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        Merrick

      

      

      

      Dying alone isn’t the worst thing. But, it’s also not great.

      The scent of bacon, pancakes and greasy fried food mixes with the smell of black coffee as I take a draw of the steaming liquid from the heavy brown mug as I think about the subject line of an email my mother forwarded me this morning.

      It was a blog or article, or some shit written by a P.R. person from findingyourmatch.com; a dating site my mother won’t shut up about lately.

      In the booth in front of me, a Shirley Temple look alike toddler with curly hair and dimples keeps popping up and giving me a shy smile.

      When I smile back, she ducks down and her mother gives me a sympathetic shrug.

      “I’m sorry. She has a fascination with police officers.”

      “It’s okay.” I shake my head with a wave. “It’s a perk that comes with the job.”

      Winking at the kid, I take another sip of coffee and wait for my usual breakfast order to arrive.  Four or five mornings a week I’m here at The Over Easy Diner getting my less than heart heathy morning start.

      I straighten my leg under the table, trying to work out the cramp that started a few days ago after I tried to take up jogging thinking I needed to watch my expanding mid-section a bit more.

      That was a mistake. As a hobby, or a fitness routine, clearly isn’t my thing. When I need to get into a foot chase, I hold my own so I’m going to put away my aspirations of running off the fifteen or twenty pounds extra meat I’ve packed on over the last five years.

      Besides, Dad-bods are a thing these days from what I hear, even though I have no interest in finding anyone that is interested in mine.

      Wincing as I stretch, Margaret the diner owner and a friend of mine comes out from the swinging kitchen door with two plates, shooting me her usual bright smile as she heads my way. I like Margaret. She and her partner, Dawn, have become friends over the years. The love between them is hard to miss, and I guess even a guy like me, without a romantic bone in his body, has some distant appreciation for what they share.

      “You okay there?”  She tips her head to look under the table where I’m folding and unfolding my aching leg.

      “Yeah.  Pulled something.”

      She slides two white plates in front of me as my mouth waters at the sight and scent of the wonderous food. “Getting old, Sheriff?”  She cocks her hip and settles her fist at her waist.

      “Every day.”  I sit up and admire the perfection of the bacon, two eggs over easy, sausage and extra well-done hash browns on my plate. Food is my one sin and I enjoy it in a way that is almost dirty.

      “Well, if thirty-two is old, I’m ready for the home.” She chews her gum on a smile knowing my age because my parents threw me a surprise birthday party here a couple months ago. I hate surprises. “And don’t even think I’m going to tell you how old I am. A lady never tells.”  Her signature rose-red lipstick is perfect, day and night. She wears her auburn hair up most days in a controlled twist, and her whole style could have dropped straight out of a 1950’s classic diner.

      “And a gentleman never asks,” I counter.  “My mama taught me well.”

      “I’m sure she did.  They were here night before last as usual for Wednesday senior special.”

      I nod with a half-smile. I live in the same town where I grew up.  My father was the sheriff before me, and he and Mom are still kicking up dust wherever they go. She made him retire after forty-six years on the force and one heart attack. They’ve been driving each other nuts ever since.

      She also taught me to cook, which I do well enough.  I just don’t really enjoy cooking for one, so I end up here most times or at the Rusty Nail Bar & Grill on the other side of town.

      They’re great parents, always supportive and proud. I graduated from a local college with my law enforcement degree, then went right to the academy.  It’s a small town and it didn’t take me long to gain the respect of the other deputies, and when it was time for my dad to step down, I had the support of the community, as well as my fellow officers, to fill his boots.

      Or try to, at least.

      I’ve worked my ass off to not let anyone down, even when the choices were difficult. One of many things I learned from my parents, doing the right thing isn’t always easy and the easy thing isn’t always right.

      The bells tied on the top hinge of the front door jingle as it opens, and Margaret turns toward the sound.  Stepping inside the small diner, Summer grins at us both.

      Margaret’s daughter is a good kid; she’s dating the son of one of my deputies and I’ve made sure he understands he’s to treat her with respect or he will have to deal with me.

      Her hair, as always, has all eyes turning her way, looking more like it belongs on a fantasy unicorn than a young woman.  Blazing stripes of purple, pink and green in a straight cut that hits just at her jawline, offsetting a sweet smile that I’ve grown to love.

      “Well, hello, Lawman.  You put down any bad guys today? Oppress the weak?”

      She bites her tongue between her teeth she grins, and some might think she’s being antagonistic, but truth is she graduated from the local high school last year and is attending the same college I did, studying criminal law.

      She’s wearing her signature black combat boots.  Today they are paired with yellow leggings and a way-oversized vintage-looking gray ROTC sweatshirt.

      Where the neckline of the sweatshirt hangs down, you can see the tops of the bright colors of the tattoos that cover most of her arms, back and torso.

      “Not yet.  Day’s still young though.”  I raise my coffee mug to her as she steps over and bumps her hip into her mom.

      “Morning, Mama Mia. How sizzles the grill?”  Summer winks at me and Margaret shakes her head.

      “It’s sizzling alright.  You’re an hour late.”

      Summer gives me a big smile and the silver stud in her tongue flashes in the fluorescent lights as she shrugs.  “You know I believe time is fluid. Clocks are oppressive.”

      I tilt my head.  “You know attorneys charge by the minute?  So, you might want to get on better terms with time or you might not get paid.”

      She rolls her eyes.  “I want to do pro bono work. Money doesn’t motivate me.”

      “Money may not motivate you, but it keeps the lights on and your tuition paid.” Margaret pops her red lips at her daughter.  “Now, go get into uniform and get to work.”

      “Slave labor was outlawed in 1865, you know,” Summer snaps back, but it’s all in good fun.

      She and Margaret are more like sisters.  Margaret had her at seventeen, raised her as a single mom. Sort of a Gilmore Girl’s deal. Summer’s father was a carnival guy, passing through town taking advantage of young women as he went giving them fake names and a flashy smile.

      If I could ever find him, I’d quietly make sure he couldn’t ever manage to…do that…to any other girls.

      Margaret’s parents disowned her when they found out she was pregnant and from the little I know, they’ve never even met their pretty amazing and only granddaughter.

      Margaret and Summer moved here about ten years ago from an adjoining county and Margaret started waitressing at The Over Easy the week they arrived.

      When we found out she was pretty much alone in the world, my parents became pseudo-grandparents to Summer and I’ve done what I can to be a helpful sort-of-brother to Margaret, and adopted uncle to Summer.

      Margaret worked hard from the day she started at the diner, and two years ago, bought the place from the former owner.

      “If you’re comparing your life to the life of a slave, I’ve not done my job as a mother or human very well.”  Margaret gives her a playful disapproving look and Summer twists her lips into a wry smile.

      “Just joking,” she sing-songs as she spins on her heel and disappears into the back, her faint voice giving cheerful ‘hellos’ to Rodney the cook and Mike the dishwasher.

      “So,” Margaret starts, and I hear that tone in her voice.  “Janice Morgan’s daughter is in town.”

      I restrain the groan that tightens my throat.  “That’s nice.  Hope she has a good visit.”

      “Uh huh.  I bet you do.”

      “My food’s getting cold.”  I take my fork and cut off a section of my egg and lay it on top of half a slice of toast, then gather it toward my mouth.

      “You of all people should know time isn’t always promised.  Maybe you should consider the idea that a woman, wife, girlfriend…kids,” she raises her eyebrows, “might be something good for you.”

      I broke three ribs and had to have my spleen removed last year after a semi rammed into my cruiser during a high-speed chase on the interstate.  Ever since, Margaret and my mother have been on me to find someone, settle down a bit and make some babies for them to spoil.

      I chew and swallow my bite, following it up with a bite of the bacon, keeping my eyes forward and hoping my silence will put this topic to rest.

      “Okay.”  Margaret retreats.  “I just don’t like you being alone.  You’d make a great father.”

      “Thanks.”  I take a long breath as she reaches up to poke a pencil into her hair and rubs her lips together.

      I’ve dated in the past, nothing serious but even so, when you were the sheriff’s son and then the sheriff, every move you make is under the microscope.

      So, it’s been a long fucking time since I considered dating.  Even in a small town, I’ve seen the worst of people.  I’ve watched more times than I can count love turning to hate in the blink of an eye.

      The whole soul mate, love of my life? Well, from what I can tell it’s precarious at best. And I guess I’ve never met anyone that made me want to take that risk.

      I’ve come to think I’m just not wired for it, no one has ever given me that ‘thing’ people talk about, that ‘boom’ or whatever it is.  And, even if I found it, I’m still not sure the odds are in favor of it lasting.  My parents are the exception, but doing my job, I’ve seen far too many former soul mates become sworn enemies.

      The bells on the door jingle again as I heap a fork full of hash browns into my mouth savoring the salty buttery flavor, and Margaret and I look up to see her partner, Dawn, smiling as she comes through with a handful of flowers.

      “See?  Isn’t it nice to have someone to love you?”  Margaret gives me one last look before Dawn comes up and hands her the bouquet, pressing a solid kiss on her red lips.

      “Hi, Sheriff.”  Dawn glances my way then right back to Margaret. “Just couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

      “You’re too good to me.”  Margaret presses the mixed bouquet of roses, lilies and daises to her face on a deep breath.

      Dawn’s arm slips around Margaret’s shoulders and she leans in to whisper something in her ear, which makes Margaret’s cheeks go red.

      “Uh, you ladies need some privacy?”  I chide, but there’s always something oddly uncomfortable when I’m around people showing affection.

      Maybe I just don’t want to admit to myself there is something missing in my life.

      Dawn pulls her face from Margaret and kisses her softly, then steps back.  “I gotta go. Just wanted you to know I love you. Back to work.”

      “Thank you.”  Margaret sniffs the flowers as Dawn waves at me, then at Summer, who chirps at her from the open service window between the kitchen and the dining room.

      I chew and swallow my bite as Margaret turns toward another table waving her over as my radio goes off and I hear Malcolm, one of the other deputies, come through.

      “We’ve got a few reports coming in from that medieval fair deal out there on Baldwin Road. Wallets being lifted, jewelry missing…the word is, most of the thefts are happening during a sort of belly dancing or some such music sort of show they have going on. You want to go out there? Or I can head out? I hear there’s a dancer there…like total smokeshow chick.”  He pauses and I hear the hope in his voice. “I’m happy to go check it out.”

      I push the button on my radio and turn my mouth to where it’s clipped on my shoulder, an odd twitch in my dick I’ve not felt in forever when he said, ‘there’s a dancer there…’.

      It makes me pause for a second, not remembering the last time even the sight of a woman made me hard let alone the mention of one. “I’ll head out. Leaving The Over Easy now.”

      Malcolm’s staticky voice answers, sounding less enthusiastic than his words would suggest.  “Sounds good.  Say hi to Margaret from me.”

      She nods as she walks away.  Turning, she tosses a final comment over her shoulder. “Be careful with those dancing girls.  I hear they cast spells on lonely men…wouldn’t want you to fall under a spell.”

      I shake my head as I leave my money on the table and slide out of the booth, then out the door and into my cruiser.

      The heat of the late summer morning is ramping up, the interior of the car blasting me as I pull out of the parking lot, down the street, wondering if I’ll ever know what it’s like to fall under a woman’s spell.
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      “Please don’t screw up again.”  Genevieve, one of my ‘sisters’, fixes the sparkling hair piece at the back of my head, then spins me around by my shoulders to stare into her glaring blue eyes. “Got it? I really don’t want to find myself on rations for a week because some dude figured out we lifted his wallet.”

      She’s three inches taller than me but it always feels like more.  She’s older as well, but I’m not sure by exactly how many years because I never have birthdays and don’t even know how old I am for sure.

      From what I can put together, I’m around nineteen. But I look younger, and that—along with the genetic jackpot I won from whomever my birth parents were—is the reason I’m on task with lulling unsuspecting men into watching me dance while others in our group take care of business.

      If you can call thievery business.  In my family, we do. Among other things.

      “When am I not on rations?”  I reply to Genevieve, who for a second gives me a sympathetic look. Then she shakes her head and is right back to business as my stomach twists and growls, reminding me that I had not earned a morning meal.

      In my world, everything is bartered or earned.  Mother and many of our pseudo ‘fathers’ in the clan made it clear last night my performance did not meet their standards and the take was short, as well as my tips.

      When I questioned that perhaps it wasn’t my dancing that was lacking but the efforts of the others that move through the crowd with their trained fingers, what I earned was the absence of morning rations.

      Genevieve drops her voice. “Don’t let them hear you crabbing or you know Mom’s favorite saying…”  She pauses and we finish in unison: “If you think things are bad for you now, they can always be worse.”

      The people I call mother and father are not the ones that birthed me.  That’s no secret in our lifestyle. They are my third set of ‘parents’ since I came to be with the nomads that are my family.

      I used to think someone among us must have some solid information about who I am and where I came from, but I gave it up long ago. The most I know, from something I overheard years ago, is that I was born in Roscommon County, which is where we are now.

      Doesn’t much matter, it’s probably not the truth and even if it is, I don’t know my birth parents’ names or a birthdate, and how would I get to anyone or anyplace to find out more? I don’t drive, I’m watched all the time, and everyone is so afraid of the consequences of leaving, no one is willing to even talk about it.

      I wiggle my toes in the dirt under my feet.  My off-white skirt is permanently darkened around the hem from years of dancing around on the ground, the delicate floral embroidery just another of the skills I’ve been taught since I was young enough to understand the poke of a needle.

      My mother’s voice cuts through the summer breeze as she comes out from her tent, her dark eyes already on us.  She’s always been able to intimidate with few words or a hard back hand, but under the outer crust is a layer of loyalty and duty to her family that makes it hard to hate her.

      Besides, the women in our group, older and younger alike, are not at the top of the food chain and they are as likely to take the brunt of a stick or a back hand as any of the children.

      “Get her ready. We’re on in fifteen minutes,” she grumbles, eyeing me up and down.  “I want her shirt off her shoulders.  Tighten the corset and push her tits up.”  She snaps her tongue over the front of her teeth, leaving it for a moment in the space where one of the incisors is missing before grunting and walking toward some of our other group members who are getting their musical instruments tuned and ready for the first performance of the day.

      The layers of my skirts make my hips look full.  One of my male father figures, the one who is nominally in charge of me and Genevieve, always said I’d make more money if my tits matched my hips, like it was some sort of fault of my genetics that made his life harder somehow.

      Which is ironic, because one of the things he always says hypnotizes men, is my eyes, which are a genetic anomaly.  Something called heterochromia or something like that. My right iris is nearly three-quarters this odd, reddish brown while the other small part is a shocking blue which matches the entirety of my left eye.  People stare, point and it makes me feel like some sort of alien but for my so-called father, it’s been a boon.

      His name is Thadius, but even when I was traded to this family when I thought I might be around twelve, I knew the rules.  And from that first day, I referred to him as Papa, as I did the other elder men lest I take twelve lashes for disrespect.

      All I’ve ever wanted to do is dance.  Even in my most distant memories with my other ‘adoptive’ families, I was twirling and pointing my toes.

      Little did I know that what felt joyful and natural to me, would be viewed simply as a skill used for filling the pockets of the group and nothing more.

      Still, when I lie on my blankets covering the ground at night, my head on a rolled-up pile of clothes that second as my pillow, I dream of pointed ballet slippers and white tulle.  I know I’m far too old to ever pursue the dream of being a real ballet dancer, but I would settle for simply allowing it to be something I do for my own pleasure instead of the pursuit of misdemeanor petty theft.

      Or felony theft, depending on how much is in a wallet or the value of a watch.

      Despite the hollow feeling that takes me over just before the performance begins, the day is a wonder.  One of those days that’s hard to describe.  The air is the perfect temperature to keep you warm while the breeze cools you at the same time.

      The white fluff of the clouds drift around on a sky that seems an impossible blue, making you feel like maybe dreams really do come true.

      Genevieve adjusts the string that tightens or loosens the neckline of my blouse, the trim the same color as the sky.  She moves the fabric off my shoulders and tightens it into place.

      “Being the pretty one is fun isn’t it?”  she teases, both of us knowing in our life, whatever you have to offer will be exploited for the greater good.

      “Every day is a Mardi Gras,” I answer as I inhale, pulling in my stomach as her fingers move down the lacing of my corset, driving the flesh of my bosom overflowing out of the now lower neckline of my gauzy top.

      When she’s finished, I take a long moment to draw a breath.  I’ve learned to breathe shallow and often, but I know later in the day, when the sun is high and the temperatures rise, I will be close to passing out.

      As I catch my breath, I look at the ground. Then when my eyes drift back up, Marco, a newer member of one of the families in our group, comes near, towering over me.  Tension builds in my stomach.  He’s been paying far too much attention to me since he arrived and there’s a dark edge to his eyes that makes me uneasy.

      “Ladies.”  He addresses us both but keeps his nearly-black eyes on my chest. All the other younger, single girls in our clan have been falling all over themselves since he joined us. Snickering and saying dirty things about what they’d like to do with him.

      I nod as he licks his lips. Most of the time around him I just wish I was invisible.

      “Nothing to say?”  he asks.

      I’m not much of a talker outside of my family, and he’s taken to trying to force the issue. But I’m not playing whatever this game is, so I just shake my head.

      Genevieve pipes up. “We have nothing to say.  Unless of course you have something interesting to talk about…”  She’s not considered the one of the prettiest girls in our clan, but she’s got a confidence I wish I had.

      Marco gives her a sidelong, indifferent glance, and opens his mouth as if he has some witty comeback prepared, but my father’s voice comes over, calling us to the entry of the fair where we perform and with a bite into his bottom lip, Marco moves away with his guitar slung over his shoulder.

      “What’s the name of this town again?”  I ask, and Genevieve draws her brow tight. Her dark eyebrows pull together, and the hint of dark girl-stache under her nose twists with her lips as she thinks.

      She’s nearly my opposite.  Taller, thicker, dark everywhere, with hands that are used to doing the same work as some of the biggest men in the families, and although we should be rivals, we both understand no one has it much easier than another in our life.

      “Millington. Why do you care?”

      I shrug. “One place blends into another. It’s nice to know which is which.”

      I don’t tell her the real reason. One of these towns close by must be where I was born. Perhaps someone, someday, will recognize my eyes and claim me as their own.

      A girl has to have dreams.

      A loud clap next to my head shocks me back into the moment.

      “Five minutes.”  My father’s voice booms around the makeshift camp we’ve set up on an empty scrap of wooded land, behind where the fair will be going on for another day after today, then we’ll be gone.  “If you want lunch, I suggest you put a bit more effort into today than you did yesterday.”

      “Yes, Papa,” I answer, setting my hands on my hips just below where the corset is cutting into my flesh, the gnawing in my belly making me feel nauseous.

      The last thing I do before following the trail of others out into the crowd, their violins, guitars and flutes ready for the show, is look up at the sky, asking as I do each and every day for answers.

      Who am I?

      Someday, I hope I will know.
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      The scent of smoked turkey legs and Guinness beer drifts to my nostrils, my ears filled with the chatter of the crowd. There’s a long line of adventurers—or victims—waiting in line to experience what looks like a death trap of a wooden-style boat, being swung between two trellises by two pirate characters shouting insults.

      I work my way down the dirt path, past booths selling kilts, incense, leather vests and replica swords.  Two girls sit next to each other on pillows, getting henna tattoos in a tent.

      This is the first year the Medieval Fair has stopped in Millington, but I’m familiar with the whole deal.  These groups move around the country, stopping in different towns, setting up their shows and wares like modern-day nomads.

      There’s lots of dreadlocks and codpieces.  Corsets that threaten a nipple to spring forth at any moment.

      I’m a red-blooded American male.  I should be thrilled at the prospect of an errant nipple sighting.

      But, I’m not. It’s just another call.  Another job.  And I look at the guidepost sign when I get to a junction in the dirt paths where hand-painted wooden arrows toward the gallows, the dunking booth, the pub…the stage.

      I work my way in the direction of the stage as, the music coming from that direction begins to drift on the warming summer wind.

      I recognize a few faces in the crowds, but for the most part, I’m getting sidelong glances and a few dirty looks from the more anarchist attendees, but I feel no danger.

      As I come around a corner between a juggler and two actors acting all hoity dressed as a King and Queen, my stomach drops. I see the smile first—toothy, with lips that look like they’ve been plumped with a tire pump—then I hear the voice.

      “Merrick!  OH. MY. GOD.  What the ever-loving good luck are you doing here?”  Patsy Leeland speeds her steps away from a few other ladies that are watching the royal production and toward me, my nerves already on edge.

      “Hi, Patsy.”  I nod, keeping my voice as disinterested as possible without being rude.

      She’s chomping purple gum holding a tall paper cup of dark beer.

      We went to school together and she’s been making herself available to me for the better part of twenty years.  I give her an A for effort but an E in understanding, because I’ve never returned her interest.

      The music is closer now, and I’m assuming it’s from the stage, but I can’t see anything yet except for Patsy’s black tank top with ‘I like power between my legs’ emblazoned over a Harley logo.

      “You here alone?” She asks barely hiding her glance at my crotch.

      I clear my throat looking over her head in the direction of the music, I answer, “Yes. Alone. I’m working.”

      “Oh.”  She snaps her gum, looking me up and down and reaching out to run a finger over my badge. “You have time for a drink?”

      Of course I don’t have time for a drink. I’m working, I said.  And you shouldn’t be drinking either if you’re going to get on your motorcycle and drive home…God, people are stupid.

      “No,” I answer, flat and cold. “Just checking on some petty thefts that have been reported.”

      She nods, tilting her head and running her tongue over her teeth, which have obscenely bright pink lipstick stuck to the front of them.

      “Ahh.  Yeah, I heard someone got their wallet lifted yesterday.  I come every day.”

      I look at my watch, then back toward the music.

      “Be careful. Get a ride home if you’re drinking.”

      I sidestep and move forward as she runs a hand through her burgundy hair, watching me go.

      “See you around,” she calls, and I raise a hand over my head to wave, never breaking my stride.

      These sort of fairs have never been my thing.

      I’m not much for any sort of fun, it seems.  Not for a long time. I always had an odd discomfort with human touch, outside of hugging my parents.

      My dad once told me I was too old for my age, and I didn’t bother to remind him it was a man-to-man talk from him that started that for me. I don’t resent it, God knows they had their own issues to deal with when my mom lost the baby a few weeks later, but it was that talk that had me growing up fast.

      You’re going to have a little brother or sister, son. Exciting, huh? But you know, older brothers have a lot more responsibility. You think you can handle that?

      Grown up responsibilities have become a thick wall I’ve built around myself, and I don’t ever see that changing.  Relationships just feel exhausting to me, and besides my parents, I get all the companionship I think I’ll ever need from Rosy and Eleanor, my two pit-mix mutts I adopted five years ago after a call on a dog fight where over fifteen animals were seized.

      As I move toward the music, I shake my head at the irony that one second I can be turning ass-over-impossible to save a bunch of abused dogs, but in my personal life I barely let anyone in.

      The pondering doesn’t last long. As I come to where the crowd is gathered and I see her, the world changes right before my eyes.

      There’s a fucking radiance glowing around her.  My heart drops to my toes then shoots up and practically out of the top of my head.

      I reach up and touch the brim of my hat to be sure it’s still there.

      I’m not sure what she’s doing here.  She doesn’t look like she belongs on the dirt patch where she’s spinning and twirling.  She belongs in heaven.

      Or in my bed.

      Her warm, caramel and vanilla hair is hanging loose, besides a couple strands pulled back from the front and secured in a green ribbon at the back of her head.  I’ve never seen anything so fucking beautiful in my life.

      Her blouse is fucking far too low on her chest though.  Her tits nearly billowing out from the fabric. It makes me instantly hard and instantly enraged.

      Because there’s a crowd of men looking at her, practically drooling like she’s the next turkey leg they are going to eat.

      Over my dead body.

      I wind through the crowd. I need to be closer to her.  A growl catches in my throat as I pass by male onlookers, and the civilized part of me knows I can’t remove all of their eyes or render them unconscious, but the beast part of me disagrees.

      Her neck is long and graceful as she pivots and sways to the music, smiling at the crowd with wide, shocking eyes like I’ve never seen, lips ruby red and full against her white teeth.

      There’s a rush of heat through me, my pulse speeding into a pounding in my temples, and for some reason my hand goes straight to the leather snap where my gun is holstered at my hip.

      Ready.

      Because if anyone touches her, I think I’ll kill them.

      Besides her way too low-cut top, she’s wearing a long, natural linen-colored skirt with flowers and some other lace or some shit decorating down the slit and around the hem. As she moves, her bare leg slips from the high-cut opening in the fabric.

      Creamy, flawless skin shows through and I want to lick her from her toes all the way up until my mouth finds the sweet, wet heat of her cunt.  My dick is pounding in time with the beat of my pulse.

      I’ve never felt this sort of pleasure from looking at a woman. I’m ready to spill my cum in my pants and there’s no way I can hide my erection at this point. Let everyone look.

      Let them talk.

      And for whatever reason, I don’t give a shit.

      She’s given me more pleasure in the last five seconds than I’ve ever experienced with any other woman.  That missing something feels like it’s here. With her. Something besides my errant dick is growing huge and manic, ready to claim her for my own and drag her back to my cave.

      What is going on, I’m not sure, but the tug in my gut is stronger than any logic my brain is trying to force feed me at the moment. Barely able to control my own movements, I keep moving toward her.

      Three steps more and I’m at the front edge of the crowd as they toss coins into hats and boxes surrounding the performance area.

      Other dancers are there but they are clearly not the main show.  Costumed men and women stand behind the dancers, playing instruments, but from what I can tell, all eyes are on her.

      She spins again, her leg flashing out for a glimpse of perfect feet, dirty from the ground, and all I want is to cut her clothes off, take her home and sink her down in the the most lush bubble bath to bathe her for hours.

      Her blue-brown eyes catch mine, glowing, lit light candles in the darkness and as she spins closer her light floral scent catches the last of my restraint and drags it from me, my balls drawing tight, and I’m on the edge of losing it standing right here in front of a hundred or more people.

      As she smiles, I imagine her beneath me.  I almost feel her skin against mine. A groan rumbles from my chest and I nearly double over, wondering if she can see the lust in my eyes.

      Of course she can.  She sees lust in men’s eyes all day every day.

      The tempo of the music speeds and she is spinning again, her arms above her head, hair flying out along with her skirt, and I see the beads and colored, braided threads around her ankles.

      As she moves away, my gaze follows and I see a few older men and women standing at the edge of the stage, assessing the crowd. They look more like overseers than entertainers, and something inside of me turns cold.

      Two of them glance my way, then lean in and whisper to one another, nodding in some sort of agreement before the woman next to them turns and disappears behind the heavy curtains that arch around the back of the ground-level performance area.

      The music crescendos and my twirling angel spins so fast she’s a blur.  As the pace hits its height, then crashes, she drops to the dirt, skirt splaying out around her, head down and arms stretched out in front in a puff of dust as the other dancers end in the same position and the music stops.

      The crowd explodes in applause, whistles and catcalls. I turn to stab dirty looks to a few of the men, and they must see the rage in my eyes because they stop and turn away.

      Smart.

      Many of the onlookers throw coins and bills into the basket there to accept the cash. As for me, my fingers twitch, my throat is dry and tight. A spring is coiled inside of me ready to release.

      I want to give her more than money.

      I want to give her everything.
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      I heave a few deep breaths. The scent of the dirt just below my nose is familiar, yet this time the world feels different.

      It’s as though the earth is new and the spinning in my head isn’t just from the manic twirling that ends my dance.

      It’s because something in the eyes of the sheriff that stood in the crowd sent some odd electrical buzz through me when our gaze connected.

      I silently count to fifty, then in perfect sync, I raise my head along with the other dancers and we line up, taking a bow as applause and whistles fill the open air.  I glance back into the crowd and see his eyes, still trained on me, and my stomach flips.

      Close-cropped deep-sandy-colored hair, perfectly pressed brown-and-beige uniform with a silver badge glinting in the sunlight on a chest thick and wide pulling at the fabric it covers.  He’s holding an extra-large coffee in one hand, sipping it as I pretend not to look, but how I wish I knew what his lips felt like sipping on me…

      I’m confused, both because I’ve just never felt anything like this and second, I certainly have never felt anything like this for a person in law enforcement.  In my world, they are the enemy, and both personal experience, and the stories I’ve been told since I was old enough to remember stories, tells me they are all corrupt. Trust no one outside of the family.

      Cops are on the take, just as much as we are. Only, with their uniforms and badges and power, their self-service is condoned.  Even accepted.

      As the crowd breaks up, instruments from behind me begin to play, signaling the next part of our show.  This is the time when the dancers, especially me, are meant to move into the crowd.  Smiling and accepting compliments, and tips, distracting mostly the male onlookers that appear to be without female company or young children, while others in our group slip through and help themselves to wallets, money clips, phones…anything of value small enough to fit into the pouches and pockets sewn into their clothing.

      The other dancers move away but I’m stuck to the dirt under my bare feet.  He’s directly in front of me, exactly where I should be heading.

      “What are you doing?”  My mother’s voice hisses in my ear.  “Get out there.”

      A thick hand on my elbow and Thadius urges me forward on a grunt.

      “That sheriff is looking at you. You know what to do. Go toward him, be near him…I’ll take it from there.”  His baritone voice is just above a whisper and it makes me shiver.

      He’s never been violent with me, but I’ve seen his violence with others in our troupe, as well as outsiders, and fear bounces through me whenever he’s this close.

      “Yes, sir,” I answer, my training teaching me that any other answer will at best have me on rations again.  At worst, time in the box, which for me is the worst of all punishments.

      With a knot gripping my stomach, I take a step forward and the hand on my elbow tightens, making me turn toward Thadius.

      “Smile,” he grits out, then releases me and a rush of heat floods my limbs.

      As I work through the crowd, I pull my lips into a smile and nod and whisper thank you’s to the compliments as I move by, but my focus is in front of me.

      The sheriff stands in the same spot, pinning me with his eyes.

      The closer I get, the more the warmth rolling inside me takes over and a flutter between my legs adds to the intoxicating moment.  I watch as he tightens his lips over his teeth, the deep set of his eyes coming clear.  They are a dark green, like moss in a forest, and the muscle in his jaw is hard like he’s gritting his teeth.

      There’s less than six feet left between us, and it must be clear I’m walking directly toward him. My eyes pull him in as I’ve been taught, the sway of my hips exaggerated as I set my teeth into my lower lip, adding an eyelash flutter, my training kicking in without conscious thought.

      “Hey.”  A voice and a hand on my upper arm jolts me from the moment as three males in their late twenties are suddenly blocking my path.

      “You do private dances?”  One with a Mossy Oak t-shirt and matching ball cap chuckles as his buddies laugh in encouragement, watching him taunt me with a single dollar bill. When I turn, his mouth drops open and he turns to his friends. “You see those freaky eyes?” He returns his stare laughing and running his hand under his nose. “You are a little freak aren’t you? I like ‘em freaky…”

      This is not new. They barely tick my pulse up a notch.

      “Well, boys.”  I nod over my shoulder toward Thadius, shrugging a shoulder to my ear. “You’ll need to talk to my father about that.  He books all my private engagements.”

      There is shock in their eyes for a moment, then hope.

      “Seriously?” The taller of the bunch with a wad of chew in his lip asks, his eyes going from me to his friends, then back. “How much you charge?”

      The scent of wet tobacco and beer on his breath is strong enough to trigger my gag reflex.

      “You give out free samples?”  The shortest of the bunch with a brush cut and a beer gut reaches out toward my shoulder and they all laugh like he’s the headliner at the comedy stage.

      I raise my hand to deflect his touch but I’m too late.

      My gaze snaps left where a hand intercepts the one reaching for me and I see it’s the sheriff, only now the look in his eyes is not only unfriendly, it’s dangerous. He’s far taller than I first thought. His chest seems to have thickened as his exposed arm bulges and veins snake around the sinuous muscle underneath.

      “Hey!”  The too dumb for prime-time guy glares at the sheriff. “Don’t touch me.”

      “You were about to touch her. And I don’t think that’s what she wanted. So technically, I could arrest you for attempted assault.”

      “Bullshit,” he spits back as the sheriff blocks my view, stepping between us, the acrid scent of the other three replaced suddenly by a spicy man-scent that has that quiver between my legs on overdrive and my nipples drilling little holes through the thin fabric of my blouse.

      He’s a wall of man, blocking out all three of the others, and I can’t help but drop my eyes lower. His ass fits nicely in the pressed trousers, but he’s not just beefcake. He’s thick, yes, hard but real. A little bulky…burly I guess, like he enjoys his food and doesn’t live life flexing in front of a mirror.

      “Listen.”  The sheriff’s voice is low as he turns to look at the two friends, his other hand on the leather snap of his holster which holds his gun. “This is a misunderstanding.  This is a nice, family event.  You three move on and I’ll watch you go.  Or, we can do this another way…”

      They all grumble and smack each other on the shoulders with a few ‘she ain’t worth it’ and ‘damn freaky medieval-fair dirty pussy, all used up anyway’ as they step away, looking at me like I suddenly turned from beauty to beast in a matter of seconds.

      “Watch your mouth,” the sheriff adds as they saunter away, his jawline hard like he’s holding back.

      “Thank you,” I say in my best damsel in distress voice, staying in character. “So many men just think they can take without asking.”

      He snaps his tongue against his teeth, considering me for a long moment as adrenaline heats my skin. Then he crosses his arms over his wide chest.  The dark brown hair covering them shifts with the muscles below and his size is mesmerizing.

      He’s probably a father. He has that air about him. I wonder for a second what it would be like to have someone like him as a father.

      He looks safe, like you could curl up next to him and know no matter what, he would be the best pillow and protector you could ever want.

      “Many men are not as honorable as others.”  Thadius’s voice interrupts us, his arm draping over my shoulder.  “I hope you enjoyed the show.”

      The sheriff assesses my father, then nods, one dark eyebrow moving upwards as the eye below narrows.  “True and yes.”

      “Your coffee did not fare so well.”  Thadius nods to the ground and the sheriff turns. My eyes follow and see the large paper coffee cup he was holding laying over on the dirt, a large puddle of dark liquid surrounding. I know that Papa is playing his part now and it’s my job to pick up on his cues.

      But right now, all I can do is stare at the sheriff and try to remember my own name.

      “Oh well.  Set it down to deal with something more important.”  He sniffs, turning back to me and his eyes linger a moment on the swell of my breasts as my father’s fingers grip my shoulder.

      “My name is Thadius.  This is my daughter, Kezia. We are so pleased to have law enforcement here to enjoy our show.”

      “That so?”  The sheriff considers my father’s overly-friendly demeanor, and I can sense he’s not buying his shtick.

      “Yes, of course. I thank you for intervening for Kezia.  As you might imagine, she is the source of much grief for a father like me.”  He chuckles but it just makes me cold because I know it’s an act. “Let me at least buy you a coffee.”

      “It’s not necessary,” the sheriff answers, and part of me is disappointed.  I want to keep this connection going even if it’s more acting than honesty.

      “Oh, course it is.  Kezia adores Starbucks and rarely has the opportunity. We are simple folks, so many things most take for granted are luxuries to us. Here…”  He reaches into his back pocket and retrieves a twenty-dollar bill, handing it to me. “She deserves a break as well.”  My father places his hand on his chest with a dramatic bow of his head. “I entrust you with my daughter, good sir. If you will do me the honor of taking her for a coffee, and replace yours as well. It’s her favorite guilty pleasure, one I rarely allow. A demonstration of thanks for your concern on her behalf.”

      Wow.  He is good.  He appeals to the sheriff’s sense of honor and trust, as well as making him think he’s giving me something special.  My father knows his stuff. I’m not so much a Starbucks fan to be honest, but I know the drill and play along.

      If the sheriff had been drinking a chocolate Milkshake from McDonald’s, that would have been my favorite thing. It’s all just clues and opportunity.

      I see the veins in the sheriff’s forehead thicken as he takes a slow breath, filling the front of his chest as he ponders.

      He swallows, exhales and drops his hands, his thumbs hooking into the heavy leather belt around his waist, then answers.  “On one condition.”

      “Anything,” Papa replies, another ceremonious bow, from his waist this time.

      “I’m buying.”

      “Very well. I need just one moment with my daughter before you go…family business.”

      The sheriff’s eyes are flat but he raises his eyebrows in agreement and I already know what’s coming as my father guides me by the elbow until we are out of earshot.

      “We have two days left here.  You will do your job, keep his interest but do not allow him your virtue. Tease, play, lead him on…keep him under your thumb and distracted. Make him believe we are simple performers, do not take anything from him.”

      My stomach knots, I hate when he makes me do these things.  “But…”  I start, but he waves at the sheriff, false humor in his eyes as he looks back at me, cutting me off.

      “You will be relieved of your responsibilities for the next two hours. Your most important performance right now is to keep that sheriff on a leash, or you’re on rations or worse. Go, get your coffee, work your magic, dangle the prize in his face, then return here, but not before you make sure you secure seeing him for the day tomorrow. We need him out of the way, thinking of anything but his job. Now go and do your job.”
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      The drive to Starbucks goes by like a flash of lightning.

      After I open the car door and Kezia takes a seat, a rush of adrenaline has my heart coming through my chest wall.  Her scent is like nothing I’ve known before. Natural, innocent, with a sexuality that makes me feel like I’m sixteen again trying to talk down a hard-on with a mind of it’s own.

      Her peach-shaped face has barely a trace of makeup, outside of the pink gloss that makes me think of coating her lips with the slick desire from between her legs.  I inhale hard, making her draw into herself, and I can’t say I blame her.

      I saved her from three presumptive assholes, only to have her cringing because I’m more than likely coming off as just another of the male species drooling after her.

      I’m barely able to piece together a coherent sentence as she makes small talk while we drive, asking me about the town, how long I’ve been a sheriff and then finally giving up and falling silent, my one and two word answers making her think I probably don’t want to talk to her.

      Wrong.

      Her voice lights up places inside me I’ve never before allowed light.

      “Guess we’re here,” she says, and I realize I’ve already put the cruiser in park and shut off the ignition, although I don’t recall doing either.

      “Yeah,” I grunt, grabbing the door handle and hopping out.

      Jesus, get your shit together. You’re buying her a coffee, not proposing.

      My cock thickens at the mere suggestion as I come around the front of the car. She’s got her door open stepping out, still in bare feet, and I grip the top of the door and stand in the opening.

      “Back inside,” I manage and she looks up at me with confusion in those haunting blue and brown eyes and I’m fucking melting.

      But also hard as the steel barrel of a shotgun.

      “I’m sorry?”

      “Back inside,” I repeat, and she nips that lower lip again and nearly kills me.  How can teeth in a lip make me want to come in my pants?

      On a twist of her lips, she slips back into the seat, pulling her feet inside and pointing her cute-as-fuck toes as I close the door, watching her pull at the fingers of one hand with the other.

      I count to three.  Breathe, asshole, I say to myself, then re-open the door as she stares at me like I’ve got two heads.

      “You should always have your door opened for you.”  I swing it wide, stepping back with a sweep of my arm, inviting her out.

      “Uhh…” She narrows her eyes, her pink lips battling back a grin.  “Okay.”

      She’s stepping forward as I look at the way her hips move under the worn fabric of her peasant skirt.  It’s handmade, and I wonder for a second if she made it herself, and whether it was by choice or because that creep of a father of hers ordered her to do it.

      As we work toward the door, a slick salesman type, with a cheap-ass suit and unnaturally white teeth, is leaving. And when he looks at Kezia, he doesn’t bother to hide the way he ogles her tits then gives me an ‘atta boy’ look.

      Dumb ass.

      I sidestep around her, blocking his view, practically bumping my chest into his as I bark the first words that come to me. Unprofessional as they are.

      “Something to look at?”  I challenge, and he raises his eyebrows on a chuckle and keeps walking.

      I put a hand on the door and look down, suddenly enraged at the way her blouse is pushed so low and her corset too tight. Another half inch and her nipples would be on display for everyone to see.

      Unacceptable.

      “Wait.”  I stop her, reaching down and pinching the fabric on her shoulders, tugging  it upward, but it’s held tight by the corset around her waist. “That uncomfortable?”  I ask and she gives a little shrug on a half-smile.

      “I’m used to it.”

      “That’s not what I asked. Is. It. Uncomfortable?” I harden my words, already knowing the answer.

      “Yeah,” she answers like the admission is a weakness.

      I spin her around and pull at two dangling laces and work my fingers upward, loosening the medieval torture device before turning her around again to face me.

      “Can you unclasp it now?”

      Her eyes dart around like someone might be watching, as though she’s breaking some rule. “Yes.”  Her delicate fingers work the metal latches on the front until the fabric falls to the sides and I take it from her and set it inside the cruiser.

      “Better?”  I ask as untie the bow of the thin cording that controls the neckline of her blouse. I pull the ends of the cord tighter and tighter until the cream fabric rests at the center of her sternum then re-tie the bow.

      “You a sheriff or the fashion police?”

      “Funny,” I retort as I move in front of her and open the door, secretly loving she’s got a bit of a mouth on her.  The cool, air-conditioned interior mixes with the summer heat and it reminds me of the conflict churning inside of me.

      I grind my molars until flashes of white light dot my vision, as I hover like a madman next to her and she places her coffee order.

      “Large black with eight sugars. Super, extra hot.”

      That’s it.  No fru-fru whipped, mocha, frappy-chino bullshit. But, eight sugars?

      I think to myself she doesn’t need that sugar to be sweet. I’ll bet a mile to a million she’s got the sweetest flavor on the fucking planet right between her legs.

      “I’ll have the same,” I manage, trying not to drag her into the bathroom and fuck her until she’s unconscious.

      My cock stands straight up as I try to work out her age.  Young, for sure. How young, I need to find out, before I end up unemployed and incarcerated with a lifelong membership on the sex offender’s registry.

      I manage to wrap up our order and look around the coffee shop.  Locals are eyeing me, wondering who the exotic beauty having coffee with their sheriff is as I put my hand on the perfect arch of her back, just above her ass, and work our way to the door, then open it for her before stepping outside myself.

      “Where are we going?”  She smiles at me with such trust and innocence, it’s like she’s melting a glacier, thawing a long-frozen creature deep inside of me.

      “Away from here,” I manage, easing us back into the cruiser and looking over to see a sparkle in her unique eyes.  “I’m going to show you the most beautiful part of our town.  Well, it was the most beautiful part of the town, until you showed up.”

      She runs her tongue along the plastic lid, a drop of coffee making contact, and I hate that fucking coffee all of a sudden.

      I don’t even know who I am right now.  I’m taking a girl—a girl I’m not even sure is legal—with me, along with my depraved thoughts.  I’m not this guy, I don’t take girls with me, especially in my cruiser, in my uniform.

      “I can’t wait to see whatever this special place is.”  She runs a finger over her bottom lip.  “I can’t wait to show you something as well…”

      Holy fuck.

      Her words run through me like an electric shock, creating a new, manic throbbing in my cock as I jerk the cruiser into reverse, throwing caution to the wind as I pull away.
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      I’ve been playing this part for a long time but I’ve never felt like this.

      I think the sheriff is playing me back but I can’t be sure.  I try my best to not look down below his belt, but I’ve failed more than once and I know what I see.

      It’s not the first erection I’ve seen through the fabric of a man’s pants or otherwise. I’ve been taught well, my genetics making me something most men desire.  My youth and innocence seem to only entice even the most monogamous, loyal man to drool for what I have between my legs.

      My mother and other sisters in our group taught me how to entice men long before I should have known, and it’s become second nature in a way. But right now, I feel confused.

      Nervous.

      Excited.

      Things I’ve not felt before because I was always just playing my part.  Doing my job. I know if I fail, I’ll suffer the wrath of Thadius. But if I succeed, I may be drawn into something I’ve never known before.

      I should be scared. Small town sheriff, taking me who knows where to do who knows what with me. If something happened, it would be his word against mine and most courts and judges would surely take an upstanding sheriff’s word over a nomadic dancer who makes her living teasing men.

      But, I’m not scared. Not of him, anyway. My father, on the other hand, would kill me if he knew what was happening.

      I’m never, ever to let a man take me somewhere private. He would expect me to stay at the coffee shop, flirting just enough, teasing just enough, but always staying in public.

      I push it all away, something feels different and I want to count on my own instincts for once.  We drive in silence, out of town, then onto a winding patch of two-lane asphalt.  Tall pines and thick trees start to fill the roadside and fewer and fewer cars are passing us going the other way.

      Finally, he takes a turn onto a dirt road and my prior confidence about my instinct wavers.  There’s no one around. What if he is like the others?  Crooked cops, on the take, lawless.

      “We’re here.”

      They’re the first words Merrick has spoken since we left the coffee shop. His knuckles were an angry white the entire drive and my training has taught me that anticipation is the most fragrant of aphrodisiacs, so I simply wiggled in my seat a bit, used my tongue around the rim of my coffee and squeezed my upper arms into my chest so my cleavage was more prominent.

      It was from my training I knew to do these things, knew how they would push him to his limits, but this time I felt I was using them for myself instead of for the family.

      As Merrick gets out of the car, I wonder how far I’m willing to go. Using my talents for myself, pushing the limits, skirting the edge of what’s acceptable.

      He opens my door and I don’t look away when I see the obvious bulge under his zipper.  He’s big everywhere it would seem, and I look up into the intense gaze locked on my face.

      Not my chest.

      Unlike most men I’ve played with in my life for the first time I want to make a man smile. This man. Only him. I want to see him truly smile so I can see the flicker of joy reach up into his eyes and know I’m the one that put it there.

      His air of possessiveness should put me off, but it doesn’t.  It makes me think there’s something more here and all my assumptions start to fall away.

      He looks at my feet as I turn in the seat and put them on the rocky ground.

      “Wait. Don’t get out yet.”  He turns and goes to the trunk, popping it open, then closed, returning with something in his hand.

      Before I can ask, he couches down, one knee on the ground, one bent like a man proposing, unwrapping something in his hands. “Put your foot here.”  He points to his bent knee and I realize he has a pair of brown socks he’s going to put on my feet.

      “No, it’s okay.  I have very tough feet, I rarely ever wear socks or shoes.”

      “That’s nice.”  He pats his knee. “Foot. Here. The path is rocky, there are sticks and things that could hurt you.”

      He gives me a hard stare, staying silent, and I capitulate. His rough hands slipping on the soft socks makes me feel like Cinderella.

      “I always keep an extra uniform and things.”  He stands jerking his head toward the trunk then reaching for my hand and my heart pitter-patters in my chest.

      “Thank you.”  I’ve never had someone do something so kind and sweet for me. Such a brawny, dominant man, on his knees, all for the protection of my feet.

      “Welcome,” he answers as he pulls me to stand and we head toward the tree line.

      “Where are we?”  I ask as I prance and spin in front of the stoic sheriff, who seems to give me a feeling of freedom. It’s another irony, because most people would think I lead a free, whimsical life, but the truth is far darker.

      “It’s a surprise. Someplace I’ve been coming since I was a little boy. This is my family’s land, my place is about five minutes east of here. This still belongs to my parents but the view is priceless.”

      “Priceless,” I repeat as I feel the shade of the trees arching over the path take the warmth of the sun from my skin. I want to know more about him.  I want to have a real conversation that is without agenda and manipulation. “Do your parents live close then?”  I ask, the feeling of wanting to know more about what lies behind those sad emerald green eyes. Everything about him makes me veer away from my usual forced conversations with marks, as my father calls the men I’m supposed to entice.

      He snaps his eyes toward me and I think he’s angry, but the hard angle of his jaw softens.

      “Yes.  They aren’t too far from here.”

      “So, they’re both still alive?”  I query as we walk, my steps light, the feeling of the socks on my feet making me smile as I skip next to his heavy footfalls on the path.  I look down for a moment, not at the erection pressing upward but the black leather that holds his silver pistol, and my heart speeds in my chest.

      “Very much alive and well.  Happily married for nearly half a century.” The reverence in his voice dispels my previous anxiety about him having nefarious intentions for traipsing me back into the woods.  I’m beginning to trust this stranger and that feeling is foreign to me.  It’s been longer than I recall that I trusted anyone, except maybe Genevieve.

      “Wow.”  My cheeks flame as his eyes trace up and down, then latch back onto mine.  “A real love story.”

      The way he runs his hand down his face has me confused but there’s no confusion when it comes to the way his confident gait makes my nipples pucker and it feels like feathers are tickling me between my legs.

      “Yep.”  He nods toward where the path branches off to the right and I see his biceps flex.  The veins in his arms are pumped-up as though there’s some invisible pressure building inside him.

      He doesn’t say anything else or ask me anything, so I nervously keep up my interrogation, only now it’s things I want to know.  Things I don’t usually ask.

      “So, is there a love story for you?  Any little sheriffs running around calling you Daddy?”

      He stops on the path, eyes narrow, and my stomach tumbles. There’s a change in his demeanor and I wonder if I’ve pushed too far. In the distance, I hear rushing water and along with the breeze rushing through the trees it sounds like music, but it does nothing to settle the intense stare he’s locked on me.

      “No. Neither of those,” he finally answers, but the look in his eyes stays the same and the fire in my cheeks trickles down through me and I can’t get my usual handle on how to proceed.  Everything feels off, different, and for the first time, I care what he thinks of me and not just for the usual reasons.

      I straighten my back, keeping my head high as his hungry gaze makes me dizzy, then just as quickly, for the first time since we started walking, he looks away, like I repulse him.  He walks faster, just in front of me now, and I see the tension in his back.  The way he jerks his head back and forth like he’s trying to crack his neck.

      “I’m sorry, did I say something wrong?”

      He doesn’t stop and the sound of water is getting louder, a blast of cooler air swirls around my hot skin and I can’t seem to make sense out of the fear that somehow I’ve disappointed him. Or, were my first thoughts correct, is he going to hurt me? Do something terrible to me?

      I count my breaths until he finally turns, and his eyes connect to mine, and what I see there shoots a bullseye directly to my ovaries.

      “No. It’s just…”  He stands perfectly still for a long moment, and I see the conflict in his eyes. “I’ve never thought of being called Daddy. Until now. Until you just said it.”

      I swallow hard, his tone cuts through me and it’s like he’s revealing something to me and himself. When he speaks again, I’m holding my breath, lungs burning, pressure building in my eardrums.

      “Who do you call Daddy?” he asks, more like an accusation than a question, and I stumble as the flutter in my belly lowers until it’s directly between my legs.

      “No one.  I’ve never used that word for anyone before.”  It’s the truth and for some reason, I want to give him all my truths. I want to have someone that wants to hear it.

      “Good.”  He steps forward, his body only a few inches from mine as he looks down. “I like hearing you say it.”

      I swallow hard as he brushes my hair from my cheek, leaving erupting nerve endings in the wake of his touch.  His jaw muscles strain and I try to figure out what to say next, but he takes over.

      “What’s your favorite thing to do, little sprite?”

      My heart thrums in my chest, calling me by a nickname feels intimate and my answer comes out in a burst.  “Dance. It’s my favorite thing to do.”

      “And you do it very well,” he says with a half-smile on a sharply-drawn breath. “I want to know all about you. Everything you have to tell, I want to hear it. I hope that doesn’t make you uncomfortable.”

      “No. It’s been a long time since anyone wanted to know things about me. How I feel, what I like…”

      He growls, deep and frightening, his lips curled like he’s just tasted something horrible.  Then he presses his lips together before he speaks. “That’s going to change.”

      His words are solid, making the world feel less unsteady, and I’m not sure what’s happening here, but I know I want more of it. Whatever it is.

      His hand reaches for mine and he turns us toward the narrowing path ahead.  His touch sends an eruption of electrical pulses up my arm and as much as I’ve always retracted from the touch of a man, his hand makes me feel safe somehow.  Like he’s leading me into something wonderful and new, and I realize I haven’t been this happy in a long time.

      And something inside me says maybe he hasn’t either.

      I take sidelong glances at Merrick as we walk.  The sound of the rushing water fills the summer air and I enjoy the view of his masculine silhouette, the way his chocolate-brown hair loops behind his ear, the way he walks, so confident, so in control. His biceps fill the short sleeve of his uniform shirt, the fabric straining around the girth, and I lick my lips thinking about what I saw under the fabric of his pants earlier.

      The path turns uneven, and I have to squeeze his fingers to keep my balance as we step upward on some makeshift steps created from the roots of trees and worn boulder-sided rocks.

      “Be careful, take your time.”  He rumbles. “If you get hurt…”  His voice trails off and that pained look returns to his brow.

      When we finally crest the small incline, my breath is taken again as the path opens and a cool mist from what must be a thirty-foot waterfall spills into a crystal-blue pool of water that looks like a Monet painting.

      “Wow,” I exclaim on a little excited jump.  “It’s like a secret place just for fairies and unicorns.”

      “And, beautiful little forest sprites.” He bites into his bottom lip then he nods toward the water.

      “It’s just amazing.” I gape, looking around.

      His fingers stay tight around mine as though he has no intention of ever letting go.

      There’s a pulse down low and a clench in my center that has me flexing my inner muscles, trying to draw it out as Merrick walks us closer to the water’s edge and I wonder for a moment if I’m dreaming.

      Merrick’s voice breaks me from my trance. “You’re what’s amazing. Amazing in a way I never imagined.” He grunts low. “I bet you hear that all the time.”

      I shake my head, looking up at him, that flutter coming back, making my breath falter. There’s this dominant energy about him that sucks me in, that gives me tunnel vision.  All I see is him.

      “Not really.” I reply. “Men do say things. Boys, too.  But not that. Most of them are lewd and entitled or they think I’m a freak because of my eyes. Like earlier after my dance, those guys…”

      “I want to hurt all of them,” he says in a low drawl that turns the flutter I’ve been feeling into a ball of twisting heat.  This desire is new to me, confusing and addicting. “Maybe worse.”

      Merrick brings his fingers to the bridge of his nose and he squeezes there for a long moment on a curse, and I want to reach up and touch his face. I want to ease the tension I see, because if he’s aching the way I am, we both deserve relief.

      He drops his hand, clenching it into a fist and pressing it over his lips before finally spreading his fingers and looking at me.

      “Are you afraid of me?” he asks, and I see the distress he’s feeling.  Sure, he’s the law, he has a gun, no one knows where we are…

      But, still, he’s the one in distress right now. The one in need of assurance.

      “No,” I snap, clear and sure.  “I’m not.”

      My life experience tells me otherwise, but the truth is I’m not.

      He clears his throat before his next words. “Will you do something for me?”

      My nipples pull tight at the question, wetness drenching my panties as the pulsing turns into a primal drumbeat in my core, my ovaries squeezing and I nod, wanting more than anything to hear what he wants me to do.

      “What?”

      “Dance for me.  Here. I’ve always heard music here, with the water, the echo, the wind…in my dreams you’ve been what’s been missing. A dancing forest sprite…”

      I drop his hand as my tummy clenches and I give him a little bow before stepping back.

      “I need to feel the ground under my feet,” I answer, tugging the oversized brown socks from my toes as he watches.

      “I do like your toes.” He half smiles as the words seems to struggle to escape his throat.

      I throw my arms wide, head back, turning, wanting so desperately to please him, to give him what he wants, even if it is only a dance.

      And to my own surprise, I was hoping for much, much more.
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      The world is her stage and in the matter of an hour, she’s become my obsession.  This girl I saw spinning and twirling has filled every empty crevice inside of me.

      Watching her move to the music of nature; to the birdsong, the chirruping grasshoppers, the creak of branches and whatever melody plays inside her head, is infinitely more beautiful than what I saw at the fairgrounds earlier.

      She’s one with the breeze and the waves of the water behind her.  The lake and rocky cliff are her stage, and waves of heat course through me as I watch.

      Her gauzy top and skirt catch the sun, revealing her thin silhouette beneath, and my cock twitches. The slight swell of her breasts and taut nipples are enticingly visible, and it makes my balls heavy like I’ve been saving a lifetime of what they hold just for her.

      Something I’ve never considered before. I want to bend her over and rut into her like a caveman finding his mate.  My cock, thrusting into her womb, leaving her full of my sticky warmth as we fuck here on the edge of the water like no one will ever find us.

      And if I had my way, they wouldn’t.

      She spins and dips down, tracing her fingers over the edge of the water and kicking up her back leg like a prima ballerina.  High enough I see the splash of red fabric between her legs and I swear, or maybe it’s just wishful thinking but…there’s a darker, round spot where her body is telling me she wants the same thing I do.

      Her eyes are closed as I walk and take a seat on the pine timber that’s long served as a bench on the property.  My father and I carved out the center when I was nine or ten and the wood is smooth with decades of use.

      I lean back, stretching one arm over the back of the wood as I watch, my other hand resting on my thigh as her arms crest above her head and her body bends and sways like a willow in the breeze.

      She is nature. She is perfection. Just as the birds and the waterfall behind.

      This girl could pull sin from Jesus.

      I bring my hand to adjust the painful angle of my hard cock in my pants and I imagine what she would feel like as I press inside of her.  The walls of her innocent cunt fighting me off then relenting when I finally demand entry.

      Daddy.

      Fuck, when she said that word, it felt like the world spun beneath me. Just the memory has my entire body hardening and I grip my dick through the fabric.

      Is this right, Daddy?

      Yes, my little sprite.  Stroke Daddy, just like that…

      What am I doing? Her voice is on permanent repeat in my head while she gives me my own private dance, out here in the woods where no one can find us.  My cock seeps cum and I know it’s going to leave a dark spot on my beige trousers, but I don’t give a fuck.

      I need this girl.  Every part of me is begging for her, the ache is almost unbearable as she splashes her toes at the edge of the water, the bottom of her skirt drenched with every sway of her hips and arch of her back.

      It was instinct when I took her hand, touched her back, put the socks on her sweet feet.  My aversion to touch is non-existent with this magical creature and I now believe that maybe there are mystical, magical woman that cast spells on lonely men…

      I want to hear her call me Daddy while she’s in the throws of an orgasm that I give her.  I want to feel her legs wrapped around me while she clings to me, her ass pink from a spanking and her body weeping slick juice all over my dick while I impale her over and over, reminding her who she belongs to.

      Me. She belongs to me.

      The sun shows her pink cheeks, ripening from the effort of her dance as she moves faster like my hand.  We are both lost in our bliss, but I know I’ll never find relief without her so I pull my hand away, letting my cock ache in agony. She’s the only balm for the pain I feel and my cum belongs in her sweet cunt now, not in my pants, not in my hand.

      No, those will never be enough ever again.

      She’s spinning faster, faster, like a dervish…the water now up around her calves as she holds her skirt pinched in her fingers, pulling it upward, just above the water, her head back, eyes unfocused, and I see a little girl.  Lost.  Alone.

      I felt her father’s coldness toward her.  There’s no love there and I intend to show her what a father should be like.  Caring. Nurturing. Guiding.  I want to give her all of that and so much more.

      Just when I think her beauty almost too much for me to bear, her dance comes to a crescendo, she freezes, then falls backward, like a sacrifice into the water.

      A splash around her body and she’s gone.

      And I can’t breathe.

      Time stands still. My cock is as hard as it’s ever been as she rises up, like the birth of Venus, her gauzy clothing clinging to her thin body, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from jizzing in my pants.

      My cum feels like it’s boiling in my balls, surging and pressurized, ready to fill her until she’s bred with me, then keep filling her until every bedroom in my ridiculously large house is stuffed with our spawn.  I never knew, when I renovated the enormous barn into a house, why I put in so many fucking bedrooms, but now I do.

      She’s walking toward me as I lean forward, my eyes pinned to her taut nipples and the fabric that clings to her slight hips.  She’s childlike in her way, but a well-honed vixen in another.

      Jesus, I don’t know how old she is. I’m in deep, too deep…

      She giggles and her steps turn into skips as she comes closer, and I marvel at the perfection of her.  What man wouldn’t lust after such beauty and innocence?  That thought spears me in the throat.  From now on, I’ll be the one to stand between her and the voyeurs that lust after her.  I’ll cloak her in feed sacks and canvas tarps when she’s not with me.

      “It’s perfect here. The sound, I could hear the music in my head like an orchestra was playing just for me.”

      I growl in response, her body on display under the translucent, soaked fabric.  She’s not wearing a bra, and she doesn’t need one. But what if her top fell too low while she danced at the fair?  I grit my teeth, thinking of someone else getting a glimpse of what’s mine.

      “Come here.”  I hear my low voice like it belongs to someone else, as I point at the grass just between my spread legs.

      She steps forward, her cherry-red lips parted as she breathes, her chest rising and falling. Her intoxicating eyes looking more exotic with her wet hair stuck to her cheeks.

      “Right here?”  She stops just where I’m pointing and her compliance and obedience only make my cock more desperate.

      “Yes,” I answer, then consider my next words carefully. Whatever she’s done to me, cannot now be undone. I can only hope this isn’t a game for her.  “I need to ask you a very important question. You need to be truthful, always, but right now it’s imperative.”

      “Okay.”  The joy in her eyes turns somber but I have to know.

      “How old are you, Kezia?”  I keep my voice even, trying to hide the fear.

      “Nineteen,” she answers, shoulders back. “I look young, I know. But I’m really nineteen.”

      Thank fuck.

      I do my best to hide the relief and move on to what’s next, something far less stressful and yet maybe even more important. “You’re going to call someone Daddy from now on.”

      Her eyes light from behind, the darkness in them dancing with fire as her cheeks flush.  “I am?”

      “Yes. You’ll call me Daddy…and I’ll need things from you. Things only you’ll give me. Do you understand, little one?”

      I see the skin on her arms turn to goose bumps, and she twists her thighs together as my mouth waters, wondering what she tastes like. “I think so.” The words are almost imperceptible, but the look in her eyes tells me she’s with me.

      “You’re soaking,” I say, the double meaning not lost on her as her eyelashes flutter and she tucks her lower lip between her teeth.

      “Well, water will do that to you.”  She smiles and her toes curl in the grass.

      “Take off your clothes. They’ll dry on the rocks there...” I point to the boulders next to the bench. “Then, come sit on Daddy’s lap. I’ll get you warmed up. Skirt first…”

      She pauses, frozen for a moment, as this new beast inside of me roars and I wonder for a moment if I’m lost in a dream. Was I shot? In another wreck? Is this is all just an unconscious wonderland from which I will wake, in pain and lost because she won’t be with me?

      “Do it.”  I harden the command, trying to stay in the moment, prove to myself this is real and her hands dart to the red cord belt, loosening it then letting the fabric fall in a wet bunch around her feet. “Fuck,” I growl, her legs barely touching from thigh to ankles and she’s stunning, but I wonder if she’s kept this thin on purpose.  To please the crowd.

      The thought has angry fire building inside of me but that will have to wait. Right now, my little one needs me and I need her.  “Shirt, panties, then come here…”  I tap my thigh and sit up straight, watching her strip the last of her clothing, her body on full display, and she doesn’t hesitate as picks up each piece of her clothing, tossing them onto the rocks then walks ahead within my reach.

      I take her slight hips in my hands, her flesh cool under my grip as I guide her down onto my thigh, her naked body shimmering in the sun as I run my hands up and down her back, shifting her into position.

      Her hands rest on my shoulders, her small tits perfect, dark nipples drawn tight.

      “Daddy’s going to give you a ride. Then, you’re going to give him something.”

      Her eyes flicker as I hold her hips, slowly gliding her spread-open pussy on top of my thigh.  She bites her lip as I bounce my leg beneath her, her upper body leaning closer, her puckered nipples bouncing so close to my lips I can already taste them.

      “I’ve always wanted my Daddy to give me a horsey ride.”  Her words flame the fire she’s lit inside me as I feel the heat from her wet cunt drench my thigh.

      “No one’s ever given you one before?”  I hold my breath. As much as my fantasy tells me she’s pure, reality could taint things, but she quickly shakes her head. Her wet hair dripping rivulets of glistening water onto her creamy skin.

      “Never. No one’s ever given me…”  My heart is about to ram through my chest wall as I wait for her to finish. “Anything. Not even a kiss. Not a real kiss, I mean.  A grown-up kiss…”

      “That’s why you danced for me, isn’t it? You knew you would dance and I’d lose control.  That I’d want you.”

      She nods as she starts to roll her hips, pressing her clit down on the hard muscle as I bounce her small body up and down.

      “You were made for me. You were made for this. For pleasing me, for being my toy, my little girl. Who am I?”

      I grind her down harder, her fingertips digging into my chest as her mouth falls open, eyes pinned to mine, and I wait, each second creating a memory until she finally answers.

      “Daddy.”

      “Not just Daddy, your Daddy. Only you,” I grit out, taking one hand and cupping her tit while she rides my thigh, seeking what I’m giving.

      She tenses, arching, and I bring my mouth forward, her nipple dancing on my lips, drawing it into my mouth, feeling her start to melt.  Her body moves, trying to find relief as I pull her to me, her thigh rubbing against my balls.

      “Yes.” Her face twists, pain and pleasure mingling as her fingers dig in harder and I grind her cunt down, hot, as her liquid lust seeps from her perfect little pussy.

      “You’re going to come for me, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” she huffs out. “I think so, I’ve never…” She throws her head back, her hands slipping around my shoulders as she humps my thigh, almost riding my hip, her body against mine as we move together.

      “Never?”

      “No.” She rocks back and forth, her warm breath at my ear. “I could never, I haven’t been able…we share tents and—” She stutters, her thoughts breaking apart. “I just couldn’t.”

      “Shhhhh, little one.  It’s okay.  You were saving it for me.  That’s a good girl.”

      “Oh god.” She clings tighter, my leg bouncing faster as her body twists and pushes down. She’s found her rhythm, her hips gyrating in circles as she centers her weight on her clit.

      “You’re soaking my me, little one. You like riding Daddy’s leg?  It makes you feel good, doesn’t it?”

      She nods into my shoulder, her arms around the back of my neck as I grip the back of her hair with one hand and look at her face.

      “Daddy’s going to give you a grown-up kiss now.  You want to be a big girl for me, don’t you?”

      “Ahhhh, yes,” she hisses, her eyes no more than slits now, but I see no fear in them, only desire.  She needs this, like I do, and I think it’s as shocking to her as it is to me.

      She moans as I take her mouth, our tongues finding each other in a manic race to what’s coming.  Her body shifting and seeking, her leg giving my balls just enough friction, but who am I kidding?  I could shoot off right now just from her fucking scent.

      “I want to hear your first orgasm.  I want to smell it, then…”  I squeeze her tight, her hair in one hand, her ass in my other.  “Then I’m going to taste it. So come for me, little sprite.  Give me what I need.”

      Her thighs tighten on mine and her body tenses.  She screams and her hips twitch and twist, a gush of hot liquid lust covers my leg as I cream in my pants. I go off so hard I see fucking stars as her body trembles and I take her mouth again, wanting to taste her while she comes.

      Wanting to taste her everywhere.

      I dig my fingers into her juicy, ripe ass, and revel in watching her move on my leg until her eyes roll back and she calls my name into the sky.

      She’s mine already, there are just details to settle now. Details I’ll settle at the first opportunity.

      “That’s it, baby. That’s Daddy’s special girl…you deserve to feel so good.”

      She coos and moans, as her hips twitch and her lean body tenses then relaxes, over and over, until my thigh is soaked and I can’t believe how I feel for this girl I barely know.

      “Look at you.” I brush her hair behind her ear as she pants and tries to focus. “I bet you taste sweeter than that cotton candy they sell at the fair.”

      She gives me a little shrug as I kiss her, slower this time, sweeter, because as much as I want to fuck her into forever, I want to cherish her like she’s my own daughter.

      I can’t believe I just thought that…

      “I can’t believe I just did that,” she breathes, and it’s as though she’s inside my head neither of us sure about what’s happening here. I run my hands down her back, hugging her into me for reassurance.

      “I can’t believe it either, but it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

      Her eyes snap wide, exotic pools of hope and doubt. “That can’t be true.”  Her voice falters, the little girl inside needing someone to be her champion against the world. And I am here to take that position.

      I pinch her chin, forcing her sight line to mine.

      “That is true. I don’t understand it all either, I’ll be honest, but I know what I know.  I haven’t touched a woman since I was young and stupid.  And, I’m not young and stupid anymore.”

      We stare at each other for a moment, the summer sun breaking through the branches, making her stunning face look like a masterpiece in the warm light.

      “But I am.”  She smiles, her eyes lighting with a youthful twinkle as her voice takes on a childlike quality, and that part of me she’s unearthed grows stronger.

      “Yes, baby, you are young. But far from stupid.” I lick my lips, then look down her body, my eyes on the little patch of dark hair above her pussy lips. “Stand up.”  I lift her as I give her the instruction and move her to stand between my spread legs. “Reach down and get some of your sweet juice on your fingers and feed it to me.”

      “What?”

      “Baby, do as I say or your ass is going to be over my knee. It’s what I want, and part of your job will be to give me what I want.”

      She eyes me with a moment of doubt, but then nipping her lip, the mixture of purity and vixen lights her face, making my dick even harder.  She slowly runs her fingers down between her barely-there tits, over her flat belly, between where her hip bones are more prominent than they should be and finally into the honey pot that already has me under its spell.

      Her lips fall open as she reaches down, her fingers wiggling between her little pussy lips before she draws them back upward.

      “Like this?”  She pouts, holding her slick, soaked fingers in front of her, splaying them wide, showing me the shimmering webbing of her cum stretching between them.

      “Now, feed me…”  I open my mouth, grabbing her wrist and pulling it forward. Her fingers slide inside and her flavor rushes through me like a lava, burning me from the inside out, and I’ve never imagined tasting heaven, but this is it.

      Sweet and addicting, and I know I’ll never get enough.

      “More,” I command, and she complies, repeating the actions and slipping more of her delicious sticky release between my lips.

      I pull her close, kissing her everywhere within reach in between her fingerfuls of silky nectar, and I know if I don’t stop here, this train is going to run off the tracks.

      As much as I want to mount her virgin cunt on my steel rod right here, it’s too soon.  I need her trust as much as I need her pussy and I’m willing to wait, even though it feels like it’s going to kill me.

      “Such a good girl.”  I cup her cheek and get to my feet, adjusting my hard-on into the most comfortable position possible as she looks down to see the obvious bulge. “Have you ever even seen a man before?”

      Her bright eyes turn sad and I already want to hurt someone. “Yes and no.  I mean, some of the men in our family, group…whatever you call it, they like to tease us. They get drunk and show it to us then—”

      Rage engulfs me like a tornado and I have to put my hand over her mouth or I’m going to go postal on every one of those fuckers in her little tribe.  “Sorry, baby.  You’re going to have to finish that story another time.  I’m carrying a gun, and I have to make sure I’m around to take care of you. Sorry.”

      I drop my hand, barely able to see straight, but I have to stay calm for her.

      “It’s okay.  It’s not a life like most people know.”  The break in her voice tells me I may have to kill someone after all.

      “Well, your life is about to change.”

      She gives me a sad smile, her lips tight as she looks up at the sky. “I really should get back.  Father will want me there for tonight’s performance.  It’s where we get the most tips.  The patrons have been drinking most of the day and they get a little freer with their money.”

      I growl. The thought of anyone with their eyes on her only fuels my red rage. But tearing her away from her ‘family’ right now may be premature.  I want her to believe in me and what I see for us, even if it’s going at lightning speed.

      “Fine.  We’ll go, but I’m staying to watch. No one is going to touch my pretty baby. No one but me.”
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      The warmth of the fire burning behind the stage takes the chill from the air, but I still shiver as I take deep breaths. My dance finale of the evening drew more cheers and tips than usual but it feels empty to me.

      Emptier than usual I should say.

      Merrick is still out in the crowd. He practically threw half the men to the ground for making remarks about me or reaching out and trying to touch me as I spun and danced.

      I barely know him, but my every thought is consumed like tinder in a forest fire.

      Merrick. Merrick.

      Daddy.

      It runs on repeat inside my head, pushing everything else out. He’s created a tsunami inside of me, flooding everything, washing away so much of the heaviness and doubt I’ve carried my whole life.

      I can see by the way Papa is looking at me as he approaches, he knows something is different and, I’m either in trouble or he’s eaten a bad turkey leg again.

      “Papa, I can ex—” I begin, thinking I’ll head off the problem, but he doesn’t seem to hear me as he steps into my personal space.

      “He’s on the hook,” he mutters, smiling for the sake of appearances as the rest of our group moves around the fire and chatters, getting ready to wind down for the evening, which usually includes liquor, other substances and sex.  “You are the bait, but you have not given him more than you are allowed, have you?”  His jawline tightens, his voice thick.

      “No, Papa.”  I half-lie.  I’m never to let our marks touch me more than holding my hand or a peck on my cheek, so what I did with Merrick today would be seen as a horrible indiscretion.

      “Good. He’s got it bad but you need to keep him away. He’s disrupting the crowd, making it harder for us to work. You will go with him again tomorrow. Miss the performances and keep him occupied all day. It’s our last day here and the crowd will be big, and so will our take.”

      My throat constricts when I see Merrick snaking through the group behind the stage, heading our way.

      He’s magnificent, more so than earlier today, and the way he made me feel takes away the tension in my center and I want to fling myself into him.

      “Good evening, Sheriff!”  My father puts on his best booming, showman’s voice. “You enjoyed the show yet again.”

      Merrick’s jaw hardens as he puts his hands on his belt, his gun still holstered as he looks at me, then turns his broad shoulders square to my father.  The tension in his body tells me he’s still on alert, not the way he relaxed with me at the waterfall.  There’s a fluttering tingle low inside me when I think of the orgasm and I still see the vague outline of dried evidence on his pant leg.

      The way he looked at me, kissed me, like I was already his, and for a brief time all the pressures and problems of my life floated away in that little lake.

      “Sure,” he grunts out, and I can see he would like to say more but he’s holding back. “Was beautiful.”

      “Yes.” My father chuckles, the knowing in his laugh makes my stomach lurch.  He’s playing Merrick and I hate that I’m a part of it.  “Seems my precious daughter has her own personal protector in the crowd.”

      “She needs one.”

      “Ah, yes, we do make sure she is safe.”  He glances at me and I look down, I don’t want to play this game anymore, not with Merrick, but years of training…if that’s what you want to call it…has the fear of reprisal twisting inside of me.

      “Yes,” I chime in, hating myself for playing this part. “My family does keep me safe, but I so appreciate your help as well. You’ve been so kind…”  Merrick gives me a look like he’s not buying the back and forth here, but before he can say anything, my father moves us to the next step.

      “Kezia has not missed a performance since we arrived outside of today, and she twisted her ankle a bit in her last dance this evening.  I was thinking…” Merrick keeps his eyes locked onto my father as he takes a sidestep closer to me. “Once again, I would be honored if you would take Kezia into your care tomorrow.  We have our busiest day and I would like her to have a day to relax before we move on to our next town.”

      Merrick sniffs and holds back something like a snarl, then looks down at me.  “You hurt yourself?”

      “It’s nothing.” I hate the lie, but it’s already out. I’m trapped by it. “Just stepped wrong.”

      I hear the laughter and chatter coming from behind, right on time.  Our group is a well-oiled machine.

      My sister and four of the other younger women swarm around us.

      “Kezia!”  Genevieve calls. “Are you coming? Mother is waiting for us.”  She turns to Merrick.  “We’re on clean-up duty. All the costumes need to be washed. We take turns, but tonight it’s all on us. A family that works together…works.”  She smiles, giving him the well-used lines.

      Dangle the carrot, then take it away, our father always says.  Makes them salivate for what they can’t have.  Makes them putty in your hands.

      “I have to go.” I look at Merrick, our secret hot and heavy between us, but I plead with my eyes for him to play along.

      At least for now.

      “I’ll be here at daybreak,” I hear Merrick say as I’m pulled away, my heart already breaking, knowing I won’t see him until morning. Hoping in the end, he doesn’t change his mind as I play and replay our day at the water’s edge.

      Come back for me, Daddy.  Your little girl already needs you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Merrick

        

      

    

    
      Something smells like shit around here and it’s not just all the overflowing port-a-johns.

      Her father is full of it.  Something is wrong there. I don’t know the specifics yet, but I’ll fucking find out, and when I do there’ll be hell to pay.

      I know I only spent a few hours with her, but she’s mine, and I’m going to make sure she’s safe until she’s with me full time.

      After the group of girls dragged Kezia away last night, I drove around the back of the camping area and watched from the shadows for an hour. Kezia didn’t do any fucking costume cleaning, so that sister of hers is also a liar.

      That would make Kezia a liar too.

      Fine. She’s being coerced, my instincts told me that early on. That ‘father’ of theirs, if you can even call him that, has some sort of hold over them.

      He’s more than full of shit, he’s a mother fucker and it makes me wonder what sort of intimidation he uses to get compliance. As I watched from the parking lot, she returned alone, walking to Thadius and some older woman, maybe her mother. They were lecturing her, pointing fingers and waving hands, getting right in her face as she stared at the ground.

      Then, the older woman took her by the arm, half dragging her into some sort of makeshift shower area, shoving her in. She came out soaking wet, wearing just a thick sort of nightdress, and the woman then handed her off to one of the younger women that took her from me earlier and they disappeared into a tent.

      I could see their silhouettes as they sat with a low light inside casting shadows. Every once in a while, Kezia would put her head in her hands while the other threw hers into the air as she talked.

      Soon after, the light inside went out.

      I hated leaving, but I had to take care of some work since I’d had my other deputies cover everything for the day while I was gone and dispatch called me a few times for some minor but important incidents around town.

      As well, Rosy and Eleanor were at the house and I’d been gone longer than usual and it was too late at night to ask mom or dad to head over and check on them and feed them. Tension coiled inside me as I drove away, knowing I’d be back as soon as I could.

      Now, I’m showered and dressed in civilian clothes. I managed two hours of tortured sleep while fighting the urge to jerk my cock raw, the taste of her still lingering on my tongue. There was no fucking way I was waiting for daybreak to come back.  This girl has cast a spell on me and maybe I’m losing it, but my urge to consume her is overpowering.

      It’s not just the way I want to sink into her virgin cunt and claim her forever, it’s more.  There’s a throb inside of me.  I want to make sure she has everything in life and more.  A protector, a guide, a lover, a confidant, a friend…everything.  Like a father to a daughter, as well as a husband to a wife and a stalker to his prey.

      I want it all with this wisp of a girl that’s already stolen my heart.

      I’m watching again from the rear of their camp with night vision binoculars The tent where she disappeared last I saw her is still dark, and I can’t shake the feeling that something’s wrong. Not having her next to me or in my sight is going to push me to insanity, so I throw open the door of my truck and start walking toward the tent.

      I pause as I approach, hearing low voices from other tents.  The fire at the center of the camp is glowing orange embers, and it reminds me of the white-hot desire Kezia has lit inside of me.  My balls still have that heavy feeling like they are weighted down with a lifetime of cum just for her. I can’t stop my cock from leaking at the thought of imprinting her with my seed.

      I wonder if I should have taken her by the lake. Not waited but marked her right there and claimed her as my own.

      She is innocent, but the way she took her pleasure as her slick pussy spread itself on my thigh has me feeling drugged.  I want that pussy dripping with me, morning, noon and night, and that’s something I’ve never thought of before. The anguish I feel without her surprises me but the image of her sweet face as her first orgasm flowed through her will be burned into my memory forever. My finest hour.

      I’m gone for this girl.

      And as unrealistic as it is, I don’t care.  I decide I’m all in and I’m following my gut, which rarely steers me wrong.

      I take slow, measured steps toward the tent, and bend down, listening but there’s no sound from inside.  I ease around the front, the zipper is open and I don’t want to scare the shit out of her or the other girl she was with, so I crouch down, my eyes adjusting to the low light, but my heart sinks when I see the tent is empty.

      Fuck. Something’s wrong.

      Not knowing where she is, is one thing, but my inner bullshit meter is off the charts when it comes to her father.  I should have never left her here.

      That’s on me, and if something’s happened to her, I’ll never forgive myself.

      Just as my heart is about to crack my ribs, I hear a little yelp from over my left shoulder.  It’s a female’s voice, a young woman, and I reach down and grip the handle of my pistol, partly on instinct and partly because if anyone has laid a hand on her, they’re getting some lead in their head.

      There’s low voices and I follow them toward a larger, tall canvas tent with a low light inside.

      I step to the back where it’s darker and my shadow won’t cast against the fabric, and peer through an open slit where a roll-down window covering doesn’t quite square up.

      And my blood turns to ice.

      My fingers curl around the cold steel handle of my gun, while my thumb flips open the snap holding it in the holster.

      The man that presented himself as Kezia’s father is sitting in a wooden chair, holding a long, knotty cane.

      It’s what’s at the end of that cane that very well may end his life this morning.

      It’s Kezia.

      She’s curled into a ball, cowering inside a wooden crate fashioned into some sort of cage, barely big enough for her tiny, tucked body. Thadius is banging on the top with the gnarled end of his cane.

      “What is your job?” he asks, as homicidal thoughts flood my brain.

      To kill you, motherfucker.

      “To distract. To do as I’m told. To serve the family.”  Kezia’s soft voice shakes. I try to suppress a growl as rage bubbles inside of me.

      He slams the cane down on the top of the box five times and I see Kezia wince and curl tighter with each blow.

      “You say the words but you do not follow through with your actions!”  he bellows, standing now, stepping to the wooden crate and looking down. “You kissed him. I overheard you telling Genevieve.” He locks his jaw then continues. “You are not to be touched by them. You are to be untouched. Your value to the family is partly your beauty but also your purity. If it is discovered you let an outsider touch you, I will lose many thousands of dollars, Kezia, and that is not going to happen.”

      “I’m sorry,” she whimpers and I’m not listening to anything more.

      The beast inside of me is ready to tear his skin off as I make my way around to the front of the tent and rip my way through the flaps of fabric that serve as the door, my pistol pulled.

      Her father spins, his cane in the air, and I give him a look that lets him know he’s half a twitch away from a bullet in his brain.

      “Merrick.” I hear Kezia’s voice but I’m focused on the fucker in front of me.

      I reach out and jerk the cane from his hand, throwing it into the corner but keeping my gun pinned on him. Then I step forward, and in a single movement I rip the top of the cage holding my girl off its hinges and throw it at him.

      “You okay, baby?”  I ask, keeping my eyes on the man who is staring at me without fear.

      “I’m okay,” Kezia answers as I offer my free hand and help her out of the box. “Don’t hurt him.”

      I swallow the hatred gathered in my throat as I push her behind me, then close the space between me and her father, reaching up and grabbing his throat with one hand and shoving the barrel of my gun into his gut.

      “You’re fucking lucky she’s here. Only reason you’re alive is I don’t want her to watch you die.”

      “You are a man of the law. I am unarmed. It would be murder.” He chokes out the words as my fingers crush his windpipe.

      “Look in my eyes, do you think I give a shit what they would call it? Besides, I caught you in the commission of a felony, forcible imprisonment and torture, domestic abuse…You fought me as I tried to free Kezia. I know the fucking law.”  I shrug. His eyes narrow but he shrinks back, mouth open as I cut off the little air reaching his lungs.

      I release his throat, cock back and hammer my fist upward under his jaw, throwing him back three feet to where he lands in a pile of dust, out cold.

      I spin, grabbing Kezia’s hand and march us out of this medieval torture chamber toward the truck.

      As we make our way outside, a voice sounds from behind another tent.

      “Psst.” I look over, Kezia oblivious next to me and I see one of the girls that took her from me earlier.  “Take care of her. Please.” I open my mouth to answer, but she’s gone and I don’t want to wait another second to get my baby away from this place but make a note to ask her later who the dark haired girl is.

      I get Kezia inside the truck, buckled in, and finally holster my gun when I look behind me and see no one watching.  I throw the car into drive and spin in the dirt, knowing now that I’ve got her back with me, I’m never letting her go again.

      “I’m sorry I left you here. I knew something was wrong, I should have followed my instinct. My sweet little girl, I may never let you out of my sight again.” I reach over and brush the dust from her cheeks. Dried trails of tears cut through the dirt and I never want to see her cry.  My gut feels like a coiled viper ready to strike anyone that dares come close right now.

      “Baby, are you okay, for real?”  I reach over and cup her cheek.

      “I am now.” She looks over, her soft features so trusting as she smiles, and my heart is beating out of my chest. “Where are we going?” she asks, and it takes me a second to switch off the fury and focus on caring for her.

      Just as I open my mouth to answer, a loud, gnawing growl comes from her stomach and she wraps her free hand around her center.

      “Sorry.”

      “You’re hungry.” New anger wells up inside me as I remember watching her last night but not seeing her eat anything. “We’re going to get you some food, that’s where we’re going.”

      “No,” she snaps, too fast, but I’m not backing down. “I’m fine.”

      “Yes, we are,” I announce, giving her a stern stare.  “Sometimes, I make the rules, I know what’s best for you and you’re going to learn to trust me.”

      The tension in her face softens and she brings a shoulder to her ear. “Daddy knows best.” The words drip from her plump cherry lips and my already throbbing cock sends a jolt of painful need deep into my core.

      “Every time you call me that, I feel like I’m the luckiest human on the planet, baby girl.”

      “Every time I look at you, I feel the same.”
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        Kezia

      

      

      

      “This is the most beautiful place I’ve ever seen.”  I gaze around, my mouth hanging wide in awe as I turn in circles, the stars and moon shining down. The first hum of light turning the sky along the horizon from black to deep gray.  “I’ve traveled this entire country, and I always had dreams of a place…it looked like this. I never knew it could be real.”

      “Well,” Merrick starts, his eyes trained on me as we walk the stone pathway from where he parked his truck toward the front door of a house that is straight out of my dreams. He’s changed out of his uniform, wearing loose, faded jeans and a white button up shirt. Simple but still so sexy. “First, you are the most beautiful place, person, everything, that I’ve ever seen. And second…” He stands behind me, wrapping his hands around my waist, and I feel the hard length pressed into my back, making the tension grow low between my legs. “Second, this is real. I’m going to take care of you from now on, Kezia. No one will hurt you again.”

      I want to believe him, but a lifetime of a reality that doesn’t match his words niggles doubt in my mind. I take a long breath, admiring the enormous barn-like structure that is his home lit up outside and inside in the low light of pre-dawn.

      The rustic form contrasts with the modern touches that have turned the giant structure into an awe-inspiring house.  As we approach the front door, I see huge glass windows that give a straight view through the first floor.

      The driveway to the house was probably half a mile long, winding through pines that reminded me of the ones at the waterfall we went to just yesterday.  He told me this is part of the same land, and the way it rolls and enormous century old trees hug the house make it more like the cover of a magazine than somewhere I ever thought I’d find myself.

      Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, I hear dogs barking inside, then see them through the glass.

      “You have dogs?”  I do a little skip-jump.

      “Yeah, Rosy and Eleanor. Rescues. Sort of like you.”

      A smile blossoms on my face. “I love dogs so much. I’ve never been allowed to have pets. They are considered a unnecessary expense in our group. But, when we’re at the festivals, people bring their dogs and I just always wanted one so bad.”

      “Well, come on.  Meet your dogs.”

      The way he says ‘meet your dogs’ makes me pause, but I’m so excited I don’t dwell that I may have misunderstood.

      “Come on.  I need to get inside you—”  Merrick immediately stops himself and shakes his head.  “I mean, I need to get you inside.”

      He turns toward the house, my hand in his as he guides us to the front door, and I’m nervous but at the same time, I feel at home. Something I’ve never felt before.

      Just inside the door, the interior is more stunning than the exterior, if that’s possible. Warm wood, cream and white, and spots of blue that remind me of the ocean with soaring ceilings and rough beams.  Rosy and Eleanor jump and lick and I sit right down on the floor and let them engulf me.

      “They don’t usually take to strangers. They’re not really trusting of most people. Can’t blame them, they didn’t have the best upbringing.”  Merrick stands, watching with a warm glow in his eyes, scratching the side of his face.  “But, they probably need to go out.”

      When he says, ‘go out’ both the dogs turn to him, wagging their tails and panting as he opens the front door and they go bounding outside.

      “They won’t run away?”  I ask, my heart already missing them, worried they will disappear into the forest.

      “Nope. They know where their home is.  Besides, I installed an invisible fence and trained them.  They can run around ten acres; they know their boundaries.  Dogs like to know someone else is in charge. Makes them feel safe.”

      Merrick guides me by the hand to a huge open kitchen and my stomach growls again, right on cue.

      “Sorry,” I say, pulling my lips to the side.

      “You’re not the one that should be sorry.  As long as you are with me, I’ll be sure from now on you eat, you are safe, you get whatever it is you need.” He holds my face in his hands.  “I’m not going to lie, I want you. I want between your legs, and I can’t fucking wait to get my mouth on your sweet pussy, but always and foremost, I will take care of you. Your safety and well-being trump everything else. And food is something you look like you’ve not had enough of a long time.”

      I hesitate, then nod. “I am hungry, but…”

      “But what?”

      “But, well, I have allergies. I can’t expect you to go out of your way—”

      He holds my shoulders. “So you have allergies. Tell me what they are.”

      “You’re sure?” I ask, and he nods, so I take a deep breath and plunge in. “Eggs and chicken. Poultry in general. Once I nearly died, my throat swelled up so much.”

      “Say no more. I’ll make sure you never touch them and they never touch you.”

      I marvel as I watch Merrick work his way around the kitchen.  He’s obviously a skilled cook, chopping vegetables like he’s on Top Chef, rubbing down a piece of red meat with ten spices, then searing it on the grill portion of a stainless-steel cooktop that looks like it belongs in a five-star restaurant.

      “God, that smells good.”  I’m salivating and it’s from the scent of the food, but it’s also from watching Merrick.  I never believed what a turn on it could be to watch a man cook.  It’s like he’s painting a masterpiece just for me.

      “This smells good, I agree.” He nods toward the food, then gives me a look that makes me shiver. “I know something that smells much, much better.”  Merrick looks at me like I’m the piece of beef he’s ready to devour and my stomach flips and flutters.

      It’s been a long time since I ate a meal like this.  Salad, mixed vegetables, mashed potatoes and a steak like I didn’t know existed. He asks what I’d like to drink and I answer water but he’s not buying it.  After some interrogation, I admit, my favorite, favorite thing to drink is pink lemonade, extra sweet.

      Just so happened, he had lemons in the refrigerator, and he made me the best homemade pink lemonade I’ve had in my life.

      Since I was a child, my food has been restricted, controlled, and not just because of my allergies.  Keeping me waif-like and rail thin helped me play my part. It was the same in each family I was sold to. When I was little, I was to pull on people’s heartstrings, look frail and needy. My unique eyes were a draw even back then, making people gasp and stare. As I grew, it changed into what I am now.

      I feel like I’ve been eating for an hour, when I finally sit up and hold my stomach.

      “I don’t think I’ve ever eaten so much in my life.” I rub my belly as Merrick clears my empty plate. “I think I’m going to explode.”

      “I know how you feel.”

      The vibrating tension between us has only ramped up since we entered the house and I am hungry for more than food.  I’m already grateful for everything Merrick has done but I’m still having a hard time believing this isn’t more than just a lustful tryst for another morally-flexible lawman.

      All the doubt evaporates when Merrick stands in front of me, looking like he’s won the lottery.  The thin strap on the sheath I’m wearing falls from one shoulder, and as I reach up to return it to its place, his hand grips my wrist and moisture gathers in my panties as my fingers start to tremble.

      “Leave it,” he commands.  “Daddy needs to see you.  Taste you.”  He leans down next to my ear.  “Daddy needs to fuck you. It’s cherry-picking time, baby.”

      He stands, licking his bottom lip as I open my mouth to say something, but no words come.  I want him to see me.  I know that is true, down deep in my bones, so I reach over to my other shoulder and lower the other strap.

      If not for the way my nipples are puckered, the fabric hanging on to the hard flesh, it would fall free.

      I sway on the chair as Merrick brings his mouth to mine, hard and full, slow and fast at the same time.  It’s caring, lustful, like a father and a lover all mixed up into one man.

      His tongue glides through my lips as his hands lower the nightdress, then his warm, rough palm is gripping my breasts and my head is spinning.

      “You like how Daddy touches you? You’ve grown into such a big girl.”

      I nod, words impossible right now. The heady arousal his touch and his words spin inside of me feel perfectly right and horribly wrong, and it feels like I’m caught in a dream.

      I’m so drawn to him. I have crazy feelings like he’s the father I wished I had, and then I have feelings a girl should never have for her father. But the mixture has me so turned on; I’m tingling everywhere.

      “You’ve teased lots of men, haven’t you?”

      “Yes…”  I manage as he rolls my nipple between his fingers, and I can hardly breathe. “That was my job. To tease, and flirt, but never let them touch me. I never wanted them to…until now.”

      “You know you are making my cock ache. Like you did yesterday, riding me like you did. Naughty girl.  You were teasing me too, weren’t you?”

      I cling to the front of his shirt as he picks me up, my legs wrapping around his waist as the brush of his shirt against my soaking hot flesh nearly sets me off.  “I was supposed to tease you. But you’re different. I wanted your touch. I wanted so much from you.”

      “And you’re going to get it, little one. I’m going to give you everything.”  His voice is thick and warm against my ear. “Daddy’s going to give you one very special thing today.”

      He carries me down a long hall to a door at the end that’s standing open, and inside is a bedroom the size of a basketball court, with a bed in the center and the same soaring ceiling as in the living room, rough rafters criss-crossing everywhere.

      I know what’s about to happen.  I’m innocent in so many ways, but I know a lot.  Book smart, I guess, in the ways of things.  Between men and women. You don’t grow up in my sort of world without knowing way more than you should, at far too young an age, about sex.

      It seemed like everyone but me was getting busy. In every tent, camper and up against the back walls of the stages where we played, men and women in every sort of mixture were fornicating.

      Even as I grew older, it just never felt right to me.  The sex just for the sex.  There was something missing, no man ever ignited what Merrick has inside me, and I want to follow it to the ends of the earth.

      I don’t know how this will all turn out, but right now all I can think about is a life with Merrick. And, stupid fantasy or not, I’m going with it.

      The back wall of the bedroom is all windows that slide open, the early morning glow showing the outlines of the forest beyond making you feel like you’re in a tree house.  The thick woods filter the light and bring in the natural, woodsy scent that mixes with Merrick’s spicy cologne.

      The warmth of the room melts me as lusty heat pumps through my veins.  Merrick lays me down on the bed, retreating a step, still looking at me like I’m that juicy steak he cooked earlier.

      His gaze is heavy and the silence fills the air as he stares, unmoving, and out of nervousness I slide my knees together, eliciting a deep snarl from the stoic man standing at the foot of the bed.

      “Don’t do that.  Daddy needs a view.”  He steps forward and my heart skips as he peels the nightdress the rest of the way down my body, then hooks his fingers in my panties and tugs them down my thighs, then off my ankles. He brings them to his face, inhaling, then takes them away just long enough to speak. “No hide and seek with what’s mine, little one.  We will play lots of wonderful games, but never a game that keeps you from me. Do you understand?” he asks, then tosses my panties onto the nightstand.

      “I think so,” I whisper, but I’m distracted when he unbuttons his shirt, nearly tearing it off before reaching down and yanking my ankles apart, placing them in distinct positions, high and wide, then following with heavy hands, pushing my knees wide.

      There’s a deep scar on his mid-section and several more small ones that dot his torso.

      “Right there,” he growls, kicking off one boot, then the other, bending down to pull his socks off and God, his body is everything.

      “What happened?” I manage, wanting to know as much about him as he seems to want to know about me.

      “High speed chase and a semi. Lost my spleen, gave me some perspective. Let me know, we’re all immortal.”  He looks at me like I’m a Goddess and I want to be immortal with him.

      He’s not sculpted per se, not like one of those perfect men on the covers of books and fitness magazines.  He’s better.  Strong, thick, there’s muscle there but it’s not for show. It’s for real use.

      He’s has a layer of bulkiness over the hard muscle, making him a contrast of strength and comfort. His wide chest is decorated with just enough dark hair for my fingers to twitch, longing to touch it.

      His gaze is furious, intent, lustful, making me so wet it’s leaking out of me as a red blush heats my cheeks, knowing he can probably see the effect he’s having on me.

      He leaves his pants in place, but I can see the outline of his thick erection and it only makes me want him more, my knees starting to quiver as I hold myself open for him.

      “Goddamn, little one. I don’t deserve you. You’re too perfect.”

      “You do, Daddy.”  As I answer, that fire in his eyes flames as his chest heaves.  “We deserve to be happy, don’t we? Is it wrong for us to feel like this? For you to want to play with your little girl?”

      The fantasy makes my insides twist in the most delightful way, and I’m shocked at how uninhibited I am with Merrick.

      “It’s not wrong. How could this be wrong? How could you be wrong? You are my little sprite. But I’m going to apologize now, because, baby, Daddy’s going to fuck you hard. Your teasing and that sweet tight gash aren’t going to let me go slow.”

      “It’s okay. I want you to be happy. I want to make you happy.”

      He growls again through clenched teeth as I lie exposed, but I know from the look in his eyes he’s pleased, and I can’t fathom the lengths to which I would go to make sure he looks at me like that forever.

      A moment of melancholy seeps into the joy, knowing at some point, I need to face my father and my family. And by then, maybe Merrick will be done with me and I’ll have to face the consequences alone.

      Consequences of leaving. Of defying Papa’s will. Of spoiling my purity.

      All those negative thoughts fly away when Merrick leans down and sucks my taut, sensitive nipple between his teeth.  I hiss at the pinch but then he’s licking, sucking and caressing both my breasts as I arch upward and groan with the building desire.

      I run my fingers into his hair, wanting more, wanting this, wanting him.  I look down, watching his mouth on me, his tongue swirling.  My Daddy, enjoying me, and it’s so erotic I nearly combust from the pleasure of it all.

      A heavy groan rumbles from him as I hold onto his head, pulling him closer, never wanting this to end. And yet, there’s so much more I want.

      So much more I need.

      It’s like a fever growing inside of me.  A hunger for something I’ve never had. But the most primal part of me demands it.  He must feel the need pulsing in my veins as he rakes his teeth upward to my neck, nipping and biting at my jugular like a tiger trying to find the exact right spot to bite and consume his prey.

      My hand trails down my center until I’m sinking my finger into the wetness that he’s created. I’m lost in the sensation of his teeth, his lips, his tongue as he concentrates his attention on a part of my neck that feels sensitive, erotic, just as with my nipples, or where my fingers are exploring my soaking folds, and for a moment I can’t breathe.

      “No, little one.”  His voice drips, low and dark into my ear.  “As much as I want to watch you play with your little kitty, your next orgasm is going to be delivered directly into my mouth.”

      He reaches over and pulls my hand away, and before I can say anything else, he’s standing, stripping his pants and his briefs, and that dreamlike, feverish feeling rushes over me in waves. My skin prickles with pins and needles as I take in the reality of the veined monster standing tall and swollen from his loins.

      “God,”  I squeak out, licking my lips as I lock my gaze on the little pearly-white droplets seeping from the nearly purple, bulbous tip.  “That’s never going to fit inside me.”

      “It will fit, sweet girl.  Daddy will make sure you are good and ready before we try.”

      I stare at his monster erection in baffled silence while my ovaries are getting ready to deliver more eggs than the Easter Bunny.

      “Is it going to hurt?”  I ask, a hint of pout and fear in my voice, because I don’t see how this is anatomically possible.

      He drags his fingernails down my ribs, making me hiss as he maneuvers down to the end of the bed, his hands coming to rest on my knees.

      “I’m afraid it will. But, I promise, I will give you special kisses and make it better after.  Then, very soon, when your little body is used to it, it will feel so good. You’ll have to trust Daddy.”

      “I will.”

      “Good girl. Now, I’m going to show you what those special kisses feel like.”

      I shiver as he looks down at me, the intensity in his mossy-green eyes flashing between desire and something darker.

      Before I can say anything, he’s crouched down, his nose pressing firmly against my slit, and I feel the movement of cool air as he exhales and inhales against my molten hot sex.

      “So sweet,” he whispers, like he’s talking directly to my pussy and not me.  “One of a kind, made just for me. This cherry is all for me, isn’t it?”  His eyes flick upward as I look down over the landscape of my body, at this man who is about to take my everything.

      A man that feels like family, but is so much a stranger.

      I nod, my mouth agape, anticipation stabbing into the most delicate parts of me as I silently beg for what’s coming next.

      “You should learn to say please, Daddy, when you want something.”  He takes a long, slow lick through my folds, exploding nerve endings like fireworks.  “Say, ‘Please, Daddy, give me special kisses’.”

      He presses his mouth into the drenched, silky skin and I stutter out his request.  “P—p—lease…Daddy, give me, oh God…”  I stall as his tongue toys with my hard nub, circling it like a predator as my head spins and I try to remember what it was I was saying.  “…special kisses, please, Daddy…special…”  I stammer and twist as my synapses fire and misfire.  “P-please.”

      “I do love the way you say please.”  Merrick gives me a devilish grin and I drive my hips upward, unconsciously demanding more as his hands slip around and have a death grip around my upper thighs.  “Now, just close your eyes, baby. Daddy’s going to make you feel so good.”

      A wrenched sob rips from my chest as his mouth engulfs my entire pussy. He’s everywhere, this man, making me rise up and pant as my hips twist and forge for some invisible demand that he’s created inside of me.

      My toes curl as I push my heels into the bedding. I feel his teeth rasp on the sensitive, tingling flesh, before he sucks each fold between his lips and focuses superhero powers on my clit, making my entire body rise and fall with the pulsing sensations growing deep in my core.

      “God, Merrick…” I rasp between moans and screams.  “Please, don’t stop.”

      “I’m never going to stop.”  He pauses to answer, the words vibrating into my opening as I feel pressure there, his mouth returning to my clit.  He’s taking his time now, even as my body silently demands him to rush, to get me to the place where I lose control.

      It’s one finger, in and out, tongue and lips, and then he’s pushing somewhere inside me that makes me gasp and tense my muscles.  He’s rubbing it, whatever this magical spot is, as his mouth works its own separate sort of voodoo and I’m transported to a mindless, lusting, feral part of me, one I never dreamt could exist.

      Daddy. Daddy. Daddy.Daddydaddydaddy….

      I repeat his name inside my lust-addled brain while my hips buck, grinding into his generous mouth as my chest arches to the ceiling and my skin feels like it’s coming alive.  There’s an urgent anxiety building, stabbing, twisting and racing inside of me toward an invisible finish line.

      “This cunt is mine,” I hear him in the midst of my own screams, and Merrick’s mouth draws my clit inward, tongue lapping and destroying me in one second while my body gives in to the inner tugging in my center.

      His mouth, his words are desperate.

      Needy.

      Demanding.

      He devours me as he pulls me against his mouth, impossibly tight, like he wants me permanently attached to his face. He’s moaning with me, even louder, lower, vibrating as the pleasure he seems to take from my own pushes me over the edge into a trembling, gut-wrenching orgasm.

      I hold my breath for that last delicious second before the cliff dive has me falling.

      Falling. Flailing. Pleasure ripping from me in waves.

      I’m reaching, grasping for something that isn’t there. I’m aware of every cell in my body…every atom as it spins and the tsunami takes me away.

      There’s no air, no light, no sound, just the black hole of deliciousness he’s given me with his mouth. I will never look at his lips and tongue the same again. They are a priceless mechanism of deviant pleasure, I don’t believe my mind will ever function the same again.

      As I heave and pant, screams burn my throat, Merrick drawing my overwhelmed clit back into his lips and the pleasure turns into a desperate pain.

      “God, please, stop!”  I bellow, my lungs desperate to pull oxygen from the air. But they fail, and I’m suffocating. Kicking at him, slapping at his head. “I can’t breathe…”  I manage, pulling at the fabric under me, panicking, my eyes unfocused on the ceiling which seems to be undulating like I’ve entered some decadent, sexual version of Alice’s crazy wonderland.

      “You’ve made such a beautiful mess, little one.  You make me so happy.”  I hear Merrick’s voice like it’s far away, calling me closer, urging calm into my body. I’m not even sure how much time has passed since I lost myself in the vortex.

      An hour?

      A day?

      A split second and an eternity all at the same time.  I’m trying to make sense of time and space again as it exists here on earth and I realize, I’m still engulfed in a cloud of lust.

      I want something else.

      My body needs something else.

      “I want you inside me, Daddy,” I manage, my voice small, playing another part as I heave in and out, hot breaths searing my lungs as my skin feels feverish. Hot and cold at the same time, as I finally focus, looking down and seeing Merrick on his knees between my spread legs, his face slick with my juices.

      “I’m going inside of you, baby. You’re the most perfect, beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and I’m claiming all of you.  Your cherry is mine, but more than that, your sweet, virgin cunt is going to take me raw. All of me.  For all of you.”

      A flutter of new pleasure bolts through me and I feel like I’m on a rollercoaster, the car chugging toward the top of the tallest peak, the ride surging forward; there’s no stopping, no getting off. It’s too late as your belly flips and the ultimate free fall awaits just in front of you.

      He braces his arms on the sides of my body, leaning down for his mouth to consume mine.  I taste myself on him as he feeds me his tongue and the tension builds inside of me again.  I wasn’t lying when I said I wanted him.  My body is desperate to feel him pushing inside me, and his enormous weight on top of me gives me that wonderful, dangerous, helpless feeling, like he could do anything he wanted to me and I would not be able to stop him.

      But even as the forbidden fantasy tantalizes me, somehow he feels like home. Like I’ve finally found the person, not the place, that gives me roots. Something I’ve never had.

      Our tongues lash and twist together.  He’s demanding in his kiss, aggressive and unapologetic, as he centers his weight on top of me then pulls back, looking into my soul with eyes I remember from my dreams.

      “You filled my mouth with your honey, little one.  That made Daddy very happy.  Now you’re going to have to be brave, you’re going to make me happy again. My cock is going inside that tight little hole of yours and I’m not sure I’ll be able to go slow.”

      There’s pain in his eyes, his face looks twisted and conflicted as the tendons in his neck stand out.

      I draw a sharp breath as he reaches down and the first brush of his cock is at my entrance. He shifts, hands behind my knees, pushing my legs upward, wide, wider, as he struggles to get his massive form into position.

      “Daddy loves you.”  His words stab into places I’ve kept hidden for so long as his shaft stabs into my virginity, a blaze of emotions engulfing me along with the pain of his entry.  “Fuck, baby. Jesus, I’m sorry. You teased me too much. I can’t stop. Daddy loves you.”

      He says it again as I scream his name and he rips through my resistance. Arrows of white-hot pain spear outward in every direction as his forest-green eyes control mine with a look of such power and reverence I feel like a priceless treasure, sent here as an offering to a devil.

      The pain is buckling inside of me as he holds my legs wide and he strains to push forward. I don’t know what to do with my hands for a moment, finally bringing them to rest on his jaw.

      I feel the hard flex of the muscle, the vibration as he grinds his teeth together, and I’ve never wanted to please someone as much as I do right now.

      “Fuck me,” I bite out, surprising myself with the filthy request.  “I want you to fuck me, Daddy. Make me yours, all yours. Your special girl, always and forever.”

      “Fuck, baby.”  His hips drive forward on a grimace. “You are so perfect. I can’t stop…fuck, fuck, fuck.”

      He drops his head into the nape of my neck, hot breaths and low growls mixing against my flesh as pain darts into my core and I take another thrust.  Then another and another, until sobs are caught in my chest and I reach down to grip my legs behind the knees, giving all of myself over to him even as the pain drives the air from my lungs.

      Merrick’s hands slip between the bedding and my back, engulfing me in an embrace, pressing our bodies together as his flesh moves against mine. The wet sounds of our bodies moving together fill my ears as the sweet scent of sweat and sex tickle my nose and the binding feels complete.

      His body covers me, his cock filling me as his arms clutch at my soft flesh, and I feel like I am part of him.  I’m no longer me, I’m an extension of this man and I never want this moment to end.

      I feel utterly, completely, primally owned by him. I feel safe in a way I’ve never experienced as he strokes his thick manhood in and out of me, grunting and cursing into my ear the most wondrous and filthy things, and before I know it, I’m pushed to the edge.

      “The first time I saw you, I became someone else.”  He pushes up, breathing the words into the air between us as he thrusts, filling me with him. “When you danced and looked at me, I wanted everything from you.  Everything with you.”

      His lips crush to mine, strained breaths sighing through his nose as he starts to pump faster, faster, as I do my best to hold myself wide, wanting him deep, deeper, into parts of me I’ve never thought about before, pushing the pain away...

      My wetness flows around him, easing his demanding girth as he pummels me in the most delicious way.

      “You may have teased men before, but you will never again, little one. You belong to me now, this pussy is mine, your heart, your soul…they are all mine to care for from now on. Mine to protect.”

      He drives in and out, hot, fast, urgent, until our bodies are slick from forehead to feet, slipping and slapping as the bed bounces under his weighted effort and his lips slip from mine, kissing my forehead in such a delicious, sweet gesture, as he fucks me like a rag doll down below.

      I’m his porcelain doll, his filthy whore, and it feels perfect.

      I accept everything he’s giving, the pain and the pleasure, as the scruff of his beard rasps against my cheek and he clutches around my body, holding me against him like some human sex toy, the twist of tension spinning into a fury.

      He drives into me, harder, needier, almost manic, as I feel myself tensing, ready to fly again when he groans into my ear.

      “Daddy’s coming inside you, baby. I can’t stop, I’m so close, princess, come with me.  I want to feel you come on my cock, your little girl cunt milking my cum from my balls.”

      His words push me to my peak, and I wrap my legs around the hard muscle of his ass, pulling him impossibly deep as I throw my arms around his neck, clinging to him. My body convulses, noises unlike anything I imagined I could make tear from my throat, and the first spray of his hot release coats the inside of my sex.

      He grunts, grunts, then roars, as I scream and hold on for dear life.  Our bodies are running the show, there is no more civilized thought going on.  Merrick’s furious drives, in and out of me, bottom out in the most glorious pain as he ruts into me and I feel his spend seeping out, down my ass cheeks, slippery between us.

      “Fuck, baby.  Daddy is sorry, so sorry.”

      My insides squeeze, lightning flashes in my eyes, and I bury my face into his chest as the thrill of knowing his seed is deep inside me rocks me into another wave of blinding orgasm. I’m trembling and digging my heels into his backside, unable to control myself.

      “Are you okay?”  His voice is thick and hoarse, tinted with remorse, but I want to ease his pain.

      “I’m perfect. It was perfect.”

      “I told you I didn’t think I could go slow.”  He slips his hands from around my back, up my ribs, then somehow manages to grab me under my arms and flip us over, his cock still buried to the hilt as I straddle him, wincing.

      I flatten my palms onto the hardness of his chest, feeling the brush of the hair between my fingers, his cock full and thick inside of me, still pulsing.

      I look down at this gorgeous monster of a man and smile, the sting still fresh between my legs, but the pull for more of what he’s offering is stronger than my aversion to the pain.

      “Can I take another horsey ride on you, Daddy?”  I bite into my bottom lip, rocking my hips just a bit, slowly, as I see the vein in his forehead stand out.

      “What do you say?” He reaches for my hips, easing them forward and back, his fingers digging in.

      “Please, Daddy…”

      “Good girl.  Take your time, Daddy likes to watch.”
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      The clock on my nightstand flips to nine am, and I’ve been staring at my precious sleeping beauty now for three hours.

      I tuck a strand of her sex-crazy hair behind her delicate ear. I’m not the man I was yesterday when I walked onto the fair grounds and saw her for the first time.  Now, her ivory skin has a few red—turning purple—marks, from my teeth and where I held her so tight while we fucked.

      There’s still a raw fury in my gut, thinking of how I found her last night in that fucking box. She’s not going back there. Seeing her walk through the door to my house yesterday, I knew I would never let her leave.

      She turned a house into a home in the blink of an eye. Just after she crested the threshold, visions of her, dancing, with a baby in her arms, swept through me like a tidal wave.

      Now, she’s twisted in the white sheets, her hands snuggled against her chest as the filtered light though the trees streams into the room, glancing off her bare breasts and down her slender legs. Her ribs and hipbones protrude more than is healthy and from some of what she told me last night, it’s by design.

      Maniacal rage boiled inside me as she described being starved for days, the discipline she endured over the years…fuck.  If I let myself think about it, there are going to be dead bodies piling up and that will only serve to keep me from her. I’ll find another way to deal with that situation. First, my focus is on my little sprite.

      She looks at peace, at home, and utterly mine. The morning breeze is warming the room from the open sliding glass doorwall and our first day in our home together is about to begin.

      Last night, after she rode my dick to another round of orgasms and I filled her with another life changing delivery of my cum, I carried her onto the deck, fingering her pussy, pushing my sticky, warm release back up inside her as it tried to leak out. I finger banged her to another orgasm under the stars as she screamed Daddy over and over, and I was in pure heaven.

      Then, she played with the dogs like a little girl. Squealing and rolling on the floor as they tumbled and licked her.  How she goes from my sweet, perfect sex doll to an innocent little girl has me tied up in knots. I never knew what I wanted before her, and now that I have it, I can’t fathom life without.

      I can’t help but think, she never really got to be a child.  Never got to be carefree and protected. And I intend to make up for everything she was denied.

      I slip out of the bed, grabbing a pair of worn Levi’s as I head for the bedroom door.  I need to check my email and get my plan together of what to do with her fucked-up father, or whatever he is.

      She also needs clothes and all the other things a girl requires now that this is her home.  I’m supposed to be at the station by one at the latest, so we will have to get in a short shopping spree before then.

      I also don’t want to wait to introduce her to my parents and my world.  I want her in every part of my life, immediately, so I make a note to call Margaret at The Over Easy and have a table reserved for an early lunch.

      I’ll have to go to work for a while after, but my plan will be to have her spend some time with Mom and Dad, or maybe Summer for the afternoon.  They seem about the same age, and for some odd reason, Kezia reminds me of Summer, and in my dream, I guess she will have a built-in best friend in her new life.

      I make my way to the kitchen because coffee is mandatory. And I know she likes her coffee black and sweet and extra hot. As I set the coffee to brew, I fill two stainless bowls with dog food and Rosy and Eleanor follow me out onto the deck.

      “Breakfast, girls.” I set them down and they gobble away as I walk over and open the gate to the stairs leading down, so after they finish they can have the run of the yard.

      I wonder what Kezia’s favorite breakfast would be.  I know she told me she’s allergic to eggs and chicken, and I don’t want her to even brush up against something that could make her sick or hurt her.

      As the coffee maker hisses and brews, I throw out everything in the refrigerator with eggs or chicken, reading every label making sure it passes muster, then throw the full trash bag out into the garage.

      I pour a full cup of black liquid crack, and take the first sip, all the dreams of what my life is going to be like now that I have Kezia in my world making my dick hard and my heart pump faster. I fill a mug for her, stirring in six spoons of sugar, and I can’t stop smiling.

      I turn to walk back toward the bedroom, because being away from her, even for ten minutes, is too much.  I haven’t even checked my email yet, but fuck it.  Work can wait.

      Being the sheriff has been my world and identity for too long but now I know what it’s like to have a real purpose.  My little girl is my home, my heaven, my everything now, and work life is going to have to adjust.

      When I step around the counter to head through the living room and down the hall, there she is.  Spinning and singing, wearing my unbuttoned white shirt out on the deck.

      The morning sun makes her skin look like creamy velvet as she dips and sways as though God dropped her right here from heaven for me.

      The white tails of my shirt hang close to her knees.  She looks like a little girl wearing her daddy’s shirt, and in essence that’s exactly what she’s doing.  I step through the living room, watching, my dick already at full attention and leaking cum, ready to fill her tight little cunt with more juicy seed.

      I know she’s sore, she has to be.  We went five rounds last night on her fresh, untouched territory, and even after the warm compresses I insisted she let me press to her swollen sex, there has to be some aching memory of all our activity.

      As she turns, I pull open the wall of glass and she glances my way, seeing me watching, and presses her cherry-perfect lips together as she stops.

      “You don’t need to stop, baby.” I look at her hard, dark-pink nipples, remembering how they tasted as I sucked on them while she slept.

      Her cheeks ripen and she runs her hands down the front of my shirt.

      “I know. It’s just so beautiful here.  I feel like I’m just a part of nature.” She turns, walking over to the railing and bracing her arms on the top, canting her hips back and leaning forward. “It’s like a dream.”

      I set the mugs on the long wooden table and come up behind her, peeling my shirt from her shoulders and tossing it behind me.

      Pressing my chest to her back, I let my aching cock settle against her ass.  “It’s not a dream.  This is real. It’s going to be real every day from now on.”

      She tilts her head, trying to catch my eye over her shoulder, and I see doubt.  “I don’t know how. I have to go back—”

      I reach around and grab her pussy with one hand and with the other I press my hand over her mouth.  “You’re never going back.  You’re never leaving.”  I seethe, the venom in my voice startling me.  The thought of her not being next to me has fresh rage brewing hot inside of me.

      I force myself to soften my grip. She doesn’t need another overlord, she needs her Daddy, and I’m going to be the man she needs me to be.

      “Listen, little one…”  I use a gentler tone.  “This is your home now. You’re not going back. If there are things you need, I’ll buy them for you.”

      “It’s not that.”  She stares out across the back lawn into the woods.  “I don’t need much. I’ve never had much. It’s just, that’s been my life for so long, I know they’ll come for me.  There’s been others…”  She stalls as I run my hand down the arch in her back.

      “Tell me, baby.  I want to know it all.”

      “Others of us that left…girls especially.  They’ve always found them, brought them back.  They…”

      “Those other girls didn’t have me between them and the rest of the world.  You do.  You’re. Not. Going. Back.”

      There’s a long silence, then she presses her ass against my throbbing length.  “We can talk about it later.”  Her voice turns sultry as birds chirp in the treetops.  “Right now…”  Another pause and my cock is already dying to be inside her.  “Maybe we could do it again?”

      Fuck, fuckity, fuck.  She couldn’t be more perfect if I created her in a lab.

      “Do what again, baby?”  I run my hands down her arms, dry humping her ass as she rocks back into me, playing into our fantasy.

      “You know, Daddy…”  Her voice turns softer as she crooks her shoulder up, turning her head to catch my eye. “You could do the special kisses, then put it inside me again. Like, maybe from the back?  Like we’re standing? Like doggy I think it’s called…”

      A growl rumbles through me.  “What does a good girl say when she asks for something?”

      I’m already dropping to my knees, pushing her legs apart, shoving my mouth between her ass cheeks, then down until I taste the wet luxury of what she’s giving me.

      “Please, Daddy…”  she whispers into the sky as she leans over, spreading herself wider as I reach down with one hand and free my cock before it breaks in half.

      Her pussy juices on my tongue, knowing she’s wet for me, is the best gift I could ever dream of.  She may have haunted my dreams before, but she’s here now and it’s game on.

      I lick her from behind.  I alternate between her clit, her opening and her tight back entrance which makes her hiss and yelp then I go back to tongue fucking her, loving how her slick, silky wetness soaks my face.  I pause for a second, spitting into my hand and rubbing some of her dewy arousal onto my palm, then reach down and start stroking my hard-on, trying to calm him the fuck down.

      I’m back to eating her out like a staving man as her legs quiver and she drops her forehead onto the railing on a moan.  She floods my mouth as orgasmic tremors take over her tiny body and I drink her down, wanting every drop inside of me.

      I work my dick harder, faster, as she twitches and screams into the summer air. But my hand isn't going to do the job ever again.

      She lifts her head, twisting around to watch me jacking off as I ease my drenched face back from her swollen, gushing pussy and see the wonder in her multi-colored eyes.

      “Someday…”  I start, slowing the movements of my hand, her eyes pinned to the action.  “Someday Daddy will teach you how to do this for him.  My hand isn’t going to work anymore. You’re too sweet, too tight…but your little hand. Or…”  The thought burns in my brain. “Those perfect little feet of yours…Daddy would like to watch you jack him off someday using your hands and your feet.”

      “I want to learn.”  She starts to release the rail and turn around, but I bring a hand up to the center of her back.

      “Stay. You’re going to get fucked bent over like my good little toy.”  I get to my feet, kicking off my jeans, and she rolls her hips back as I bend my knees and place the tip of my dick to her hot, greedy opening.  “You made Daddy hard, now you’re going to have to be a good girl and take it.”

      “Yes, I know,” she answers, the little coming out in her voice as she reaches down between her legs, guiding the tip just inside her opening. She winces on a little yelp as the head pops inside her impossibly tiny hole.  “I’m sore,” she whispers.  “Can you go a little slow, please, Daddy?”

      Fuck.  I hate that she’s hurting because of me, but when she fucking talks like that, she’s making it close to impossible to give her what she’s asking for.

      “I’ll try. But you know when you come out dancing like that, you’re testing me.  You’re asking me to fuck you.”

      “I know.  I’m sorry.”

      “It’s okay, baby. Just remember, you make Daddy do these things.” I slam as much of my shaft into her in one stroke as I think she can take, as I exhale and listen to her moan.

      “Please, please…God, it hurts. I don’t want to stop but just…” She moans, dropping her head between her arms.  “Just give me a second.”

      “I know, baby.  I’m going to get in even deeper this way.  I’m going to fill you so full you’ll feel me in your throat.”

      I grab the sides of her ass and pull her the rest of the way down, onto every hard inch, and her wincing scream echoes into the distant trees.

      She shifts her hips, trying to find some comfort, and I can’t believe she feels tighter than when I took her cherry.  Her walls pulse as I drive my hips against her ass, listening to the railing on the deck creak as she holds on for her life.

      “Rub your clit,” I order, as my balls start to tingle and I know I’m not going to last long this way.  I’ve come so many times since I took her last night I should last longer, but fuck, she feels so good wrapped around my girth.

      I watch her hand moving between her legs, then the movement of her arm, the shift of her shoulder as she plays with herself.

      “That’s such a sexy, good girl. Horny for me. Fuck, how does your pussy get tighter? When you touch your clit, your little greedy cunt gives my cock a tight hug.”

      I look down where my dick is impaling her and it’s so obscene: huge compared to her small body; along with the way it spreads her pink, silky opening until it looks like it’s going to rip wide open.

      My balls are already tight, ready to deliver, as her hand moves faster and faster, inching her toward her own release.  I reach up and grab her shoulders, shoving her body down onto my upward thrusts, driving the air from her lungs in puffs.

      The head of my dick is stabbing into her cervix. I’m so deep I’m going to be up inside her womb if I’m not careful, but that thought only makes me want to fuck into her harder.

      “Come with Daddy, baby.  I’m so close, I’m going to come inside you.  Daddy wants to breed his babygirl.”

      My words elicit another gripping from her inner walls as I grunt, barely holding on.

      I slip one hand down her back, around her hip, then top her fingers with mine and we work her clit together.

      “Show me what feels good, princess.  Daddy wants to know how to make you happy like you make him.”

      “Like this,” she whispers, our slick fingers webbing together as one, and she starts moving my hand in rhythm with hers.  “Ahhh, God, Daddy, it feels so good.  You’re growing inside me, I can feel it.”

      “Yes, baby, because I’m so close, but I’m not coming until you do.  I want us to do it together, so rub yourself.  Then tell me when you’re ready.”

      I don’t stop my thrusts until I feel the gush of wetness drench our hands and she throws her head back into my shoulder.  “Now. God, I’m ready now…”

      “Say please,” I grit out, grinding my teeth together as my cum is already moving up my shaft.

      “Please. Pleeeeeease, Daddy!”  Her voice shakes and breaks as she falls over the edge.

      My first hot squirt is milked by her orgasm. She works her hips back, fingers still moving through the wetness on her clit as she bucks and I reach around her waist to keep her from collapsing, wondering who’s going to keep me from doing the same.

      Wave after wave of my release fills her tiny cunt as I lift her feet from the deck, holding her mounted on my cock like a limp doll as I step backward, dropping my ass into a cushioned outdoor loveseat and nearly pass out from the intensity of my orgasm.

      I can’t breathe, white lights flicker behind my closed lids as she lays her back against my chest and I try to find my center.

      After a moment, she lifts her feet so her heels are on the edge of the cushions as she sits up tall, the elegant arch of her back accentuated, leaning forward, her locked arms braced on my thighs just above my knees.

      I run a finger down the indent of her spine, her ribs standing out with each heavy breath she takes.

      “Are you mine, babygirl?”

      She tucks her chin to her shoulder.  “All yours.”

      “Good girl, because I’m keeping you forever.”

      We stay like that, secured together with the breeze on our naked skin for a long moment, then she shifts her hips, rocking into my still-hard dick.

      “Daddy?”

      “Yes, baby.”

      “Can we do it again?  Like this? Please, Daddy?”  She lifts her hips, sliding my cock halfway out, then pushes her round cheeks back down into my groin and I can’t help the moan that escapes my throat.

      “Yes,”  I manage. “Yes, since you said please.”
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      “I’m not sure which one to choose.”  I look around at the multitude of outfits laying all over the table and dressing room in the little boutique.

      “You don’t have to choose. Get them all.”  Merrick has been watching me for a good hour as I try on clothes, modeling each outfit for him as he sits like a king in the chair, admiring his princess.

      “I can’t get them all,” I say, my heart pounding.

      I’ve never really shopped before.  I mean, here and there in life we’ve gone to stores, but never have I had a chance to just try on clothes I liked, let alone think I might even get to buy one or two.

      I flip over the price tag on the daisy-yellow silky sundress I have on, and my eyes go wide.

      “This is two hundred and six dollars.  Just for one dress.”

      The young woman who has been helping us brings over a few other outfits and hangs them on the hook in the open dressing room, then looks at Merrick.

      “Going okay here, sheriff?”  I can tell she’s flirting with him a little and I step forward, glaring at her and sitting down on his lap. “Your niece…”  Her voice is questioning, hoping.  “Friend… Finding what she needs?”

      Merrick leans in and kisses my cheek and I give her a sneer.

      “My babygirl likes everything in that pile there and over there and nothing is too good for her.”  He reaches into his back pocket and hands her a card.  “Put it all on there, wrap everything up and we will be back to pick it up in an hour or so.” He pops the tag off the dress I’m wearing and hands it to her. “We’ll take this one too. And the sandals she has on. She’ll wear them out.”

      She gives me a salty smile, then spins on her heel back toward the front of the store. Before we came to the boutique, Merrick took me to a little toy store in town. It was like being in the North Pole. I never really had a Christmas, or birthdays and looking at all the stuffed animals and toys made me feel like I was a little girl again.

      Merrick indulged me completely.  Sitting on the floor with me having a play tea party with some teddy bears.  Then, trying to use a hula-hoop until we knocked over a display of American Girl dolls and almost got kicked out of the store.  He bought everything I touched, and the same as with the lady in the boutique, he told them to wrap it up and we would be back for it later.

      After the toy store, it was a jewelry store.  I’ve never been in a real one before and I was overwhelmed by the shimmering, glimmering trinkets. I didn’t dare think of choosing anything and truth is, I was a little embarrassed by the niggling hope of having something so precious.

      We left without buying anything after Merrick had a talk with the owner who seemed familiar to him.  He took me to get a coffee, and we sat inside the little local coffee shop, chatting and lingering until we were finished. Then, to my surprise, when we went back out to his truck, there was a little velvet box with a bow on my seat.

      He put on the little anklet with a ballet dancer charm and a thick double clasp so I wouldn’t lose it.

      He treats me like a real princess.  Even this morning, we took a long shower after our deck activities and Merrick washed my hair and my body.  I feel so special with him, and the truth is, I feel more than just safe, I feel committed.  Like we are already deep into this relationship somehow, in a matter of a couple days.

      I’ve never felt secure with anyone, ever, not even my so-called parents.  It’s confusing, and the new hope I feel twists with old doubt inside of me.

      I’ve never known what it’s like to have roots, and from our conversations this morning, Merrick has solid roots, not only here in the community but with his family.  I don’t even know how that would feel.

      It makes me think of my sister. Wondering if she’s okay. Wanting to tell Merrick about her. Even ask if we can maybe take her away as well…I shake the thought away. The fear they will come for me is one thing, but if two of us were to defect, they would surely send out an army to bring us back.

      I don’t know what to do, there’s not right solution so I do my best to think of the wonder of the day, and hope somehow, someday I can get my sister to freedom as well.

      “You feeling okay, baby?”  Merrick brushes my cheek with his thumb as I lean into him, his hard legs under my rear end, the yellow sundress so soft on my skin.

      “Yes. I’m a little tired but wide awake at the same time. A little sore, too, but I feel better than I have in as long as I can remember.”

      “Good. You should always tell me, good and bad, how you feel, okay?  I can’t help you if I don’t know what’s going on inside that beautiful head, heart and body of yours.”

      I nod, agreeing, but deep down I wonder if I will ever be able to adjust to such a normal sort of life.  What if the wanderlust that’s been my existence is so ingrained I can’t stay in one place for long?  Merrick has a career, a position in the community, a family, a home…what if I can’t do this?

      My life has been a revolving door of families and working people for what we can get.  I’ve never really belonged in a real family, but as I feel Merrick’s warmth next to me, I think I love him.  I think I’m in love with him. And when, not if, he leaves, it will destroy me. Because I’ve never let myself feel anything like this before.

      Fear clamps around my throat and I know I have to find a way to protect myself from the pain I know is coming.

      “I have a surprise.”  Merrick lifts me to my feet, then stands next to me, draping his arm around my shoulders.

      “You’ve done enough for me already.”

      “That will never be true, little one.  But, we’re going to have lunch with my parents and a few friends.  I want them to meet you.”

      Panic stabs into my throat.  Parents? Friends?

      “I don’t know.” I shake my head, the hope too high a price to pay if this turns out not to be real.

      “Come on.”

      He leads me out of the store, everyone waving and saying their polite goodbye’s to the local sheriff, while shoot me sidelong glances as they whisper to each other.

      We walk down Main Street, Merrick gripping my hand like he will never let go, and as we approach a corner, I see an older couple across the street, chatting with a woman and a young girl about my age, outside a diner with a sign above: The Over Easy.

      “Merrick…”  I stop, barely able to breathe. I’ve been a thief of sorts, a grifter, a user for so long…I can’t belong in this fairytale life.  Especially not with the sheriff of the town. He’ll lose the respect of the community and maybe his job…

      I feel like my insides are being rearranged.  The thought of not being with Merrick is already bringing burning tears to my eyes but it’s so real all of a sudden.  So normal.

      The older couple looks our way and waves, and Merrick gives them a wave in return.

      I feel so out of place it’s all I can do to not turn and run in the opposite direction, but Merrick just squeezes my hand and gives me a smile.

      “They’re going to love you.”  Merrick leans down and kisses me, long and slow, and for a moment I believe in everything, and I feel strong.

      “I hope so.”

      We cross the street, and I’m immediately clutched into embraces and given introductions as everyone smiles and laughs, pulling me into the warm, wonderful energy of people who obviously love and care about each other, with no agenda other than the bonds of family and friendship.

      “You’ve been hiding this lovely young woman from us for how long?”  Merrick’s father, Merrick Sr., puts his arm around me.

      “No interrogations,” Merrick answers, playfully taking his father's arm from me and replacing it with his own.

      “Old habits,”  his mother says, pulling her husband’s hand into hers.  “You take the badge off the man, but some things never change. Don’t make too much of our silliness, Kezia…and by the way, what a beautiful name.  Is that a family name?”

      “No ma’am.  I’m not sure where it came from. I know I was born not far from here, but I was adopted so I don’t know much else.”

      The woman to my left, Margaret, suddenly freezes, staring at me, and I lean into Merrick, feeling like I’m under the spotlight.  The younger woman more my age to her left, with unicorn rainbow hair, smiles, and her fairy-like look is contrasted with an all-black ensemble and heavy combat boots.

      “I know what it’s like to have an unusual name,” she says. “My mom was a bit of a hippie back in the day. And, geez, man, you’re eyes are amazing. I can barely stop looking at them…”

      “Thanks.” I leave it at that as we all head into the diner where they have a big table waiting.  Turns out, Margaret owns the place and Merrick set it up earlier today just so I could meet the people that are important in his life.

      I’m quiet for a bit as we take our seats. They are all so familiar with each other, lovingly joking and chiding each other while we wait for our food, but after a few minutes I start to relax.

      His parents are relationship goals.  They kiss and can’t stop touching each other and it’s clear they are proud of Merrick.  They ask simple, kind questions of me, just enough to show they are interested, but staying far away from the feeling of interrogation.

      “Here we go.”  An enormous man and two waitresses come over with trays of food, and start to set the family-style meal down the center of the table.

      “So, Kezia, what is it you do?  Or what would you like to do now that you’re here in Millington?” Merrick’s mom, Belinda asks.

      I look at the generous helpings of every sort of comfort food. It’s been so long since I was allowed to eat unsupervised, my mouth is watering while my stomach gnaws on itself, ready for the delicious-smelling meal being laid out.

      “Well, I mean, I love to dance.  I’ve always wanted to teach.  Maybe,” I say, hesitating on a shrug before going on, “like, a little dance school for kids or something?  I don’t know, I’ve never really thought of what I would want.”

      “Well, you’re going to need to do a lot of that now.”  Merrick takes my hand, pulling it to his mouth and kissing my knuckles.

      “Man.”  Margaret gives him a smile.  “You do go from zero to a hundred in the blink of an eye.”

      “Nothing wrong with that,” his father chimes in.  “I knew the minute I set my eyes on Belinda here she was mine. She was a girl from another town, passing through, but I knew. I knew when I saw her with her parents, having a picnic in the park, when I was a deputy and—”

      Merrick’s mom puts her hand over her husband’s, blushing a little. “They’ve all heard this story before, you don’t need to tell it again.”

      “Well, Kezia hasn’t heard it. Have you, dear?” He looks at me and I shake my head. His father is just an older version of Merrick.  His size is not as thick, but his eyes are the same and the shape of his face is eerily similar.

      “I’d love to hear the story.” I answer feeling warm and embraced by it all.

      “See?” He smiles at his wife, and for a moment they just stare into each other’s eyes. “Like I was saying, I knew right away. Took her father aside and told him I’d pay for them to spend the weekend right here in town at the Millington Inn which is still just down the street, so long as I could treat them all to dinner that night. I think he was maybe expecting a hamburger and fries or something, on a deputy’s salary, but I made a deal with the best restaurant in town to have a five-star meal. The owner was a friend, gave me a month to pay it off.”

      Merrick’s mom laughs. “My dad said he’d never seen so much food in all his life. He didn’t eat again for two days. How many courses was it?”

      “Seven. And I spent the whole time trying to catch your eye.”

      “You already had it, my love.”

      Merrick’s dad nods. “The rest was history. Within a month, we were married, and we’ve barely spent a night away from each other since.  If I could have married her that first day, I would have. I just knew.”

      “Same here,” Merrick agrees and I’m melting inside.  How can this be my life?  Family and friends surrounding a table of food, all in my honor?  Just to meet me?

      “Well, eat up,” Margaret says.  “Here, Kezia, these are Rodney’s famous chicken dumplings. They’re a house favorite…”

      “Although we’ve never tasted them.”  Summer interjects but I barely hear.

      I wince back as Merrick reaches for the serving dish, pulling it toward him.  “Sorry, I should have told you when I called this morning, Kezia has an allergy to poultry…chicken…turkey. Also eggs. We need to be very careful.”

      Margaret goes silent, her face dropping, and I’m immediately uncomfortable again.

      “I’m sorry. It’s fine. I usually eat lots of vegetables and rice.”

      “It’s okay,” she says, but her voice is strange and even her daughter looks at her questioningly.

      “You okay, Mom? That’s so odd…” Summer adds giving me a quizzical look but before I can ask what’s odd, her mom pushes her chair back and I’m suddenly embarrassed.

      “Yes.”  She says the word but it’s clear she’s not okay. “Can you excuse me for a minute?”

      “Anyway,”  Summer looks at me. “As I was saying, it’s a coincidence…my mom and I are both allergic to poultry too.  What are the odds?”  The chirpy goth unicorn girl smiles on a shrug, then passes me a bowl of salad.

      Her sudden departure does nothing to dampen everyone else’s mood, so I take scoops of the green beans and a large serving of salad to start.  As we eat, Margaret returns, but she’s quiet and keeps glancing my way when she thinks I’m not looking.

      “I’m so full.”  I finally put my fork down as Merrick and his parents have a heated debate about the latest need for a new stop light a few blocks up Main Street.

      “Where’s the rest room?”  I lean over, whispering to Summer, who points to the back left corner of the now-packed diner.

      Merrick grabs a handful of my rear end as I stand and I turn red, looking around the table, but no one seems to care.  “Kiss me first.”

      “Do you hear everything?”

      “Yes. Now kiss me.”

      I lean down and do as he says, my heart feeling as full as my belly as I work my way through the crowded diner.  Everyone eats and laughs, and this is the world I was never a part of before, but finally, I have hope.

      I feel a part of it, like it’s a life I deserve and a confidence builds in me that the dreams I never dared to dream, maybe will come true.
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      My pager goes off as my cell phone rings, and I look down to see it’s Malcolm calling and paging at the same time, which means something is urgent.

      I look across at my mom, then at the others at the table.  “I have to go out and take a call.  Make sure you take care of Kezia when she comes back.”

      “I’ll treat her like my own daughter.”  My mother smiles.

      “Good, because that’s who she’s going to be as soon as I can get a ring on her.”  I surprise myself with the admission but ignore the gasps and laughter from the table.

      It feels right.  I’m marrying her as soon as I can, I just need to get things arranged.

      I take a look back toward the hallway with the restrooms, but the diner is so full I can’t see past all the standing patrons waiting for tables as I head out the front door.

      I tap the screen as the warmth of the summer afternoon envelops me.

      “What’s up?”

      “We have a situation.  I just got a report from one of the workers at the fair out there on Baldwin Road.  You need to come in, man.  I hate to have to tell you this, but the girl you’ve been with the last couple days…her name is Kezia, right?”

      “Yeah, what about her?”

      “Her father says you kidnapped her.”

      “What?  Jesus…”  I shake my head, holding my temples with my fingers.  “That’s bullshit and he knows it. She’ll confirm.”

      “I figured as much, but still this is going to have to be handled delicately because that’s not the worst of it.”

      My head is already pounding and I can’t imagine what could be worse.

      “She’s only sixteen, man.  I know you probably asked, and maybe she lied, she looks older or you didn’t ask and just assumed…but the father says she’s underage. Says he has a birth certificate to prove it.”

      I feel the forever I wanted with Kezia evaporating into the ether.  She said she was nineteen.

      Fuck, yeah, she looks a little younger, but what the fuck? Not sixteen.

      I know she wouldn’t lie about that. I know it. Something else is going on here, I just haven’t figured out what yet.

      “I’ll be on my way in a few minutes.”  I look down at the screen and tap on the tracking app that pings Kezia’s anklet charm I gave her, seeing it moving outside the back parking lot of the diner just as Malcolm’s voice comes through the speaker.

      “You should probably get a lawyer…”

      I’m already barging through the diner, headed to the back hallway and rear exit when my father sees me.

      “What’s wrong?”  His decades of law enforcement instinct are still sharp.

      “It’s Kezia.” I look around the table, her seat still empty.

      “She hasn’t come back yet,” my mother says, her eyes searching the crowd.

      “Something’s wrong.  Go out front, around the sides of the building…I’m going out the back…”

      Out of my peripheral vision, I see my friends and family racing for the front door, no questions asked.

      My stomach knots, bile stings the back of my tongue as alternatives tumble in my mind. Either I’ve been set up or, fuck, I’m a child predator…if it’s true, my life is over and I’ll never forgive myself.

      I barge through the back hallway, the little red dot on the tracker moving just outside the rear of the building, so I don’t bother checking the ladies’ room before I slam through the rear door and scan.

      There’s a black, older model van parked on the street and I hear a door slam shut and the engine start.  I’m bolting in that direction, my hand on my gun as I move around to the side of the van, just as the side doors are sliding shut.

      It’s Kezia’s ‘father’.

      “She’s my daughter. I’m taking her back. You will be in prison for a very, very long time, Sheriff.”

      I aim at his head, my finger twitching to tug at the trigger, but he’s secondary right now. My head is spinning, but I need Kezia out of that vehicle.  No matter what happens, she’s not going back with him. The vehicle is started which means someone else is in the driver’s seat and they could take off at any moment.

      “Move to the front of the vehicle and put your hands on the hood,” I order as my mother, father and Margaret come down the sidewalk, then Summer comes running, breathless, from the back parking lot.

      “Do as he says.”  My father pulls his gun as well, backing me up like he always does.

      “You’re only digging your grave deeper.”  Her father smiles, raising his hands and placing them on the hood of the running van as I look behind the wheel and see one of the other men from the troupe.

      “You.” I point my pistol though the windshield and it holds his hands up. “Turn off the vehicle, put the keys on the dash and exit the van, hands on the hood next to your partner here.”  I look at my dad.  “Cover him.”

      He nods as I shift to the side doors, keeping my pistol aimed as I push the button on the handle and ease the door open.

      The back is empty except for Kezia, a red handprint on her cheek but her eyes are defiant and there are no tears.

      “You okay, baby?”

      “I am now,” she answers, scooting across the bare metal floor of the van interior and stepping out beside me.  “I tried to get away, but with two of them I couldn’t.”

      “It’s okay.  You did your best.”

      I pull her behind me, the turmoil raging inside me that her age is in question. But right now, her safety is paramount. I’ll deal with my own problems later.

      “You have violated my daughter, kidnapping and more, I’m sure.  Your life and career are in ruins and you cannot take her from me.”

      “You’re full of shit,” my father interjects.

      “Her birth certificate is in my back pocket.  See for yourself.”

      I nod toward my father, giving him the go ahead to retrieve the piece of paper on which my career, life and reputation hang. What’s printed on there will be entered into evidence. I’ll have to stand in court while they read it out.

      My father slips out an aged, white folded paper, my mother, Margaret and Summer all gathering around him while I keep my gun on the two men and Kezia moves next to the group, taking the paper from my father.

      “I’ve never seen this,” she says.  “No one ever told me where exactly I was born, or my birthday… And anyway, I’ve counted sixteen summers, I’m positive. How can I remember sixteen summers if I’m only sixteen years old?”

      “Exactly,” her father says with a laugh. “Sixteen summers. Sixteen years old.”

      “No way. I didn’t start counting before I was one!”

      “Look at you?”  Her father sneers.  “You’re a mutant, but I was going to get top dollar for you, Marco was prepared to pay, but only after he confirmed you were still intact.” Intact. He says it like she’s an animal. “But you’ve ruined yourself. You’re soiled now, aren’t you?  Aren’t you?”

      My father shoves the barrel of his gun right up against Thadius’s nose and he falls silent, shrinking back, as Margaret moves closer, pulling the paper to one side, leaning down while her other hand covers her lips.

      Her eyes dart to me, then the men, then at the paper, and finally at Kezia.

      “She’s not sixteen.”  Margaret snarls at the two men, then fixes her eyes on me.  “She’s not sixteen, Merrick.”

      “What do you mean?  How do you know?”

      “Because, she’s my daughter.”
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        * * *

      

      It’s pushing mid-night as I sit, looking out at the moon, stroking Kezia’s hair as she sleeps with her head on my lap.

      I don’t have the heart to move her and possibly wake her because she’s had one hell of a day. I have too, and Margaret and Summer…

      Life is stranger than fiction, for sure.

      After I called for back-up and we took Thadius and his side-kick Marco into custody, we got down to figure out what the fuck was really going on.

      We pieced things together the best we could.

      With info from Margaret and Kezia, it looks like Margaret was right.  Kezia is her daughter.  Summer’s fraternal twin.

      The allergies were one clue, but Kezia’s unique brown/blue eyes apparently were her biological father’s genetic anomaly as well.

      Those things could have been coincidental, but then Margaret laid out the facts surrounding the home for unwed mothers where she gave birth, and the name of the doctor, which matched the information on Summer’s birth certificate.

      When the doctor falsified Kezia’s birth certificate, he didn’t think to change the fact that Kezia was a fraternal twin. The birth year was changed in another forgery attempt by her family in order to try to frame me, but in the end there was more proof to show they were the criminals and when the district attorney gets finished with them, they won’t be moving around and playing their games for a very long time.

      The list of crimes committed since the birth of Summer and Kezia went on and on and the people Kezia was sold to by the doctor do this for a living, so after some investigating, there wasn’t much doubt.

      What I do know for certain, is my babygirl is here to stay.  I’ll do everything in my power to help her adjust to the changes and new information about how her life began and, in the end, I know it was all meant to be.

      Some cosmic plan set in motion long ago to bring us all here to the same place and settle each of our souls in its own way.

      The last thing we talked about before she fell asleep was the dark-haired girl back at the festival. It’s her ‘sister’ of sorts.  She made me promise I would do what I could to get her away as well, and I can’t say no to my baby, so I’ll get to figuring that out as soon as I can.

      Tomorrow, Kezia will be wearing an engagement ring. She asked me how I knew they had taken her, so I had to admit the little gold ankle bracelet and charm I gave her was also a GPS tracker.

      She twisted up her face for a second, pretending to be mad pointing a finger at my nose.  It didn’t last.  I told her I would keep her safe, and that is what I’ll do.

      My little sprite. She will finally have her home.

      And so will I.
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      “I still feel like I’m dreaming.”  I look up at the gazebo covered with lilacs and peonies, the sweet scent of the flowers still hanging in the air hours after we were married inside the white structure in the center of the town park. It’s only been less than two weeks since the day we met, and now we are husband and wife.

      “Then let’s never wake up.”  Merrick pulls me next to him.  I haven’t been out of his sight since the day at the diner and I wonder how he’s ever going to go back to work and leave me.

      He’s talked about hiring me a bodyguard, but with the way he and his friends and family have rallied around me, I don’t think that’s going to be necessary.

      I reach up and put my hand on his hard jaw, the enormous ruby and diamond ring making my fingers look more doll-like than ever before.  The sun is casting a pink and orange glow on the clouds as we walk back into the gazebo.

      I think back just a few hours ago, Summer and Genevieve stood by me, each holding onto a pink leash so Rosy and Eleanor could be my maids-of-honor as well. Merrick went back to the fair the day after everything happened along with five other deputies and plucked Genevieve out of the mess.

      He offered her a place to stay, a new life, and although she was conflicted, she came with us and her life is evolving as well. She’s staying at the house and will watch the dogs while we’re on our honeymoon.

      “I just wanted to see you in here one more time.  I’d marry you a million times if I could.  Today was the happiest day of my life.  You’re mine in every way, Kezia, little one.”  He kisses my forehead and even that simple gesture sends a shiver over my skin and a pulse into my girl parts.

      “I love you a million, trillion, bazillion times.”  I look up at him, my hair blowing in my face as my bare feet peek out from under the ruffled hem of my wedding dress.

      “You are my everything.”  Merrick licks his lips and his eyes have that far off look they get sometimes.

      “What is it?  Are you happy or…”

      “The happiest I’ve ever been.  I just…”  He pauses, looking up at the twinkling lights in the structure.  “How this all happened, you, me, us, your life…no one could have written that.”

      “Like I said, it feels like a dream.”  I smile, the flash of everything that’s happened winding through me. “I mean, finding you was one thing, but finding my birth mother?  A twin sister?  What are the odds?”

      “Like you said, a million, trillion, bazillion to one.”

      I’d always known I was born in Roscommon County.  I was told my mother was single, underage, and had given me away, but any other details were always vague.

      It was more than a shock to process that I’d found my birth mother and my Daddy all at the same time and in the same place.

      Margaret is still processing as well.  She’d grieved for nineteen years because the doctor and nurse told her I had died shortly after delivery.  She had no power, she begged to see me, but they refused.

      I was sold.

      I shiver, then Merrick wraps his hands around my waist and pulls me against him and I feel safe again.  I feel the hard length of his nearly-constant erection pressing into my hip.

      Resting my head on his chest, I listen to his slow, even heartbeat.  I have a husband, a man I’m still getting to know in so many ways, but one I feel like I’ve known forever.

      I have a mother, a sister and a family.  A real family. And I’ve been more loved in the short time since I went to get that coffee with Merrick than I have in my entire life.

      “Are you ready to start our life, Mrs. Merrick Webster?  The limo is waiting to take us to the airport.”

      Merrick has a two-week honeymoon planed for us on a private island, just off the coast of Belize, somewhere I’ve always dreamt of going.

      “Yes, but I want to do something first.”

      “What’s that, baby?  Anything, I’ll give you whatever your sweet baby heart desires.”

      I reach down between us, wrap my fingers around his cock and squeeze, giving him a coy look, biting into my bottom lip as he smiles, brushing my hair behind my ear.

      “What do you say, little one?”

      My heart patters in my chest.  “Please, Daddy…”  The desire I feel for him snakes inside of me. Coiling and slithering like a predator until it’s centered down deep inside me, ready to strike.

      I’ve learned I have my own power, especially when it comes to teasing and making him salivate for me. I’ve still come into my own under his love and wisdom, understanding I have a voice and knowing he will always be there to hear it.

      “Good girl.  Now, come with me, I have a surprise for you in the back of the limo.”

      We walk down the steps of the gazebo, toward the stretch black Lincoln that waits on the street in front of the restaurant, where we just celebrated with half the town.

      “What’s the surprise?” I ask, because we were in the limo earlier and there wasn’t anything in the back seat—at least that I saw.

      “So impatient.”

      I screw up my face and pout. “Little girls aren’t supposed to be patient.”

      “True.”  He gives my rear a smack as he opens the door and I crawl into the back seat, pulling my long dress around my feet and waiting for him to follow. “Come here, little one.”  He pats his lap and I crawl on top as he reaches forward and raps his knuckles on the dark partition separating the driver from the back, and a second later, I feel the vehicle start moving forward.

      Merrick kisses me, soft and warm, and I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of his kisses.

      He pulls a piece of paper from the inside pocket of his tuxedo and hands it to me. “Read it.”

      I unfold the document and concentrate on the words.  My so-called home schooling was a bit lacking, so sometimes I have to go slow and sound out bigger words, and other times, I have to ask Merrick what they mean or how to pronounce them. He’s going to help me. He will teach me everything I’ve missed and maybe I can get extra credit if I’m a very good student…

      But this time, reading the piece of paper I don’t need any help.

      “Is this?  A building? On Main Street…you bought a building?”

      “It’s your wedding present, baby. For your dance studio.  You can name it whatever you like.  I’ll help you with the business, all you have to do is dance and teach and have fun.  We’ll put in mirrors and a wood floor and decorate it however you like. Summer already said she’ll help too. You’re in charge, I’ll just be there to help and support you. And pay the bills.”

      “Oh my God.”  I stare at the deed.

      “I’ll be in charge?”  The words hang between us.  I’ve never been in charge of my own life before.

      “Yep. Well, we will still have our rules.”  He leans down and kisses my nose, then runs his hand up my leg under the fabric of my dress until his fingers brush against my bare pussy.  “No panties unless Daddy says so.”  He rumbles into my ear and I’m immediately soaking wet.

      “It’s the best present ever. Now, can I give you a present?”

      “Of course. What do you have for me?”

      “Well, it’s not something in a box or something that costs money.”

      “Okay.”

      I wiggle off his lap, kneeling down in front of him on the floor of the limo, hiking my dress up toward my hips, my palms facing up on the tops of my thighs, just like he’s trained me.

      My mouth waters as I see the long hard outline of his cock behind the black fabric.  “Please, Daddy. I want to give your cock special kisses.  The way you taught me.”

      His eyes blaze as he groans, his hands already on his belt as he frees his erection, rock hard and dripping as I smile and crinkle my nose. He raises his hips, pulling his trousers and boxers to his knees.

      “Since you said please…” he answers, guttural and strained.

      He reaches forward, grabbing the back of my hair and pulling my face into his scrotum.

      “Balls first, baby. Take good care of your Daddy, he loves you more than words can say.”

      He groans as I run the flat of my tongue over the thick skin, looking up to see him close his eyes and lay his head back onto the seat.

      “That’s my girl.  Get that special spot just behind Daddy’s balls…”

      He grips my hair tighter, pressing me into him, the musky, masculine scent filling my nose as I lick and suck, gently and carefully.  After a minute, I pull back as he looks down.

      “Is this right, Daddy?”

      “You’re doing a great job, little one. Keep going and I’m going to give you your special prize.”

      “Daddy cream?”

      “Yes, baby. Now show me what that mouth is made for.”

      He grunts as I wrap my mouth around the tip and glide the head between my lips.

      “Good girl,”  he grits out.  “My baby, my love, my little girl, my wife…my everything.”

      He releases my hair, spreading his arms wide on the top of the seat, sinking down and letting me give him my all.

      Because I know my Daddy will always give me his.
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        Merrick

      

      

      

      Epilogue 5 years later

      

      “Baby?”  I’ve searched the house and the deck but there’s no sign of Kezia.

      She’s usually sitting out front, weather permitting, waiting for me to get off my shift, usually tackling me with a hug as the kids join in.

      We have three and one on the way.  Two older boys, Jameson, four, and Gordon, three. Melanie is our youngest at eighteen months and number four is going to be a surprise.

      I look at the kitchen table and there sits her cell.  I pick it up and, as usual, it’s dead.

      Kezia has never taken to technology and prefers to be outside, doing art with the kids, reading or dancing around the house or at her studio.  She rarely turns on the television unless it’s to watch something with the kids.

      The house is never the same without her.  There’s a mess in the kitchen, as usual.  She’s not the cook of the family, but she tries, and cleaning up isn’t her specialty either.

      She truly is a free spirit and it may mean a little more work on me, but I wouldn’t have it any other way.

      She’s my prize, my princess, my little girl, and I’d do anything to make sure she’s happy.

      She’s made a family with me but also with my parents and Summer and Margaret, and of course, Genevieve.  She brings light, and laughter, everywhere she goes, and it’s a constant fucking battle to keep guys from gravitating to her. Even the fathers of the kids at The Little Sprite Dance Studio need some schooling from me now and then.

      I’m still working, but more and more I just want to spend every minute here with my family.  Retirement isn’t long away.  Seeing my parents enjoying each other still, the way they do, just makes me want to have that with Kezia.

      I hear the door click behind me and a second later, the cold, empty house is full of chaos and love again.

      “Daddy!” James and Gordon come running, but Kezia smiles, holding Melanie, who’s dead to the world in her arms, sound asleep.

      “Where were you?”  I ask, trying to keep the edge off my voice because she knows better than to leave without letting me know where she’s going and without her cell.

      “We just went to see Summer. Had ice cream, then went to the park.”

      “Without your phone?  Without letting me know?” I do like control when it comes to my little sprite, but there’s always a reason and a purpose behind it all. I taught Kezia to drive just after we got married and, well, she gets lost easily even with GPS and has had three minor accidents in five years, so I want to keep close tabs on her when she’s out.

      Besides, I can’t stand not knowing where she is and if she’s safe, even when she’s not driving.  Just how I am, and that’s not going to change.  Not when it comes to my wife and our family.

      I bought her a beast of a car, a tricked-out Suburban, and she’s on her third because I want her to always have the latest and greatest when it comes to safety.

      She curls up her lips on a little pout. “Sorry?”

      “Uh-huh.”  I nod, looking down at the boys. She knows if I was really worried, I could pull up my tracking on my phone. The first anklet I gave her gave out a few years ago, but she got another one to replace it a day later. “You guys are sticky.  Go wash up.  You can have free time in the playroom for an hour, then I’ll have dinner ready. Go, scoot.”

      They whistle and head up the stairs to the enormous playroom, and I go over and take Melanie from Kezia and set her down in the portable crib in the living room.

      I’m as obsessed as ever with my wife, and sometimes I may go overboard, but whatever it takes to keep her safe and keep me from losing my mind is what I do.

      Kezia has given me a life I never imagined.  Her softness, her wildness and free spirit balance out my own calm, controlling nature, and I’ve grown as a man, a husband and a father. In turn, she’s grown to trust, to understand what it means to have roots and real family.

      To feel secure.

      “I got the flyers and the sign-up sheets done for the recital next week.”  She’s trying to change the subject.

      “That’s good, baby.” I walk over and take her hand, leading her down the hall to our bedroom.  “But, you know the rules.  You leave the house, you let me know and you take your cell.  You didn’t do either.”

      “I’m sorry, it was last minute…”

      “That’s no excuse, is it?”

      She shakes her head, “No, Daddy.”

      “Okay, so, corner time.”  I close the door behind us and point and she knows what to do.

      I stand and watch in awe.  She still takes my breath away, the same as she did that first day.

      My cock is already a length of thickening, demanding flesh when she drops her lime-green polka dot dress to the floor, naked underneath, as she puts her hands on the walls in the corner, arching her back, ass out and head falling between her arms.

      “Good girl,”  I seethe, already kicking off my work boots and stripping my clothes.  “You know you’re getting a rough fuck, little girl. A punishment and a reward all at once.”

      She nods, her honey-colored hair hanging around her face as I line up my dick with her wet entrance and slam forward without ceremony.

      I reach up and cover her mouth with my hand as she screams, the sound of her immediate orgasm ripping through me, and I take no mercy on her tight pussy.

      “Naughty girl, not asking…”

      Her walls already pulse and clamp down, making it harder to drive in and out, but it only makes me want to fuck her harder, faster, deeper.

      “You want my cum?”  I bark, dropping my hand from her mouth and going at her harder, knowing in her way she loves the punishment fucks, the brutality, the games we share.

      “Yes, Daddy.”

      “Good, because you’re getting it. If you weren’t pregnant already, I’d be rooting inside you today.”

      She’s quivering, her once rail-thin form has gained some curves over the years and I love it all. She’s about three months along with our fourth, and she’s barely showing, but I can’t wait until she gets that round belly.  It drives me fucking nuts.

      I love our life.  I love everything about us and can’t wait to see what the future brings.

      “Please, Daddy, I want to come.”

      Another rule, ask before you come.  She doesn’t always get that one right either, but part of the fun is her breaking the rules.

      “Give it to me, baby.  Show me how you like a good Daddy fuck…”  I feel her start to go off, her walls contracting as my balls seize up, delivering the first hot shot of seed into her cervix. I roar, filling her to overflowing, but continue pumping into her, imagining I’m driving every seed up into her womb.

      We convulse and curse and call out.  Panting and sweaty, as a knock on the door breaks us from the moment.

      “Mommy?”

      “Yes, baby?”  She answers breathless. It’s Jameson and thank fuck we’ve taught our kids to always knock first.

      “Melanie’s crying.”

      I slip out of my wife, pushing her down onto her knees.  “Clean me up,”  I order in a low voice, then turn my head toward the door. “We’ll be right there, buddy. Go sit with her for a minute, mommy’s just finishing up something in here.”

      “Sure,”  Jameson answers with irritation. “Just don’t take too long, sometimes you guys take a long time in there.”

      Kezia’s mouth wraps around my cock, licking and sucking with her wide eyes looking up.

      “I love you, little one.”

      She pops my still swollen head from her lips to reply. “I love you too, Daddy.”

      “Now finish up, do a good job or you might just get corner time again.”

      She crinkles her nose. “Promise?”

      I nod.  “Promise.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ARE YOU A DADDY’S GIRL? YOU MAY WANT TO CHECK OUT

        YES, DADDY NEXT…
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      Driving down a dark street in blinding rain, I hit something.

      That something turns out to be Esme Tremain. She’s running from someone, but I’m going to be sure she doesn’t run from me.

      With one look at those red lips and mouthwatering curves, I’m instantly obsessed. When I tell her she belongs to me and she answers with, ‘Yes, Daddy’, her fate is sealed.

      I’ll protect her.

      I’ll possess her.

      I’ll do anything for her.

      Only, this sweet, smart intern at the DA’s office doesn’t know who I really am. I walk on the other side of the law and our differences may be the fire that burns the bridge between us. What she doesn’t know is, once I take all of her, I’m never letting her go.

      Author’s Note: He may be nearly twice her age, and three times her size but when this smoldering hunk of organized crime hears his princess call him Daddy for the first time, he melts. Get your babygirl on with this over the top, possessive, filthy Daddy. Yep, yep safe, no cheating, a happy ending and no one is really related here, it’s all yummy Daddy Dom babygirl fun.
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        Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day, she decided to start writing them down. Her ultra-obsessed, alpha heroes have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky, and worry about having too much muffin top. So, if you like your insta-love over the top, super-hot, and always a happily ever after, you’re in the right place.

      

      

      

      
        
        She’s fighting middle age like a warrior and lives an average life battling gravity. When she's not writing, she is probably laughing about some irony (like the fact that A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), reading, riding her horse, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Thank You

          

          I have so many amazing people I’ve met since I started putting my

        

      

    

    
      
        
        naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers,

        fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

        time and opinions, as well as the other professionals that

        put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

        …you guys remind me every day that when we support each other, everyone wins.

        xoxoxo
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