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        Jase Masters wasn’t supposed to want Cheyenne.

        She’s too young and he’s way too old to have the thoughts he had.

        Plus, her dad was his best friend.

        It was too complicated and a line he just wouldn’t cross.

        Fast forward three years later, Cheyenne is back home, this time for good.

        When they see each other again, the attraction is instant and as powerful as fireworks on a hot July night.

        She’s definitely all grown up and Jase is just as drawn to her as before, maybe more.

        He’s ready to make Cheyenne his forever and he’s not above going the extra mile to win her over.

        Because, nothing else matters except Cheyenne and there’s just no way he can walk away from her.
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        Your heart is a living, beating being, love it gently.
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      I’ve always had a crush on the one person you should never, and I mean never have a crush on. Yet here I am, sitting in the corner of my parent’s pool deck watching him. He’s seventeen years older than me and he’s known my father for the past six years. When Jase was introduced to me at a family dinner my fifteen-year-old self was instantly infatuated with him. He’s tall, so much taller than my short and petite frame. I’m barely five-foot three on a good day. He has tattoos that sneak out from the short sleeve shirt he’s wearing. His complexion is olive and nicely tan from working outside all his life.

      My eyes gaze at him with longing. I don’t care that he’s the forbidden. Jase Dixon has been on my mind for what seems like forever. Even when I left three years ago to pursue my degree in web design. I only came home for the rare breaks, and to see Jase any time I could. But for the most part I stayed and worked as hard as I could. It’s the reason for this party. I graduated a full year early. I worked as hard as I could during the summer. When most college students were out partying, I decided to study and take extra classes. My parents didn’t think it was wise at the time, they wanted me to have the full college experience. The last time I came home though, they were finally at peace with my decision and how I was able to accomplish so much in my short three years.

      They wanted a big over the top party right when I got home from college, but I found a job right away and asked if we could just wait until the summer and have it as one big backyard bar-b-que.

      Now, I’m here. Hiding in a corner. As if I’m still a teenager. I should have more confidence. After the years away, I’m still the shy person I was in high school with little to no friends and my nose is either stuck in my laptop working or in a book. I’ve come to realize that’s just who I am and will probably always be.

      “Cheyenne, why aren’t you out mingling with the guests?” my mother admonishes me. Why couldn’t I be more like her? She’s refined in her clothing, her mannerisms, and always so put together.

      “I will in a minute. I’m just taking in the scenery,” I tell her. I’m standing here in a pair of distressed cut off shorts, bathing suit, and a crop top. When she saw what I was wearing when I came downstairs from my room, she let out an exaggerated breath and said, “Is that what you’re actually considering wearing, Cheyenne?”

      That’s one of the next things on my list, to find an apartment of my own within the next couple of weeks. I love my parents, but they put helicopter parents to shame with how much they hover and watch my every move. It’s not something I’m used to. They barely noticed me while growing up, but now that I’m back home from college and staying at their place. It’s been an absolute nightmare.

      “Please make sure you say hello to everyone. This party is for you, you know,” she says as she turns to walk away. I’m not sure what she was thinking wearing a conservative dress. It’s hot as hell outside. It’s July in the Florida heat and humidity. Yet, not one single hair is out of place and her Stepford wife style dress has not one wrinkle on it.

      “I will,” I tell her as she walks away to go mingle with her fundraising friends. That’s what she does best, she lunches. Dad wanted her to be a stay at home mom while he was busy chasing his career. It hurt me a lot while growing up. He would choose the car dealership over being at home most nights or at the occasional dance recitals I would have.

      Now that I’m older, our relationship is even more strained. I busted my ass to get a scholarship and pay for everything I could in college. The only thing they ended up having to pay for was dorm fees. I was even a student aid to help pay for my meal plan. I wanted to be independent from my parents as much as I could. Don’t get me wrong, I love them. Always will no matter their downfalls, but my independence runs deep through my veins.

      I make my way around the room saying hello to my parents’ friends and being the respectful daughter, they expect me to be. Even if the only thing I want to do is take my shorts and shirt off and dive into the pool and lounge on a pool float for the remainder of the day.

      I’m staring at the pool longingly when two arms wrap around me in a bear hug. I gasp when none other than Jase's voice rasps in my ear, “Chey.” I turn around and look up into his eyes. He’s never really hugged me like this before. It has my hopes up that he sees me for the woman I am now and not the gangly girl with braces he knew from years before.

      “Hey, Jase,” I say. His mouth is turned up into a full smile and his eyes are sparkling. He bends down and hugs me as I get on my toes to put my arms around his shoulders. Jase has his arms wrapped around my lower body and I sigh aloud.

      “Pretty heavy sigh you have going there,” he murmurs as we break apart.

      “Yeah, it’s been a long day already,” I tell him honestly. It really has and the party just started.

      “You home for good now?” he asks.

      “Well, just until I find a place to live. I can’t stay here much longer. Mom is driving me crazy and Dad, you know he’s never here, but when he is, it’s not always fun,” I groan out.

      “They mean well.” I snort after he says that. I can’t help but laugh. He’s being honest.

      “I guess so,” I murmur out. Jase doesn’t look his age. He has the bad boy appeal; his white tee shirt is straining against his muscles and every time he moves; they flex with his body. His swimming trunks are black and he’s wearing flip flops. I notice the tautness in his body, and I lick my lips while appraising him.

      When his eyes darken to a smoldering shade of green, I blush.
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      Cheyenne Adams, she’s going to be the death of me. I knew she had a crush on me while in school. I kept things platonic, while letting her know I was still a part of her life. When she left for college, it pissed me off. I wanted her to stay here so I could be there for her if she needed help. Her parents, if you can really call them that, they haven’t been around much in the past and haven’t treated her like parents should. Phil, his life has always revolved around the car dealership he built from the ground up. I get it, he needed to put a lot of time in into his business just like everyone else would. Too bad he left Chey with her mother, Debra. She’s a basket case. I’m not sure how they’ve stayed married all of these years. Yet they have.

      When I saw Debra was done talking to Cheyenne, I swooped in before she got sucked into mingling with more of the same people I always try to avoid. Her shoulders were set back with a firmness, as if nothing could knock her down. When my arms wrapped around her, she knew. She fucking knew it was me and that solidified everything in me. I knew when she left at eighteen, she did it for herself. Even though I hated it, I understood it too. She came home a few times for the necessary holidays, and I got to see the knock out she’d become. It had me wanting her more and more. I knew I had to keep my distance until she finished college. I would never hold her back from her education.

      I took the time to open up a body repair shop, working with my hands has always been something I’ve loved to do, and, after working at Phil’s car dealership for three years, I knew it was time to branch out on my own. Fast forward three years later, Cheyenne is home and my shop is growing by leaps and bounds.

      I’m looking down into Chey’s eyes. They’re brown with golden flecks. If we weren’t surrounded by her parents’ friends, my lips would be on hers. I’d taste her for the first time, but right now I won’t.

      “I have to find a place to live and soon. I love them, but after being on my own. I can’t stay here much longer,” she states.

      “You know I have an apartment over my shop, right?” I question her.

      “Yes,” she looks up at me with hope in her voice.

      “You can move in there. No one lives there now that I bought my place. It’s not much, more like a studio apartment, but it has the essentials. Bedroom, living room, kitchen, and bathroom. It’s yours if you want.” I tell her. My hands are still holding her hips and she’s looking up at me. Her hair down and cut above her shoulders. Her skin is lightly tanning from being back home.

      “Wait, you bought a house? And absolutely, when can I come look at it and what are you asking for rent?” she rambles out.

      “Yeah, I bought a house a few months back. You can look at it whenever, just let me know when you want to come over,” I answer all of her questions back with the exception of one. I don’t really need the extra income. Plus, I don’t want her to pay me. If I have it my way she won’t be living there long.

      “Can we go after the party tonight?” she asks excitedly. Her face is lite up, no longer looking out in the distance and seeming miles away. I want that smile permanently on her face. Her father may be my friend and I probably shouldn’t be having all of these inappropriate thoughts about Cheyenne since she’s been back in town. Fucked if I care though. Our age has nothing to do with this.

      “Works for me. I better go help your dad man the grill before he burns all of the meat,” I say with a chuckle.

      She laughs and reaches up on her toes, her arms go around my shoulders and I bring my arms around her body and pull her into me, hugging her again. I don’t want to let her go, not now, and not ever.

      We pull away from each other and I watch as she walks towards the kitchen, her body is perfect. She’s shorter than my six-foot frame, curves in all the right place. Her ass is enough to fill the palms of my hand, and, in those cut off shorts of hers, they make me growl under my breath. If she bent over, her ass cheeks would hang out and something primal inside of me doesn’t want anyone to see what’s meant to be mine.

      As I walk back towards Phil, he’s watching me. I see a flicker of anger before he shakes it off and turns to talk to another guy that is belly up by the built-in outdoor kitchen.

      It’s not hard to see that I want Cheyenne. In fact I’m not keeping it a secret from Phil. As soon as he has a spare minute,. I’ll be letting him know Cheyenne and I will be a thing. I’m too old to keep her a secret and I want the world to know she’s with me.
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      The party finally dies down and I go to my father and let him know I’m leaving with Jase.

      “Be careful, Chey- Chey,” he murmurs as I hug him. I stop in my tracks, my body freezing where it’s at. He hasn’t called me that since I was a little girl. Before his sole goal was building his career. It brings tears to my eyes, but I blink them away before they reappear. My dad was a great father before Adam’s Car Dealership became a successful car dealership. Somehow along the way it became his life and I was an afterthought. It hurt more than I could describe.

      “Always, Pops,” I say as I turn to leave. I walk towards Jase’s truck. It’s all black. The body, the wheels, and the window tint. It fits him perfectly.

      He opens the passenger side door for me and helps me inside, not allowing me to use the side steps to get in. His hands are on my hips and I’m finding I don’t want his hands to ever leave my body. I put my seatbelt on once I’m seated and he hurries to the other side of the truck and jumps in, starts the engine, and we make our way toward his shop.

      It only takes about fifteen minutes from my parents’ house. Jase made sure not to put his car body shop too far away from my dad’s dealership, even though he wanted to go into business with Jase.

      Jase being Jase didn’t want that though. He wanted to make it on his own. My independence streak may be pretty wide, but I’m pretty sure Jase’s beats mine by a landslide. His building is red in brick and has a sign above the garage doors that says J’s Auto Body Repair Shop. The doors are glass and I can see it’s full. He does complete restores all the way down to fender benders.

      We both hop out of the truck and he reaches for my hand as we come to the front of the truck. His hand engulfs mine and the magnetic pull we have gives me tingles all over. I plaster a smile on my face as he leads me up to the door on the side of the building. He unlocks the door and walks in front of me and up the stairs. I have a delicious view of his body. My steps falter as I watch him move fluidly up the stairs. He senses I’m not with him and stops in his tracks. He turns his body and catches me checking him out. I’m caught and the shyness inside me shows, the redness I can feel creeping up on my cheeks that always carries down to my chest.

      Jase smirks and nods his head to follow him. I continue behind him on the narrow steps. When we reach the top of the steps, we walk into an open floor plan It’s a blank canvas. The walls are white. The floors are builder grade white washed tile The kitchen is all white along with the appliances. It’s not something I’d pick for myself if I were buying a place, but it works in the small space. I leave the front of the apartment and walk towards what I assume is the bedroom door and open it. It’s a decent size space, enough to accommodate a queen size bed, night stand, and dresser. There’s a walk-in closet that I’m thankful for. When I was at college, I’d always find a thrift or second hand store and I seemed to have accumulated a massive amount of clothing. I walk to the next door and open into a decent sized bathroom and again everything is all white. I can already imagine the pops of colors I can add into every nook and corner to make it more my own space.

      “What do you think?” Jase asks.

      “Jase, it’s perfect. I’ll take it, but you didn’t tell me your price?” I say with glee and hopefulness that I can move in as soon as possible.

      “I need some web design stuff done for the shop. Maybe we can make a deal,” he suggests.

      “Absolutely, but you know I would do it for free. Right?” I tell him and I still would.

      “Not taking advantage of that, Chey,” he grumbles.

      “Well okay then, so are we good? Name your price and when can I move in?” I ask. He’s not budging on telling me his price.

      “You work on the website and we’ll call it your deposit and first month’s rent. Utilities and internet are included if you can pay $500 a month. Cable isn’t included though,” he says as he runs his fingers through his messy brown hair.

      “Yes!” I squeal out and then run and jump into his arms. I’m pretty sure he wasn’t prepared for me to throw myself at him, but he planted his feet and took all of my weight and grabbed the back of my legs and held me. He walks forward and suddenly my back is pressed into the wall behind me. His eyes have a look in them that I’ve never seen in all the years that I’ve known him.

      He always held himself back when I was younger. Today though, he doesn’t seem to be doing that at all. Maybe it’s because I’m older now or maybe it’s because he actually likes me and years before that he didn’t see me as a woman but more as a child.

      When he leans in towards me, I know this is it. A moment I’ve dreamt about for the past six years. I’m finally going to have my first kiss ever and it’s going to be from Jase. His lips lightly graze mine.

      “Jase,” I moan and then his lips are on mine firmly. His tongue sneaks out and licks the seam of my bottom lip. I chase his tongue with mine and then his body is pinning me to the wall. His hands come up and frame my face, holding me where he wants me, he’s kissing me, and I have to say it’s more than I could ever imagine a first kiss to be.
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      Kissing Cheyenne was unlike anything I could ever have prepared for her. She was hesitant at first, confirming my thoughts that she’s innocent in every single way.

      “Fuck, Chey,” I say with emotion. My nose glides along hers. She hums quietly. I find myself not wanting to let her leave me.

      “Wow,” she finally says.

      “Yeah, was gonna tell you this later on, but I’ll tell you now. I’ve wanted you for the past three years. Every time you came home it was hard for me to stay away. I wanted you to achieve your goals. I didn’t want to hold you back, but now that your home for good. I’m not letting you get away,” I tell her. She’s looking at me, not through me, not around me. She’s looking right at me and I can tell she likes what she sees and what I’ve said.

      “But what about my parents?” she asks me with her eyebrows furrowed. I know what she’s thinking. What she doesn’t know is that Phil knows my intentions with Cheyenne. He wasn’t happy when I told him. In fact, if it weren’t for the fact we were at his house and there were people milling about. I’m sure he would have kicked my ass or at least attempted to. He brought up our age difference and how we would want different things out of life. That she’s young and just starting out. That I’d be ready to settle down and she’d be out partying and learning how to live on her own. I kept my mouth shut while he voiced his opinion, staying calm and collected when I really wanted to shut his mouth. I don’t care that we’ve been friends for years. He clearly doesn’t know Cheyenne. She knows what she wants and those rare few times I saw her and was able to talk to her. She knew what she wanted. It’s the one thing that kept me from going after her while she was in college. She needed to spread her wings and see what was out there. It burned to watch her leave, but now that she’s back, I know I can’t walk away from her. She’s what I want in my life, no fuck that. She’s what I need.

      When I told Phil I would never step in front of her dreams, but help her succeed, he gave me a nod of his head. His way of giving me his blessing, but Debra would be another factor and he wasn’t wading in to help me with her. Not that I could blame him, she’s never been big on being a mom in the past. Recently though things have changed. She wants Phil and Chey to look perfectly put together and come together like she’s a doting mother and wife. Something I know Phil is having a hard time understanding. Cheyenne never knew that her mom was stepping out on her father. It put doubts into Phil’s head. Doubts that he shared with me, thinking Chey may not even be his. I squashed that in a minute. Chey may have some of Debra’s looks, but not that many. She has Phil’s coloring, his hair, and even the same color eyes.

      He admitted one day that he was a shit father and he couldn’t blame it all on the car dealership being built from the ground up, but at the thought that Cheyenne could very well not be his. Now he’s staying with Debra because “it’s cheaper to keep her.” His words, not mine.

      I return my focus to Cheyenne. I slowly lower her body and let her feel just what she does to me. Her sharp intake of breath as I glide her down my body tells me she knows exactly what she felt.

      “Ready to go?” I question her.

      “Yeah, the sooner I let my parents know I’m moving, the faster I can get moved in. I have some furniture in storage that I’ve picked up here and there,” she tells me with a smile. Knowing Cheyenne, she probably picked it up at a yard sale and then painstakingly took the time to refinish them. She was always finding some little trinket in high school and turning it around into something else.

      “Let’s get going then. I’m free tomorrow if you want help to move your stuff out of storage and into the apartment,” I tell her as I put my hand on her lower back and guide her back towards my truck. She stops before she gets on the side step to get into the truck. Cheyenne turns around, leans towards me with her head tipped up. Our height difference makes things interesting. It makes me smile as I look down at her. Cheyenne is on her toes and her lips are on mine. There’s no tongue. It’s her lips meeting mine and I take my time with her. My hands grip her hips and hold her steady as she takes her time to deepen the kiss. When her tongue comes out to play, I can’t hold back. I take over the kiss. One hand is grasping her waist as my other one holds the nape of her neck. My tongue takes over. We stand there out in the parking lot of my shop and now her apartment and make out like teenagers. There’s nothing that could invade our invisible cocoon we're in.

      I slowly pull my lips away from her. She mumbles something, but I can’t hear what she said under her breath. My smile deepens as she turns around and I get a glimpse of her ass peeking out from her denim shorts as she climbs into the cab of the truck.

      “Fuck,” I murmur as I adjust myself before heading towards the driver side and take her back to her parents for the last time.
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      We’re back ay my parent’s house in no time and I’m finding I don’t want to leave the truck or Jase. The way he holds me while we kiss. It’s like our two hearts mold into one. As if he’s the other piece of my being.

      I let out a heavy sigh. Not looking forward to the conversation I’ll soon be having with my mom and dad. Though the way dad has been in the past, I’m not sure he’ll even notice me.

      “I guess it’s that time.” I grouse and wring the hem of my shirt in my hands. I never changed before we left earlier. Choosing not to waste any time to get out of the house.

      “Chey, it’s not going to be that bad. They know you’re twenty-one and you can’t stay home forever.” Jase says as he takes my hand and holds it in his.

      “You’re right, but still. Will you come with me?” I ask and hold my breath waiting for his response.

      “Yeah, I’ll come with you,” he says and squeezes my hand before letting it go. He climbs out of the truck. I follow his lead and meet him as we walk up towards the front steps. His hand is holding mine. That’s something new, the way he now seems to hold me in any way possible. I secretly love it. It helps soothe my stress level at this exact moment.

      I walk in the front door and go towards the sitting room that I know my parents will be in. My mother will be drinking her tea as she thumbs through a magazine and my dad will have his nose in his laptop and pouring over sales numbers. Every evening since I’ve been home this is where I can find them any time after seven o’clock in the evening.

      I clear my throat and say, “Mom, Dad. I, uh, have something to tell you.”

      Jase let’s my hand go, but his other hand is holding me firmly on my hip. My mother narrows her eyes at him, but my father doesn’t seem shocked by it.

      “Something you need to tell us Cheyenne Marie,” she says with a sternness. As if I’m a petulant child.

      “Yes, I’m moving out tomorrow. Jase is renting his apartment above the shop,” I tell her smiling.

      “I bet he is. Is the monthly price included in spreading your legs for a man old enough to be your father?” my mother all but screams.

      “Debra!” my dad bellows. I’ve never heard him yell at anyone let alone my mother. I turn my body into Jase’s trying to hold my tears back and not allow her to see my tears. I never knew she could be so vindictive.

      Jase wraps me up in his arms, as my dad escorts my mother out of the room while she yells, “I didn’t raise a whore.”

      I hear my father say in a hushed tone, “No Debra, that was all you. Wasn’t it?”

      “Jase, do you think you can stay here until I pack a bag. I’m not sure it’s a good idea for me to stay here tonight. I’ll…uh just get a hotel for the night,” I say in one breath.

      “Yeah, Chey. Let’s go pack you a bag,” he whispers into my ear as he holds me firmly.

      “I’ll just be a minute. You can stay down here if you want,” I counter.

      “It’ll be faster if I’m with you,” he suggests and this time he follows me up the stairs to my room. It’s a mess. My laptop is on the bed with my notebooks and pens. I have clean clothes laying on a chair that have yet to be put away and shoes all over the place, along with boxes that I never unpacked.

      I walk into the closet and grab my weekender bag and go to my dresser and pack a couple of pairs of panties, bras, tee shirts, and shorts. I grab my cosmetic bag and throw my toothbrush, hairbrush, toothpaste, and a couple of other necessities. I walk back out and see Jase is sitting on the edge of my bed. I drop my bags at my feet and walk towards him.

      He grabs my hips and brings me into his lap, so I’m straddling him.

      “You know I don’t want you just for sex, Chey,” he says with sincerity in his voice.

      “I know, Jase. What my mom said, that’s on her. I’m not a whore, no matter how hard that was to hear her say. I know the truth and I know you wouldn’t use me that way,” I say as I run my fingers up and down his arm with the tattoos he has. The color is varying in different shades of black and grey. There’s meaning behind it. I remember asking about it on the rare occurrence I was home and he was here. He said they were a piece of his mom he carried around with him. The compass to keep him grounded and the rose that blooms around it. She loved roses and he wanted something to remember her by.

      I had tears rolling down my cheeks when he told me the story. He truly loved her, part of that reason being she raised him on her own. Something he said wasn’t easy, yet she made it look like it wasn’t a big deal.

      “I want you to know I want you. No, I need you, Cheyenne. I waited a long time to have you in my arms. I’m not going to let you go,” he rasps.

      “I want you too, Jase,” I say as he kisses me on my forehead. I secretly wanted him to kiss more than just my forehead, but from the yelling going on down the hall. I know that’s our cue to leave.

      Jase grabs my bags and leads the way to the front door.
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      What went down back there, I didn’t see it coming. Phil said Debra would be upset. I get that. I would have expected her to unleash on me. Not on Chey though and to call her a whore. What kind of mother says those vile things to her only child?

      We're at my place within minutes. I could have taken her to a hotel or to her apartment tonight, but I didn’t want her on her own with everything that was said tonight. I knew Debra wasn’t always a great mother to Cheyenne, yet I didn’t know how bad it really was for her. It makes me feel even more like an asshole. I should have seen the signs. Chey wanting to leave as soon as the ink was dry on her diploma. Only coming back because the dorms were closed for fall, winter, and spring break.

      When Cheyenne reaches over to grab ahold of my hand while I’m driving towards my house, it knocks me out of my thoughts. I look down and see my rough and weathered hand against her delicate hand and I smile. I’m right where I want to be.

      I turn into my neighborhood; each house is set on a half an acre. It’s a smaller community. The houses are newer, but not all of them look cookie cutter. I pull up to my house, not thinking anything about it until I see the look on Cheyenne’s face. Her jaw is slack and she’s looking at the craftsman style house.

      When I bought the house, I wasn’t thinking about my future, but now with Chey here with me, it’s all I can think about. I can envision hanging a front porch swing, watching her sit outside with a cup of coffee each morning, or a glass of wine at night while we watch the sun fade into the distance. Maybe one day the yard will be full of toys and a couple of toddlers will be running around chasing one another.

      I finish parking the truck on the side of the house and grab her bags from the back of the truck. Cheyenne wanted to bring her car, but I persuaded her to leave it there for tonight. The last thing I wanted was for her to drive upset. We move up the front steps and I open the door for her.

      “Jase, this isn’t a house,” she breathes out.

      “Funny, it’s got four walls, a roof, water, and power. Seems like it’s a house to me, Honey,” I say with a chuckle.

      “It’s a home, Jase and it’s beautiful,” she beams at me as she takes in the gleaming hardwood floors in the front entry way that lead into the open floor plan. You can see the living room and kitchen from here. Then there’s a hallway that leads to the bedrooms. All of them nestled on one side of the house.

      “Thanks,” I say as I walk her towards the master bedroom. Not even asking her if she’d like to sleep in the spare room. I want her wrapped up in me tonight. Once we’re in the master bedroom, I put her bag on one of the two dressers I have in here. I turn around and see her standing in the doorway. Chey isn’t walking in, something I’m going to fix now.

      “Chey, Honey. Come in. You don’t have anything to be afraid of,” I go up to her and hold her upper arms and crouch down so that I’m looking into her eyes.

      “Oh, well. I wasn’t sure if you wanted me in here with you,” she stumbles out.

      “Chey, there’s nowhere else I’d rather you be,” I trail my fingers down the length of her arm and twine our hands together and walk backwards to the bed. When I get there, I sit down and bring Cheyenne between my legs. She’s so tiny compared to me. My eyes meet hers in this position and as much as I want to toss her on the bed and have my way with her, she isn’t ready right now. I want to taste her innocence, to see how her body reacts to the way I’d trace my tongue all the way down her body from her neck down to her nipples. I’m already wondering what they’ll look like after my mouth has been on them. If they’ll be red and puffy. I’ll continue my journey until my tongue is at her pussy, licking and devouring every square inch of her body.

      I’m rock hard just imagining her spread out for me. Fuck, hiding my hard on is going to be difficult. I clear my head of my thoughts when Cheyenne takes that moment to straddle my lap. She changed before we left her parent’s house, ditching her cut offs for a flowy summer dress.

      I look down at her legs that are on display. I bring my hands down from her hips and hold the outsides of her thighs. Slowly bringing them up and under her dress. She drops her head back on her shoulders and moans out, “Jase.”

      I keep my hands there, slowly massaging her legs. When her legs start to buckle, I bring her deeper into my lap. The only thing between us is her panties and my jeans. It would take nothing to unbuckle my pants, pull her panties to the side and make her mine.

      “Jase, Babe,” she whispers out as her lips find mine. I let her takeover and hold her as she nestles as close as she can to me while never shying away from my lips.

      “Fuck,” I mumble out. I lay back on the bed where the pillows are and allow her to hold me as she continues to kiss me.
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      I’m not sure what it is about Jase, but he makes me want more. I grab the hem of his shirt and he helps me pull it up and over his head. My hands find his chest as they smooth over every plane of muscle he has. He may be in his late thirties, but his body sure doesn’t show it. He’s in the best shape he could possibly be in and I’m the lucky one in bed with him.

      My hips bump up against his erection and I should be shy about it, yet I’m not. I want Jase. I want to give him my everything.

      “Slow down, Chey,” he says in between kisses. I don’t want to, but I know he’s slowing down for me. It makes me sigh in a good way.

      I pull back and as I do, he gathers the hem of my dress and lifts it over my head. I’m left only wearing a pair of panties. I went without a bra knowing this dress had a built-in.

      I allow Jase’s gaze to roam over my body. My nipples are tight and I’m saturating my panties to the point I can feel it on the inside of my thighs.

      “Fuck, Chey. Look at you. You are so god damn gorgeous,” he grunts as his hands go to my breasts. I moan as my head tilts back on my shoulders, feeling his hands holding each one. I lower my head and watch as his fingers pull on my nipples making me grind on his lap even more.

      “I need more Jase, please,” I moan out. My hips don't stop what they’re doing. His hands go to my hips and I feel his mouth on one of my nipples. He takes a tentative lick and then he’s sucking and nipping at it. I could come just from his mouth alone. In fact, if this keeps up too much longer, I’m going to.

      “Just like that, Chey,” he murmurs as his mouth goes to my other nipple. My hands dive into his hair and I pull him as close as I possible.

      I feel his hand leave my hip and go in between our legs. The back of his knuckles brush against my pussy and I grind down even more. I’m secretly praying that his hands will stay longer, but I’m disappointed when they move away from where I need him most. I slowly lower one of my own hands down. Jase's lips leave my nipple to watch what I’m doing. His eyes are hooded with need. My fingers are at the top of my panties and I slide my hand down inside slowly using my middle finger to gather the wetness that seems to be pouring out of me like when I’m on my bed and dreaming up this very thing. I have to say the real thing is much better than I could ever imagine. My middle finger goes back inside of my pussy, just barely. The pressure building from using the palm of my hand is enough for me to start coming.

      I hear the sound of a zipper going down and my eyes immediately follow the sound. I pause in what I’m doing when I see Jase’s cock come out of his pants. I’m thankful at this point in time that he goes commando. I’m unprepared to see what he has when his zipper is all the way down. His cock is impressive. I’ve watched clips of porn before. Tumblr is a girl’s friend when she’s away at college and the guy she wants is back home.

      I never would have expected him to have a metal piercing on the underside of his cock. You can see the bar bells on each side. It’s not ridiculously big, but boy am I excited to feel it inside me. I’m locked on his hand as he wraps it around himself.

      “Chey, don’t stop. Show me what you do when I’m not around,” he rasps.

      “Oh my god, Jase,” I say as a blush creeps up my neck. I continue to play with myself as we both watch each other. Our eyes meet every so often, but for the most part our eyes stay riveted on each other’s.

      I watch as he continues to fist himself. It’s a work of art watching him right now. His abs are taut, his skin is glistening with sweat, and he’s working himself up for me.

      “Don’t you fucking stop playing with that pretty little pussy, Cheyenne,” Jase grunts. I get back to working myself and the moment feels so good, that my eyes close, one of his hands come to the back of my neck. He brings our foreheads together. I’m looking into his eyes now. He has my attention. As much as I want to close my eyes or tilt my head back and let a long moan out. He holds me right where he wants me, and I bring myself closer to the edge. I’m not backing off now. I want to come with him.

      “Come with me, Jase. Please, I need to come,” I beg.

      “Yeah, just like that. Keep playing with your pussy, Baby,” he grunts, and it pushes me over the edge when he smashes our lips together. I feel the spray of his cum land on my hand through my panties. I come down from the epic foreplay we just had and my head lands on his shoulder without bothering cleaning each of us up. He lays back down on the bed with his hand still wrapped firmly around my neck and we breathe each other in.
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      I never in all of my years expected something that explosive to happen and we didn’t even have sex. I let her doze off for a few minutes before picking her up and carrying her into the bathroom. I have her sit on the bathroom sink as I grab a towel and wipe off the cum that’s on us both. Then grab a wash cloth and get it wet. Her hand that was inside her panties is still glistening with her wetness as I take it in my hand and bring her fingers to my lips and kiss her essence off. I growl out, “Cheyenne.” As I finish licking her fingers clean and smelling her scent. It’s wrapped around me and I don’t want it to ever leave my presence.

      I clean off my cum that’s on her stomach and rinse the wash cloth off before taking care of her pussy. I have yet to see it, since she had her panties on while we were in bed. It was probably a good thing because if I saw it with my cock out and how close she was to me, I would have torn through her virginity and made her mine right then and there.

      I kneel down in front of her, putting me at perfect eye level with her center. I take her panties off with two hands and find them shaking as I finally get a glimpse at what I’ve wanted and couldn’t have the past few years.

      When she lifts up to help me, I see she’s bare. There’s nothing hiding her from my eyes. I shift closer to her pussy. Taking in her scent that’s right from the source. I breathe her in, and my tongue needs a taste of her. I can still see her wet and glistening and if I were a stronger man I would back off and give her some space. But I’m not and I need her like I need air to breathe.

      My tongue comes out and I lick her essence up, staying away from her clit and where she needs me most by the way her hips are bucking up into me. Fuck, her taste is seared to my tongue.

      “Jase,” she breathes out as I push my tongue inside her pussy and bring it up to lap at her clit. As much as it pains me, I back off and stand up. I’m painfully hard again, but it’s worth it. I’d go through any amount of pain to have Cheyenne wrapped up in me. We’re both naked and I could take her. Fuck, I want to take her, to make her mine. She’s meant to be mine from this point on. I’ll be the only one ever inside her, to taste her, to feel her. She’s mine.

      I pick her up and her bare pussy is so close to my dick now, even closer than before. My eyes meet hers and she has a content look on her face until she yawns. We make it to the bed, and I rip the comforter and bed sheets down while keeping her in my arms. She’s hanging on to my neck and her legs are gripped to my thighs. It has me thinking of all the ways I want to take her once she’s finally ready.

      I lay her down and she scoots over as I slide in. We’re still both naked and that’s how I want it. Not a stitch of clothing between us. Our bare bodies touching all night.

      I nestle her into me. Her back to my front. I will my cock to calm down, but I already know it won’t.

      “Thank you for tonight, Jase. Saving me from my parents. It’s more than I could ever ask for and I, uh I don’t know why mom was so mean to me. Do you?” she questions looking away from me.

      “Not sure, but I hope we both get to the bottom of this. I haven’t seen Phil that upset since I told him I was leaving the car dealership and setting up my own shop. I thought he was pissed then, but this put the icing on the cake,” I tell her while looking at the nothingness that’s in the room, with all of curtains closed tight and it being close to midnight out. You can’t even tell there’s a streetlight outside the house.

      “Weird,” she murmurs.

      “Night, Chey,” I whisper out as I nuzzle in close to her and feel her body relax into mine.

      “Goodnight, Jase,”

      I hold her tight, having the hardest time falling asleep knowing Debra must be out for blood for her to explode like that. Cheyenne may get in her crosshairs and I do not want that to happen. It’s my job to protect her, she’s mine now.

      I wait until she’s completely relaxed and asleep before I allow myself to drift off.
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      I woke up this morning with my head resting over Jase’s heart, my leg hitched over his thigh and his hand holding my leg to him while his other one was wrapped firmly around my waist. It was the best feeling in the world, and I didn’t want to move from my place. Too bad a cell phone dancing around on the nightstand beside us was busy vibrating and ringing woke us up.

      “Hello,” Jase grumbles into the phone. I go to move away from him, but he holds me closer. Not wanting me to leave. I still have butterflies in my stomach when I think about last night and the fact we both came together. It was the hottest thing ever and I can’t wait for it to happen again. Hopefully next time it’ll end with him inside me instead though.

      “Yeah, Yeah. I’ll be there. Give me an hour,” he says as he tosses his phone back on the night stand and then I’m flat on my back and he’s hovering above me with his elbow on the bed beside my head. His hips are between mine and we’re both still naked.

      “Morning,” Jase says right before his lips press down on mine and even though I want to shy away because hello, morning breath, I don’t hesitate. My lips meet his and my legs wrap around his waist and his cock glides along my pussy that’s already wet and ready.

      When he pulls back, I tell him, “Good morning to you too.”

      “As much as I hate to leave. I have to head into the shop. One of the boys is working overtime and the paint job is a nightmare for him to perfect,” he says as he continues to rock his hips back and forth along the folds of my center.

      “I understand, let me get dressed and I’ll get out of your hair,”

      “Not happening, stay here in bed just like this. I’ll be back in no time,” he commands.

      “I’ll stay here, Jase, but I should really get things ready to move into the apartment at your shop,”

      “Hold off on that. I have a bad feeling your mom is up to something and I want you safe and sound. My house isn’t that bad, is it?” he questions.

      “Only if you’re sure. I can get caught up on work today while you’re out. And no, your house is perfect,” I say as I lean up to kiss him. His eyes travel along my body before they make their way back up to my face and then he meets me with a searing kiss.

      We pull away and he heads off to the shower as I dig around and find the shirt he took off last night and pull it on. I make my way to the front of the house and into the kitchen. The only thing on my mind is coffee and getting Jase's coffee ready to go. He’s always been a caffeine hound first thing in the morning. Even when he was working with my father for all those years. He always had a cup of coffee in his hand early in the mornings.

      I find the coffee pot and search for the mugs, spoons, sugar, and creamer. Praying he has something to sweeten up my coffee.

      I hear the shower turn off just as I’m pouring myself a cup and doctoring it up just how I like it, blonde and sweet. I hit the mother-load when I opened up Jase’s refrigerator. It was well and truly stocked. Once my coffee is ready, I pull out the bagels and eggs. If Jase has to go in to work, this will be fast and easy. I get the bagels toasted while I’m frying up a couple of eggs and adding a layer of cheese on top of the eggs in the frying pan when I feel Jase behind me. His arms wrap around me and I lean into him as he murmurs in my ear, “Thank you for breakfast. Things should go pretty smoothly and hopefully I’ll only be gone for a few hours.”

      “Maybe we can go out for dinner tonight?” I question as I turn my head to the side and look over my shoulder.

      “We can do that. I’ll text you when I’m on my way home,” he says and lets me go as I reach for the plates, but before I can get on my toes to reach them from the open shelving he has in his kitchen, he grabs them and is helping me plate our breakfast.

      We eat in a comfortable silence. I’m thinking about all the work I can get caught up on from taking a couple of days off of work. My mother had me running around town picking this and that up for the party and then with yesterday her throwing the party. It was a total wash to even work, not to mention the shit show that happened afterwards.

      Once we’re finished with breakfast Jase helps me clean up the kitchen and then I walk him towards the door. After he puts his boots on and opens the door leading to the front porch, he turns around and grasps the nape of my neck and kisses me thoroughly.

      When we break apart, he smirks at me as I watch him jog down to his truck. It’s only then that I notice most of the neighbors are out and about and have stopped to watch our show. If I ever thought Jase was trying to keep us a secret, I know now that he isn’t.

      I watch him pull out of the driveway and then go back into the house, making sure I lock the door once I’m inside. I hop in the shower, take care of myself, grab some comfortable clothes to wear while I’m working today, and then clean up the bedroom.

      I wander in to Jase’s home office and settle into his comfortable chair and ottoman he has placed in here and turn my laptop on.

      There are a few emails I have to respond to right away, but for the most part I pull up what I’ve been working on. A client that’s in need of a whole new website for their vintage clothing shop. I’m so excited to see this site come together, with thrift store shopping being a passion of mine. I get lost in my work while waiting for Jase to come home. Home, I like the sound of that.
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      I’m at the shop helping Derrick mix the right formula for the 1969 Camaro we’ve been restoring for weeks. This is the final part and making sure the exact gun metal grey the customer wants is definitely a priority. What was supposed to take only a couple of hours is taking all fucking day. I shot a text to Chey letting her know it would be closer to six before I was able to leave the shop. She sent back a text saying no problem with a heart emoji. It brought a smile to my face and then I got back to work. Since I’m here I decided to catch up on the paperwork that’s piling up and be here in case Derrick has any other problems. We took him on as an apprentice, he’s showing a lot of potential. Even if he did call me away from Cheyenne on a Sunday morning.

      I’m lost in my paperwork when there’s a knock on my office door and a clearing of a throat. I look up and see Phil. He looks the worst he ever has. I’m still surprised he was okay with the development of Chey and me. I figured he’d be pissed as hell, but he’s basically given me all of his support. The surprise comes from Debra. I knew she was a pain in the ass, but I never knew just how bad.

      “Hey Phil,”

      “Hey, Jase, just stopping by to see how Cheyenne’s doing today. Debra, the way she acted last night. I had no idea she’d say the things she did. I knew she’d be reluctant, but I never thought she’d be so cruel to her,” he says as he’s running his hands through his hair. Phil’s only a few years older than me. Debra and he had Cheyenne when they were in their early twenties. His age is starting to show. He has the normal greying around the edges of his hair, but what worries me the most is the stress I see clearly written on his face.

      “She’s okay for what she went through last night. She’s tough, tougher than I ever thought she’d have to be. I left her at my place today. Not sure when she’ll want to grab the rest of her things from your place though,” I tell him with sincerity. Not to mention I don’t want Chey anywhere near her mother for the time being.

      “Cheyenne doesn’t have to come back and get her things. I’ll get them packed up for her. I don’t trust Debra right now. She ended up destroying the master bedroom last night and blaming me for never taking her side. As if that would have made any difference. I’ll be filing for divorce as soon as Cheyenne is settled. I don’t want her to feel like she has no place to live. I know I’ve fucked up in the past and it’s something I know I have to fix, but right now keeping her away from Debra is probably the best thing to do,” he says as he finally comes to take a seat inside my office.

      “I was going to let her rent the apartment above the shop, but I think I’ll ask her to stay with me for the time being. I don’t want her anywhere near Debra if she’s that bad with you. Who’s to say she won’t go off halfcocked on Cheyenne when neither of us are around,”

      “I was hoping you’d say that. I knew I’ve been a shit father, but the least I can do now is make sure she’s protected.” I can see the strain on his face, and he may be my best friend, but the only thing I can think about right now is Chey. She’s my number one.

      “Not a problem. You know I’d do anything for her,” I say with a wink. We both sit and shoot the shit until I look at the time.

      “Guess I better get going,” he says as I check my phone to see if Cheyenne called or texted.

      “Me too. I promised Cheyenne I’d take her out to dinner,” I tell him as we both walk to the door. I see that Derrick has left already and everything is cleaned up. The Camaro is still in the paint booth and it’s sealed up tight with the fans blowing.

      “See ya, Phil,” we shake hands and then I’m off to my woman. Fuck, I love the sound of that.

      I finish locking up the shop, head to my truck, and make my way towards Cheyenne. I’m driving down the road when my phone rings through the Bluetooth in the truck. Florida is now a hands-free state with all devices, so I answer the phone call and hear Cheyenne’s voice come through the truck. It brings a welcome smile to my face.

      “Hey, Honey,” I say through the phone. I’m about to ask her what she wants for dinner when she blurts out, “Jase, I, uh, wanted to let you know I cooked dinner. I know we said we’d go out to dinner, but it’s already seven o’clock. With you being at work all day and me hunched over my laptop, I figured I’d just cook dinner and keep it warm until you got home.”

      “Damn, Chey. I’m sorry. I knew the time got away from me, but I didn’t think I’d be there all day. I’m sorry. We can go out another night though,” I tell her and I’m sincere in my apology. I wanted to take her and show this small town that she’s mine.

      “It’s okay, I just didn’t want you to stop what you were doing in case you needed to stay later,” she breathes through the phone.

      “I’m on my way home now. I’ll see you in about fifteen minutes,” I say. Even though she can’t see me, I have a smile as wide as my face because she made dinner for us. She was comfortable enough in my house to make us dinner. That tells me a lot.

      “Oh, well I’ll see you in a little bit then,” she says with excitement in her voice.

      “See you soon, Honey,” I say, ending the call.
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      I get off the phone with Jase and finish getting the stuffed green peppers out of the oven and place some aluminum foil on top so it won’t get cold while I prepare a salad to go along with it.

      I’m still in shock at how well stocked Jase’s kitchen is. I know his mom raised him, but still from what I’ve heard from friends most men don’t ever have anything like this set up. I finish the salad and move everything onto the table, then turn to set the table with forks, knives, and plates when the front door opens.

      Jase is standing there in his signature tight jeans, his work boots, and tight-fitting tee shirt showing off his muscles. I’m lost in a daze when I bring my eyes back up to his face. He’s smirking and I know I just got caught checking him out.

      “Chey, come here, Honey,” he rasps, and I drop everything I’m doing and make my way to him.

      “Hey, Babe,” I say to him as I’m standing right in front of him.

      “Need your lips,” he says as I reach up towards him as he bends down, and our lips meet. The only thing stopping us from our hot and heavy make out session is the rumbling of my stomach. I’m giggling and he’s smiling.

      We head over to the dinner table; he veers off to wash his hands while I take a seat. He comes to where I am and takes his seat.

      “Dinner smells amazing,” Jase says.

      “Thank you. It’s a pretty fast meal. I got wrapped up in my work and only saw the time when my stomach started asking for food,” I say with a chuckle.

      He gives me a look as if I meant to forget to eat, but sometimes when I’m working, I just get caught up in the moment and food is an afterthought.

      “Shit, I should have been home sooner,” he grouses as he takes our plates and fills them up with our dinner. He gives me a heaping amount and my eyes are as wide as saucers when I say, “Jase, I’ll never be able to eat two whole stuffed peppers.”

      “You missed a meal because of work and me. Plus you’re gonna need your energy tonight,” he says with a wink.

      We both finish our meal and Jase shoos me away from cleaning up, “Go take a bath and relax for a little while. I’ll clean this and then lock the house up. Then I’ll meet you in the bedroom,” his eyes are hooded as if he’s saying more than what he is, and I find that his bath tub is calling my name and I’m excited to see what happens tonight. I’m hopeful this will be the night that Jase makes me his completely. I want to give myself to him so badly.

      “Okay, I’ll see you in a bit,” I tell him as I scurry into the master bathroom. I eyed the free-standing bathtub earlier when I was in the shower, but knew I’d have to wait on trying it out and get some work done.

      I start the water for the tub and grab a towel. I’m waiting for the water to fill before I get in when I hear Jase banging things around in the kitchen. It makes me smile as I step into the tub and sink back.

      I’m in a relaxed state and am resting my eyes when Jase walks through the bathroom door. He stops and his eyes are focused on my body. He didn’t have any bubbles for the bath, so the water is clear, and you can see everything. My body is completely visible. His eyes slowly slide down the length of my body. My nipples are hard from the heat he has in his gaze. When he stops at my bare center, he licks his lips before he starts taking off his own clothes.

      “Are you joining me?” I ask him and slowly sit up. The tub is deep and narrow, so I’m wondering how this is going to work.

      I don’t have to wonder for long. Jase is naked in no time and says, “Scoot up, Honey. I’ll get in behind you.” Doing as he says, his legs come around my body and he pulls me back into his body. Jase’s cock is firm behind me and before I get settled, I spin around and climb into his lap.

      We’re face to face now as I’m straddling Jase. My body is only partially submerged in the water. I can feel the underside of his cock up against my pussy and it sends a shiver down my spine. When Jase sees my body do an all over shiver, he brings me closer to his body. I lean in to kiss him as he does. I start to moan, lifting my hips up and gliding back down.

      “Fuck, Honey. The sight of you, dripping wet, your pink nipples all pretty and pebbled for me and watching you reach for something you need. What it does to me,” he tells me as he moves his hands to my nipples. Each hand is holding my breasts as he manipulates my nipples with his fingers and our eyes never leave each other’s.

      “Oh God, Jase. I’m so close,” I breathe out. My body never stopping what it’s doing as I try to reach for what I want. No, what I need.

      I’m almost at what I’ve been grasping for when I’m all of a sudden up and out of the water and Jase is sloshing water all over the bathroom. My legs are still firmly wrapped around his waist as he carries me into the bedroom. We’re both still soaking wet from the bath tub and I’m still lifting my hips up slightly as he walks, and his piercing is hitting my clit at just the right time when Jase quits walking and stands in the middle of the room. His legs are firmly planted apart and he helps me move.

      “Come for me, Honey, then I’m going to really make you mine,” he whispers into my ear and from the movements I’m making and him whispering in my ear. It makes me come as I scream out his name and see stars behind my closed eyelids.
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      Watching Cheyenne orgasm in my arms was something I’ll have in my memory forever. I was going to hold off on taking her, give her a little while to acclimate being around me, but I can’t. I need to make her mine. I want to watch my cum that will be mixed with hers seep out of her pussy.

      I finish walking to the bed and lay down, bringing her with me and never allowing her to leave my arms. I know this is going to hurt her and I’m going to let her take me as slowly as possible. No matter how fucking hard it’s going to be for me. This isn’t just about me. It’s about her and making her mine for the rest of our lives.

      I sit up against the pillows and say to her, “You ready, Chey? We’re going to take this as slow as you need.”

      “I was made for you. Jase,” she says looking into my eyes. My lips immediately find hers. We're deep into our kiss when I pick her up by her hips and settle her virgin pussy at the tip of my cock. Her hand reaches between us and she holds my cock for her to take. I moan out as I feel her hand on me and if it wasn’t her first time, I would have thrown her on the bed and taken her hard and fast.

      “Take it slowly, Honey. We have all the time in the world,” the tip of my cock is barely engulfed inside her and I could blow my load easily. Yet, I’m holding back until she gets as much pleasure as she can get out of this.

      She lowers her body down on my length, inch by agonizing inch until my cock hits that piece of barrier that’s holding her back from making her mine.

      “I need help, Jase, please,” she breathes out and my lips go back to her mouth and I kiss her as I bring my thumb to her clit and work it. I thrust my hips up ever so slowly.

      “Jase,” she has a hint of pain still in her voice and I keep us connected as I take her to her back and I’m in between her legs.

      “Was gonna let you do this on your own, but, Honey, I can’t take the pain in your voice anymore,” I tell her as I disengage, and my head sinks down to her pussy. She’s already wet and swollen and my tongue finds her clit, I’m going to bring her as close to an orgasm as I can. My lips and tongue devour as much of her pussy as I can. The taste of her on my tongue is a flavor I’ll never get tired of. I can see myself eating her for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

      When her legs start shaking, I know she’s ready to explode. I take my mouth away and I grab my cock and line it up with her pussy. My thumb is back on her clit and as I slide in, she bears down on me and I’m fully inside of her. It feels like heaven, but it’s hell too. I see the tears swimming in her eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Chey. Fuck, I’m sorry. You’re in pain,” I tell her as I kiss her tears away.

      “It’s better now that you’re all the way inside me, your piercing. It uh…feels really good” she says shyly with a blush on her face.

      “Promise me? We can stop right now. I’d never willingly hurt you, Honey,” I want her honest answer. Not what she thinks I want to hear.

      “I swear, Baby. I need you to move, but ummm…do it slowly?” Every time she calls me Baby it does something inside me. I slowly begin to slide in and out of her. It’s the sweetest fucking torture.

      “Look at us together, Chey. Look at you taking my cock. You’re mine, Cheyenne. I’m never letting you fucking go,” I grunt as her eyes meet mine at where we’re joined. My cock is glistening with her wetness with a tinge of red. I love that I’m the only one that will ever be hers and she’ll only ever be mine.

      “Oh god,” she moans out and I can feel and see her pussy convulse on my length.

      “Just like that, Honey. Keep moving with me,” I tell her as I see a fine sheen of sweat on her body. Her body is working for what it wants, and I thrust in deeper and grind down. My pelvis hitting her clit as she screams out my name, “Jase!”

      She’s coming as I shoot jet after jet of my cum into her body. Not giving one single fuck that we didn’t use a condom or if she’s on birth control.

      I hold my weight off her body but have my elbows on the bed beside her head, my body framing hers and I watch her face. She has a sated look on her and one that makes me want to beat my chest. I did this to her, no one else but me.

      “Baby,” she whispers out and I bring my lips to hers once again. Her tongue tries to dominate mine. I allow her to think she can, before I take over.

      When the kiss is over, I’m hard again and she’s slowly rocking her hips back and forth.

      “As much as I wanna take you again, I can’t, Honey. You’ll be hurting too much tomorrow as it is,” I grunt as I slowly pull out of her pussy. Her muscles bear down to keep me inside her and I say, “Fuck,” and slowly disengage further. I don’t want to leave her, but I have to, or I won’t be inside her for a week.

      “But, Jase. I want you again,” she murmurs.

      “I promise I’ll be living in you once you’re used to me, Honey. I gotta take care of you right now though,” I tell her and then I watch as my cum slowly slides out of her. I push it back in with my finger. I want me inside of her as long as possible, even if it’s my cum.
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      I watch as Jase looks as our mixed essence is slowly falling out of me and he’s pushing it in as fast as it’s coming out. I giggle and he grunts.

      “Jase, as funny as this is and as good as this feels, I think I need to clean up and change the sheets,” I say as his gaze is still glued to my center. He only looks up when I slowly close my legs.

      “Yeah, I guess so. Stay there though. I’ll clean you up,” he rasps as he sits up and unfolds from the bed. I watch him as he stands and walks in all of his naked glory. His tattoos, his muscles, the lines his body forms as he works. He’s truly a work of art and he’s all mine.

      He comes back from the bathroom with a damp wash cloth in hand and I’m still admiring the view. His muscles are just as amazing in the front, from his tattoos down to his cock that hasn’t softened at all. It’s rock hard and I can see the piercing that I swear rocked my entire world along with the package that is all Jase.

      “Spread your legs for me, Honey,” he asks. I do as he says and sigh when the warm wash cloth meets my flesh.

      “Hmmm, that feels so good,”

      “Knew you’d be sensitive,” he grumbles. Yet that doesn’t stop him from taking the washcloth away and leaning down and kissing the area he just left.

      “I’m going to go grab some new sheets. Are they in the hall closet?” I ask as I slowly get up from the bed. I feel the sharpness between my legs, but I walk as normally as I can.

      “Yeah, if you grab them, I’ll strip the bed,” Jase says already getting to work. I walk out and grab the sheets and we both remake it.

      Once we’re finished, I head into the bathroom and finish getting ready for bed. I snagged a tee shirt of Jase’s out of his dresser and a pair of panties out of my bag that’s still sitting on a chair in his room.

      I come back out and Jase is in a pair of boxers. Something I noticed he doesn’t wear much of, so he must be doing it for me tonight since I’m so sensitive even though I tried to hide the pain I’m in from him.

      He pulls the covers back for me to get in before saying, “Be right back, Honey.” As he heads towards the bathroom. Jase is only gone for a few minutes when I feel the bed dip and he’s gathering me in his arms.

      “Gotta talk to you about something. You may not like what I have to say, but we need to take care of it before it becomes a problem,” he grumbles, and I finally think back on us making love. We didn’t use anything. I’m not on birth control. There is no one for me besides Jase. I was always saving myself for him.

      “Umm….okay,” I rush out.

      “Nothing bad, Honey. I promise. Your dad stopped by the shop today. That’s why I was so late getting home. Don’t know how to say it, so I’m just gonna get it out and we can process it together. He’s worried about you,” he says.

      “Ha, I find that hard to believe. Dad hasn’t been around in years. Why is he worried now?” I grunt out, yes, I grunt because this is crazy to me.

      “He is, mainly because your mom is on a war path. He’ll probably stop by and see you tomorrow too. Chey, Honey. I’m being serious when I say he was genuinely concerned,” he says with sincerity.

      “But why is he all of a sudden so concerned now? It just seems so out of place, Jase.”

      “Not sure, but I’m sure you’ll find out more tomorrow,” he says as he kisses me.

      “Okay, but I’m not holding my breath,” I grumble. It’s odd that all of a sudden, my parents, well, have started acting like parents. It’s definitely fishy.

      “I’m not saying you should, but I’d just be open to what he has to say. Also, I know you wanted to move into the apartment above the shop, but you have to know this changes everything. You’re mine and I don’t want you where I’m not. I want you here in our home, not in an apartment away from me. I want you here, always,” he says as I look into his eyes and it’s hard to look away from him.

      “I don’t want to be away from you either, Jase.”

      “Good, that’s settled. We have one more thing to take care of and then we both need to get some sleep. Mondays are the busiest at the shop, so I gotta be up and out of the door early,” he says with a growl.

      “Okay, I’m all ears,”

      “I didn’t use protection with you. I don’t want anything between us. I’m yours and you’re mine. If you want to wait awhile to have children we can, but I have to tell you, Honey, I’m getting older and I don’t want to chase our children with a cane in my hand. I want this with you, but I don’t want to stop you from your dreams either,” he says to me.

      “I’m not on birth control and I should have said something to you. It’s just as much my responsibility too. I want everything in life with you. Marriage, a home, and babies galore,” I tell him with a big smile on my face.

      “Thank fuck, Honey. You’re making me the happiest man on the earth,” he says, and our mouths collide. He nips at my lips and takes control. Something I’m finding I love more and more. His ability to take control and make sure everything is right. It takes the burden off my shoulders.

      “How many babies are you talking when you say babies galore?” he asks with a chuckle.

      “Hmm…maybe six,” I say jokingly.

      “May have to buy a bigger house, Honey,” he replies.

      “I was teasing. I’m thinking maybe three of four, but I want them close in age as possible. I never had siblings and I feel like I missed out,”

      “Our children will have it all. Night, Chey,” he mumbles.

      “Night, Jase,” I say and then drift off to sleep.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            14

          

          

      

    

    







            Jase

          

        

      

    

    
      The last couple of months have been amazing, no, phenomenal. If I don’t head home to have lunch with Cheyenne, she’ll bring it up to the shop and we’ll hole up in the office, eat lunch and then I eat her for dessert.

      I’m sitting in the office when I hear screaming coming from the bays in the shop. All of the men have stopped working and I stand up to see what all of the fuss is about, when I see Debra.

      “Fuck,” I murmur out. My day has gone from great to a shit show I really did not want the front seat to. I’m thankful Cheyenne is back at home. If it were thirty minutes earlier, she’d be watching this too.

      “You sick perverted scumbag,” Debra yells out.

      I walk back in to my office and dial Phil’s number, “Hello,” he answers.

      “Hey Phil, your wife is here. She is causing quite the commotion,” I breathe out.

      “I’ll be right there. If it gets too bad call the cops. She was served the divorce papers today. I’m sure she’s pissed as hell because I have a stipulation in the paper work that Cheyenne is on the dealership as a shareholder and now Debra will only get so much alimony for ten years,” he grumbles.

      “Not sure I care, Phil. I have a business to run and she’s lucky as fuck Chey isn’t here to see her mom pull this shit,” I say with annoyance.

      “I’ll be there in five minutes,” he says, and I hit the end button before I go and bring Debra into my office.

      “Settle the fuck down woman. You’re about to bust ear drums in this place,” I hear Derrick say to her. I smile. That boy is one hell of an apprentice.

      “Don’t you dare talk to me, you… you… hoodlum!” she screeches.

      I shake my head and walk towards Debra. If I don’t contain this and fast the whole town will hear about it. I’m not embarrassed to have Cheyenne by my side and the town has seen first-hand that we’re together and thought nothing of it.

      “Debra,” I all but bark out at her to get her attention off of Derrick and focused back at me.

      “If it isn’t the pedophile himself,” she slurs to me. It’s then that I notice her eyes are glassy and I can smell the scent of alcohol on her breath. Shit, she drove like this. What was she thinking?

      “Let’s take this to my office. I’m sure you have something to say,” I grouse.

      “How dare you talk to me like that! What is wrong with you preying on my young daughter!” she yells out as she sways on her feet. I take hold of her by her upper arm and lead her into the office.

      I roll my eyes and let her plop down on the office sofa as she hisses under her breath.

      “Phil will be here in a minute to pick you up.”

      “I don’t need him. I never did need him. I just stayed with him because of Cheyenne. Someone had to act like a parent,” I hear her say as her head starts to loll on the back of the couch.

      I sit behind my seat and my door is opening and slamming closed again. I look up and Chey is here. Fuck, I don’t want her to see what’s about to go down here when her father comes and picks her mother up.

      “Hey, Baby. I forgot my laptop bag here and need it for a last-minute revision,” she smiles at me. She stops in her tracks when she sees her mom passed out on my office couch.

      “What is my mother doing here and is she okay?” she questions.

      “She came in here on a tear. Apparently, she’s drunk, but your dad is on his way to come pick her up,” I say as I get up to meet her at the door. I’m about ready to say fuck it and leave for the day.

      “Dad said the divorce papers were being sent to her this weekend after he brought the rest of my clothes and trinkets I had boxed up from long ago. I guess he wasn’t kidding,” she shakes her head. She’s lost in her own thoughts when Phil barges in.

      It’s like grand central station today. Yep. After Phil and Debra leave, I’m closing the shop and going home with my woman. I’ve had about all I can take with Debra and her drama.

      “Come out front with me, Honey,” I say as I guide Chey to the door. I’m not quick enough though.

      “You slut! You are the one that ruined every fucking thing in my life. My figure, my past, my present, and my future!” she exclaims pointing at Cheyenne.

      “That’s fucking enough, Debra. You could have left. I would have gladly raised Cheyenne on my own. Even with everything you’ve done, I stayed with you. Shit woman, haven’t you done enough?” he roars.

      I take that as my que to leave. I know Chey and Phil have been slowly working on their relationship and I don’t want anything that comes out of Debra’s mouth to back track their progress.

      “Phil, let Derrick know when you leave. He’ll lock up the place for me,” I say with a nod and guide Cheyenne to my truck. I know she drove her car, but after that scene, my goal is to get her out of here and fast.

      “Well, today sure has been surprising. Who knew my mother could be so vindictive,” she says on a shudder once we’re in the truck and on our way home.

      “People show their true colors when money comes into play, Honey,” I hold her hand in mine as we head to the house.
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      Today has been a whirlwind. I never thought my mother would go so far off her rocker. My dad said it would get dirty and he let me in on some of the dark secrets he’s kept from me. Things that kept him from being the father he should have; it’s going to take a long time and a lot of work until our relationship is fixed. The way he’s been handling things though, I have no doubt in my mind that he’ll fix it. Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he apologized to me. This big burly man was crying. It hurt to watch him go through the emotions, yet I didn’t give in easily. I couldn’t and I wouldn’t. He understood when I told him, the ball is in his court and it’s up to him how the future unfolds. He hugged me and said, “Love you, Chey-Chey.” He calls me or texts me daily and he’s making it a point to see me as much as possible, even if it’s just for coffee. He’s truly trying.

      Jase and I are sitting on the couch in the living room. I’m lying on top of him as he finds something for us to watch. After this afternoon’s fiasco, we came home and decided to order some pizza and relax on the couch.

      The want I feel for him hasn’t subsided at all; in fact it’s probably gotten to where I need him more and more each day.

      He’s holding me with one arm and his hand is on the remote. Once he finds a baseball game to watch he throws the remote towards the ottoman. Over the past couple of weeks, we’ve slowly moved some of my things out of storage and Jase’s house has become our home. A lot of my stuff will be donated. Things that were duplicate and if his was in better shape than mine, it only made sense.

      We both changed when we got home. I hopped in the shower and let the water melt away the drama of the day and threw on a pair of cotton shorts and tank top and Jase opted for his loose cotton shorts. I’ve come to love seeing him wear those around the house. They hang deliciously low on his waist and show his happy trail that leads to his cock.

      He always catches me staring at him when he’s in the shorts and even now, I can feel his cock hardening and it’s making me squirm. I just had him inside me at lunch and now I want him again.

      “Chey, Honey, you keep moving, I’m gonna flip you over and give you what you want,” he says with a laugh.

      “You act like that’s a bad thing,” I say saucily and lick my lips while looking at Jase as I move down his body. I know what I want. I want his cock in my mouth. I want to watch him lose control and give him what I know he loves.

      I slowly glide down in between his legs. I take my time as I lick, kiss, and nip my way down his chest to his abdomen, slowly licking the lines of his abs.

      “Fuck, Chey,” he grumbles as he grasps my hair, almost tugging it to where he wants me most, but not quite. I slowly peel down his shorts and his cock is right there, long and hard. His head is glistening with wetness and I lap it up as if it’s my last meal. I don’t waste my time. I want him and his taste. I bring my lips down around the shaft, flattening my tongue and using just the right amount of pressure, exactly how Jase taught me to. My hands cup his balls and play with them. Jase’s hands are still in my hair, but I can see his head is tossed back and he’s thrusting his hips up to help me take all of his length into my mouth.

      “Back off if you don’t want me to come in your mouth, Honey,” he states, and I know that I want him in my mouth. I want his taste lingering on my lips, and I want to savor every moment. My eyes never leave his as I watch his face contort in pleasure as he comes down my throat.

      I slowly lick him clean and then settle in next to him. We replaced the couch. His was old and uncomfortable. We went to the furniture store and must have sat on every couch in there until we found the perfect one. The only thing we couldn’t agree on was the color. He wanted the couch right then and there and I was okay to wait until we could agree on a color. We had our first disagreement in the furniture store. It was hardly an argument. I basically said we shouldn’t settle. It’s an investment, one that we’ll have for many years and he finally agreed. We walked out of the store hand in hand and the couch was delivered the next week. Looking back at it now, I’d argue all over again to have this experience on the couch again.

      “What are you grinning about?” he interrupts my stroll down memory lane.

      “About this couch,” I say with a smile.

      “Best decision we made for this house, yet,” his hair is tousled and he’s a lot more relaxed than he was earlier this afternoon.

      “I have to agree with you. I think you drained all of my energy dry. Give me a few minutes and I’ll take care of you,” Jase tucks me into his side as his eyes slowly lower down.

      “That wasn’t for me, Baby. It was just for you,” I tell him as I settle in and watch baseball with him.
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      A lot of people would say Chey moving into my house is too soon. She’s too young, you don’t know each other enough. What they didn’t know was I knew everything I could. Forcing myself to stay away from her was hard. There were times I was ready to hop on a plane, go to her college, and bring her home. Yeah, that might sound a bit like how Tarzan did it. But I have to say it definitely seemed like a great idea at the time. I’m glad that I waited as hard as it was.

      Now I’m sitting outside a jewelry shop waiting for Phil to get here. He knew I wanted to make Cheyenne mine in every single way. I’m just not sure he knew I’d want to marry her as much as I do. When you wait for three years and only get to see the woman you know was made for you a few times a year. You don’t fucking wait.

      I get out of the truck and watch as Phil pulls in. He’s out of his truck and coming towards me. He may have been my best friend for the past six years, but that doesn’t mean he’ll give me his blessing to marry his daughter right away. I can see the strain on his face as he says, “Fuck. I knew you weren’t wasting time, but you want to ask her to marry you now?”

      “No waiting around anymore. I waited as long as I could stand. She’s my world, Phil, and even if you don’t give us your blessing, you gotta know I’m still asking her,” my eyes never leave his, letting him see the honesty in them.

      “Yeah, I know, Jase. Just hard to believe my baby girl is now a woman. As much as it pains me to say this, I’m glad it’s you. I couldn’t have picked a better man for her to love and spend the rest of her life with,” Phil runs his hands through his hair and lets out a breath.

      “Thanks, man. It means a lot to me,” I slap him on the back as I make my way inside the jewelry store.

      “Doesn’t mean I won’t kick your ass if you break her heart,” he grumbles. He doesn’t know it and I wouldn’t tell him before I told Cheyenne, but she owns my heart.

      “Wouldn’t doubt it for a second,” we part ways and I head inside. I already know what I want for Chey. As much as I want to put a five-karat stone on her left hand so everyone can see it, she’d hate it and refuse to wear it. She’s down to earth, not one for the glitz and glamour. Cheyenne has no problem thrift store shopping even though she has the money to spend at designer stores. She says she’d rather save money for our future; our children need educations more than we need over priced items.

      An associate walks towards me and introduces herself, “Hi, I’m Deidre. How can I help you today?”

      “I’m Jase. I’m looking for an engagement ring,” I reply as I shake her hand. I walk over to the display case that has caught my eye.

      “We have several to choose from or you could design one if you don’t find anything to your liking,” she gestures.

      “Thanks,” I tell her. I’m already looking at the rings. I see a few antique looking rings I think Chey will like, but not the one that I know she’ll fall in love with. It isn’t until I go to the second display case that I find exactly what I’m looking for.

      It’s perfect. It’s oval shaped and has diamonds running along the side. Silver in color and only about two karats. The wedding band is delicate. A thin ring with diamonds running around it and it’s the one. Just like Cheyenne is the one for me.

      “I’ll take that one,” I point to the ring I want to see. Deidre takes it out of the display case and hands it to me. I look at it thoroughly and tell her, “I’ll take it.”

      “Okay, I’ll just need a few details for the warranty, but we’ll have you out of here in no time,” she says as she boxes the ring.

      “Thanks,” I fill out the paperwork that’s needed. Grab the box without the bag. I push the ring box in my pocket and turn on my heel and walk out to my truck. I have plans to make and words to speak to Cheyenne. I haven’t told her I love her yet, but I know tonight I’m going to lay it all out for her.

      I head home. Thankful that our small Florida town has everything you need within a fifteen-minute distance, yet still has a small community feel and people still know one another by name.

      When I pull in to our driveway, I see Cheyenne out on the front porch. She’s been adding her personal touches around the house and every time I see something new it makes me smile. Right now, she’s out watering the plants she recently potted. She says the next thing we need to look for is a front porch swing, but not just an ordinary swing. She wants something that’s almost as big as a love seat and oversized and not delicate looking.

      It’s something I’ve been working on at the shop and now I know just how I’ll be proposing to her. It’ll be on our porch with the swing I build for her.

      I climb out of the truck and she drops her watering can and runs straight into my arms. I pick her up and kiss her. My lips never leaving hers, she nips at my bottom lip and I thrust my tongue inside her mouth and give her the kiss I know she’s craving.

      When we pull apart she’s smiling and says, “Hey, Baby.”

      “That’s a hell of a welcome home, Honey,” I smile at her.

      “I missed you, Jase,” her arms are wrapped around my shoulders and she’s in my arms as I hold her as close as I can. Not even a sheet of paper could fit between us.

      “You’re my heart, Cheyenne,” I say.

      “I love you, Jase. I have for what seems like forever,” our lips meet again and it’s me that’s devouring her just as much. “Love you with all of my heart, Honey.”

      I walk with her wrapped around me. The door to my truck is left open, her watering can is tipped over flowing all over the front porch, but the only thing I care about is getting inside Cheyenne.

      She’s in one of her sundresses again and I can feel her unbuckling my pants and her hand reaching inside and grasping my dick, “Fuck,” I hiss. Her back is up against the front door and she’s pulled my cock out of my pants and then she lowers herself onto my throbbing cock. I thrust up to meet her and I fuck her right there on the front porch for the whole neighborhood to see who owns her. I own her and she owns me.

      It isn’t until she’s shuddering in my arms that I open the door and close it. We land against the wall just inside the house and I take her like a savage. She’s dripping wet and on the brink of orgasm when she moans out, “Jase.” I grind up into her and we’re both coming together.

      “Love coming home to you,” I murmur into her neck.

      “Love you, Baby,” she responds.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            17

          

          

      

    

    







            Cheyenne

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m sitting at home a week later after just finishing up Jase’s website for his shop when the doorbell rings.

      “Coming,” I yell out. Thinking it’s the UPS man delivering something Jase ordered. He’s been having some of the parts he needs at the shop shipped here since nine times out of ten either he’s here or I am. That way the boys don’t have to stop what they’re doing to sign for deliveries. I love that I can help him in this small way.

      “Hello,” I say as I open the door and stop dead in my tracks. I haven’t heard from her in weeks. Not since she called me a whore and called Jase a pervert. I have no idea why she’s here and of course the one time I don’t have my phone in my back pocket she decides to show up.

      “Hello, Cheyenne,” she sneers. I don’t allow her to come in. She’s dressed in her pant suit. It’s cream in color and she has a black shirt under her suit jacket with her black high heels. She’s taller than me in my bare feet.

      “Mother,” I reply back, and it burns me that this is the woman that was once a loving and caring person. I don’t know where this new version of her has come from, but I don’t like her. Not at all.

      “I know you have manners, Cheyenne. Invite me in so the whole neighborhood doesn’t hear us and start running a gossip mill. It’s bad enough you and Jase are doing that already,” she scoffs.

      I only have the door partially open, yet she jars me as she pushes her way through.

      “You’re not welcome in my home. You need to leave,” I say with anger building in my voice. I’ve never talked to her like this or anybody for that matter. She raises an eyebrow at me. “I always knew you were a little brat and thinking you were better than anyone, but this won’t take long to say,” she says.

      “You don’t have anything I want to hear,” I grumble.

      “Too bad in life you don’t always get what you want,” she goes into the kitchen and sits down at the dining room table Jase and I built last weekend. I come up with all these crazy ideas and he’s right there with me through them all. It’s a farmhouse style table and has two benches on each side and we built them from scratch, cutting, sawing, sanding, and staining them until they were perfect. I want to have two chairs to put at both ends of the table, but I’m still searching for the perfect pair. Seeing my vile mother sitting at my table makes me sick to my stomach. I keep my back to the island where I left my phone hoping she doesn’t see me reach for it as she carries on saying, “That father of yours isn’t even your father. It’s all been a lie since the moment you were born. He was never the man I really wanted, but when I found out I was pregnant, your real father was already gone and wanted nothing to do with a child,” she says as she wipes a tear from her eye.

      Is she insane to tell me something like this, when I know without a doubt it’s all a big lie? My father did a DNA test when I came home from college; he wasn’t messing around anymore. Apparently if it wasn’t this guy she’s now talking about, it was the pool guy, then a contractor. My dad caught her with them, by then I was in school and he knew if he left my mother and he wasn’t my biological father, she would take everything out on me, and he didn’t want that for me, even though the likely hood of him being my father was slim to none.

      She’s still lost in the past when I unlock my phone and hit redial. The last person I spoke to was Jase a couple of hours ago. I want this woman out of our house as soon as possible.

      “Now look at you, living with someone almost twice your age and you’ll be just like me. Trapped in a loveless marriage and you’ll find the love you're looking for in every man possible. It’s sad that you’ll be following in my footsteps, but as the saying goes. Like mother, like daughter.”

      I know for a fact I will never be like her; Jase and I love each other and even with her voicing her opinions I know we’re solid. There’s nothing that can come between us.

      “I’m nothing like you! I could never be you. You’re a callous bitter old woman who’s after the next young buck and no one wants you,” I scream out. I’m done. I want her gone and I want her gone now.

      “You need to leave or I’m calling the cops,” I finish as the front door slams open and not only is Jase here, but my father as well.

      “That’s enough, Debra. You’ve said what you’ve had to say. We all know it’s a lie. A DNA test is right there in black and white with the divorce papers,” my father says. His face is red in color and he’s pissed. I have never in my life seen him so pissed off.

      “We’ll see about that, Phil. I know who her real father is, and it’s not you!” She’s rambling now and I think she may really need help.

      “I hope you all rot in hell,” she screeches as my father escorts her outside of our house.

      “I’ll be right back, Chey-Chey,” my father says.

      “Chey, come here, Baby. I need you in my arms,” Jase mutters as I’m already making my way to him.

      “I think we need a vacation,” I mumble into his chest. He chuckles and I say, “I’m being honest. I think it’s a necessity at this point.”

      “We can go on a vacation, but that may have to wait. Your dad is taking out a restraining order against her and it’s something you need to do as well,” he says holding the back of my neck and looking down into my eyes.

      “Okay,” I lean up and kiss his lips softly, just a whisper of a kiss. Even though I want more, I know my father will be back in a few minutes.
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            Jase

          

        

      

    

    
      I was already on my way home when Cheyenne called me and all I could hear was garbled voices. Our neighbor called and said she saw Debra’s car in our driveway. Everyone around town knew she was becoming unhinged. I called Phil on my way and told him what was going on. He met me at the house just as I was pulling in.

      Cheyenne is still in my arms as Phil comes back in. He has two police officers in tow, and I know this is when shit is going to get real for her.

      As much as it pains me to say, and how I don’t want Cheyenne out of my arms; I know Phil needs to make sure she’s okay too, “Go to your dad, Honey. He needs to see you’re okay for himself.”

      “Okay. I love you, Jase,” she says as she kisses my chest, right where my heart is.

      “You’re my heart, Chey.”

      I watch as they talk. Phil holding his daughter in his arms and whispering that he’s sorry for everything.

      The officers clear their throat and we turn our attention to them for what seems like the next four hours.

      “I’m going to order pizza for everyone,” I hear Chey say as she stands up and makes her way into the kitchen.

      I follow her. I know she can make the call or bring it up on her phone in front of everyone. What’s happening right now is slowly sinking in. Losing a member of your family that’s still around yet not physically here. To have your own mother spew such hatred. It’s starting to eat at Cheyenne. I can’t let that happen.

      “Gentlemen, if that’s all that needs to be taken care of, can we call it a day?” I state more than question.

      “Yes, Mr. Masters. We have everything and we can always call if we need anything else.” I get up and walk them towards the door, seeing them out. As soon as I’m done, I veer to the kitchen. Cheyenne is standing with her back to the counter. Her head is tilted back and she’s taking deep breaths.

      I go up to her and put my hands on her hips. She sighs a breath of relief, “I’m so glad that’s over. I’m sorry I left you with them,”

      “Nothing to be sorry about, Honey. I knew you needed a break. They’re gone now though. Why don’t you go take a hot bath? I need your dad's help for a minute. Then I’ll be right there with you,” I rasp as I dip my head down towards hers and kiss her as if I can’t get enough of her. I don’t know what would have happened if Debra hurt her any more than she already did with her words.

      “That sounds like a great idea. Let me know when the pizza gets here?” she says.

      “Always.” She loves pizza. Sometimes it’s just pepperoni, some days it’s tomatoes and spinach. I smack her ass as she walks by me and she looks over her shoulder and I can see the heat in her eyes. Fuck, if I didn’t need help hanging up a porch swing, I’d be following her to our room bending her over and smacking her ass until the red blossomed from my hands and fuck her until she couldn’t move.

      I adjust myself before walking towards Phil and ask him, “Will you give me a hand?”

      “Sure. Tonight, the night?” he asks.

      “Yep, just as soon as it’s hung and she’s relaxed,” I tell him as I get everything ready. I even went to the store and bought cushions, pillows, and a blanket. I had no idea what I was doing. I took the picture that inspired all of this to the store and handed it to the clerk and asked for help.

      We finish hanging the swing and I step back to take a look at it. Yeah, tonight is definitely the night.
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      I told Jase I’d take a bath, but there’s no way I can take a bath unless the water is luke warm at best. That’s something I’d rather do without. I want a bath to be hot. What Jase didn’t know is I took an at home pregnancy test before today’s drama came through.

      Instead I start the shower, wash my hair, and shave my legs hoping the hot water raining down on me will calm me down. I was planning something big and elaborate to tell Jase about our baby. That got all thrown by the wayside with my mother showing up. I want to tell him as soon as possible and it’ll be tonight. I don’t care if it’s over pizza or us laying around on the couch. He deserves to share this happiness we made together.

      Turning the water off I wrap my hair up in a towel and grab another to wrap around my body. I stand in front of the mirror as I finish drying off my body and lather lotion all over. I stop at my stomach. It’s still flat, yet I can’t wait to see it round. Will our baby look like Jase with his dark features or will he or she take on my light hair and fair skin tone? When I looked at my calendar two periods had lapsed since the night Jase and I first made love. We’ve been so caught up in life and each other it completely slipped my mind to watch for it until this morning when I took a sip of coffee that had me running for the bathroom.

      It’s going to be a long while before coffee hits my tongue now even though I love it fiercely. I finish dressing in one of my favorite cotton shorts and an oversized tee shirt.

      “Jase,” I call out as I’m heading down the hallway to the kitchen, surely the pizza is here now. He doesn’t respond. I go out to the garage and peak my head in there and only see my car and the lights are dim. I grumble to myself, “Where is he now? I swear he doesn’t sit still for a single minute.”

      I finally walk out the front door and see the sun is setting in the distance, but what stops me in my tracks is the candles that are lit all in lanterns that leads to a front porch swing I asked Jase if we could build.

      “Jase, I can’t believe you did this and all by yourself,” I’m crying as I talk to him. He’s sitting down on the swing slowly swaying back and forth. I go to him and straddle his lap. My hands are in his hair and I kiss him, “This is the best surprise ever, Baby.”

      “You’re my heart, you’re my home, you’re the warmth to my soul, and I want you to be my wife,” he says looking into my eyes.

      I already had tears rolling down as big as crocodile tears and now I’m pretty sure I’m ugly crying as a whisper out, “Yes, a hundred times, a thousand times, and a million times over. I’m yours, Jase. Only yours.”

      “Thank Christ, Honey. I couldn’t imagine life without you,” we kiss frantically on our front porch swing.

      I sit on his lap as we make out like teenagers until my stomach grumbles. I think now is the perfect time as ever to tell him our news. I take his hand and place it on my stomach, he thinks it’s funny and he says with a chuckle, “What is it, Honey?”

      “I have something to tell you, Jase. In about seven months we’re going to be parents,” I say in a hushed tone. I love that we’re in our own little world even if we’re outside of our home.

      “Are you sure?” he questions.

      “I took four at home pregnancy tests, but I have an appointment scheduled tomorrow to see the doctor,” I say and then Jase’s lips are back on mine. His hand is still on my stomach though, in his own way he’s protecting our little one.

      He lifts me up and my legs automatically wrap around his hips as he carries me into the house. My hunger is forgotten as a new hunger blossoms inside of me.

      “We’re going to the doctor together tomorrow and we need to start planning our wedding. I want you tied to me in every single way, Chey,” he croons.

      “I want that too, Jase. So much,” I whisper into his ear as he takes us to the bedroom after slipping on the engagement ring. It’s utterly perfect.
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        Jase

        9 months later

      

      

      

      I wake up before Cheyenne does and swing into Avery’s room when she is babbling over the baby monitor we keep in our room. She’s been an angel ever since she was born two months ago. We never found out what the sex of our child was, wanting it to be a surprise for everyone, including ourselves. Cheyenne almost caved, so she could decorate the nursery accordingly, then decided not to go through with it. Me, well I was along for the ride. All I wanted was Cheyenne and the baby to be healthy the whole way through and I got my wish.

      Avery starts whining and I take her to the changing table and change her diaper. Cheyenne tries to only breastfeed but there’s times like this morning I enjoy spending one on one time with Avery. I finish changing her and make my way to the kitchen and heat up the breast milk Chey has in storage bags. I fill a bottle and check the temperature before making our way out on the front porch to our swing.

      I get situated and Avery takes to the bottle like a champ. When she’s halfway through with her bottle I burp her. She lets out an adult size belch and I laugh. Looking down into Avery’s eyes that are green in color like my own, but with her mother’s fair skin and even lighter hair. She’s the perfect mix of us. When she finishes the last of her bottle, I burp her one last time and sit back and rock with just me and my baby girl.

      With Avery being an early riser, her and I get to watch as the sun slowly comes up in the sky. When I look down she’s off in dreamland.

      “Morning, Baby,” I hear Chey say from the doorway.

      “Morning, Honey. Did you sleep good?” I ask her. She’s gorgeous morning, noon, and night. I knew when she was walking down the aisle to me in our small wedding that was held in Phil’s backyard that I was the luckiest man on earth.

      “I did, but when I rolled over you weren’t there, I figured I’d find you two our here,” she says with a yawn as she comes over to sit beside me. I have one arm filled with our bundle of joy and my other arm wrapping Cheyenne into my side. We sit and rock until the sun is up and the neighbors are out and about.

      “What do you say we head over to pops house today?” Cheyenne asks Avery as she sets her down in the bassinet we keep in the living room. Avery is staring up at her mother with open adoration, and I get it. Completely. I look at Chey every single day and I fall in love all over again.

      “Honey, your dad is out of town,” I break the news to her. I know Phil told her, but it must have slipped her mind. She’s never quit working and only took the bare minimum time off before she was back to her clients. Some days we’re merely passing each other down the hall with our schedules, but we always make time for each other at the end of the night.

      “Shoot, that’s this weekend?” she questions looking at me. Her hair has grown out since the early stages of her pregnancy and she has it in some crazy knot on top of her head. The makeup is scrubbed off from the night before, and she’s only wearing my shirt.

      “Yeah, he left out yesterday. He’ll be home by Tuesday though,” I come over to her and bring her into my arms, where she belongs.

      “Oh good. I’m glad he’s getting out. We seem to keep missing each other every week lately,” she grumbles. I know she’s excited to have her father back in her life. Phil busted his ass and proved to Cheyenne he wasn’t leaving her, and he’s stuck to his guns.

      “Come back to bed, Chey,” I whisper huskily in her ear. When I looked down Avery was conked out asleep and I want Chey.

      “Oh, okay. You don’t want breakfast?” she questions.

      “Not the kind of breakfast you’re thinking about,” I wink at her as I take her hand and guide her to our room.

      “Oh,” she says and then smiles.

      As soon as we’re in the bedroom I shuck my shorts off and am standing completely naked. Cheyenne is stuck in a trance staring at me, “Take my shirt off, Honey.”

      She does and even with her just having our child and the new markings on her body from carrying Avery she still undoes me. I pick her up and toss her to the bed coming down between her legs.

      “Jase,” she moans as my cock glides through the wet lips of her pussy. My piercing eliciting her body to move back and forth.

      “Fuck yeah, Honey. I know what you want,” I rasp as I flip her over and she’s on all fours. Her ass is a work of art. As much as I want inside her tight ass, I know we won’t have the time for that today. I thrust inside her pussy and have to stop or I’ll come like some high schooler. She feels like heaven and silk wrapped around me.

      “You need to move, please,” she grinds out and I obey her in this instance. I need to move myself. I lift her body so she’s just on her knees my hand moves down to her clit and I slap it at just the right time and she’s coming and my cum is inside of her where I want it now and forever.

      “Oh god. Jase…Baby,” she stutters out as she comes down from her orgasm. She falls down ontp her stomach completely worn out and I slowly disengage from her. I fucking hate leaving her. This was just round one though. My goal is to keep her pregnant and ever since she gave me the green light from the doctor, we’ve been trying.

      I clean Cheyenne up and cover her up with my shirt and find us something to eat before Avery wakes up.

      Turning around in the doorway, I see her laying on her side looking towards me with a lazy smile and I say, “You’re my heart.”

      “I love you, Jase Masters,” she replies.

      “Love you, Cheyenne Masters,” and I head towards the kitchen.
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        Cheyenne

        5 years later

      

      

      

      I’m trying to get ready for our monthly date night. Since we’ve had the girls though, it hasn’t been easy. My father always volunteers and even his new girlfriend Cheryl comes and helps on some months. We now have four girls, Avery, Elizabeth, Maribel, and Isabel.

      When Jase found out we were pregnant with girl number four, he cried. I thought it was tears of disappointment, but it wasn’t. It was tears of joy. He loves his girls and he said one more will only bring him even more joy.

      Jase and I talked many hours into the night before Isabel was born. I wanted to give him one last chance at a boy. He wouldn’t hear of it, he said, “It’s time for us to focus on our family and a family of six is perfect. I don't need a son to make me feel complete as a father.” I cried when he spoke. I knew I loved Jase already, but hearing those words from him. It made me realize just how perfect we are for each other.

      I sit back in the chair in the living room and survey the mess the girls have accumulated throughout the day. I’m not even upset. The girls and I had a tea party and then played with the building blocks. A fort then ensued, and they all collapsed shortly after where I read to them in their fort.

      Creeping out of the fort was something that wasn’t easy to do. I somehow did it before Isabel started screaming for food.

      I prop my feet up on the ottoman and close my eyes as I feel Isabel suck and pull for her milk from my breast.

      Somewhere along the way I must have fallen asleep after she unlatched, and I brought her up to my shoulder and all of us girls took a nap.

      This is where Jase finds us when he comes home from work, “I missed one hell of a party.”

      “That you did,” I say groggily. My breasts are still exposed, and Jase is staring down at them and I can see the heat in his eyes.

      “Not right now. It’s date night, so you know what that means,” I whisper out.

      “Well, let me go lay down Isabel and you can join me in the shower, and I can have dessert before dinner,” his voice is laced with need.

      My lids lower as soon as Isabel is in his hands and I sink back into the couch. Only wanting to take a few more minutes of a nap.

      I had to finally quit working after Maribel was born. It was hard to choke down that I couldn’t handle having three children, be a wife, and work. It made me feel like half of a person, yet Jase is my rock. He talked me through it, and he had a great point. Once the girls were in school I could always pick it back up or work in the shop. This was just a new mile stone in our life and we’d take it day by day.

      I’m drowsy as I feel I’m being lifted. It only feels like I’m weightless for a few steps until I’m sinking down into a bed. I roll to my side and snuggle deeply. I faintly hear Jase’s voice say, “Gonna need a rain check for tomorrow. Yeah, she’s exhausted and can barely keep her eyes open. That may be a good idea. I’ll talk to Chey about it tomorrow…Thanks Phil.”

      I feel the bed dip and Jase’s arms pull me into him.

      “I’m sorry I ruined date night, Baby,” I murmur sleepily.

      “Best date night is right here, in our home with our girls, Honey. When we’re all up we can do something easy and have a movie night in our pajamas,” he whispers.

      “I love the sound of that,” I say as I turn so my face is to his and I bring my hand up to his chest and hold my hand over his heart.

      “I’d do anything for my girls,” Jase says as he closes his eyes. We lay there and doze on and off until the girls are climbing into bed with us. Well, all except Isabel. it won’t be long at all until our bed will have four rambunctious girls in it with us though.

      I watch Jase give each of his girls his undivided attention and I’m the happiest I could ever be. I sneak out to get Isabel and bring her in with all of us. We’re one big crazy happy family.
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