I had to google where to take a date,” he admits, and it makes me smile. Maybe this is new ground for both of us.

      “Really?”

      He comes to a stop at the light and turns to look at me. “Yeah, really, little one. I don’t date or do that shit Sean does.” He reaches out and rubs the side of my cheek with his finger. “Then there you were, making me wonder how I’ve been living so long without you.” My breath hitches. “Fuck, you’re soft.” His hand drops away and I want to grab it back, but the light turns green again.

      We drive a few miles before we pull up outside of the restaurant. I look from the restaurant to him. It's hard to tell if it’s a place for people to eat or a nightclub. Either way, I really don’t want to go inside. I don’t have a phobia of people, but an abundance of them always makes me anxious.

      Butch doesn’t look too thrilled about that place either. “You’re not going in there in that dress.”

      I sink back in my seat and my shoulders drop in relief.

      “I mean, I can take you back to your place to change if you want.” He doesn’t look like he likes that idea either. “Fuck,” he mumbles before doing a U-turn in the middle of the street and we go back towards my apartment.

      “Why are you mad?” I finally ask as the quiet in the truck becomes too much for me. The mood shifts and I can tell he’s agitated. “I can change my dress. It’s not a big deal.”

      “It’s not only the dress,” he throws back, and my heart feels heavy.

      “You’re running again,” I whisper. I should have known.

      “I’m not going any-fucking-where. You’re mine.”

      My head snaps up and I bite my bottom lip as I clench my thighs together.

      “It’s that place. I saw the look on your face when I said we weren’t going in.” He shakes his head. “It’s not my scene, but we’ll go back it you want to.” He gives a curt nod and it’s sweet he’ll go with me even if he doesn’t want to.

      “I don’t want to,” I rush to say. “That’s not my scene either. I’m more of an order-a-pizza-and-hang-at-home kind of girl. Sure, I love a good movie or going to a fair, but that’s about it.” I point my thumb back in the other direction. “I’m not into that.” His body relaxes at my admission.

      “I think we’re more on the same page than I thought.” He pulls into the same spot he left moments ago and turns to me. “What do you want to do?” I lick my lips because I’m still thinking about tasting him and his eyes go to my mouth. “Come here.”

      He unclips my seatbelt but doesn’t wait for me to come to him. He’s pulling me into his lap and I straddle him as my dress rides all the way up. I don’t know if my panties are wet from his cum or mine.

      “I want to taste you,” I admit. I’d be happy just to have him for dinner.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      “Goddamn it, girl, you have no idea what you’re doing to me.” I look down at her panty-covered pussy and see her rock against my cock. “I can’t fuck you right here in the parking lot.” I shake my head. “You deserve better than that.”

      “I’m hoping it will be more than just the one time.” She licks her full lips and I put my hand on the back of her neck to bring her mouth down on mine.

      “Once won’t ever be enough.” I’m impatient as I put her back in her seat and shift the truck into drive. “Buckle up. We’re going to my place. You’ve only got a block of cheese and soda in your fridge.”

      “Are you going to cook me dinner?” There’s a smile in her voice as she fastens the seatbelt and I pull out of the parking lot.

      “After I finally give you what we both want.”

      It doesn’t take long before we pull into my driveway and I see the automatic lights are on outside. The sun has long set, but I know the boys will gone until late tonight, so I’m hoping we can sneak out in the morning without too much of an incident. It’s not that I don’t want to be seen with Harlow, but I’m not ready to answer all the questions I know they’re going to ask me.

      “Wow,” she breathes as I park the truck and she looks up at the house. “Did you build this?”

      “Yep.” Pride swells in my chest as I get out of the truck and instead of going around to her side, I pull her out the driver’s side door and throw her over my shoulder.

      “Butch!” she squeals as I smack her ass and carry her inside.

      “Shh, or you’ll make the neighbors think I kidnapped you.”

      “That might be fun. I could hide in your room and call for help.” Her hands squeeze my butt as I walk in the house and kick the front door closed.

      Why was I so reticent to let this girl into my heart? Yeah, she’s young, but maybe that’s what I need. I’m getting older and the boys are about to be out of the house. Maybe it’s time for me to live my own life. I’ve been avoiding it for so long, not because I didn’t want to, but because someone like Harlow hadn’t kicked down all my walls and made me see that with her, things would be different.

      “Go ahead and try it.” I take the stairs two at a time. “You’re not going anywhere.”

      “Promises, promises,” she teases.

      I walk into my bedroom and toss her on the bed. “Take that dress off, sweet girl. You’re mine now.”

      She wiggles it up her body and over her head as I take off my shirt and pants. I’m standing before her in my boxer briefs and she kneels in the middle of the bed only wearing her panties.

      “You ever had your mouth on a man?” I ask, and she shakes her head quickly. “Come over here and let me teach you how to suck my cock.”

      If this girl wants a daddy I’ll give her one.

      She licks her lips as she gets off the bed and kneels down in front of me. I pull down the front of my boxer briefs and my cock springs out big and hard in front of her face. Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t back away in fear. Instead she moves closer and reaches for it, wrapping her hands around the base.

      “Squeeze it hard there so I don’t cum so fast. I need you right now, but I’m trying to hold on to my control.” Her tongue runs across her bottom lip as she looks up at me through her lashes. “Although I think that’s going to be pointless.”

      Her full lips brush over the tip of my cock, and a bead of cum leaks out. Her tongue darts out and she tastes it before opening her mouth wider for more. The thick veins on my cock stand out as all the blood in my body pumps into my dick. It feels so fucking good it borders on painful when she sucks on the head and squeezes her hand at the base.

      I grab a fistful of her hair to hold her still as I thrust a little into her mouth. “Open wider and breathe through your nose.” I guide myself in and out and grind my teeth to dust. Her little mouth is so fucking hot and her tongue is greedy. It swirls around the head faster and faster and soon I won’t be able to stop myself.

      Her hand moves as she explores me. I stop breathing. Her fingers touch my balls and the place behind them where all my cum is begging to release from. The gentle stroke of her excited and curious hand is too much for me to hold back.

      “Fuck, I’m going to cum. If you don’t want it in your mouth, lean back and I’ll do it on your tits.” She slides her mouth down further on my cock and I shout as I begin to release.

      Her mouth sucks on me for just a second before she leans back and points my cock at her chest. “Both,” she says, her voice deep and sultry and I can’t help but do as she says.

      Cum sprays across her tits and I lean her back so I can use the head of my cock to smear it on them. “Push them together, sweet girl,” I say, sliding my cock between them. She’s slick with my cum, and the long thick shaft glides as I push through and the head of it hits her chin.

      “More,” she whispers, wiggling her lower half, and I know she’s probably soaking wet for it.

      “I’ve got plenty where that came from.” I wrap an arm around her waist and lift her up as her legs go around me. I tear off her thong and thrust all the way inside of her wet pussy while still standing up.

      She cries out and clings to me, and I hold her steady as I keep moving. “Shhh, just breathe. It will stop hurting in just a second.” I grip her hips and move her up and down, planting my feet on the floor. “Your little pussy is brand new to this, but it knows what to do.”

      “Butch,” she whines, and I can hear just how wet she is. “Harder.”

      “That’s it.” I lay her back on the bed and look down to where we’re joined. “Look at you taking all of me like a big girl.”

      “Yes, Daddy.” Her eyes lock with mine and we knew this moment was coming.

      Hearing her call me the name I’ve earned makes me harder and thicker inside of her. I thrust deep just like she needs me to, and just like a daddy should.

      “You’re my responsibility now,” I say, and she nods. “You’re going to let me take care of you.”

      Her hips rise and rock against me as her pussy squeezes me. She arches her back and she cries out, cumming on my cock. But she’s not happy with just the one, and she’s so quick that I know she needs another.

      “You want me to cum in your mouth again or on your tits this time?” I say, feeling my own release bearing down on me again.

      She bites her bottom lip, looking up at me and sliding her hand down between us. “Here, Daddy. I want it in here.” She spreads her pussy lips for me to make me go deeper, and I curse.

      “I can’t do it in there.” I shake my head. “I could get you pregnant.”

      “Just this once,” she whispers, and I curse again.

      “No.”

      “Please, Daddy. You said you’d give me what I wanted.” She pushes her pussy onto me harder and I grip the bed on either side of her.

      “Fuck.”

      She cries out as she touches her clit and I feel her cum again on my cock. I’m only so strong and though I know this is a dangerous game, I’ll take care of whatever might happen between us.

      “Just this once,” I say, leveling her with a hard stare. She smiles at me and nods.

      I hold myself deep inside of her and her fingers come around to either side of my cock to milk me as I cum. It’s hard and fast and I can feel the heat of it spread inside of her. She places her other hand on her lower belly and she smiles, her eyes widening.

      “I’m so full.” Her voice is excited as she starts to move again. “I want more.”

      I drop my head and start to move because I know I won’t tell her no.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      I moan into Butch’s hand as he thrusts harder into me. My whole body hums with need and I’ve lost count of the times he’s taken me. We seem to have this need that never stops and I wonder if we’re running on a fear that maybe the other will change their mind tomorrow. I know I won’t, but I’m going to take as much of Butch as I can get tonight. I know there’ll never be another like him for me. This is something special.

      “Good girls are quiet when Daddy tells them to be,” he grunts into my ear, thrusting harder. I nod, wanting to do as I’m told, but I can't stop the little moans that come from me. His words don’t help either because the word daddy has my pussy clenching around him every time he says it. “I don’t want the boys to hear.”

      Who? I have no idea what he’s talking about. I don’t care who hears because I’m cumming again and there’s no stopping it. I cry out into his hand and he groans over me as his warm release fills me again.

      My body goes limp under his massive form and he has to use one arm to keep himself from crushing me. His hand falls from my mouth as his lips touch mine. He kisses me softly and it’s so sweet and delicate compared to what he just did to me. You wouldn’t know he just fucked me dirty seconds ago and it makes me clench around him again.

      “You okay, little one?” he asks me, and I nod because I’m better than okay.

      I close my eyes and sleep begins to take me as I feel his arms engulf me. He pulls me into him and his body wraps around mine. I’ve never felt safer.

      I don’t know how long I sleep, but I wake up in the same position. I don’t know if it’s been minutes or hours, but my first thought is that he isn’t trying to stop this. I smile into the darkness, which is different for me because I always sleep with a light on. I’ve done it since I was little, but right now with Butch the only thing I’m afraid of is not having him.

      His warm breaths feel good against my neck where his face is buried. I don’t want to move, but I need to use the bathroom. I haven’t left the bed since we got here and I don’t want to now, but I’m coming right back. I move slowly, not wanting to wake up Butch as I slip from his hold. He makes a grunting sound of disapproval, but I don’t think he’s awake because he doesn’t say anything else.

      I tiptoe slowly as my eyes begin to adjust to the dark room. I feel something soft beneath my bare feet and I reach down and grab Butch’s shirt. The first door I open is a closet, so I turn to try another. I really should have paid better attention, but my mind was so focused on Butch when we got here that nothing else mattered.

      I step out into the hallway and close the door softly behind me. It’s then it hits me who he was talking about when he said the boys. Of course his sons live here, but in the heat of the moment I totally forgot.

      The long hallway has a few doors, but now I’m worried I’ll open the wrong one. I could be walking into one of their bedrooms and not a bathroom. Crap. I stand there and debate going back into Butch’s room because he has to have a bathroom connected to his room.

      I hear something and then I freeze just as a door opens and out steps one of the boys.

      “BlackoutBomb.” Owen smiles as he rubs his eyes. They widen when he sees how I’m dressed and he looks shocked, then his expression morphs into confusion. “You and Elijah hooked up?”

      It sounds more like an accusation than a question and I shake my head. His shoulders drop in relief, but then realization of what that means hits him as he looks past me to Butch’s door.

      “You hooked up with our dad.” His mouth hangs open, but at least he doesn’t look mad. “He never brings chicks home. I was starting to think he’d never date.” He shakes his head and smiles.

      “Bathroom?” I squeak, because what else do I say right now? I’m happy Butch doesn’t bring women home, but this is also a little awkward.

      “Spare bathroom,” he says, pointing to another door. “There’s one in Dad’s room, too, but I guess he didn’t have time to give you a tour.” There’s laughter in his voice and I try not to cringe.

      “Thanks,” is all I can manage to say as I dart into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. I lean against it wondering if I just messed up. What if the boys aren’t supposed to know about me? Owen said he never saw his dad with a woman, so there has to be a reason for that. My mom never let me meet the people she dated either. Butch told me he doesn’t do random women and that there’s only me. I believe him because he isn’t the type of man to lie.

      Is he going to be upset that I outed him to his kids? He might not do random women, but that doesn’t mean he wants his sons to know about this.

      I know nothing about parenting and this could be something he wants to tell them on his own. One of them finding me dressed in his shirt in the middle of the night likely isn’t how he wanted this to go down. It doesn’t help that I’m about their age. I reason with myself that they aren’t his birth children, so maybe them being around my age isn’t that odd.

      I don’t care what age he is or I am because we’re both are adults, but his sons might not feel the same way. Owen seemed pissed when he thought I’d been in Elijah’s room, but then it turned to shock when he realized I was with Butch. Afterwards he smirked about it, so I can’t help but wonder why me sleeping with his brother made him mad, but not with his dad.

      I use the bathroom and when I’m finished I gasp as I look at myself. Not only did I run into Owen in the middle of the night wearing Butch’s shirt, but it’s easy to see I’ve been having sex all night.

      I do the best I can to try and tame my hair without a brush. Butch’s shirt is longer than the dress I had on last night, so I think it’s okay to walk around the house in it. There’s no option at this point because I don’t know where my dress is to put it back on.

      When I open the door, Owen is standing there with Elijah beside him. They stop whispering and turn to me and it’s then I notice they’re both only in sweatpants and not wearing shirts. They’re fit and I recall Butch mentioning something about them playing sports. I’m sure most everyone would find them attractive, but there’s nothing there for me. Butch is the only person who has ever snagged my attention and I think it’s because he calls to something deep inside of me. He sees a need in me I didn't know was there until he brought it to the surface.

      “I still can’t believe it and I’m looking right at her.” Elijah shakes his head. “It does make sense why he was getting so pissy the other night though.” He smiles the same as Owen did when he realized I’m here with Butch.

      “Hey.” I give a small wave and it’s awkward because I don't know what to do right now. If Butch and I keep going like we are, would they be my stepsons? That sounds so ridiculous in my head. “So.” I look toward Butch’s door and pointedly back at them. They’re blocking the hallway and I need them to move so I can get back to Butch’s bedroom.

      “You hungry?” Elijah asks me.

      “We can make a pizza and play Call of Duty.” Owen quickly adds, and I laugh.

      I guess I’m making it a bigger deal in my head than it is because they seem to be okay with it.

      “I could eat,” I admit as my stomach rumbles. Butch and I never did get around to dinner last night. Unless you count eating each other.

      “I’ll heat up the oven,” Elijah says, walking past me.

      Owen throws an arm around my shoulder like we’re buddies and I guess maybe we are. “There was an update on one of the maps last night. You see it yet?”

      The world could have exploded last night and I would have missed it. Crap, I should probably text Nellie and let her know I’m okay. One night with Butch and already I’m consumed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

          Butch

        

      

    

    
      I wake up and reach for Harlow, but the only thing I grasp are the cold sheets beside me. I sit up in bed and blink a few times, trying to get my eyes to adjust. It’s dark, but I’ve got blackout curtains so it could be the middle of the day for all I know.

      We went at it hard last night so I slept like the dead. I feel anxious as I look around and don’t see any of her things. I didn’t pay attention to where they went last night when I took them off of her, so I can’t really say they’re missing. I grab a pair of loose lounge pants from my dresser and pull them on as I peek in my bathroom and see the light off. I look around for my phone thinking maybe she sent me a text or something, but she wouldn’t just leave like that. Would she?

      I open the door to my room and I pause when I hear her laughter. I walk down the hall and to the end of the stairs where I see the lights on.

      “Shit.” I look over and see the boys’ doors are open and I realize she must be down there with them.

      I wasn’t ready for this kind of conversation, but there’s no time like the present. After the things Harlow and I shared last night, I have no intentions of giving her up, so I guess in a way it’s better to rip the Band-Aid off.

      I make my way down the stairs and walk into the family room. I pause as I take in the sight of all three of them playing video games and eating pizza. Owen and Elijah are on one side of the room on the big couch with their headphones on and empty plates in front of them. Harlow is in my recliner wrapped in my blanket with headphones on. I like seeing her in my spot with her hair messed up like I fucked her all night. I have to take a breath and get myself under control because I can’t pop wood in front of the boys.

      “Morning,” I say as I walk into the room and all three of them turn to look at me. I go straight for Harlow and put my hands on either side of the recliner as I bend down and give her a quick kiss. “You disappeared on me.”

      She blushes and bites her lip as she looks over to the boys. “I got lost looking for the bathroom and then they lured me away with pizza and a video game update.”

      “Up.” She stands up from the recliner and looks at me with confusion. I take her place and then pull her down on my lap. She pulls the blanket over both of us. “It’s too early for pizza.”

      “Some people argue that pizza for breakfast is a good source of nutrition,” Owen chimes in without taking his eyes off the screen.

      “Some people are full of shit.” He glances over at me and shrugs.

      Harlow lies back against my bare chest and I feel her tug my shirt up under the covers. When I slide my hand down her hip I feel that she doesn’t have anything on under it. I lean in close and put my lips to her ear.

      “Next time you wake me up before you get out of bed.” I slide my fingers around her waist and between her wet folds. She gasps but then disguises it with a cough as she nods.

      I don’t do anything other than keep my fingers there, just petting her every now and then while she plays her game. The sun is coming up and the boys have practice in a few hours so I’m just relaxing until they have to go get ready.

      “So, are we going to discuss the fact that Harlow is here and you were banging her all night?” Elijah says after she kills him and he’s taken out of the game.

      “Watch your mouth.” I look over at him and he has the decency to look contrite.

      “Am I wrong?” he asks as he gets up and clears the dishes and what’s left of the pizza.

      “I didn’t know this was going to happen so I didn’t have a plan on how to do this the right way. If there even is a right way. But yeah, Harlow is here this morning and I think you can figure out as to why.” I look to Elijah and Owen. “You boys are old enough to understand how things work, but I want you to know that I’m not taking this lightly or doing it on a whim. Harlow means a lot to me and she’s going to be around from now on.”

      She turns around to look at me when I finish talking and I raise an eyebrow in confirmation. After a second she nods and smiles at me like I’ve just given her the whole world. In a way that’s what she’s done to me, so I understand the way she feels.

      “Cool, I’ve always wanted a stepmom,” Elijah says, and Owen smacks him on the back of the head.

      “Welcome to the family,” Owen says as he grabs his brother by the arm. “We’ve got to get ready for practice, but we’ll see you both tonight?”

      “Yes,” Harlow confirms, and I hold her tighter against me.

      “Yes,” I agree, and they both surprise me by smiling at each other and leaving the room.

      “That was easier than I thought,” Harlow says as she turns around in my lap.

      “I know.” I look down and my shirt on her has completely ridden up and her pussy is right there in front of me.

      I look over her shoulder to make sure the boys are gone and I reach between us and push down the front of my pants. I’m not wearing any underwear and my cock springs free.

      “Butch,” she scolds, looking back over her shoulder. But she raises her hips as I position myself at her entrance and slowly slides down on me.

      “Just let me get off real quick or I won’t be able to walk upstairs.” She nods as she moves up and down a little to slick my cock until I’m all the way inside. “I’ll take care of you when we get back to bed.”

      She begins to move while I lay the recliner all the way back. I’m horny as fuck after sitting here with my fingers in her pussy the whole time and I can’t deny the thought of getting caught spikes my need to get off quickly.

      “I’m there,” I say after she rocks her hips only a couple of times. “Lift up, princess.”

      I grab her waist and she puts her hands over mine as she whines and grinds down on me.

      “Let go, Harlow. I can’t keep cumming in you.”

      I glance down at her puffy bare lips and think about smearing my cum on them. When I look up at her she’s biting her lip again and looking at me with hooded eyes.

      “Just one more time, Daddy,” she pleads, and I feel a hot chill all over my body.

      “You can’t do that.” I grit my teeth and try to hold myself back, but I don’t know how much longer I can.

      “I like the way it feels when I’m all squishy inside from your cum.”

      My cock throbs and begs as I grip her hips tighter and try to raise her up. “We’re going to the doctor today to get you on the pill.”

      “I promise,” she says, leaning forward and placing a kiss on my lips. “Just this one last time, really quick.”

      I close my eyes and let go of her hips as her pussy takes me all the way in. I grit my teeth as my cum pours out of me into her hot little cunt. It’s better than anything I’ve ever felt in my whole goddamn life. I’ve never had my cock bare inside a woman before and nothing has ever been this tight. Even after a night of my dick breaking her in it’s still like the first time.

      “You keep begging me to cum in you and I’m going to start putting it in your ass.” I slide my hand around her cheek and press my finger to her hole. She shocks me by pushing against it and asking me to touch her there.

      “You can put it anywhere, Daddy,” she breathes, her lips against mine.

      Another wave of cum spurts from my cock and I have to pull her off of me just as it comes out. It sprays all over her lips and I relish the sight of the sticky mess I’ve made.

      “Let me take you bed and clean you up,” I say, tucking my cock back into my pants and lifting her in my arms.

      Thoughts of bending her over and putting it in her butt have me hard as a lead pipe. I did have plans to work today, but it looks like I’m about to take a long-overdue vacation.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

          Harlow

        

      

    

    
      I lean against the doorframe as I watch Butch pack up his toolbox. My office is finished and it turned out better than we’d actually mapped it out. I can tell Butch put his all into doing it and not only did he do a wonderful job but he did it in no time. He’s so good with his hands and not just when it comes to construction.

      We’ve been together for over a week now and I know how busy his company is. He’s in demand, but he took his time to make sure my office was handled by him alone. I’m pretty sure it was because he didn’t want anyone else in my space. The only problem is that I hate my new shiny office.

      He turns to look at me and I force a smile, not wanting him to know. “You did a really great job.” It’s not a lie but still I hate it and I don't want to work in here. Hell, I don't even want to be in this apartment anymore. It doesn’t feel like my home and I want to go back to his house and plant myself in his chair. That’s where I’ve been doing my work and it’s perfect. He cuddles in next to me while he watches TV and randomly yells at something on the giant screen. That’s my favorite office now.

      But now that this is all complete, I no longer have a reason to stay at Butch’s. He was the one who suggested I stay with him until my office was done so I didn’t have to work in a construction zone. I didn't care and stayed there when that prick Sean was working on it. All I had to do was close the door and I didn't even know he was there. I didn’t tell Butch any of this and agreed to stay with him. Now that the excuse is gone I hate this new space. This doesn’t have my Butch in a recliner that we have sneaky sex on. I don’t know why, but trying not to get caught gives me a dirty thrill.

      “I fucking hate it,” Butch says through gritted teeth and my head jerks around to him. He pulls off his gloves and drops them into his tool box.

      “You don’t like it?” I hedge.

      I’ve been trying to come up with one thing specifically, but nothing is springing to mind. Nellie knows what she’s doing when it comes to design and did an amazing job getting everything I asked for to work in the space.

      He shakes his head and starts to look mad now.

      “Is it the color?” I ask hesitantly.

      The walls are painted yellow and Nellie joked that it would be the only sun I’d get when we picked it out over a month ago.

      “It’s not the fucking color.” My face heats at his tone.

      Butch normally only curses when we’re having sex or he’s turned on. Him dropping the F-bomb back to back has my nipples hardening. My body thinks it’s go time, but Butch’s face does not say the same. He keeps on getting madder and I have no clue why.

      I push away the door and move towards him. His arms open for me and I lean into his big hard body.

      “What’s wrong?” I peek up at him through my eyelashes.

      Butch’s mood always sways mine, and even though we’ve only been together a week I’m pretty sure we’re connected on a deeper level than other people are. I know if I get worked up about something it messes with his mood, too, and that might be what’s happening right now. The space is pretty and perfect, but it’s not for me.

      “You work at my place.” I’m not sure if it’s a command or statement.

      “I have been.” It’s been wonderful working there because it’s cozy and has my head filling with all kinds of ideas about my future with Butch. Before him it was always work and then video games to kill time.

      “You will be working at my place,” he corrects as he lifts me up. “You don’t belong here anymore, but you know that already.” It’s another reminder that I belong to him and he knows me to my core.

      “I love the office, but it’s not mine.” I don’t like that he put so much work into it and then pushes it aside.

      “I know, little one,” He leans down so our mouths meet and he kisses me deeply. “We’ll get you all moved out and get this place on the market. The office will up its value, so it’s still worth the work. Don’t fret over that.”

      I melt into him. God, he’s too perfect to be real.

      “Is this your way of asking me to move in with you?” I tease, smiling bigger.

      I’m going to be staying at Butch’s and I love it there. I even love the twins. They’ve made me feel so welcome, you’d never guess we’ve only known each other a short time. I still need to introduce Butch to my mom and aunt, but I know they’ll love him when they see how happy he makes me. It helps that Nellie thinks he’s perfect for me.

      “Oh, I’m not asking.” My sex clenches when I think about the things he tells me to do. I wrap my legs around him, knowing where this is going.

      “Yes, Daddy,” I say against his mouth, making him groan before my back hits the wall. I start to pull at his clothes, wanting to touch him everywhere.

      “Fucking hell,” he mutters and breaks his mouth from mine. I’m still in a daze as he puts me down.

      “What?” I grab for him. “Why are you stopping?”

      “Someone’s at the door,” he grunts before turning and walking out of my office and towards my front door.

      “Oh yeah,” I call out as my sex-filled mind catches up. “It’s Nellie.” He opens my front door and my cousin is standing there with a smile on her face.

      “Hey, Butch,” she says, stepping inside. “I’m still taking you, right?” she asks, glancing from Butch to me. The appointment I made for today completely slipped my mind.

      “Yeah, let me get my purse.” This is another thing I’m not excited about.

      “What’s up?” Butch asks.

      I didn’t tell him because I don't want to go. I’m avoiding it, but I told him I’d do it.

      “I have a doctor's appointment and Nellie is going with me.”

      “Oh! Is the office done?” She doesn’t wait for a response before she’s off to go look.

      “What’s the matter?” Butch walks over to me and his hands go everywhere like he’s checking for a wound. He places his palm on my forehead and I roll my eyes.

      “I’m not sick.” I take his hand from my head and I lock my fingers with his. “You told me to, you know.” I shrug, but he doesn’t catch my drift.

      “What? Tell me.” He starts to get worked up and his face is serious.

      “Birth control,” I whisper. Nellie knows why I’m going to the doctors and it’s only Butch and me right now, so I don’t know why I’m being shy.

      We’ve been playing a dangerous game and for all I know I could be pregnant right now. I never gave much thought to having a baby before, but I do know when I see Butch with his sons it makes my ovaries want to explode with a need I didn’t have until him.

      He stares down at me. “Is that what you want?”

      “I thought you didn’t ask questions.” The corner of his mouth pulls up as he drops his forehead to mine.

      “I know we love how we are together and the things we say and do.” His voice is so deep and it rumbles against me.

      “Yeah,” I agree.

      “I told you to go on the pill, but after the past few days I don’t know if that’s what I want anymore.”

      “I don’t want to be on it,” I rush to say, and he smiles. I see tension drain from his body as he smiles.

      “Good, then we’re on the same page.” He brushes his mouth again mine before he looks into my eyes. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too.” I jump into his arms and pepper kisses all over his face.

      “I’m guessing we aren’t going to the doctors,” I hear Nellie say.

      “Not today,” Butch answers for me. “But soon.” I brush my nose against his and I don’t think I’ve ever been this happy before. “And I’ll be the one to take her when it’s time.”
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        Two months later…

      

      

      It’s our wedding day and I’m not the least bit nervous. What I am is desperate to see my bride because she insisted on staying with Nellie the night before the wedding. I think she did it to torture me and I’m not shocked. Harlow tends to do things because they get under my skin.

      Like texting me this morning that she isn’t wearing panties under her wedding dress. Ever since then all I can think of is when I’m going to get a moment alone with her so I can find out for myself.

      “Are you ready, Dad?” Elijah is standing next to Owen in all black tuxedos.

      “I could kill Nellie for making us wait until tonight to have the wedding,” I grumble, straightening my tie.

      I glance in the mirror back to the boys who have their heads together again. They’ve been doing this on and off all day anytime Nellie is mentioned. I guess I just assumed they would have met her before the wedding, but with them graduating and getting ready to leave for college next soon I guess there wasn’t much time. But I could tell from the look in their eyes that she had made quite the impression.

      Nellie clearly seemed interested with the way she was touching them and laughing. But I worry about what they’re going to do if she goes on a date with one of them. The two of them have been inseparable since they were born and I know it’s not only because they’re twins. They share a bond like I’ve never seen before and my biggest fear is that a woman will come between them.

      They were accepted to different schools and I wondered if it would be a chance for them to strike out on their own. But they turned it down and decided to stay close to home and attend the state university together. They’re even sharing a dorm room, though I did try and talk them out of it.

      I shake my head and sigh, knowing that as a parent sometimes you have to let them make their own mistakes. I smile in the mirror as I think about doing it all over again with our baby on the way.

      We stopped being even the least bit careful after that last day in Harlow's apartment. I was on a one-man mission to get her pregnant once I realized that it meant she’d be mine in every way. It was all I could do to keep my dick out of her, but my good girl always welcomed me.

      “We’re going to go get in place,” Owen says as he comes over and gives me a hug. “I love you, Dad, and I’m really happy that you’ve found someone like Harlow.” He squeezes my shoulder and Elijah steps forward to do the same.

      “I know I joke around with you a lot about it, but I see how much you love Harlow and how much she loves you. It’s about time you took something in life for yourself after you’ve spent all these years living for us.”

      I can see how much he means those words and I hug him close. “That’s my job as your dad. And just because I’m getting married doesn't mean it stops today. You are my baby boys and always will be.” I lean back to look at the two of them side by side and almost taller than me. “Even if you keep growing.”

      They laugh as make their exit. I grab the little box sitting on the table. I wait a moment after they leave before I stick my head out the door and see them at the end of the hall talking closely to Nellie. Once I know where they are, I slip out of the room and walk in the direction I know Harlow is going to be.

      When I get to the white door I open it up and step inside before quickly closing it back and flipping the lock.

      “Butch!” Harlow squeals as she turns around and faces me.

      She’s in a fluffy white dress that makes her look just like a princess. It’s nothing like I pictured her in, yet it suits her perfectly. It’s strapless with a sweetheart neck and sparkles all over it. It’s fitted at the top and poofy at the bottom and she looks like she could be on the cover of a bride magazine.

      “You aren’t supposed to see me.” She puts her hands on her hips like she’s irritated with me, but it doesn't reach her eyes.

      “If you didn’t want me breaking in here, then why did you tell me you wouldn’t be wearing any panties?” I raise an eyebrow and she tucks her chin, blushing. “We both know you did it to tease me and to see how far I’d push it.”

      She shrugs. “You didn’t come find me last night.”

      “I gave you one night away from me before I tie you to my side for the rest of your life.” I walk to her, needing to close the space between us. “And I have a present.”

      I hold out the box to her and she lights up with excitement.

      “You didn’t have to get me anything,” she says, jerking the box out of my hand before I can take it back.

      I smile as I watch her tear into the blue box with the white ribbon and open it up.

      “Oh, Butch, this is too much.” She looks at the necklace and then looks up at me. “You’ve already given me so much.”

      “You deserve everything and more.” I glance down at the ring on her finger and smile. It’s enormous but nobody misses it and it’s clear she’s taken. “Let me help you with that.”

      “You are just the sweetest man in the whole wide world.”

      “There are five diamonds.” I take it from her as she turns to face the mirror and I place it around her neck. “One for each of the boys, one for me, one for our baby on the way, and the big one in the middle is for you.” Her red hair is styled at the nape of her neck, so I kiss the bare skin just below her ear. “You’re the one that’s truly made us a family.”

      “I’m not supposed to mess up my makeup.” She playfully smacks my chest as she places a kiss on my lips.

      She moans when my tongue touches her and my need for her can’t be held back anymore. “Show me that bare pussy and let me have a taste of my bride,” I say as I kiss my way down her neck. “Let me unwrap my present and I’ll keep you from crying.”

      Her breath catches when I kneel down in front of her and she raises the fluffy material up. She wasn’t lying. There under all those layers of white is her pretty pink cunt, bare and wet.

      “Butch, what if we’re late?” She might mean the words she says, but when she spreads her legs and rolls her hips forward, we both know she doesn’t give a shit.

      “People can wait while I fuck my bride.”

      Her laughter turns into a gasp as my tongue runs between her lips and I suck on her clit. My hands grab her ass and pull her close as I bury my face against her pussy. It doesn’t take me long to get her off with my mouth and she’s crying out my name.

      “I want my cum in you when you walk down the aisle to me,” I growl, standing up to turn her around.

      I push up all the layers of material as she grabs on to the nearest chair to brace herself. I pull out my cock and sink it deep into her just as there’s a knock on the door.

      “Harlow?” I hear Nellie call out, but I don’t stop.

      The doorknob jiggles, and I smile as I keep on hammering into Harlow.

      “B-be right out,” Harlow tries to say, but her words are cut off when her orgasm gets close. “Shit.”

      I smack her ass and she squeals as I shake my head. “Watch your mouth, little girl.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she moans as she pushes back against me.

      My cock swells as she squeezes me, and I know we’re both going to go at the same time. I hear people on the other side of the door, but I ignore them, putting my hand over Harlow’s mouth and feeling her body shudder.

      Her orgasm hits her and takes her and she takes me over the edge with her. I groan and try not to let my knees buckle with the force of it. It’s hot and fast, but I plan on taking my time tonight and every day after.

      I take a breath and pull out of her, dragging her into my arms. “There. Now we can get married.” I kiss her on the forehead as I walk towards the door and leave her flushed and trying to balance herself.

      “You realize I’m going to look freshly fucked in all our wedding photos now, right?” She doesn’t look at all upset by it with her flushed cheeks and few tendrils of her red hair out of place.

      “Perfect.”

      She rushes over to me and I catch her in my arms as I give her one last kiss. There is more pounding on the door and I know it’s time for us to go.

      “We’re going to make this wedding fast,” I warn, and she nods and bites her lip. “I love you.”

      “I love you, too,” she says softly as we walk out together and into our forever.
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        Three years later…

      

      

      I suck harder, taking Butch’s cock to the back of my throat. “Little one,” he warns. I’m being greedy. I want him to cum in my mouth. It’s a game we play. He always wants his cum in my pussy or spreading across my skin. On the rare occasion I can beat him to it and get a mouth full of him, I get him to cum too fast to stop me from sucking him down. I look up at him with a plea in my eyes.

      “Fine, you little brat. This time.” His hand in my hair tightens as he starts to pump in and out. He can never tell me no when I really want something and I want this. He no longer lets me bob my head back and forth on him. Now he controls my movements, but I can suck harder. My eyes lock with his. I beg him again with them. My clit is throbbing with need. I came not even five minutes ago when Butch saw me in my dress all ready to go to the boys’ graduation. He spread me out on the bed, pushing my dress up before sliding my panties to the side and eating me until I cried out his name.

      We both could be as loud as we wanted right now. My mom has our little one today. We’re the only ones home. Butch grunts as he fucks my mouth faster. I suck as hard as I can, giving it my all. I get off on getting him off.

      When he lets out a load groan I feel cum hit my tongue. I swallow it down, sucking more, wanting every last drop of him I can get. He takes a staggered step back from me, his breathing heavy as his cock slips from my mouth. I lean forward to swipe my tongue across the head of his cock, getting the last drop of semen that’s there before I lick my lips, enjoying the taste of my husband.

      My pussy still throbs with need. “Lift your dress.” I do as I’m told. Butch takes another few steps back and drops down into the chair in the corner of our bedroom. He keeps his eyes trained on my dress bunched up around my waist, anchored by my shaking hand.

      “Use the other to slide into your panties.” He leans back in the chair, enjoying the show. “You were a bad girl, so now you’re going to have to make yourself cum, but Daddy is going to enjoy the show.” My hand slips into my panties. I’m so wet there’s a spot showing on them. My orgasm from before still coats me.

      “Just play with the clit. You won’t get anything inside that pretty little pussy of yours unless I’m putting it there. Only Daddy gets to do that.” I moan at his words, my head nodding in agreement as I work two fingers over my clit. My eyes stay on Butch. His cock is hard again and I know it wants inside of me. He strokes himself as he watches me. His eyes stay locked between my thighs as I work my clit. I’m ready to cum. I know he’s thinking about his cock inside me as he strokes himself.

      “Daddy, please,” I beg. I need his approval before I can cum. My whole body is tight begging for it.

      He gives me a proud smile. “Cum for me.” I do. I cry out his name as my body shakes with the orgasm. It’s fast and hard but not as good as what Daddy’s fingers can do to me. “Come here.” My eyes flutter open. They must have fallen closed when I came. I crawl the short distance over to Butch. He reaches down and pulls me up into his lap.

      “Give me what’s mine.” I lay my head on his shoulder as I bring my wet fingers to his mouth. He sucks them clean before kissing them. His hard cock digs into me. We both know we don’t have time for another round. It will have to wait until later. If I’m lucky we can steal a moment for ourselves during the party. I do enjoy our sneaky sex moments. Over four years together and I still get excited for those stolen moments. Our secret playtimes no one knows about.

      “You ready for this?” I sit up to look into his eyes. The boys moved out four years ago, but this is really it. They’re men. They already looked it, but now it seems official.

      “No stopping it.” I smile at Butch. He’s proud of his boys. They are graduating college today. Not just graduations but doing it at the top of their class a year early. Owen had gotten a bachelor’s degree in finance while Elijah had gone for business. They wanted to prove to Butch they were ready to take over the company from him. He was ready to hand it over to them. They’d kept working with him between school. I think they work too much. It’s all I ever see them do. College and work. Nothing else.

      What do I know? Maybe they’re good at hiding the other things they do, but I don’t think they are doing anything else. Often times when I’d sit down on a Friday or Saturday night with Butch after we got our baby boy in bed, I’d log on to play a video game and they’d both be on playing together. They would quickly join me in with them to play. Maybe now they will let loose some. Enjoy life.

      Butch stands, putting me back on my feet. He makes sure my dress is in place before giving me a kiss. “We’ll finish this later.” I can’t wait.

      His hand slides into mine as he leads me out of the house. I already have everything ready for the party after the ceremony. Nellie has been helping me. She’s better at decorating and the finer details of things. She’d gone above and beyond to help me with the party. She loves the twins, too.

      Both of our families have become close over the years, having dinners and spending holidays together. I keep waiting for the right guy to come alone for Nellie, but she’s turned into a workaholic. Her small design company has exploded and she does all the work for Barton construction and others. She needs to cut back. I won’t make that suggestion to her though. Last time I did that she almost burst into tears, asking me else was she going to do.

      The ceremony is quick and we cheer for the boys as they cross the stage. We don’t get to see them but for a moment. They both give me a kiss on the cheek and tell us they’ll see us back at the house.

      “I don’t know why, but I just thought they’d be coming back to live here,” I tell Butch as we make our way back to the house. I want to get there first and make sure everything is ready for the small party we are having.

      “They’re men,” Butch says. I know that. “They found a place they are going to put some work into. I’m sure Nellie can help them design it.”

      “Yeah,” I agree. They moved out of the dorms after the first year and got a place of their own—a condo. It had the basics and nothing more. It reminded me of how I used to live, before I knew what making a home really meant. I tried to spruce their place up a little, but they told me it didn't matter. They were only staying until school was done. Now it’s done and they’ve gone out and bought a house. Together. Nellie and I were always close growing up, but when we moved out we didn't do it together. We both went and got our own places. I don’t think those two will ever be apart.

      My phone rings, breaking me from my thoughts. Nellie’s name lights up the screen as we pull into the driveaway of our house. I glance at the clock. We have a little time before people start to show up. My mom and aunt will be coming a little later. They’re taking our son to see his first movie.

      “What’s up?” I say as Butch opens my car door for me to get out. I turn at the sound of a car pulling up the driveaway. It’s the twins already. They got here fast.

      “I’ll be there in a little. I had to make a stop.” I can hear someone in the background, making me wonder where she went. She was at the graduation with us and slipped out moments before Butch and me. I figured she wanted to get back here too to make sure everything was ready for the party.

      The twins walk over towards me. They’ve discarded their graduation gowns and now they’re back in their usual jeans and T-shirts.

      “Where’s Nellie?” they ask Butch. Butch shrugs, looking to me. I point to my phone and get back to my phone conversation.

      “A stop where? We forget something?”

      She makes a forced laugh. “No, I went home to drop my car. I’m coming with a date.”

      “A date!” I shout. She has a date! I can’t remember the last time she had a date. Maybe she finally found someone.

      “Yeah, a date. I didn't want to be the only one without a date.”

      “Okay.” I don’t understand what she means. Who else is bringing a date? My eyes shoot to the twins. Maybe they have dates, too. When my eyes land on them, they both look pissed. No, more than pissed.

      “See you soon,” Nellie says and ends the call. Butch wraps his arm around me, kissing me on top of the head. “Come inside, little one. The twins need a moment.” I put my phone back into my purse. The two of them are pacing back and forth.

      “What’s going on?” I ask. I start to get worried. He lifts me up as we enter the house.

      “What’s going on is my cock is still too hard from watching you play with yourself before we left this afternoon and we only have about fifteen minutes to fix it.” I wrap my legs around him. He takes the steps two at a time, kicking our bedroom door closed behind him before he tosses me onto the bed.

      “I don’t think there is such a thing as too hard.” I lift up on my elbows. “But if you think so, maybe I could fix that for you.” I part my thighs, showing him that I’d ditched my panties when he wasn't paying attention.

      I was right. My man could never be too hard.

      

      
        
        THE END

        but not for long…
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      This is going to be a long night, I can already feel it. Something’s been in the air since I woke up early this morning alone in my empty condo. I’m an interior designer but haven’t designed my own place. There are blank white walls and nothing special about it. The furniture I have is odds and ends I’ve collected over the years after people change their minds and want something different. I’d scooped them up because you can’t beat free.

      I’d be embarrassed if anyone actually saw my place. They wouldn’t believe my condo is mine even though when I take on a project I put everything into it. I design a room down to every single detail so I know the real reason I haven’t done anything with it. It isn’t because I keep myself so busy although I could use that as an excuse. I keep telling myself the condo is only temporary and it’s holding a spot until I find my forever home with my forever man. I’d gotten the place right after I’d graduated from design school. Three years later and nothing about the place has changed and it’s as empty as my love life.

      It doesn't help my morning when I reached for my phone and the first thing I saw was a text from both Owen and Elijah. The Barton Twins. Their dad is married to my cousin who is more of a sister to me than anything. She and I have been close since we could walk and though we might be opposites in a lot of ways we balance each other out.

      The twins randomly send me messages in our group chat and today Owen’s is a simple Today's the day. Elijah’s is a little more bold with about fucking time.

      They’d talked me into decorating the new place they bought and I agreed but haven’t seen it yet. I promised them I would but it could be a mistake on my part. There wasn’t a way for me to tell them no, but how can I decorate their place while dreaming about the two of them doing all kinds of dirty things to me.

      My fantasies are filthy and I should probably go hide under a rock somewhere because of them. But when I think about the both of them I’ve never been more turned on. Sometimes they fight over who gets to have me first but in the end it doesn’t matter because we all come out happy. At least my in dream world that’s how it works.

      They are technically my cousins by marriage and three years younger than me. None of that would add up to this working out. Especially with my fantasy of having the both of them together. It’s twisted and I’m sure they’d be disgusted to know that’s what I’m thinking.

      I responded with a quick congratulations and told them I’ll see them at the party tonight. I went to their graduation and watched them walk across the stage. It was only three years ago I watched them graduate high school. Sometimes it felt like the years flew by and other times they dragged. They were right though, today’s the day and they’re finally done. They’re men in every sense of the word but I always thought they were from the moment I met them.

      Owen received a bachelor's degree in finance while Elijah’s is in business. They’ve been chomping at the bit to take over their dad’s company since they went to college. They both worked there while in school and never relaxed and enjoyed college. It’s always work and school with those two and nothing more. Maybe they’re just better at hiding what they’re up to in their free time.

      With them working with their dad I see them pretty often. Not only because they’re family but because I do all the interior design work for any of the Barton Construction projects. The company keeps me busy. So much so I can barely take on any extra work outside of them. The Bartons are always dropping new projects on me and sometimes I think they specifically go after jobs with me in mind.

      I push that thought from my mind, not wanting to go down that road. Too many times I’ve let my mind play with the idea that they did it to keep me close. That one or both of the twins have been harboring feelings for me.

      I’ve got more important things to focus on like what I’m doing going to the graduation party on a date with Luke. He hands me a warm to-go cup and I take a sip.

      “Thanks for the coffee.” I tell him as I breathe in the sweet caramel treat.

      All the contractors know it’s my favorite and they usually get me one if they know I’m in the office and have a favor to ask. Like asking for me to take on one their new clients. I don't think Luke is going to ask me though because he’s a carpenter and in high demand. It’s normally me asking him for the favor. He’s one of the best I’ve ever seen so if I can get him for a project he’s always my first pick.

      I wish I had something a little harder right now but the coffee will have to do. Luke and I are heading to the graduation party together and I know I can probably snag a glass of wine or two if I need something to help me get through the night. It isn’t going to help heal my broken heart but it can nurse me through the night. I could come out the other side with no one knowing what is going on under the fake smile that’s ever so present lately.

      Two more people in my life are entering a new phase and I’m still stuck in the same spot unmoving. I’m happy for Owen and Elijah because they’re some of the sweetest and funniest men I’ve ever met. They make me think there are other good men out there but the problem is I don’t want other men. I want them. Now they’ll be beginning their lives and likely get married. I’ll be front row to it all and it’s going to freaking hurt.

      “No problem. I was grabbing a cup too.” Luke takes a sip from his own before he gives me a warm smile that does nothing for me. I shouldn’t have agreed to go with him. I thought having someone with me tonight might help but now I feel like an asshole because I know this isn’t going anywhere with Luke.

      When Luke had asked me how the Barton twins were doing it popped right out of my mouth that the twins where graduating, along with me asking if he wanted to come with me to the party. He knows everyone there since the Bartons subcontract him out when they need something detailed done. He seemed surprised by me asking but smiled and said he’d pick me up.

      Now here we are almost to Butch and my cousin Harlow’s home where the graduation party is taking place. An anxious energy starts to fill me the closer and closer we get. What if they brought a date? They never talk about girls they’re dating or hooking up with. When I’ve asked before they always say they’re too busy. Both of them are ridiculous flirts so there have to be women in their lives even if they don't talk to me about them.

      “Nellie.” Luke says my name snapping me from my thoughts of Owen and Elijah with other women.

      My stomach starts to roll and I feel like I might vomit. How am I ever going to deal with seeing them with someone else? They’re going to be in my life forever and I know that day will come.

      “I know this isn't a date, you can relax.”

      My eyes flick over to Luke as he parks outside of Butch and Harlow’s place. “You do?”

      “If that’s what you’re all worked up about don’t be.” He picks up his coffee and takes another sip. “But you’ll owe me a favor.” He slips that in there all while giving me a teasing smile. He’s handsome and I hate that I can’t I be attracted to him.

      Normally when someone springs a favor on me like this it would bug me, but I had it coming. I invited him on a date that clearly isn't one and he can totally tell. “Fine.”

      “It’s my mom's place, cut me some slack.” He shrugs. “And I bought you coffee.”

      “You did.” I pick mine up and take one last drink.

      “So relax. We’ll hang out and eat some good food. I can tell you about my mom's new place and we can call it square.”

      “Call it square?” I say with a laugh feeling a little better that Luke and I are now on the same page. He really is serious about his mom’s place and it’s actually kind of sweet that the favor he’s calling in is for her. I know I’d do anything for mine.

      “Call it whatever you want as long as it gets my mom taken care of.” He gets out of his truck and comes around to my side.

      “You got yourself a deal.” I tell him as I hop out but I don’t land so graciously in my heels. I stumble a little but Luke catches me right before I tumble.

      “Thanks.” I tell him trying as I try to get my footing.

      “Get your fucking hands off her.” Elijah’s voice booms across the front lawn.

      “Or I’ll remove them from your body.” Owen barks next.

      Luke and I look up in shock for half a second before Luke laughs. He takes his hands from me and backs away now that I have both feet safely on the ground.

      I turn my head and meet the gaze of two very pissed off looking men.
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      Wes and Dean have been inseparable since the day they met. They even went to the same college and were drafted to the same team. They’ve known their whole lives that they wanted one woman to share. And the day they lay eyes on Amelia they know she’s the one.
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