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      Trace Jennings was the brother who most enjoyed his time alone. He never thought about spending the rest of his life with someone, until he found her on his ranch.

      Addison Becket is on the run. She’s finally eighteen and able to break free of her father’s control, but taking off on a stormy night landed her in a stranger’s bed.

      Trace is everything Addison dreamed of and more, and neither of them has the urge to let go. Can love at first sight truly exist? And will it be enough to keep them together while others try to tear them apart?

      Please. This is an Alexa Riley hero. She’s not going anywhere.

      

      Warning: This short story is filthy good, with co-dependency at its peak! These two people are absolutely crazy, and it if wasn’t so sweet, it would be certifiable. Go ahead and suspend your reality while you float away with this cloud of ridiculous!
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      To the reader who loves a sweet captive story… heres hoping you wake up in a bed with Trace!
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      The rain beats down, showing no signing of lessening anytime soon. The wind is coming in so hard I can feel the house shake, the windows rattling. There are a million places my mind should be right now—worrying about the already-high lake flooding, the fences that might be knocked down, enabling cattle to escape, or the oil riggings being damaged. But none of that seems to matter. I can’t even be bothered with the idea of it. Which isn’t normal for me. I like everything done and handled. Everything organized. Chaos drives me crazy, and normally a storm would have me pacing, wondering about the mess I’d have to clean in the morning.

      All these things are small in comparison to what my mind insists on focusing on. All my attention is solely on the woman lying in my bed. I can’t take my eyes off her. Haven’t been able to since I found her lying in the middle of my fields, completely alone.

      Her midnight-black hair was spread out all around her. A thin white dress clung to her curvy little body, her feet bare. She looked like an angel sent to tempt a man. Almost like she’d fallen right out of the sky and onto my ranch. Part of me thought that it makes her mine. This is Texas, after all, and possession is nine-tenths of the law.

      How she’d really gotten there, I had no idea. I just knew from the moment I found her she was mine. Something deep inside me told me she was running from something, and I’m the one she ran to. Why else would a young woman be out in the middle of nowhere with no shoes, the nearest road over a mile away?

      Maybe the gash on her head had confused her. She’d lost her way somehow, but still that didn’t seem to make sense either. I didn’t know what had brought her here, but that didn’t matter. She’s mine now. If someone’s chasing her, I’ll make sure they never find her.

      When I couldn’t get her to wake, I picked her up off the ground. She weighed almost nothing, even with all those curves she had. I’d not only seen them but felt them when I pulled her body to mine, cradling her in my arms. I carefully held on to her as I climbed back onto my horse.

      “Don’t let them find me.”

      Her soft words ring over and over again in my head. She’d said those words as she nuzzled in closer to me. I could feel her lips on my neck the whole ride back to my home. It wasn’t an easy ride, holding her like that, but I made do. There was no other choice. I sure as hell wasn’t leaving her, even if there wasn’t a storm rolling in on top of us. The rain had already started to pour, and I barely got her into the house and my horse in the barn before all hell broke loose.

      I wasn’t sure what to do with her at first. So I did the only thing I could think of. I took care of her. I stripped her of her wet clothes, doing the best I could to not look at her, no matter how much I wanted to. I couldn’t just let her lie in them, and I couldn’t figure how to get the damn dress off. But one good tug and the thing ripped right down the middle. I pulled it from her and tossed it to the floor before covering her with the blanket I keep at the end of my bed.

      She didn’t feel like she had a fever when I checked her, and the cut on her head wasn’t deep enough to need stitches, not that we could go anywhere if she needed medical attention. Not with the storm raging like it was. Besides, she didn’t need to go anywhere. I liked her right where she was.

      As I look down at her, I don’t know what to do next besides stand here. She looks like a porcelain doll in the middle of my giant bed. I never thought my bed was big until she was in the center of it, hardly taking up any space. God knows how long I’ve been standing here already. My wet clothes are already starting to dry.

      She lets out a little sigh, her full lips parting a fraction before her pink tongue darts out, wetting them.

      “Fuck,” I mumble, closing my eyes and turning my back to her.

      The things I’m thinking about while she lies passed out on my bed would send an angel running. If that’s what she is. I haven’t even seen her eyes yet, and I can’t stop thinking about what color they might be.

      Knowing I need some space before I find myself crawling into bed with her, I walk over to my dresser and start digging around for some sleep bottoms, or whatever they’re called. I know someone got me some for Christmas last year. I think. Normally I sleep naked, not having to worry about anyone else being around. I’m always alone here unless my sister Dolly pops in to drop something off.

      I’m not like the rest of my brothers, who let Dolly in and allow her to wreak havoc on their homes. Okay, maybe allow is a little strong, but Dolly has taken on the role of our mother with full force since we lost ours years back. If I allowed Dolly, she’d be here most nights dropping off dinner and asking me a million questions about a million different things.

      Lucky for me, the storm won’t be letting anyone get close. Everyone thought I kept putting off laying new gravel on the road that leads to my house because I didn’t have time. Truth be told, I like it to be a pain in the ass to get to my house. Maybe then people won’t come around so much.

      It isn’t that I don’t love my two brothers, Ty and Blake, and even my nosy little sister, Dolly. But I like to be alone, or out on the land. It works for me. I’m not a man of many words. I say what needs to be said and that’s it. If I want to visit, I go visit.

      But ever since Ty went and got married and started down this marriage road, it’s like everyone is pushing in for the rest of us to do it, too. Marriage isn’t something I’ve ever given much thought to. I have enough to worry about most of the time. I’m not sure I’m fit to be a husband, so I’ve never tried. Never had a desire to.

      But now the sound of an empty house doesn’t hold any appeal. In fact, I’m trying to come up with ways to make sure my little baby doll doesn’t try to slip out on me. I have no idea what she’s going to say when she wakes up, or how fast she’ll try to be out of here.

      Finally finding the pants, I go to the bathroom. I peel off my wet jeans and T-shirt before tossing them into the hamper and pulling on the dry sleep bottoms. I hear a moan from the other room and I bolt from the bathroom to find my little doll thrashing on the bed.

      I rush over to her and try to wake her up. When I bring my hand to her face to calm her, she stops thrashing, and she tilts her cheek into my hand as if seeking my comfort. Her body relaxes into the bed, but when I pull my hand away from her, she starts to stir again until I return it.

      “Shit,” I mutter, knowing what I’m going to have to do. This is going to be the sweetest torture I’ve ever felt. Pulling the blankets back, I slide into the bed next to her, pulling her to me. She rolls over, burying her face in my neck, and throws one of her legs over my hip, as if trying to get as close to me as possible. I lie there, willing my erection to go down as the scent of rose petals fills my lungs. I wonder if the fragrance is from her time in the field, or if she naturally smells this sweet.

      When her lips touch my neck, I reach down and grab my cock, pinching it at the base as painfully as I can stand it. I’m fighting against my balls as they draw up. Holy shit, I’m going to cum.

      “Don’t leave me,” she whispers against my neck.

      “Never,” I tell her, knowing those words will always be true.

      But what she doesn’t know is, she’s never leaving me either.
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      I wake to a warm body under mine, panic and fear coursing through me. I thought I got away. Slowly, I open my eyes to find my face nuzzled into the crook of a man’s neck. His skin is too tanned and stubbled to be who I thought it was. As I pull back a little, my breath catches at the sight of the man I’m plastered against.

      His brown hair is cut short, almost buzzed, matching the beard that runs along his hard jaw. Dark, long lashes rest against his cheeks as he sleeps peacefully. Even in sleep he looks fierce and strong. A small scar, about two inches long, runs along his chin, and his nose has a small bump in it, like it’s been broken. He looks like a warrior.

      I reach up, touching the spot where I’d hit my head, wondering if I will have a scar, too. I wasn't thinking when I ran. Maybe my father didn’t think I would run after he’d slammed my head against the refrigerator. It probably wasn’t smart that I did, because I was still dizzy when I grabbed his keys from the kitchen counter and took off. Likely how I’d gotten myself stuck in the mud, I shouldn’t have been driving. Heck, I’d never driven a day in my life. Only been in a car a handful of times. I didn’t know where I was going. I just drove. I’m not even sure how long I was behind the wheel.

      How did I get here? I remember the car getting stuck. My head throbbed as I stumbled out of the car when I realized it wasn’t budging. I was so scared that they’d catch up to me. I couldn't let them find me. I wasn’t going to do what they wanted me to. I’d lived under my father’s control all my life. I thought yesterday was going to be perfect. I was eighteen. I was free to do what I wanted, only to find out my father had other plans. Plans to put me under the control of another man.

      Looking at this guy, though, all my fears drain away. It’s clear from how I’m lying on him, my legs tangled with his, that I’m not trying to get away. I’ve got one hand locked around his arm, and it looks like I tried to dig my way inside him.

      I lay my head back down, enjoying the moment, feeling the comfort of another person with no fear attached to it. Maybe it’s crazy, or maybe my father was right. I don’t know how to take care of myself. My sense of self-preservation is clearly lacking as I let myself lie on a man, a stranger, but I don’t care. Can’t find the will to. I just want to lie here forever and forget about everything else.

      I feel the man shift, and I grab on to him tighter. He stops moving instantly and slides a hand across my jaw and into my hair, slowly stroking back and forth in a comforting motion. I wonder if he thinks I’m asleep. I let my breathing even out, closing my eyes and soaking in his affection.

      “What am I going to do with you?” I hear him say under his breath.

      I stop breathing at his words. It’s something my father always said when I did something he didn’t like, even something as small as making an unsatisfactory dinner for him. I’m already messing up, not doing things like I’m supposed to.

      The man rolls a little, and I slip off of him. I try to grab a hold to burrow myself back into his body, and our eyes lock. Deep blue eyes, the color of storm clouds as they meet the setting sun, come to mine.

      “Green.” He whispers so softly I almost don’t hear it. I know he’s talking about my eyes. It's the first thing everyone notices about me. They aren’t a normal dark green. They’re bright, piercing. They stand out against the paleness of my skin and darkness of my hair. There’s no missing them.

      “Keep me,” I say, finally finding my words and answering his question. His eyebrows furrow in confusion.

      “Keep you?” His eyes go to my lips before coming back to mine.

      “That’s what you’ll do with me. Keep me,” I say as I sit up, the blanket dropping away. He stumbles back, falling off the bed like he’s trying to get away from me. I reach out to grab him, but he hits the floor.

      He stands up, turning around and giving me his broad back, which is ripped with muscles and hard lines. I’ve never seen a man built like him before.

      “I’ll get you a shirt,” he says, his voice gruff and raw as he makes his way over to a dresser.

      I look down to see I’m in nothing but my panties. He pulls out a shirt and turns back around, stopping in his tracks as his eyes roam over my body.

      “The blanket.” He nods to it, but I make no move to grab it.

      I’ve never been naked, or even partially naked, in front of a man before. I’m not dumb. Maybe naïve in some ways, but I know what happens between a man and a woman. It was the reason I ran from my father when he tried to push me onto another man. The thought of it then had made me ill, but right now I’m feeling something completely different.

      I shake my head and reach out for the shirt in his hand, wanting him to come back to me. He licks his full lips before he takes the steps to close the distance between us. I take the shirt from him, and his eyes never leave me as I slide it over my head.

      “Do you already keep someone here?” I ask him, breaking the silence.

      “No one else lives here,” he confirms, and relief floods my body.

      “So I can stay?” I move towards him, crawling to the side of the bed, wanting to be close to him again, to feel the comfort of having him next to me. Something about him makes me feel safe, and I don’t want to lose that security.

      “Yes.” The single word comes out in a growl and makes goose bumps break out on my skin, sending a delicious thrill up my spine. Then his face goes serious. “Is someone after you?”

      I nod, not wanting to give him more.

      “You going to tell me who?”

      “No,” I tell him, looking up into his eyes. I have no idea if he knows my dad. Heck, I don’t even know where I am, and I like it that way. I don’t want to know. I simply want to stay right here. That seems fine with me. No one would ever know where to find me.

      “Is it the law?”

      “I’m not sure,” I admit. I know I’m running from my dad, but I’m not sure about the law. I did take his car.

      “All right,” he says. “You at least going to tell me your name then?”

      “I don’t want to. Maybe I could make one up?”

      “Baby doll, you never have to do anything you don’t wanna do here. That clear?” he tells me, making me smile.

      “I like that name.”

      “Well, that’s good, because it’s what I’ve been calling you since I found you.” That makes me smile even bigger. “I’m Trace.”

      “I like that name.” It suits him. “Will you tell anyone I’m here, Trace?”

      “No.” The word comes hard and fast, as if he doesn’t like the idea of people knowing I’m here either.

      “Will you lie back down with me?” I ask, moving over to give him room. I just want to close my eyes a little longer.

      He looks down at the spot, taking a deep breath like he’s debating the idea. I should feel bad that I’m making him uncomfortable, but I don’t care. I want him next to me.

      “Please,” I say, knowing I won’t fall back asleep without him next to me. Loud thunder cracks, making me jump, and before I know it I’m pressed up against him as he holds me tight to him.

      “Nothing will touch you here. Don’t be scared,” he tells me. I burrow myself back into him, almost climbing on top of him. I tuck my face back into his neck as my legs tangle with his.

      “Promise,” I whisper against him.

      “I more than promise, baby doll. Nothing will take you from here. Ever.”
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      There’s a story on the radio about police in our area looking for someone. I walk over to the radio and listen in. The woman they’re looking for is named Addison Becket, and her whereabouts are unknown. Anyone with information on her is asked to call the local sheriff. It’s a local radio station that hardly picks up out here, so I’m sure it’s not being broadcast widely.

      Angrily, I turn off the radio, thinking it’s going to be best if we stay indoors today until we can get this all figured out.

      I was supposed to meet Mr. Benson in town with some feed this morning, but I stayed in bed with my little baby doll as long as she wanted. When she finally fell back asleep, I crawled out to make us something to eat. Mary-Jane had left a message on my cell phone saying that she made me some pies, but I can’t leave right now. I swear, everyone has the worst timing.

      Turning around I grab the skillet and put it on the stove to warm it up. A movement out of the corner of my eye catches my attention, and I look to see her standing there in my shirt smiling at me at the bottom of the stairs in the living room.

      I walk over, and she opens her arms, wrapping them around my waist. Something about how easily she comes to me makes me feel so protective and possessive of her. I breathe in her scent of rose petals as her softness melts against me.

      “I heard a report on the radio this morning.” She stiffens a little against me, but I keep going. “Said a woman by the name of Addison Becket is wanted for questioning. But they didn’t say she was missing, or that she was in trouble.”

      I rub warm circles on her back until she relaxes against me. Her little fingers dig into my back, and I lean down, kissing the top of her head.

      “Seems to me that if a young woman wants to go out on her own, she should be more than able to do that.” I take a deep breath and close my eyes. “I should have asked you before, but are you legal, baby doll?”

      Her bright green eyes look up to me and she smiles. “Yes. I just turned eighteen.”

      I let out a breath, thankful I don’t have to break any laws to keep her here. Because letting her go isn’t an option.

      “Good. Then you’re free to stay here.” I don’t say ‘for as long as you want,’ because I’m a bastard and I won’t give her the option of choosing to go. “No need to get the police involved.”

      Reaching down, I put my hands around her hips and lift her up. She wraps her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck as I carry her to the kitchen. I sit her bottom down on the counter and go to turn around, but she clings tighter.

      “You want me to cook while you hold on to me?” I ask. I smile at how she clings to me. It makes my cock throb. I want her as much, but I need to feed her.

      “Can’t you do both?” she asks, and I let out a laugh.

      I hold her there for a moment, running my fingers through her hair with one hand and petting her back with the other. Her legs stay around my waist and her hands go to my bare chest, rubbing me there.

      “Let me feed you, baby doll. You need to eat.”

      Her stomach growls, and she giggles. “Okay, I might be a little hungry.”

      She drops her legs away, and I take her hands in mine, kissing each of them before turning back to the stove. I feel her come up behind me and press her cheek to my back as I cook up some food. Her hands wrap around me and rest on my stomach as I work. Every now and then, I feel her warm lips on my back, and my cock twitches. I look down, seeing a tent in the front of my pajama bottoms, but I can’t really do anything to hide it. So I ignore him for now and go back to cooking.

      Her fingers explore my stomach and chest, tracing all the dips and curves of my muscles. I get more aroused with each touch, but I love having her close to me, clinging to me with every step. It’s like she’s dependent on me, and for whatever reason that makes me happy. To know that I’m the one she wants, and I’m the one who has to keep her safe.

      When I’m finished making breakfast, I plate us up food, piling hers as high as mine. I walk over to the table, holding our plates as she holds on to me from behind. I put them down on one placemat and then turn around, bringing her to my front. She looks down and sees the front of my pajama bottoms, and I watch as her eyes go wide. I’m not sure if it’s with excitement, curiosity, or desire. Either way, I like that she’s looking at me with hunger and not terror.

      I’ve never been with a woman before, but I’ve seen my share of porn. I know my cock is bigger than anything I’ve seen on those, so I’m a little worried about seeing if we fit. My girth alone is going to give us trouble, let alone the length.

      She reaches her hand out as if to touch me, and I take her wrist, bringing it up to my lips.

      “Eat first, baby doll,” I say, as she licks her lips.

      I’d love nothing more than to feed my twelve-inch beast to her teenage mouth, but I want to make sure she’s nourished in other ways first.

      I pull her onto my lap and she wiggles her soft ass against my cock until it settles between her warm thick thighs. I reach out, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, and then start to feed her. I give her a few bites of food before I take one for myself. She hums with approval at each bite, and I decide that I always want that sound from her.

      “The storm was pretty bad last night. I need to go out and check on the fences, so you’ll need to come with me. I don’t want you more than an arm’s reach away from me.”

      Her eyes light up at this, and she cuddles into me more. “That sounds wonderful.”

      “Good. Glad you’re in agreement.” Because if she hadn’t been, there might have been a problem. “Let’s finish up breakfast and then see if I can get you something to wear.”

      She nods happily, wiggling on my cock, and I rest my head back a little, trying to breathe through it. I want to cum so bad, but I’m trying to wait. It’s as if she can hear my thoughts and she wants to push me over the edge, because she opens her legs a little and rocks against it.

      “Baby doll,” I growl and grab her hips.

      “It feels nice.” She blushes and tries to move again.

      Her full, pink lips open a little as she gasps, and I can’t stand it anymore. I lean forward, placing my lips on hers and feeling her soft mouth on mine. She opens a little more in surprise, and I sweep my tongue in, wanting a part of me inside of her, no matter how small it is. I feel her melt under my touch, and I start to get aggressive, wanting more.

      Breaking the kiss, I take in a deep breath, having never felt something so strong in my life. The pull to her is unreal, and I can’t stop myself from wanting her in the most basic and primal way.

      She moves on my cock again, and this time I let her. Because I can’t deny her something that she enjoys. I can feel the heat of her panty-covered pussy through my pajamas as she rubs against me. The teasing friction is too much and I can’t hold back anymore. My cock pulses, and I cum, spreading the warm seed against the flannel material, wetting the front of them.

      “Oh, that felt good.” She says reaching down and rubs the warm, wet spot, and I nearly cum again from her innocent touch. She’s so innocent, but bold and curious at the same time.

      I put my hand over hers and hold it there, letting her feel the throbs of my cock as I finish spurting. She’s breathy, and I know she’s probably aching, too. So I reach up and touch her panties, feeling the wet spot she’s made there.

      “Let me make you feel good, too, baby doll,” I tell her, wanting her to feel the same pleasure I did. Needing it.

      Pushing the panties to the side, I slide my pinky finger inside her and feel her clench around it. She’s so tiny, I have a hard time getting it in, but she’s slick with need and I make it work. After a second I slide my pinky out and she whines.

      “Shhh. I think you can take something bigger now.” I use my index finger, feeling her tightness again, and it takes a moment for her to relax and let me in.

      Her back is to my front and her legs are spread wide as I bring my other hand around to rub her wet clit. Her big green eyes open wide in wonder and want. She’s so sticky with need, and her pussy opens for my touch. I’m finger-fucking her a little harder now, trying to work her opening wider, wide enough so that she can take my cock. Not right this second, but soon. She’s mine, and I want to stake my claim. I don’t want another man sniffing around after her and her not be marked.

      “Trace,” she moans, and it’s sweet like summer rain.

      “That’s it, baby doll. This is your first time cumming, isn’t it? Your first time letting a real man get you off?”

      “Yes.” The word is caught on a gasp as I pinch her clit.

      “I want to be the first everything with you. I want to own your first orgasm. Do it on my finger so I can lick it clean. Let me see what fresh pussy cum tastes like.”

      She cries out my name as she tenses in my arms and a rush of hot liquid coats my hand. I keep thrusting inside her, the slick sounds of it echoing in my kitchen, and she nearly screams the house down.

      I laugh as I kiss her neck and then pull my finger from her tight channel. She gives me little pulses as I do it, and then mewls as I take it out.

      “Don’t worry, baby doll. Soon enough you’ll be filled again.” I lick my finger, tasting her syrupy sweetness, and moan around the flavor. “Goddamn, you taste good. You should try it.”

      I move my finger to her mouth and press it to her lips. She slowly opens up, and then her little pink tongue darts out, tasting herself.

      “See? So sweet and creamy. I could eat this all day. Maybe one more taste.”

      Reaching down, I push my finger back inside her wetness and thrust it in and out a few times. I feel her excitement build, but I want my taste. I pull out and bring it to my mouth, tasting her pussy all over again. A second time isn’t enough, and I don’t know that a million more would satisfy my need for her.

      “Let’s get you dressed, baby doll, before I take you right here, right now.” I move her panties to cover her pussy up and pat it one last time. “I think my sister has some spare clothes here you might be able to get into.”

      I pick her up and carry her back to the bedroom, thinking how badly I want to lay her out and taste her pussy right from the source.
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      He drops the hat down on me and the world goes black, and I can’t help but giggle as I stand on his back porch.

      “I don’t think this fits either,” I tell him through my laughter. He tips the front of the cowboy hat back until he comes back into view. His face is drawn in concern.

      “Maybe I should check the fences alone, or wait for another day.” I can see the unease all over him. It’s been there since we stepped out of the house. I can tell he’s not comfortable being outside with me. I can’t say that I am much either, but the excitement of going out on a horse with him overrides my fear. And I’ll be with him.

      I don’t care how crazy it sounds, but I feel safe with him, a safety I’ve never felt in my life before. Maybe it’s because I haven’t been around a lot of people, but he treats me differently. Not like my father’s men, who would never look at me. And the ones who would look made my skin crawl. Trace’s stares are different.

      “I don’t need a hat.” I go to take the cowboy hat off and he stops me.

      “Your skin will burn.” He rubs a thumb along my cheek, and I lean into his touch. I didn’t know someone as big as he is could touch with such softness.

      He’s probably right. My skin is pale from the lack of exposure. My father barely let me out of the house. He didn’t like me roaming around where he couldn’t keep a close eye on me.

      “Okay.” I tilt the hat back a little more. “This will work.” I smile up at him knowing I look ridiculous. I’m wearing a pair of old jeans that are too long in the legs, and a flannel shirt with sleeves that hang over my hands. They’re his sister’s, but I’ll manage, and it’s better than nothing. At least the cowboy boots fit, so that was an added bonus. I don’t have on any underwear or a bra, but I really don’t care. I’m excited just being here with Trace.

      He lets out a deep breath, and I can tell he’s about to change his mind. He’d done it twice inside the house while we were getting dressed.

      “I’ve never ridden a horse before.” I reach out and grab his arm. “I’ve always been a little scared to do it, but I know I’ll be safe with you.”

      “Damn straight you will be.” His tone is firm, like it shouldn’t be a question that I’m safe with him. “Don’t move. I’ll be right back.” He leans down, placing a soft kiss to my lips, but I grab a hold of him by his black shirt, pulling him closer. I can’t stop myself from doing that. I always feel like I need to have one hand on him, like he might disappear at any moment. That if I don’t keep him close enough, I’ll wake up from this dream and find myself back in my father’s house.

      My mouth opens for him as his tongue slides into my mouth, finding mine and making me moan. I love how close to him I feel. I don’t know how long we stand there kissing like that, but when he finally pulls back, I’m out of breath and my lips feel well used. We kiss as if we’re saying goodbye. Maybe I was, because I knew he was about to step away from me.

      “I’ll be right back, baby doll. Two minutes, I promise.” He bends down, picking up the cowboy hat that got knocked off during our kiss and placing it back on my head. I clutch at him, not wanting him to go.

      “The barn is right there, and I promise, if you yell my name I’ll hear you,” he tries to reassure me.

      “I’d take you with me, but if someone pulls up the driveway, they’ll see you. This way I’ll get the horse and bring him back behind the house and there’s no chance you’ll be seen.”

      “People come here a lot?” I ask, feeling a rising panic.

      “I have two brothers and one sister, and they’re known to pop in from time to time.”

      “Okay,” I finally say, letting him go. He gently grasps my chin, making me look up at him.

      “I don’t know who you’re so scared of, but whoever it is will have to go through me to get to you.”

      “I don’t think anything can get through you,” I admit. Trace is big everywhere, and while I always thought my father was big, I realize now that was something I’d built up in my head. My father is nothing compared to Trace.

      “You sure are good for my ego,” he teases, making me laugh again.

      I’ve noticed I’ve been doing that all day. I never laugh. Normally I try not to make a sound in hopes I’ll be forgotten. But now I seem to be trying to soak up all the attention I can get from Trace.

      I watch as he takes off jogging towards the barn, leaving me standing here. I look around at the side of the house and the big porch that wraps around the building. His place is so nice, like something out of a magazine. It’s simple on the inside with a few bedrooms and bathrooms. There’s a large family room off the kitchen, and a big porch at the back that overlooks the rolling hills. It’s as if I imagined the most beautiful place on earth and I was handed it. I’ve never really thought of a future and having a home of my own, but this seems like the kind of place where I could finally find peace.

      Faster than I thought possible, I see Trace coming out from the barn, a horse following him. He’s got the horse by what looks like a leash as they make their way over to me.

      She’s completely white and looks like something from a fairytale.

      “She’s beautiful,” I tell him when they get closer.

      “Her name’s Snow. She’s real sweet and won’t give us any problems.” I go to step off the porch, wanting to pet her, when I trip over the boots I’m wearing and get tangled in my own feet. Trace catches me before I can hit the ground and pulls me up into his body.

      “Oops,” I say, loving being in his arms.

      “You don’t need them, baby doll,” he says, swinging me up and placing me on the horse. He takes them off me and sets them on the porch. “I’ll carry you when we aren't riding.”

      “You calling me a baby doll is starting to feel more real by the second with how you carry me around like that so easily.”

      “Get used to it,” he says as he swings up on the horse behind me, pulling me to snuggle against his chest as he takes the reins.

      The horse takes off, and I gasp. Trace holds my hip, letting me know I’m not going anywhere.

      “So, what are we doing?” I ask as the cowboy hat once again slips off my head. He catches it, and I smile. “You wear it. I’ll lie back on you and you’ll block me from the sun.”

      He grunts, but I look over my shoulder as he slides the hat onto his head. His hand returns to its resting place around my waist. I lean into him.

      “I always ride Dolly’s north fence line for her after a storm. She’ll be expecting me to do it without asking. Her land runs against mine on the north side.”

      I stiffen at his words.

      “Relax, baby doll, I won’t let you fall,” he says, misreading my reaction.

      “Who’s Dolly?” I push out. I both hate and like this. I like that he’s so willing to help someone, but I don’t like that it’s another woman. “You said you didn’t have anyone.” I repeat his words from earlier, that he didn’t have a girl that belonged to him.

      The hand around my waist tightens. “Dolly’s my sister,” he says, and relief washes through me. “But I have someone now, don’t I?”

      His thumb brushes back and forth across my stomach.

      “Yes.” I nod as his lips touch my neck, sending shivers racing across my skin, even in the Texas heat. “So, Dolly’s your sister, and you said earlier you have two brothers?” I ask, wanting to know more about him.

      “Yeah. Ty is the eldest and he’s married to his wife, Mary-Jane. Then there’s Blake, me, and then Dolly. We all have land that our parents left us.”

      “They’re gone?”

      “Yeah, a while back. We’re all pretty close. I’m probably the most distant out of all of us, though. I tend to keep to myself. I like the quiet. Well, at least I thought I did,” he corrects himself as we ride along the fence lines. “I’m sure it won’t be long until they’re showing up and asking what I’m up to.”

      “You going to tell them about me?”

      “Nope.” The word flips out fast. “I like having you all to myself.”

      “I like it, too,” I admit. It’s nice. I feel like we’re lost in our own little world, and I want to stay here, not thinking about anything else.

      “What do you do with your land? My father mainly grows corn for feed and raises some hogs.” I stiffen, realizing what I just revealed. I don’t know if it’s anything I should or shouldn’t say. I’m still not sure how far I’d gotten from my father’s farm, but I have a feeling it wasn’t far enough. Or maybe it was. Most of yesterday is still foggy.

      “I won’t dig. You give me things when you want to.” He places another kiss on my neck. “I have a few animals here, but they aren’t for any real use. We have oil. I watch over the rigs, but they don’t really need much tending to. We have a company that works them, so I more or less watch over them. Make sure nothing big happens.”

      “Sounds boring,” I admit, and I feel his body shake, giving off a soft laugh.

      “And what would you do if you had a farm?” he asks.

      “Probably not a lot. I’ve always wanted to have my own little garden, maybe a few chickens and even a cow. I like the idea of cooking using stuff I grow myself, or with what my animals give me. I guess I’m not any more exciting than you,” I admit.

      “I think it sounds nice. Simple and nice. We’d really never have to leave then, would we?”

      I turn to look at him, and he’s got one of those dimples showing that I keep noticing. Without having to ask, he leans down, taking my mouth in a kiss. It’s soft and slow, like we have no place in the world to be. Nothing but us matters in this little world we’re in.

      “I think I can live off this,” he says against my mouth before placing another kiss on my lips.

      “I didn’t know kisses could be so good,” I say, licking my lips.

      “I didn’t know anything could be so good.”

      I stare into his eyes, wondering how my life has changed so much in such a short time. “Don’t say a word, baby doll.” Trace places his fingers on my lips in a hush gesture as his head pulls up from mine. I turn to see where he’s looking but don’t see anything.

      He slides from the horse, putting the finger to his own mouth now and letting me know to remain silent. He looks me dead in the eyes and whispers, “Don’t move. I’ll be right back. Promise me.”

      I mouth the words, still not wanting to talk, worried about what’s going on, but I can tell by his face now is not the time to make a scene and grab on to him like I want to. I watch him jump over a fence and walk through some high bushes.

      I wait for what feels like an eternity. When I finally see him again, I feel like I can breathe. He slides on the horse, and neither of us says anything as we take off. This time when the horse sets off, she moves faster than before. She keeps a steady pace until we reach the back porch of the house.

      Trace jumps off and helps me down, placing my bare feet on the porch.

      “Go inside. I’ll be right in.” I do as he says, not uttering a word. I’m worried about what happened out there, and my mind races. Not even two seconds later, Trace is back in the house and I’m still standing right inside the doorway.

      Trace picks me up and I wrap around him, really starting to freak out.

      “What’s wrong? You’re scaring me,” I say into his neck as he sits down.

      “I saw some lights flashing, so I went to go look. It was the sheriff.” I pull back to look at him. “There was a car stuck on the edge of my land, and they were pulling it out of the mud, talking about the missing girl named Addison, saying she’d stolen it.”

      “I didn’t steal it. I just needed it for a second. I had to. I wanted to leave and he wouldn’t let me. I didn’t mean to steal it.” My eyes start to burn, and I know tears are about to come. I don’t want to cry. I haven’t even thought about crying since I got here. The feeling was nice.

      “Hush, baby doll. I don’t care if you did or didn’t steal anything. I just wanted you away from there. I didn’t want any of them seeing you.”

      “Am I going to get you in trouble?” I ask, knowing he probably lied for me.

      “The only person who’s going to be in trouble is whoever made you run.”
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      I hold Addison in my lap for a long while, petting her hair and listening to her heartbeat. At one point I thought maybe she fell asleep, and I didn’t move because I didn’t want to wake her up.

      There’s a knock on the door, and she startles in my lap, clinging to me. I can see the terror in her eyes, and I hold her face in my hands to try to calm her down.

      “Go to the bedroom. I’ll get rid of whoever that is. I promise. Nothing is going to happen to you. Okay?”

      She looks at the door and then looks at me, biting her lip. After a moment of hesitation, she does as I ask, and I stand in the living room, watching her until I see my bedroom door close.

      I walk over to the front door and look out the small window to the side and roll my eyes. I pull the front door open and look at my brother Blake.

      “What?” I say. I don’t have time for niceties.

      “You missed a meeting this morning, and Dolly said you didn’t pick up your pies from MJ. You okay?”

      “I’m fine, Blake. I didn’t get the messages, and I’ve been riding fences.”

      He looks like he doesn’t want to be here as much as I don’t want him here. He nods, needing no other explanation, and waves goodbye. “Sounds good. I’ll get out of your hair.”

      He takes off a lot quicker than I’d have thought. Normally my family wants to poke around and stay awhile. But him leaving so soon is a gift I’m not about to refuse.

      Closing the door, I realize it’s gotten dark. It’s probably close to dinnertime. I walk back to the bedroom and find Addison sitting on the edge of the bed.

      “It’s all good, baby doll. Just my brother Blake stopping by to check on me.” She hops off the bed and runs to me, and I scoop her up to hold her in my arms. “God, I love how you come to me.”

      She giggles and places a soft kiss on my neck.

      “You want something to eat?” I’m hungry for other things, but I want to make sure she’s taken care of.

      “As long as I can sit with you again.” Her cheeks flush scarlet, and I hold her tighter to me, thinking about what we did this morning.

      Placing my lips on hers, I kiss her slowly at first and then get deeper. I take over, sweeping my tongue into her mouth, and she moans when I do it. I grip her ass with both hands, rocking her against me. The hard ridge of my cock nestles between us as she moves up and down.

      “Baby doll,” I grunt as her mouth moves to my neck. She licks me there, and then her teeth graze the sensitive spot under my ear.

      It’s enough to snap my control, and I’ve got her pinned on the bed under me in half a second. She lets out a breath and a giggle as I reach between us to her jeans.

      “I need another taste of you, and I don’t want it off my fingers. Let me taste that barely legal pussy with my mouth this time.”

      She moans and raises her hips, helping me work the jeans off of her. I watch as her hands go to the button-up flannel, undoing it and exposing her naked breasts to me. She leaves the shirt on, just opening the front.

      I start below her neck, running my palm down between her breasts, to her naked pussy. She spreads her legs, showing me her wet folds, and I lick my lips as I inhale the scent of her.

      “Trace,” she moans as she reaches for me.

      I entwine my fingers with hers, and we lock eyes as my mouth closes over her cunt. I have to break the contact when I close my eyes, groaning with desire at her taste. It’s even better than when I’d tasted her last time. It’s more delicious than I could have ever imagined.

      I’ve never done this before, but I listen to her sounds and feel her body as I lick her clit and work my finger inside her. I’m so absorbed in her pussy that it takes me a moment to realize that the front of my jeans is wet. I must have cum when I first tasted her, but I don’t remember it happening. I was too lost in her body to care about my own needs.

      Slipping a second finger inside her, I try to be gentle as I stretch her, getting her ready for my cock. She may not be getting it right this second, but she’ll be getting it soon enough. And when she does, I want to be able to fit in as much as I can.

      With my free hand, I unbutton my jeans and let my cock out of its restraints. The sticky cum on me is no indication of relief because he’s still rock hard and an angry shade of red. I don’t touch him, just let him hang there fully hard and pointing at her, his desired target clear.

      After that’s done, I reach up and cup her breast, then move back and forth between them, pinching each nipple. She writhes on the bed as I do everything I can to heighten her arousal and give her the best orgasm possible. This time when she cums, I want it on my mouth so I can eat her pleasure. Devour it into my body.

      I suck her clit, and her legs tighten around my face as her back bows off the bed. I keep my fingers inside her cunt, strong and steady as I fuck in and out of her, my mouth covering her clit. I pinch her nipple and curl my fingers up to her sweet spot inside, and then she explodes.

      She screams, not in fear but in absolute passion. She holds nothing back as her orgasm takes control of her body and she is a slave to my touch. I don’t change pressure as I work her higher and higher until she collapses onto the bed.

      Slowly, I love her pussy, giving her small kisses and touches as I pull my fingers out and move my tongue to her entrance, tasting her cum and licking her clean. I moan at the sweetness of her orgasm, rubbing my nose and chin against her. Wanting to coat every part of my face in her honey.

      “Trace,” she breathes and reaches for me.

      Reluctantly I pull myself away from her cunt and move up her body, kissing her curves along the way so that I don’t miss an inch of her.

      My cock is hard and thick between us, and I have to hold my hips back so he doesn’t find her warmth. If my cock touches her wetness, I won’t be able to stop myself from pushing inside. And I know the tip won't be enough. I’ll have to take one inch, then another, then another. He won’t be satisfied until I’m balls deep in that virgin pussy and wearing it out.

      “I’m going to go to the kitchen and get you something to eat, baby doll. You fed me, now let me feed you.”

      She closes her eyes and smiles, completely sated. I give her lips a small kiss before I stand from the bed and look down at her. She’s so beautiful in my bed, and my heart aches to crawl back on top of her, her small naked body with all its curves on full display for me. Her legs are still spread wide open, and I can see her wetness glistening on her thighs.

      After a second of staring, I realize I can’t just walk away like this. So I reach down and stroke my cock looking at her. Her eyes are still closed, and her breathing is even. She’s fallen asleep after the orgasm I gave her, and she looks like an angel.

      Cum leaks from my cock with every stroke of my fist, and after a few hard pulls, I cum. Long spurts come out and land on her soft belly. As soon as the thick stream hits her, her eyes startle open and she watches me. The sight of her bright green eyes has me cumming all over again, another wave of my cream shooting from my cock to coat her thick thighs and pussy.

      I grunt out the last of it, shaking my dick and letting the last few drops fall on her. I should have made myself wait, but seeing my cum on her is enough to sate my beast, to hold me over for a little longer before I fully make her mine.
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      “What are you doing?”

      I look up to see Trace leaning on the door frame and staring at me as I sit on the floor of his bedroom. His big body takes up most of the space in the doorway, and he’s got a crooked smile on his lips as he watches me.

      “I was just making myself something to wear. I hope you don’t mind.” I hold up a piece of the dark blue bed-sheet I’d cut up.

      “You can do anything you want around here, baby doll,” he drawls. I smile at that.

      I knew he wouldn’t mind me cutting up the sheet. Trace doesn’t get upset about anything I do. It’s nice not having to worry about my every step. I used to always try to be unnoticed, but with Trace it’s not like that at all. In fact, I’m always trying to get his attention.

      “I thought you had stuff you had to do?” I ask as I cut the end of the thread and tie it off. He said he had a few things he needed to take care of out in the barn, but he’d only been gone maybe thirty minutes.

      “I don’t like being away from you for too long.” I look back up at him and see he’s taken a step into the room. Moving closer to me.

      “I don’t like being away from you either, but I know you have stuff to do. Plus, I don’t really have anything to wear to go with you.” It’s why I hadn’t gone to the barn with him.

      His sister had only left two pieces of clothing here, and both of them were dirty. Thanks to Trace. I feel myself blush remembering it.

      “I ordered you some stuff. Should be here tomorrow.”

      “You ordered me stuff when you were in the barn?” I ask, unable to hide my shock.

      “No, last night when you were sleeping. I did it on my computer. I had it overnighted, and if you don’t like what I got, you can send it back and get something else.”

      “I’m sure it’s perfect.” I don’t care if it’s a paper bag, I’ll wear it if he got it for me. I can’t even remember the last time I’d gotten new clothes. Mine were all a little small because my father would never get me anything new. Being given anything was rare, so I’d learned how to make my own.

      “I’m going to miss seeing you in my clothes,” he says, eyeing me in one of his oversized shirts. It could nearly be a dress.

      I raise my hand for him to help me off the ground, but he bends down, placing his hands under my arms and lifting me. He puts me on my feet and kisses the top of my head.

      “I do like sleeping in your shirts, so you’ll get your fix then.”

      “I changed my mind. I hate seeing you in my clothes. You’ll have to sleep in nothing.”

      Shaking my head, I tug his shirt I have on now over my head and toss it on the floor. I stand naked before him. His eyes roam over me, going straight to my breasts, and he makes a grab for me, but I jump back.

      “Let’s see if it fits.” I bend down and pick up the makeshift dress. I know if I let him get his hands on me, I won't be trying on the dress anytime soon.

      “Let me,” he says, reaching out and taking it from my hands. “Arms up.”

      I do as he says, and he slides the dress down my arms and over my head. Once it’s in place, I look up to him with hopeful eyes only to see he’s angry.

      “You aren’t leaving the house in that,” he growls. I look down at the dress. I sewed little notches to bunch the material at the waist and to make the top fit tighter. The bottom flares out a little, but I know the problem. I’d cut it too short.

      “You don’t like it?” I ask, doing a little twirl that makes the dress fly up. Trace’s eyes go straight to my sex.

      He licks his lips, and I know what he’s thinking. It’s something he’s been doing to me pretty much constantly since yesterday. He loves to kiss between my legs. He’s done it four times in the last twenty-four hours. I could lie in bed forever and let him do that to me. That’s kind of what I did this morning until he pulled me from the bed saying I had to eat.

      “Oh, I’m going to fucking love it when it’s on the floor next to my shirt.” He growls again, and then lunges for me. I squeal, dodging his grab. “You wanna play?” He raises one eyebrow as I slowly start backing farther away from him.

      “Maybe,” I bait.

      “Baby doll, you know I’m gonna catch you.”

      “But what are you going to do to me when you do?” I lick my lips thinking about tasting him. About him making me taste him when he catches me. My breathing picks up just thinking about it. A delicious thrill goes straight to my core.

      He growls again, and this time he really comes for me. I jump onto the bed and scurry to the other side. He puts both hands on the bed, leaning over it a little. “The likelihood of that dress making it when I get my hands on you goes down every second it takes me to catch you.”

      “This dress?” I twirl again, the dress fluttering around my upper thighs as he springs towards me. I scream, running through the bedroom door, into the hallway, and down the stairs. I can hear him behind me as I run as fast as I can through the living room into the kitchen, heading straight for the back door.

      I hear a loud thump and I know he probably just jumped down the stairs. Flinging open the back door, I barrel out of the house laughing and running straight into someone. Hands come to my shoulders, stopping me from falling on my ass.

      “What the hell?” the man says. My gaze travels up and lands on a man who looks to be about Trace’s age, but he’s not built as big as him. He’s got brown eyes that match his hair perfectly. A smile pulls at his lips, but he makes no move to let me go. I just stare up at him in shock.

      “Let her go.” Trace doesn’t even give him time to do as he demands as he pulls me from the other man’s hold. He places me behind him so the man can’t see me. All I can see is Trace’s broad back.

      “Fuck, Trace, I didn’t know you had a chick over here. Hell, I didn’t know you ever had anyone over here,” the mystery man says.

      “Watch your fucking mouth in front of her.”

      “That doesn’t make a lick of sense. You just dropped the F-bomb yourself.” I can hear laughter in the other man’s voice, but it doesn’t seem to be helping cool Trace down. I can see the tension radiating through his body.

      “I’ll say whatever the fuck I want in front of my woman. You, on the other hand, don’t have that liberty,” Trace bites out. I reach up, placing my hands on his back, letting my fingers rub small circles. He leans into it a little, as if trying to get my touch deeper into him.

      “Whatever, man. I was just wondering if I could go out and fish in your pond, but I think I’ve changed my mind.”

      I lean to the side a bit, poking my head out from behind Trace. The man’s eyes come to mine, but Trace shifts his body, blocking mine again.

      “Don’t even look at her. In fact, pretend like she doesn’t exist.” His words are said with a hard edge.

      “All right, man. I’ll see you around,” the man says. Trace doesn’t say a goodbye. He just turns and picks me up, carrying me back inside. I wrap my legs around him. He kicks the door shut, flipping the lock.

      I wonder if the man will say anything about seeing me. I hold on to Trace tighter as I think about someone coming here looking for me. What will happen once they find out I’m here? I don’t think I can stay hidden forever. It’s bound to come out sooner or later, and I can’t keep Trace locked away with me no matter how much I wish I could. I like this little world we’ve been living in, just the two of us.

      “I caught you,” he says, his tone playful now. The deadly edge he had when we were on the porch is gone. I nibble at his neck.

      “I feel like I caught you,” I say against his neck before I give it a little bite. “Can I taste you like you’re always tasting me?” The hand on my ass tightens at my words.

      “Fucking hell,” Trace says with an exasperated tone.

      I turn my head towards the front door. A car is pulling up. Trace walks over to the kitchen island and sits me down on it.

      “Don’t move,” he says before placing a kiss on the top of my head and moving towards the front door. “It’s just my brother again. Sit tight, baby doll.”

      Trace walks out the front door, closing it behind him. I last about a second before I hop off the kitchen island and move towards one of the windows to peek out. The man almost sees me, his eyes come right to mine, and I jump back, letting the curtain fall into place.

      Yeah, it’s only a matter of time before word gets out that I’m here. I dread what that means and what will change when that day comes.
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      I’m surprised at how easy Blake is to run off. I thought there would be more of a fight, but something in his eyes says different. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I wonder if he understands the way I feel more than I realize, and I make a note to ask him about it the next time I see him.

      I may be acting distant to my family, but I’ve always been the least social of our crew. I’m the quietest and usually keep to myself, but they’ve never minded much. I love them all, and we are close, but I enjoy the silence. Well, I did until Addison came along. Now all I want is her laughter filling my house and the sound of her voice taking up space around me.

      It might not seem like that big of a change, but for me it’s huge. To want to share my space and my time with someone is significant. It’s not that I don’t want to do that with my family, it’s just that I prefer the solitude of my place out here. But now that I’ve had my baby doll in it, I don’t think I’ll ever let it go back to the way it was before.

      When I get back inside, I see Addison in the kitchen, standing so sweetly with her arms behind her back. She hesitates for half a second, then runs to me. I pull her up in my arms, and her legs go around my waist.

      “God, I love you,” I say, burying my face in her hair. She tenses in my arms, and I smile. “I may have only said it, but I’ve felt it since the second I saw you.”

      “I love you, too.” She pulls back to look at me. Her eyes are so bright and big. “I love you so much, Trace. I don’t ever want to be apart.”

      “Never will be, baby doll.” I grip her ass firmly. “I think it’s time I got something in you that binds you to me. Permanently.”

      Desire sparks in her eyes as she squeezes her legs around me. I give her a hard stare and she bites her lip, then nods her head. I carry her to the bedroom, laying her down and grabbing the edge of her new little dress. With one small tug it’s ripped down the front and she’s fully exposed to me. Her tits and her pussy on display, all laid out for me to take.

      “Oops,” I say and give her a wicked smile.

      She gasps and begins to say something, but I dip down between her legs and cover her cunt with my mouth. Her protests turn into a moan as I eat her pussy and make her cum for me.

      Addison may be a virgin, but she comes with just a touch. Her body is wound tight from a few licks, and then I feel her first orgasm begin. I eat her a little more, wanting another in my mouth, sucking on her clit until she gives it to me.

      She’s boneless as I stand up and strip off my clothes. Then I move between her legs. My big cock is at her tiny opening, and I hold the tip there, waiting. I press inside an inch so only the round bulb of my head is inside her. I run my hand up and down my shaft, jerking off with the tip of my cock in her pussy.

      “Trace,” she moans and wiggles under me, trying to take more.

      “Hold still, baby doll. I want to lube you up first. I’m not pulling out, and I want to make sure you’re slick enough to take me.”

      Her hips lift again, and I have to use my other hand to steady her while I jerk off. I feel the thick cum building in my balls, and I want to make sure I give her a big load this first time so there’s plenty of me inside her.

      “I’m gonna fill you so deep, there’s no way you don’t get pregnant. You’re going to be my little Twinkie, I’m going to fill you with so much cream.”

      Her giggle turns into a moan as I grunt out my release inside her. I cum hard, but it’s not enough to soften my dick. He wants all of her cunt, and he won’t rest until he has it. Even then, he’ll still beg for more.

      “I’ve never done this before, baby, so I’m going to try and hold off as long as I can. But I have a feeling once I get inside you, I won’t last long.”

      “I love you, Trace,” she says, and I lean down to kiss her lips.

      I can still taste her sweet pussy on my lips, and I slowly work my thickness inside her, feeling the easy slide thanks to her cum and mine. She doesn’t flinch much when I break through her hymen. I’ve been working on it every time I’ve eaten her to make it nice and soft for my cock.

      “I love you, too, Addison,” I whisper as I place my forehead to hers.

      Finally, I’m able to thrust all the way into her, filling her to the root as my balls press against her ass. I stay inside her, though, not wanting to leave her warm grip. She’s so tight it’s almost blinding, and it’s better than anything I could have dreamed of.

      I wasn’t a virgin because I was saving myself, I’d just never really given it a thought. Until Addison showed up and changed all that. She woke me up from some kind of trance, and my dick hasn’t gone down since.

      Her wet channel pulses around my stiff shaft, and she mewls for more.

      “Not just yet,” I say through gritted teeth.

      Reaching between us, I strum her clit with my thumb as I let out a breath and cum inside her again. The throb of my cock and the touch to her most sensitive place has her screaming out my name and her legs going wild. She’s trying to squeeze me one second and then come off the bed the next, but her orgasm is music to my ears as I claim her and make her mine.

      Filling her up with all of my seed, I finally relax a fraction, catching my breath. I haven’t so much as pulled out an inch and I’ve already given her two loads.

      “More,” she says breathily as she rolls her hips.

      “I’ll give you all you can handle and more, baby doll.”

      I pull out and reach behind me, taking my belt from off the floor. I growl at the loss of her heat around my cock, but I want to stay in her longer this time, and I need to get her in the right position to do it.

      Once I’ve got what I need, I grab her hips and flip her over, raising her ass into the air.

      “Grip the headboard and spread your knees. I wanna ride you, baby doll.”

      I see her cunt dripping with cum as she giggles a little and does what I say. I bring my belt around her waist, buckling it in the back so that I can grip it. I line up my cock with her opening, and slowly thrust in, getting as deep as I can. With both hands I grip the belt around her waist and pull her tighter to me so that there isn’t a millimeter of distance between my cock and her pussy. I want her getting all of me.

      “Fuck, you feel so good,” I say through clenched teeth as I rock her forward and then pull her back onto my thickness. “I love you so much, baby doll. Your pussy is so pretty and perfect. You’re taking me so easy.”

      The feel of the belt in my hands is rough, but I grip it tighter as I bounce her on and off.

      “Trace,” she moans, “harder.”

      “Anything you want, sweet girl,” I say with a little laugh in my voice. If her cunt wants me to own it, I’ll fucking stamp my name across it.

      This time when I pull her back, she grunts out and follows it with a deep plea for more. But it only takes a few hard thrusts and she’s going off. Her pussy squeezes around my dick, and I can’t hold back anymore.

      I bottom out inside her, feeling the weight of my cum flood her pussy and start to leak out the sides. I use my fingers to grip my cock around the base to keep any more from coming out. Then I squeeze my balls to make sure I got every drop I could inside her. I want her bred before the night is over. Not only to make her mine, but make sure no one can take her from me.

      Her legs shake as she comes down, and I gently lift her hips and roll us to the side without slipping out.

      She hums and wiggles her back to my front as I wrap my arms around her and throw one of my legs over both of hers.

      “Should you take the belt off?” she mumbles sleepily.

      I smile and kiss the top of her head. “No, baby doll. I’m going to take you all night and not pull out once. Sometimes you’ll be too weak to kneel, so that will help me make love to you if you’re too tired. But you’ll still let me take you, won’t you? You’ll let me give you a baby.”

      I run my nose along the shell of her ear, and she clenches around me.

      “Yes, Trace,” she breathes and runs her fingers through my hair.

      “You can sleep if you want to, but I’ll take you all night, no matter what. I can’t seem to resist you, and I don’t want to try.”

      I kiss her neck, thinking about how her cunt is dripping with me. And before I give her a chance to answer, I’m rolling her back over and gripping the belt again. She’s going to get a long ride from me tonight, and as her legs spread wider so I can take her deeper, I smile. My baby doll wants it, too.
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      Trace pushes my hair out of my face and looks at me. We’ve been in bed all day. We even ate breakfast here. I didn’t feel much like moving. My body aches deliciously, and I’m savoring the feeling of being well loved.

      I’ve never been so cherished in my entire life. I’ve never felt like I meant so much to someone. That’s how Trace makes me feel. Nothing else seems to matter to him but me. He’s gotten lost in this little world we’ve made together. I don’t care how fast this is, I’m holding on to the only sweetness I’ve ever known and never letting go.

      “I don’t wanna push you to do anything you don’t want to, baby doll, but after what we’ve shared in the last twenty-four hours, I hoped you’d be ready to open up to me a little more,” he says softly, his hand sliding down my side to rest on my hip. I’m facing him, having just woken up once again.

      We kept falling asleep after bouts of sex. One time I’d even woken with him inside me. I was already coming before I knew what was happening. Then he made me cum again to make up for missing part of the orgasm. Trace seemed just as deprived of attention as I was, but I think his was a case of never wanting it and now that he does, he can’t seem to get enough.

      “It's not terrible, really,” I half lie. It wasn’t like I was beaten every day or something. More neglected than anything. But being here with Trace makes me feel like it was worse than I knew. If this is how the rest of the world lives, I had it pretty bad.

      Trace’s hand tightens on my hip. “You’re the sweetest, most lovable person I’ve ever met in my life, Addison. In fact, I think you’d put up with a lot of shit because you couldn’t help yourself. If I’ve learned anything about you, it’s that your softness and sweetness go all the way through you.”

      My eyes water at his sweet words. No one has ever said such nice things about me before. Part of me knows he’s right. No matter how my father behaved towards me, I never lashed out, and it wasn’t because I feared him. It was because I knew what it felt like to be treated that way, and I didn’t have it in me to do it to another person. Even if that person deserved it. It breaks my heart thinking about hurting someone else.

      “That’s why you ended up here, baby doll. And I’ll make sure you never have to deal with any shit. Ever. I’ll take such good care of you, you’ll never have to worry about a thing.” His hand on my hip starts stroking me back and forth.

      “I lived with my father my whole life. I don’t ever remember having a mom,” I tell him. My father never talked about her either. Not a word, and I’d gone digging a few times to try to find something, but never could. Maybe she ran from him, too.

      “I mainly stayed in the house and looked after things there. My father normally ignored me. He wasn’t there most of the time, and I tried to pretend I wasn’t either, because when he got worked up or had a bad day in the fields, I tended to get the brunt of that anger,” I admit.

      “He touch you?” Trace’s words are hard, his eyes flashing with anger.

      “Sometimes. A shove or a slap here and there.” He closes his eyes at my words, which are clearly causing him pain. When they open, he moves his hand from my hip to the little cut I still have on my forehead.

      “I’ll never understand how anyone could hurt someone as precious as you,” he says as he rubs his finger across the mark. It doesn’t even hurt anymore. Nothing hurts when I’m with him.

      “I just turned eighteen and I was planning on leaving. Where I was planning to go, I have no idea. Heck, I don’t know anything about anything. All my schooling has been online. I don’t even know where I am, or how long I drove when I took off,” I confess.

      “What made you finally run? Something pushed you to take off like that.”

      “He was giving me over to someone else. To marry. I knew then I’d never be free if I didn’t run. I’d just go from being under my father’s control to someone else’s. I’d never ever met this man and my father said he was coming to pick me up. Like I was one of the cows or something.”

      Trace cups my cheek. “You wanna be here, baby doll?” I can see the concern on his face, and I know what he’s thinking.

      “I choose to be here. I don’t want to be anywhere else.” I see a little bit of the tension leave his body. “All I ever wanted was a real family. To fall in love and have my own little fairy tale, like some of the books I've read. I think you’re right. I ended up here for a reason. I was supposed to find you.” I lean over and kiss him.

      His hand tangles in my hair as he deepens the kiss until I’m breathless.

      “What town are you from?” he asks.

      “Clear Creek. Is that close?” I question, still wondering how far I made it.

      “Real close. So close I’m shocked I’ve never seen or heard of you.”

      “Told you. I didn’t really leave the house much. Less so in the last few years.” As I got older, my father started getting more controlling.

      “I need a name, baby doll.”

      “Winston.”

      Trace is out of the bed before I even know what’s happening, pulling his clothes on. I sit up in bed, watching him move about the room.

      “What are you doing?” I can hear the worry in my own voice.

      “You’ll not spend one more fucking day worrying about anything,” he says, tugging a shirt over his head and then finding his jeans.

      “What are you going to do?” I move to the side of the bed, looking for something to wear, but the dress I made looks unwearable at this point.

      “I’m going to pay your father a visit.”

      “What!” I jump from the bed and run towards him, wrapping my arms around his body.

      “Calm down. It’s better this way. I’ll go over and set things straight. He’ll never think about looking for you when I’m done having words—and other things—with him.”

      My heart starts to race. Panic is setting in.

      “Baby doll, calm down. I promise you, it will be fine. I do this and it’s done and over. You don’t ever have to think about him or worry that someone is coming to take you from here. I promise, he’ll know what will happen if he comes on our land looking for you.”

      “Our land?”

      “Yeah, our land. You want your fairy tale, you’re about to get it. Trust me.”

      “I trust you,” I say instantly.

      “Of course you do because you’re all sweetness and love.” He leans down, placing another kiss on my lips. “I won’t be gone long. I’ll be back before the sun is down,” he tells me as he walks over to the dresser, pulls out a shirt, and slides it over my head before I follow him downstairs and to the front door. Boxes, the stuff he ordered, were delivered and now litter the living room floor.

      “Lock the door behind me and go through some of your stuff. See what you do and don’t like.”

      “I love you,” I say, because that’s all I can think about.

      “I love you, too.” He leans down, placing another kiss to my lips. This one is hard and intense, almost like he’s branding me before he leaves. I flip the lock behind him and go to the window and watch him drive away.

      I sit down on the sofa, not sure what to do, so I do what he told me to. I start going through all the boxes, pulling out piles and piles of clothes. It’s like he thought of everything—from dresses, to shirts and shorts, to jeans and so many shoes I don’t even know how I could wear them all.

      I jump when I hear a knock at the door.

      “Trace, it’s Ty.” I hear a man’s deep voice, and I know it’s Trace’s brother.

      “You’ll scare her. Let me talk,” I hear a woman say.

      “Maybe we should come back. Trace’s truck is gone.”

      “Well, I think she’s in there. You heard what Steven said. Trace has a girl in there, and I wanna see,” the woman says.

      “You’ve been hanging out with Dolly too much. You’re just as nosy as she is now,” Ty laughs.

      I open the door to see them both standing on the porch. They turn their heads to look at me. The woman is a little bit taller than me, with blonde hair and a baby held on her hip. A smile spreads on her face.

      “I’m MJ,” the woman says instantly, “Trace’s sister-in-law, and this is Ty, my husband. And of course, we have TJ, Ty Junior, here.”

      Ty and TJ both look like Trace. There is no missing they’re related. Ty nods at me.

      “I’m Addison,” I tell them. MJ reaches out to shake my hand. Then she changes her mind and pulls me into a hug, her baby bump coming between us. TJ giggles.

      “Sorry, I’m just excited. I love how this family is growing, and I knew if Trace had a girl in his house, it was serous. It’s serious, right?” she asks.

      “Wow,” Ty says, drawing our attention. He’s looking over my head and into the house. I turn to see what he’s looking at. “This place is a mess. Well, a mess for Trace at least.”

      I didn’t think it was that bad, but it did look like a box bomb went off in the living room, and the kitchen still hasn’t been cleaned from the breakfast Trace made this morning.

      “Oh my God, it is! This is so serious. He can’t even be bothered to clean, and messes drive Trace crazy.” MJ says something about Trace I didn’t know. I like the idea that I make him forget something. That he’s more worried about me than cleaning up some mess.

      “Do you want to come in?” I ask, and MJ beams.

      “We’d love to,” she says, pushing past me and into the house. She takes a seat on the sofa.

      Ty is still standing in the doorway. “Put some pants on, or my brother is going to kill me if he’s anything like me. And I have a feeling he is.” I look down at my bare legs before grabbing one of the boxes from the coffee table.

      “I’ll be right back,” I tell them, dashing upstairs. I hear MJ’s laughter as I make my way to the bedroom.

      “Oh, we aren't going anywhere,” she says, and I feel myself smile.
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      I stare up at the house my little doll grew up in and wonder how so much sweetness and warmth could come from a place like this. The old farmhouse looks like it was built over a hundred years ago and hasn’t been updated once in all that time.

      Winston was passing his daughter off to another man. I have a feeling it was more to do with money than anything. The thought makes my stomach turn and my blood boil. How could a father do that to his little girl?

      I take a calming breath, trying to get my emotions under control. I think about my sweet girl to soothe myself. The image of waking up to her this morning enters my mind and peace falls over me. I can’t walk in here and kill this man for two reasons. One, he’s my girl’s father, and two, I promised her she could trust me. I’m not breaking my word to her because it’s clear she needs to be able to put stock in it. I told her I’d be home before the sun went down, and I’m going to make sure I’m there and not in a jail cell.

      The sooner I get this over with, the sooner I can go home to her. I focus as I push myself off from the side of my truck and make my way up the worn stairs. They creak and groan under my weight. Before I can make it to the door, it flies open and Winston shows himself.

      He looks worse than his house, and I try to recall the last time I saw him. His hair is gray and his skin is weathered from years of being out in the sun without his hat. He looks shorter than I recall, or maybe I’m just bigger. I don’t run much into farmers anymore as I don’t really farm. I just deal with the oil and whoever they hire to work the rigs.

      “You’re one of the Jennings boys,” he says, pushing the screen door open. I clench my fist at my side to stop myself from hauling off and punching him.

      “Trace,” I clip and push past him, going straight for the stairs and taking them two at a time. I make my way down the hallway, pushing open each door as I do, looking for her room.

      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I hear the old man yell from downstairs. I ignore him and push open the last door at the end of the hallway. The room is so small with almost nothing in it. At first I think it’s simple, but it’s more than that, it’s almost fucking bare. I walk over to the closet and open the doors. A few dresses hang in it, and like everything else in the house, they’re worn and frayed.

      “I’m going to call the cops!” Winston yells when he finally gets to the bedroom.

      “For what?” I challenge, taking a step towards him. He must sense the danger now because he takes a step back.

      “Trespassing.”

      “Try again. This whole farm is mine.”

      “What are you talking about? I’ve owned this farm for years.”

      “Until you took a loan out on it. A loan you haven’t been making payments on.” One I bought out from the bank. All it took was one call. One of the plus sides to oil is you never have to worry about money.

      “No, there’s a misunderstanding. The bank is getting their money. I talked to Mr. Luck the other day. I just need a few more days and I’ll be paying in full. I’m waiting for a sale to go through. I got set back a few days with the deal.”

      That’s what breaks me. My fist flies, hitting him right in the jaw and sending him flying back. He hits the floor hard, and the burn in my fist feels good.

      “Yeah, I know what you were trying to fucking sell.” I walk towards him, towering over his limp body. He’s lying on the floor and holding the side of his face.

      “You have her, don’t you? She’s min—”

      I land a hard kick to his side, stopping him from trying to voice any claim to her. Then I lean down, getting close to him.

      “You listen, and you listen good. Call the cops, but no one is going to believe your word over mine. Besides, you wouldn’t make it to pressing charges. I’d be damn sure of that. The only reason you’re breathing right now is because of her. I don’t think her heart could take knowing I killed you, something I very much want to do,” I snarl. As cold as it sounds, ending his life means nothing to me. Some animals just need to be put down.

      “If you go trying to throw me in jail, taking me away from her, I’ll have a change of heart and finish what I’m itching to do. Nod if you understand me.”

      He nods, keeping his mouth shut.

      “Now you’re going to get your shit and get the fuck out of here. Come noon tomorrow, this house won’t be standing. You’ve got until then.” I stand up. “I’d make sure wherever you go, it isn’t inside the state of Texas.” With that, I turn and leave.

      I came in wanting to get her stuff, but there isn’t anything worth taking. She doesn’t need something from here. I’ll give her everything she ever needs and wipe away all reminders of the life she had here. I want to wash away this place from her memory so it’s never a thought in her mind.

      I slide into my truck and head back towards home. The anger still weighs down on me. I wanted to do more to him. The thought of him slapping her around makes me clench the steering wheel, and I hear it groan under my hold. I know there’s only one thing that is going to cool me and it’s her. I need her sweetness back on me.

      “Shit,” I mutter when I see Ty’s truck parked outside the house. I park my truck and dash in the front door, stopping in my tracks when I see my baby doll holding little Ty Junior. Warmth spreads in my chest. Her face lights up when she sees me, and she hands the toddler back to MJ. Then she runs at me like she always does, jumping into my arms.

      I catch her as she buries her face in my neck.

      “Tell me everything’s okay,” she pleads.

      “Where are you, baby doll?” I ask.

      “In your arms.”

      “Then yeah, everything is perfect.” She leans back to look at me. “Don’t ever think about him or that place again. We’re done with it. It’s all over.”

      “Your brother and MJ are here. They brought their son. He’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Ty said I can babysit him anytime I want.” Her face lights up, thoughts of her father already out of her mind.

      “I’m sure he did.” I look over her shoulder at Ty, who’s got a shit-eating grin on his face. Ty loves his son, but he also likes his alone-time with his wife. I’ve gone over and babysat for them a few times before, too.

      “We can leave him tonight if you like,” Ty says.

      “No,” I reply instantly, and MJ rolls her eyes.

      “Leave them alone, Ty. They’re like newlyweds over here,” MJ says.

      “Not yet, but what’s the waiting period in Texas?” I ask.

      “Three days,” Ty answers. I knew he’d know. I’m not sure he waited even those three days. I have a feeling Ty might have bribed a judge to marry them without waiting. I would have to get the name of whoever it was.

      Or maybe I could take her somewhere and marry her. I have a feeling my baby doll hasn’t seen a lot, and I’m going to make sure she sees everything her heart desires.

      “You going to marry me, baby doll?”

      Her eyes fill with tears as she nods. I lean in, taking her lips in a kiss. I ignore my family as I carry her up the stairs, still kissing her. I hear a faint goodbye from MJ, and Addison laughs. When I get to the bedroom, I lay her down, not taking my lips from hers.

      When I finally pull my mouth from hers, I look down and see she’s a little dazed.

      “This is your home now. Our home. You can come and go as you please and do any damn thing you want. Or have whatever you want. You ask me to do something and I’ll do it. The only time I’ll ever tell you no is when I think you could get hurt.” She nods and smiles up at me. “Also, I have a feeling I’m going to be a jealous bastard, so you might have to deal with that.”

      “Sounds perfect to me. More than perfect.” She wraps her arms around my neck, snuggling against me.

      “I’m about to show you how perfect I think you are, baby doll. How perfect you are for me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          10

        

        Addison

      

      
        
          [image: ]
          [image: ]
        

      

    
    
      I lie back on the bed as Trace undresses me and then undresses himself. It feels like I haven’t had him in days, but it’s only been a couple of hours. My body begs for him as I spread my legs and then run my hands over my breasts, taunting him.

      I’ve never been shy with him, but the more we’re together, the bolder I get. I bring my fingers to my breasts, plucking the nipples like he does with his mouth. I tease them, keeping my eyes on him as he strips naked and climbs back on top of me.

      He pushes my hands out of the way roughly, and I moan as his mouth takes my fingers’ place. But before I can feel his warm cock at my entrance, he takes his mouth off my breasts and moves up my body. He straddles my chest, and I look up at him, wondering what he’s doing.

      “Open your mouth, baby doll.”

      I do as he says, licking my lips first, excited by the task. I haven’t sucked his cock before, and I’m thrilled at the idea. He grunts as he holds his shaft and runs the velvet tip along my bottom lip.

      I feel a slickness there as his tip leaves a trail of cum, and my tongue darts out to taste him. I moan at his flavor, opening my mouth for more.

      “Get it wet,” he says through gritted teeth.

      As I open wide, his cock enters my mouth, but it’s so big and my mouth can only take so much. The part I can fit in, I lick all over it, doing as he says.

      His hand is shaking and I can see his body is locked tight with tension. Before I can fully enjoy what I’m doing, he takes his cock out of my mouth and moves down my chest a fraction so that his cock is between my breasts.

      He takes my wrists, pressing my palms on either side of my breasts, squeezing them together and enveloping his shaft.

      “I want to fuck your tits and then your sweet little pussy, baby doll. Squeeze them tight for me. Just like your cunt.”

      I blush all the way to my feet at his dirty words, but feel the pulse of my clit begging for more. I do as he says, pressing them tight around his ridge, as he shifts on top of me. His big body is so powerful, and the way he’s positioned makes me give him my full submission. He’s not putting much weight on me, but the sheer size of him above me like this, rocking his cock between my soft flesh, makes my body light up.

      It’s not only the sensation of him on top of me that’s arousing me. It’s the sight of him owning my body in every possible way and seeing the look of pleasure on his face while he does it. Trace claims another piece of me, and I smile up at him, giving it freely. I want him to have all of me. Every inch.

      “You look so goddamn beautiful when you take my cock.”

      I want to turn him on even more, so the next time the head of his cock pops out between the tops of my breasts, I stick my tongue out and lick the head.

      That makes him lock up tight, unmoving. I watch as cum spreads between my breasts and flows up to my neck. I stick my tongue out again, tasting it as it drips from the tip, and I can’t hold back my giggle. I can’t believe I did that with just one little touch.

      “Fuck,” he growls as he slides his cock from my breasts and moves down between my legs.

      He shoves inside my soaked pussy in one hard thrust, and I moan at the feeling of being so full.

      “You made me cum on your chest when you know good and well I save my seed for your womb. I want my baby taking root. And I can’t do that if your little mouth is involved.”

      I moan again as his thrusts speed up, my orgasm closer than I thought possible. He reaches up, rubbing his sticky passion into my chest as he takes my mouth. The smell of his cum on me and the feel of his throbbing cock inside my channel are too much. And just when I think I’ve had enough, he moves down to my nipple and bites.

      I climax, screaming his name as my fingers tighten in his hair. The slippery sounds of my orgasm are amplified as he thrusts into me fast, just before finding his own release. His heat floods my womb, and I clench around his cock, wanting more. I want him all over me and inside me. I can’t wait to have his baby and then let him get me pregnant all over again.

      “More,” I moan. I want another orgasm, and I know Trace will give it to me.

      “Up you go,” he says, rolling us over and making me sit on his cock.

      I rock back and forth. His length is still rock hard. He can cum inside me five or six times before it even begins to go soft. Then one small touch and it’s back to where we started. I know I’m going to be sore tomorrow, but I don’t care. I love feeling the echo of his girth with every step I take, knowing he loved me until I was too exhausted to beg for more.

      Reaching between us, I run my finger through our joined passion and bring it to my lips. I hum around my digit, loving the flavor of him, the flavor of me.

      “Give me some of that,” Trace says, thrusting into my pussy while gripping my hips. He puts me on top, but he still does all the work.

      I do what he says, repeating the motion, but this time offering it to him. He licks my finger and then sucks it into his mouth, and I feel him cum inside me again. He’s always quick to cum when he tastes my orgasm, and I can’t think of a better turn on.

      I grind down onto him, rubbing my clit on his shaft, and then I explode with him. I glance down between us to where we are joined, and I see my pussy pulse and twitch as a creamy sheen coats his cock.

      “More?” I hear him ask, and I look up, nodding. “Anything you want, baby doll.”

      It’s going to be a long night.
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        Six months later…

      

      Her green eyes flutter open, looking even brighter than normal with the sun shining down on us. We’re lying out in the field, letting the sun warm us. It’s the very spot in which I found her. We come here a lot. It’s a favorite spot for both of us, and we often come here to lay a blanket out and have lunch. Only it always ends with both of us naked. It’s happened so often I actually fenced off the area and put up a No Trespassing sign. Mostly because if one of my men found my little doll with her legs spread wide for me while I made her cum, I would murder them and spend the rest of my life in jail. And I couldn’t be away from my love that long.

      She reaches up, running one of her fingers along my lips. I grab it and hold it between my teeth, making her giggle. Then I suck it into my mouth, tasting her delicate skin.

      “I didn’t mean to fall asleep on you,” she says around a yawn. She crashed after her third orgasm, which was actually my plan. She needed to sleep, and I had no problem eating her little pussy until she passed out. I release her finger from my mouth. “How long was I out?”

      “About an hour,” I answer, and her eyes widen. She starts to sit up, but I push her back down. We have no reason to rush back, and I wouldn't mind her sleeping for another hour.

      “Relax. You need your rest.” I trail my fingers down her stomach, laying a possessive hand on her belly filled with our baby. A baby I'm pretty sure I planted in there the first time we made love.

      She’s already six months pregnant, but looks further along than that to me. If I had to guess, she’s having a boy, which scares me a little. She’s so tiny, and our Jennings boys aren’t small. But I’ll have to wait until he or she comes. Addison doesn’t want to know the sex, so it’s all just guessing at this point. I don’t care either way. I just hope they have dark hair and green eyes like her. I want to look at our kids and see her all over them.

      “I’m fine,” she says, yawning again, and I shake my head at her.

      “No, you’re running yourself thin. I think we should hire someone to help in your barn.” She pouts out and bites her lower lip. I started calling it her barn when she started filling the thing. I reach down and pull her lip from her teeth. “It will be fine. You can help me find someone.”

      “I just worry someone won’t care for them like I do. I love them all.” Her eyebrows draw together in concern, and I use my thumb to push the worry line away. Because she doesn’t need to be worrying about anything. Especially all the animals she’s been collecting. They are more than well cared for. She wouldn’t have it any other way.

      I don’t even know where they’re all coming from, but if there is a hurt, neglected, or unwanted animal within a hundred miles of here, I think it’s found its way to her barn. Slowly she’s been filling up our farm with them and nursing them back to health, sharing all her sweetness with any creature that might need it. God, I love how much heart she has.

      Hell, I’m freaking lucky my brother Blake’s new wife is a vet. Otherwise I might have had to hire one myself. Even after she gets them nursed back to health, she can’t bear to let them go. So now we have a menagerie of tame animals that adore Addison.

      “We’ll find someone. I promise.”

      “Okay, I know you’ll find the perfect person.” She smiles up at me, and I know she believes I will, because I’ve never broken a promise to her. Not once. I’ve spent every moment since she walked into my world proving to her that I’d give her anything she ever wanted. I’ve tried to give her the world and will never stop.

      I thought being as sheltered as she was, she might want to travel. I took her away after we got married, and two days into the trip she started to get sad and say she missed our home. She didn’t like the hustle and bustle of the city. Neither did I, and I was more than happy to cancel the rest of the trip and take her back home to our bed, which we didn’t leave for weeks.

      “I’m thinking we might need a second barn at this rate.”

      Her eyes light up at my words.

      “Will this one have air conditioning?” she asks, making me laugh.

      I had to install insulation and air conditioning in our current barn because she was worrying herself into a fit that the animals would get overheated. I tried to explain to her that animals are used to the heat, but then said fuck it and had them installed. I didn’t like her running around in there in the heat, anyway. Well, she mostly waddles nowadays.

      “Anything you want, baby doll. I’ll build it.”

      “Liar,” she teases.

      “All right. I won’t build it, but I’ll have it built,” I correct, knowing I won’t be spending my days building a barn. I like my days with her and helping her with the animals, teaching her how to care for some of them.

      “You’re right, though. We’ll need someone when the baby comes.” She places her hand on top of mine.

      “Maybe Blake’s wife, Luciana, will know someone looking for some work. Her family is moving out this way and maybe they want to help.”

      “I love that idea.”

      “I love you,” I tell her, leaning down and placing my mouth to hers.

      My hands and mouth start to roam, and I give her two more orgasms before exhaustion takes her. She sleeps softly in the sunshine without a worry in the world.
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        Addison

      

      
        
          [image: ]
          [image: ]
        

      

    
    
      
        Two years later…

      

      “Happy birthday,” I say, leaning against the doorframe.

      “Oh shit,” Trace whispers and sits up on the bed.

      Today’s his birthday, and I wanted to do something special. We had some family time this afternoon with everyone, but tonight is for him. And for me, too, I guess.

      “Where did you get that?” His voice is low, but a little dangerous.

      “I ordered it online. I wasn’t sure it would fit around my belly, but I wanted to dress up for you.” I shrug one shoulder and give him a wink. “You know, give you something to unwrap.”

      I’d told him I had a surprise for him, so he needed to strip down and get on the bed. I’m not sure how much longer he’s going to stay there, though, with the way he’s gripping the sheets. The cotton can’t take much more.

      “Get your little ass over here,” he says, and I giggle.

      I’m not really little anymore. He’s made sure to keep me more than fed at every meal, and pregnant every chance he gets. But he seems to love every new curve that pops up on my body, so I’m okay with it.

      I play with the white ribbon that’s keeping the sheer material over my breasts in place. One small tug and they’d be exposed to him. Under the camisole, I’m wearing sheer brief panties with ruffles that cover my bottom. I turn around, lifting my top a little so he can see them.

      “I thought you might like to look me over before you take it off me.”

      “You keep teasing me much longer and it will be in pieces. Is that what you want, baby doll?”

      “Maybe,” I say, looking over my shoulder at him.

      He growls, and before I can react, he’s got my ass on the edge of the bed and he's ripping my panties off me. I can’t stop the giggle that escapes me as he does it.

      “Untie the bow. Show me those milky tits.”

      I clench at his dirty words. I do what he says, and then moan as he moves down between my legs. His mouth goes to my pussy, and the warm, wet heat of his tongue has me rocking my hips. There is nothing better than his tongue on me. Well, except maybe when he’s inside me. Or kissing me. Or everything.

      He places his big hand on my round belly, and he keeps it there as he eats me. It’s a possessive hold, and one he does often. To remind me that I’m pregnant with his baby and that he put it there.

      I cum easily, giving him what he wants in under thirty seconds. I was an easy trigger before, but pregnancy has made me even more sensitive.

      He licks up my passion and then stands up. My ass is at the edge of the bed, and he puts my ankles over his shoulder before thrusting his cock into my wet folds.

      “Trace,” I moan as his fingers intertwine with mine.

      He gets me off twice more before he finds his own climax inside of me. But he’s nowhere close to finished.

      He lifts me, carefully placing me in the center of the bed. Then his mouth is on mine. He's kissing me in a way that steals my breath, giving me a piece of him. I run my fingers through his hair, and when I can’t stand it anymore, he breaks the kiss and moves his mouth down my chin and to my breast. He licks me there, and I can feel the warm release of my milk into his mouth. He moans as he rubs his cock on my clit, teasing me.

      “Trace,” I beg, because he knows exactly what to do to make me crazy for him.

      “You want me?” he asks, his voice cocky and seductive.

      This was supposed to be me teasing him, but it’s somehow turned the other way around. I’m lost in a tailspin of desire, and he’s the one who’s got all the control. So much for my seductive talk. I’m the one begging, wound so tight that one thrust will make me climax.

      “I want you more than anything in the world. I love you so much, Trace.” They’re the words he loves to hear when we are in bed together. That I want him, that I need him, and that I love him.

      “I love you, too, Addison. Now and forever.”

      He thrusts into me, taking me over the edge as I climax at the feel of him inside me. The tight fit, being so absolutely full that there is no space between us, leads me to cry out his name, and he holds me to him, kissing my lips softly and whispering his love for me.

      I ran away from home not knowing what waited for me beyond my small world. But as if fate had guided me, I ended up in the arms of the man I love. Life is not only crazy, but fun and full of adventure. I’m so lucky that I’ve got my man to hold me and walk beside me on this journey. He’s truly the man of my dreams.

      

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

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

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

      

      Warning: This is literally as cliché as it sounds...and just as awesome. It's country living with high-calorie foods and easy sunsets. Come sit on the porch and stay a while. You'll like what you see.
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      This book is for those of us lucky enough to have a night under the stars while sipping Boone’s Farm. Here’s to the backs of trucks, cowboy hats, and tight jeans. Yeehaw!
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          Chapter 1

        

        Clare

      

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

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

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

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

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

      “That so?”

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

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

      “Sorry about your loss.”

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

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

      “Yeah, that’s all I got.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      A marriage of convenience. Someone to warm his bed and cook his meals. He hadn’t said it in such blunt terms, but I could read between the lines. Though I didn’t know why a man as handsome as Cash needed a mail-order bride. Handsome was putting it mildly. He’d given me one picture of himself and said it was the only one he had. It looked like it was taken without him knowing. He was on top of a horse, a stern expression on his face.

      I couldn’t make out his hair with the Stetson on his head or his eye color, but there was no hiding he was attractive and massive. Intimidating was the best word I could use to describe him in the picture. I couldn’t imagine a man like him needed to get a mail-order bride, but here I am. Something about not needing the tangles of love. This wasn’t going to be hearts and flowers. We would each do our part.

      His words were cold, and at that, I’d pushed the idea of finding my Prince Charming out the window. When I’d first found out about the Cowboy Mail-Order Bride Program, I’d let those little romantic ideas dance around in my head, but it was clear from the emails and the fact that he couldn’t even bring himself to pick me up today that he hadn’t been lying. This is all for convenience.

      He didn’t even ask for a picture of me. All he wanted to know was if I could cook, clean, and work a computer. That had pretty much been the gist of it. The agency did a background check, and I’m not sure what-all they’d given Cash of it.

      I close my eyes, and soon the hum of the truck puts me to sleep. I don’t know how long I drift, but the touch of a hand to mine wakes me from my sleep.

      “We’re here,” Earl says. I look out at a large ranch-style home made completely out of wood. A deck wraps around the whole thing and I see white swings on the porch. The double front door is a dark blue, giving the home a welcoming feeling.

      I open the truck door, wanting to see more, but Earl grabs me by the wrist.

      “Wait for me.” He exits the truck, coming around to my side to help me down.

      There’s land as far as I can see, with barns speckled here and there.

      “It’s beautiful here.”

      Earl just nods in agreement before going back to the truck and getting my bag. A few men step out of the white barn closest to the house. Both raise their hats, saying hi. I nod back at them.

      One thing I’d always loved about growing up on a ranch was that there were always people around. And I love to cook. Mama and I could cook for hours for the men, and it was worth it to see their faces light up when they came in after a hard day of work. It made me feel needed, a part of something. I want that feeling again.

      “Let me show you inside.” I follow Earl up the porch stairs. He opens the doors to the house, leading right into the living room. Everything is minimal. It looks like a woman has never even stepped foot in here. The walls are bare, and the only furniture consists of three sofas facing a giant television screen. The living room is open and connected to the dining room and kitchen.

      The dining room has a wooden table that could probably seat fifteen people at it, but the kitchen steals the show. I find myself standing in it, not even realizing I’d moved. The countertops are all granite. The island has a sink of its own. One wall has four ovens built into it. The stainless steel appliances practically sparkle. I think I’d marry Cash just for this kitchen alone.

      “Brand new,” Earl says, breaking through my kitchen high.

      I turn to look at him still standing in the living room as he watches me.

      “How many hands are here?”

      “Total is eighteen people if you count yourself, ma’am.”

      I could definitely handle eighteen people in a kitchen like this. I glance over at the clock. It’s already one in the afternoon.

      “Dinner time?” I ask as I start to pull open drawers, looking to see where everything is.

      “Six,” I hear him say from behind me as I find an apron and pull it on, tying it behind my neck and making sure not to catch any of the blonde spirals that have come loose from my ponytail.

      “Well, I better hop to then if I want to have dinner done by then. I’m guessing that my adoring soon-to-be husband has no plans to marry me today since he couldn’t even be bothered to pick me up.” I turn, putting my hands on my hips.

      Earl just smiles. Again.

      “No, I don’t think he has plans to marry today.”

      I give a curt nod before getting back to the task at hand. Not even married and I’m already mad at the man. But I think this is how our marriage will be. I’ll see him at meals and when he comes to bed. A bed I’m sure I’m supposed to be in. That was never outright said, but that is what married people do.

      I’d made plans for that as well, making sure I’d gotten myself on the pill before I’d come out here. I might have landed myself in this situation, but I wouldn’t bring a child into it with me. This was about surviving, and Cash had never said anything about children.

      I go to the pantry and look to see what I have that could feed almost twenty people. After looking over the shelves in here and in the kitchen, I decide on burgers with baked fries and a pasta salad. I’ll need to go to the store soon, but I have enough for tonight and breakfast tomorrow. But I need to start with the pies to get them into the oven.

      When I come out of the pantry, I scream. Caught off guard by a young man who looks to be about my age or maybe in his early twenties. I’m still a few days shy of my twentieth.

      He holds his hands up at my shriek.

      “Sorry, ma’am. I was just coming in for the first-aid kit.” He wiggles the kit he has in his hand. “Barbed wire got his calf.”

      “Sorry, you just scared me. I didn’t expect anyone.”

      He gives me a crooked smile. “So the boss went through with it. Got himself a wife.”

      “That’s me,” I confirm, though we aren’t married yet. I go over to the sink and pull out a dish towel I saw in the drawer, wetting it with warm water.

      “You might need this.” I hand him the towel.

      “You’re mighty small.” His eyes run over me like I’m hiding size somewhere. I am small. I’m barely five foot two, and I used to have a little more meat on my bones, but when money runs tight so does food.

      “I think I can handle my chores while still being small.” I reply, not sure where he’s going with this.

      “Oh, I’m sure you can. I just meant…” He looks back at the front door like he suddenly wants to leave and not finish what he was saying.

      “Well?” I push, wanting to know.

      “I should really go.” He backs up out of the kitchen, first-aid kit in one hand and towel in the other, before he darts out the front door. And I stand there, wondering what he meant.

      

      Lassoing the Virgin Mail Order Bride… Available NOW!

      

      Coming soon…

      The Virgin Cowboy  - Dolly and Brandon’s Story

    

  


  
    
      
        Everything For Her

        by Alexa Riley

      

      USA TODAY bestselling author Alexa Riley's first full-length novel shows just what happens when a strong, possessive man finds the woman of his dreams. 

      I'll never forget the way she looked, so confident and sure of herself. I watched her from a distance. She wasn't ready for me yet. I didn't approach her and I didn't disturb her, but I never once took my eyes off her.  

      Mallory Sullivan is ready to start her new life. After graduating at the top of her class, she's landed one of the most coveted internships in the United States. Hard work and determination have gotten her to this moment of living the life she only dreamed of while growing up in foster care. 

      From the start, I knew that she would be my greatest achievement, so the day I let her go, I set down a path for her. A path to me.  

      She never expected Oz to be the greatest culmination of those dreams. But sometimes fate determines who you fall in love with. Who makes you lose control. Who owns your soul. 

      And then you realize it wasn't fate at all… 

      I've wanted to care for and protect her since the first moment I saw her. I've constructed everything in our lives so that at the perfect moment, I could have her, could give her the life she deserves. 

      The time has come.
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          Preface

        

        Miles

      

    
    
      I’ve watched her since the beginning.

      It’s funny, but I don’t really remember much before her. It’s as if I could split my life into two halves. Before her and after. I remember my life with my parents, and I remember getting into college, but it’s all gray before her. Until the day I saw her, there was no color. But once my eyes landed on her for the first time, it was like when Dorothy landed in Oz and she opened the door. The world went technicolor, and she was my very own Glinda the Good Witch.

      I was twenty-two years old the first time I saw her. She was seventeen and competing in a state-level high school math competition.

      Yale University asked me to represent them as a student judge, and I nearly declined. The state of Connecticut is small but houses one of the greatest Ivy League colleges in the country. One that makes becoming a standout almost impossible. I was among the top one percent in my class as a senior at Yale, and my major being statistics.

      The only reason I’d accepted the invitation was to play a part. Many expected me to follow in the footsteps of my father, and I wanted them to believe that, but my end goal was a little different than anyone knew. I was on the path of revenge, but playing a part would help me on that path. Rubbing shoulders with the same men my father did, even if it left a bitter taste in my mouth.

      Agreeing to judge the competition was life-changing. The bitter taste in my mouth altered that day. A sweetness took over. I wanted it. Needed it.

      I’ll never forget the way she looked, so confident and sure of herself. I watched her from a distance, like you would a lioness in the wild. I didn’t approach her and I didn’t disturb her, but I never once took my eyes off of her.

      I found out later she was being sponsored by her high school so that she could attend the competition. She had no family and was being raised in a group foster home, so her school funded the trip. She was smart, and they wanted to see her succeed, which she did.

      I saw so much in her as she competed. She knew all the answers and was absolutely sure each time. She trusted her instincts, and they didn’t let her down. There was so much potential in her just waiting to be unleashed. I wanted to sit down and talk to her and have her tell me everything, anything, as long as she talked to me.

      She swept the competition and won first place in her division. I was strangely proud of her.

      When she walked out of the hotel ballroom after the competition was over, I let her go. It was the hardest thing I’d ever had to do. But I knew that if I went after her too soon, or too fast, she would run. Not only was she too young for me, but something about her told me she was the kind of woman who came along once in ten thousand lifetimes.

      This wasn’t to be rushed. It was to be savored.

      I may hate my father, but I’ve learned from his mistakes. I’m going to use those mistakes for my own. He’s smart but sloppy at the same time and it’s been showing. But I know if you want something, you work hard for it, plan out all the details to make it yours.

      From the beginning, I knew that she would be my greatest achievement, so the day I let her go, I set down a path for her.

      A path to me.

      No one knows it’s been me behind the curtain, pulling the strings. I’ve constructed everything in our lives so that at the perfect moment, I could have her.

      

      The time has come.
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      Everything For Her… coming December 27th 2016
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