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   Prologue
 
    
 
   Spending the better part of the year in Europe has been an amazing experience. I’ve learned a lot that will help our newly acquired family business, and I’ve made several contacts that I feel have become allies in this cutthroat world.
 
   I missed my brothers and the shore. I’d spent time with Xavier, quality brother time at some real hot clubs that Sabato Costa introduced me to. Sabato was a player, different than I was, he played ‘em hard. Wined ‘em, dined ‘em, and hardly ever sixty-nined ‘em. We went to lunch, drank a bit too much, and ended up at a kink club.
 
   At first it seemed like a high-class strip club until I caught on to the fact that the women on the stages tied to crosses and suspended from swings were there for pleasure. They weren’t paid to be there, they were members. There was very little they wouldn’t do and most of them were more experienced at the BSDM scene than I was. I met women who wanted to be spanked and even beaten and whipped. These women wanted pain and marks left on their bodies. Some even asked to be cut. Blood play was not my thing. I played along with most other things until I figured out what it was that truly pleasured me.
 
   My biggest indulgence was bondage and orgasm denial. I loved the trust the women at the clubs gave freely. The way they enjoyed the feeling of someone taking the time to pleasure them was beautiful.  I was never a man who enjoyed rabbit action. I was never with a woman to just get off. I could masturbate if that’s what I was after. I love the art of seduction. Giving and receiving pleasure not just by touch but by words. I love watching a woman’s excitement grow and watching her cum. 
 
   My brother’s history of loss in love made me very aware of what I wouldn’t seek, which led me to who I was as a lover. I carefully chose who I was sexually active with, mainly women who were not available. Older women who needed a taste of pleasure. I loved to give them back their sexuality. I love women too much to disillusion myself that there is only one mate for me.
 
   I tried to figure out what the hell caused my sexual mentors to lose their fucking heads over a girl. Both of them had been there once and vowed not to ever go back. Jase was fucking married now and if I didn’t get back soon I was afraid Cyrus was gonna be, too. 
 
   I’m a lover, not a husband or boyfriend. I never gave a woman false hope and I never lied to get laid. We each have our thing in life, our hobby, our obsessions, our go-to activity when we need a break from reality. Sex was mine.
 
   When I arrived home, I realized I was too late. Cyrus was mush. I ended up buying a club to protect Cyrus’s new love, and now I was hiring people at the shop so that he and Jase could have more personal time. I would be working at the family’s tattoo shop, which was completely separate from Steel Incorporated. We kept our new life from the old. We protected ourselves and each other from the negative that the unexpected windfall of money and power could bring to us if people knew. We kept the shop to keep us grounded. 
 
   We decided to hire more help, burning the candle at both ends was taking its toll. I never wanted or expected to look up when I heard a southern drawl at the front desk and have everything I knew I wanted fucking crumble and blow away in the proverbial wind.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Tits
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I walked into the back room of the shop. It was almost closing time. It had been one hell of a busy night and we all had people waiting for work to be done. The best part of tonight was we had a ton of nipple piercings. Not sure what the hell that was about but I’m not one to bitch about playing with titties for three hours. I fucking loved those things.
 
   Whatever you call them; jugs, bouncing Buddhas, humpty dumplings, Bobbsy twins, Picasso’s cubes, holy grail, flying saucers, double whoppers, knockers, honkers, tannin’ cannons, Congo bongos, two bald men in a sling; to me they’re tits. 
 
   Tits—I fucking love them, all of them. Augmented, curvaceous, eggplant, fried eggs, pear, round, saggy, swooping, small, tubular, and triangular to name a few. No two were the same, not even fake titties. 
 
   You can’t have tits without nipples, and I have to admit I love those just as much. Nipples- flat, puffy, short, long, that doesn’t matter a bit either. I love to touch them, suck them, bite them, and fuck them. I love clamping them and I love releasing them. If they’re short you can wrap them bitches making them hard, long, and sensitive as fuck. I love to drip hot wax on them and I love to peel that wax off scraping my teeth over them. I love rubbing the tip of my cock across them and I love to cum all fucking over them.
 
    I Fucking. Love. Tits! 
 
   “What the hell are you doing?” I heard Cyrus ask as he entered the employee lounge. 
 
   “Cleaning the coffee pot.” I was, too, probably for longer than necessary but I had tits on the brain, “And thinking of tits.”
 
   Cyrus snickered, “Lots of them tonight.”
 
   “No shit, great fucking…”
 
   I stopped talking when Bekah walked in, “You don’t have to stop on my account, remember I was there?”
 
   She smiled and walked to the closet to grab her coat.
 
   “Yeah, Z let’s talk about tits,” Cyrus chuckled, “What’s your favorite type bro?”
 
   I looked at him and rolled my eyes, “Yours, your tits are my favorite Cyrus. When are you gonna let me pierce you?”
 
   “You first, bro.”
 
   Fuck it why not? “Hey Bek--ah.” I loved saying her name. 
 
   “Yeah, what’s up?” she threw her black trench coat on and shoved her arms in. 
 
   Black trench coats are fucking hot. Hit above the knee, would be sweet if she had on some red stilettos, fishnets and…
 
   “Zandor?” she looked at me curiously.
 
   “You’re gonna pierce my nipple.” 
 
   She started walking out of the room, “Um, I don’t think…”
 
   “Didn’t ask you to, let’s go,” I walked into my room and took off my shirt and laid down. 
 
   She walked in, eyes as big as saucers and she swallowed hard, “Do you think I’m ready?”
 
   I looked up and Cyrus stood in the doorway with a shit-ass grin on his face.
 
   “You’ve seen ten done in the past four hours. Ten people, twenty nipples, you can do this.”
 
   “What if I…”
 
   “Bekah, can you follow instruction?”
 
   She nodded her head yes, and I knew she could. Bekah could definitely follow instruction. I had been training her for two weeks.
 
   “Get the supplies, Bekah. Alcohol, towel, fourteen gauge, gloves, I want a ring not a bar, forceps, and an ice pack.”
 
   She shook her head nervously as she grabbed the tray and cleaned it. She set everything on it and I noticed her hands trembling ever so slightly.
 
   “No need to be nervous. I know you can do it or I wouldn’t ask you to. Do you understand?”
 
   She nodded and set the tray on the stand beside me, “Very good. Now clean me.”
 
   I laid back and looked over at Cyrus who tried his damnedest not to bust a gut. I winked at him and he couldn’t hold back.
 
   Bekah jumped and the tray fell to the ground, “Oh God, I’m sorry I didn’t…”
 
   “Stop. Breathe. Start over. Cyrus, you and the others can take off. We’ll lock up when we’re finished.”
 
   She looked quickly at the door and then back at me, “Maybe he should do…”
 
   “Stop. Breathe. Start over. If I didn’t know you were capable, you wouldn’t be doing this.”
 
   She swallowed hard and did as she was told, like a good little kitten.
 
   She took her time cleaning me and I kind of liked it, “Both or one?”
 
   “What do you think?” 
 
   “Well they’re your tit…nipples,” she turned red and I thought it was kind of funny.
 
   “Left.”
 
   I put my hands behind my head and got comfortable.
 
   She applied the forceps, let out a deep breath, and looked up at me.
 
   “You’re doing good. Now when you stick the needle through don’t twist, just straight through alright?” She nodded. “Good girl, Bekah. I know you can do this, you watch carefully when I teach you.”
 
   She counted, “One, two, three,” and shoved the needle through.
 
   “Now the ring. Follow right through, nice swift move and we have this. You’re doing great.”
 
   She did exactly as she was instructed.
 
   She smiled and sat back and wiped her forehead, “Holy shit.”
 
   I held the ice pack to my chest and sat up.
 
   “Did it hurt?”
 
   “No,” I answered and stood.
 
   “Not even a little?”
 
   “Maybe a pinch, but a little bit of pain is sometimes a good thing.”
 
   She looked up at me. When I didn’t laugh she cleared her throat and stood.
 
   I watched as she cleaned up. “Here, do you remember where the towels go?”
 
   She took the towel and I saw a little scowl come and go quickly which kind of amused me.
 
   “Is there anything else?” She walked out of the back room.
 
   “You need to learn to lock up, follow me.” I could have sworn I heard her let out a puff of air in protest but when I turned around, she gave me that same sweet southern little grin that landed her ass in this position.
 
   “Do you have somewhere you need to be, Bekah?”
 
   “Um, no, yes…”
 
   “Well which is it?” I stopped and turned and she ran into me. I grabbed her elbow so she didn’t fall, and she looked up at me. Blue eyes a blazing.
 
   She pulled back and looked away, “Yeah, I’m meeting friends for drinks.”
 
   “Oh.” 
 
   I showed her the alarm system and walked her through the process of locking up.
 
    Again I heard her grumble. 
 
   “Do you like your job here?”
 
   She gasped and looked at me, “Yes.” Her voice squeaked.
 
   I let her chew on that for a minute, “I’m glad. Where are you parked?”
 
   “Out back.”
 
   “Good, I’ll walk you. Gets dark back there.”
 
   I instructed her again on the alarm, and she did well. 
 
   We walked out into the parking lot and I pressed the remote start on my car and she purred. 
 
   “Nice car.” 
 
   “She’s a beauty,” and my baby.
 
   “She?” Bekah giggled.
 
   “Yes she. She’s a sixty eight Cougar, completely overhauled and bad as fuck.” She giggled and I looked up at her. “What?”
 
   “You like your car.”
 
   “No Bekah, I love my car.”
 
   “Boys and their cars.” She said over her shoulder as she got in her little Honda.“Goodnight.”
 
   I hopped in my Baby and waited for Bekah to pull out. I saw her mouth moving and was pretty sure she was swearing. She looked over at me and then banged her head on the steering wheel.
 
   I got out and she rolled down the window. “Everything okay?” I asked.
 
   “Nope, SHE is a bitch and SHE won’t start.”
 
   “Hop out, she’s probably pissed at ya. Let me give her a try.”
 
   I sat in the car, little fucking car, and tried to get her going, “Come on baby, you can do it.”
 
   I tried three times and nothing.
 
   I looked at the dash, “You leave the lights on?”
 
   “Nope, probably the alternator thingy. It needs to be replaced and I haven’t had time.”
 
   “You sure?” I got out and took the keys and handed them to her.
 
   “Probably” she huffed.
 
   “Leave it here till tomorrow. I’ll give you a ride.”
 
   She followed me to my car and I opened the door for her and shut it behind her. See, I can be a gentleman. Momma Joe didn’t raise a bunch of douchebags. 
 
   After I got in she smiled, “Thanks, and sorry about that.”
 
   I reached behind her and rested my hand on her headrest as I backed out of the parking lot.
 
   “Where to?”
 
   “Um well, home I guess.”
 
   “I thought you were going out? I can take you.”
 
   “No, not a big deal. It’s been a long day and tomorrow I need to get my Bitch fixed.”
 
   “That’s why she’s giving you trouble, calling her names isn’t a good idea.”
 
   She smiled, “So I should baby my car?”
 
   “Nope, take care of her. Maintain her and when you get in to go for a ride you can push her as hard as you want.” I gunned it and my Baby’s purr came alive in a roar. 
 
   Bekah laughed out loud.
 
   We pulled up in front of her place and she looked up at the window and I heard her sputter. “Wrong house?” I asked.
 
   “Wrong time. Apparently Tiff has company.”
 
   “That’s a bad thing?” I threw my Baby into park and looked at Bekah.
 
   “Yeah…No…”
 
   “You have a hard time making up your mind don’t you?”
 
   “No, thank you for the ride,” she went for the door and fumbled looking for the handle.
 
   “Let me.” I reached over her and opened the door and slowly, then very slowly moved back. I watched her face and her eyes widened.
 
   “Thanks for the ride.” She jumped out of the car and ran through the front door that I assumed led to her apartment above the bakery. 
 
   It was dark, the neon light didn’t flash the name but sure as shit I could read the little sign in the window, ‘Hot Buns fresh daily’. Mmm Mmm Mmm, love me some hot buns. 
 
   Buns…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Diet 
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   I stood in the hall listening to the music playing loudly in our little apartment. Fuck the pain away, by Peaches. I’d come home to this song and Drew every night this week. I wasn’t ready to go in, afraid of what I may walk in on. Boundaries weren’t Tiff’s thing.
 
   I was tired, hungry, and really not liking my mentor. My Mentor, that’s what he calls himself. The man was an ass and I’m sure he couldn’t help himself, most guys were. I don’t know his deal but something’s not right with him.
 
   The door opened, and Drew walked out the door still buttoning his pants, lipstick all over his face and his hair all over the place.
 
   “Oh hey, Bekah, didn’t know you were home,” he slurred and gave me a sloppy drunk smack on the cheek.
 
   “Just got here.” I walked past him and through the door. “See you around.”
 
   Tiffany was in her robe. Hot pink silky little number she wore after each of her ‘dates’. 
 
   “Thought you were going out.” She pulled her black hair up into a sloppy bun on top of her head and opened the refrigerator door.
 
   I plopped on the couch and sunk in, grateful to be off my feet, on my ass, and home. Home, that’s what this place was. Not the same as my actual house in North Carolina. It wasn’t a museum, and it actually felt good to be here.
 
   “You want some?” she asked as she sat next to me with a bag of chips. I rolled my eyes. “You’re seriously going overboard with this whole diet shit, Bek.”
 
   “I’ll be heading south for Thanksgiving, and Colonel George will be all over me for most everything that I’ve chosen to do since August. I’d like to give him one less thing to complain about.”
 
   “I swear I’m going with you. I’m gonna tell that fucker what I think…”
 
   I couldn’t help but laugh, “I appreciate it, but I got this.”
 
   At five foot two and maybe one hundred and five pounds Tiff thought she was badass. 
 
   “You underestimate me. I can be nasty if I want to be.” She hopped up and threw a few punches. “I’ve been working out.”
 
   “Yeah, you’ve been working out. Drew looked like he got his ass kicked tonight.”
 
   “Fuck he is so damn good.” Tiff plopped back down and started eating her chips. “How was work?”
 
   “The same as every night.” I reached in my bag and pulled out the rest of my sunflower seeds. “He’s crazy Tiff, I swear it. He’s probably bipolar or something. Which is cool, but it’d be nice to know.”
 
   “Two weeks ago you were so excited to be working there. The guy who co- owned the place was smokin hot. Six foot, six pack, and you were pretty sure more than six inches.”
 
   I threw a pillow at her. “My type, the ones I am now…”
 
   “Avoiding, the Diet I know.” She ate another handful of those damn chips and I swear just looking at them, I could feel my thighs expand.
 
   “Temptation, right in my face. Testing my will power just like you’re doing right now, you bitch.”
 
   “I don’t get it. You’re beautiful, big blue eyes, blonde natural waves, big boobs.” She reached out to touch them and I slapped her hand. 
 
   “Seriously, I wish I had a set like that. I swear to God I would play with them all day long.”
 
   Tiff wasn’t gay, or bi at all. I would know, my brother is bi.
 
   “I played with nipples today.”
 
   She squealed and clapped her hands, “Share, oh please share!”
 
   She was going to flip, “I watched Zandor…”
 
   “Say his name again.”
 
   “What? Why?” She was such a goof, I loved her.
 
   “I like it, it’s hot. What would you say in bed though? Fuck me, Zandor, harder Zandor! OH ZANDOR!’
 
   “Maybe Z? Fuck me, Z, harder Z, just like that. Smack my ass! Lick my pussy, Zandor Steel. Harder, just like that!” I screamed and we both flew into a fit of hysteric like a couple of teenaged girls.
 
   We stopped when we heard the knock on the door. “Drew probably forgot his key.” Tiff stood up. “Come in, it’s unlocked!”
 
   I laid back on the couch and threw a blanket over my head. I knew damn well as soon as he walked back in it was on—again. 
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry…”
 
   “Zandor…”
 
   “Real funny Ti…”
 
   I threw the blanket off my face and sat up and looked up and he was standing there--of course he was standing there.
 
   I swear I was red instantaneously and had to force my jaw to not fall on the ground. 
 
   “Bekah.”
 
   “Zandor.”
 
   As soon as I said his name Tiffany started to giggle. I looked at her and gave her the look of death. I swear his eyes were dancing, there was no way he didn’t hear that. Oh God, my life was over, so over. I was so…
 
   “I spoke to a friend on the phone. He owns an auto shop and wants a tattoo. He’ll be at the shop to work on your car in the morning, after that you can give him a tattoo.”
 
   “I’m not ready to do that.” It came out a little louder than I expected, so yes I yelled at my boss.
 
   He suppressed a grin again, “I think you underestimate your abilities, Bekah…” Tiffany started giggling again and I just wanted to crawl under the table and hide. “Do you think she’s capable…?”
 
   “Tiffany.” She smiled and reached out to shake his hand. “I would say yes, you’ve been umm, mentoring the hell out of her for two weeks now.”
 
   He gave a silent chuckle. “She’s a good student.”
 
   They both looked at me, silence, not good.
 
   “Is there something I can do for you?”
 
   The way he looked me up and down slowly made me a little uncomfortable, not like eww gross but the look that makes me want to say fuck this diet!
 
   “Keys, Bekah,” he reached his hand out and I looked at his fingers.
 
   Tiffany giggled again and I quickly grabbed my bag and pulled out my keys, “Of course, sorry.”
 
   “Nothing to be sorry about.” His hand slid across mine a little slower than probably necessary when he took the keys. Maybe I was just thinking, wishing, desiring….
 
   “Can you get her to work, Tiffany, or should I pick her up?”
 
   “Well I am very busy tomorrow, I don’t think…”
 
   “I can walk. Thanks again, Zandor,” I needed him to get out of here before Tiffany snickered, or acted any more idiotically.
 
   “It’s five miles…” I started to interrupt and he held his hand up, “See you at nine. Goodnight ladies.”
 
   He was out the door before I could even argue. Tiffany started to laugh and I covered her mouth and dragged her beside me to the front window. I wasn’t gonna let go until I saw him get in his car and pull away.
 
   As soon as he was in his Baby, I let go of Tiff’s mouth and she lost it and snorted her tiny ass off. I was mortified and sat on the couch.
 
   “Oh God do you think he heard us?” I really needed her to be, well, not like Tiffany right now.
 
   But she wasn’t. She laughed so hard she was holding her stomach as she fell on the couch in hysterics.
 
   “Maybe he didn’t.” I covered my face knowing full well he heard us. The walls in this place were paper thin. That’s why Tiffany had fuck music cranking every night, so no one could hear her and her Dates.
 
   She wiped the tears off her face and let out a deep breath. “He’s fucking hot, Bek.”
 
   “He’s my boss, Tiff,” I reminded her.
 
   “Doesn’t matter. You didn’t do him justice…”
 
   “I told you he was hot!”
 
   “Yeah, but not that hot, not smokin’ hot, on fire. Shit my eyes were almost burning just looking at him.”
 
   “Did you see his eyes? Definitely has the best eyes, sandy brown with cinnamon specks. His bottom lip is so suck-able.”
 
   “Dark hair short on the side, floppy handle bar locks on the top. He’s fucking built too. You can tell. I wonder what he’s hiding under that shirt?”
 
   “He has a lot going on under there,” I smirked.
 
   “Oh yeah? I knew it, you’ve fallen off the Diet wagon haven’t you?” I started to explain but she interrupted. “You feasted on that body. Damn! I should have known by the way he looked at you. He was fucking you with his eyes the whole time!”
 
   “No! Wrong, that didn’t happen. I pierced his nipple, he had to take his shirt…”
 
   “You what! Oh my God this just keeps getting better. Wait don’t tell me, we need wine for this.”
 
   “It wasn’t a big deal. He talked me through it….”
 
   “No damn it please make this story a good one. Describe how it all went down, details girl!”
 
   After an hour she was satisfied with my story. She was however not accepting that he was not interested in me. I mean I wasn’t really either, but I had made-up romantic notions by the bundles over the guys I had slept with over the years. Well until Dex. That was kind of it. No more romantic notions about being the love of someone’s life, the apple of their eye, center of their world. There was no prince to come to my door toting a glass slipper, or a beast to be tamed by my love. Not for me, not ever. You know what, that’s fine with me. I was alright with who I am—finally.
 
   ~
 
   I tried my hardest to fall back asleep. I wanted the dream to continue. Oh dear God, please just five more minutes. I needed this damn dream to continue! It was the hottest dream about a certain tall, dark, sandy brown eyed, suckable bottom lipped, piece of man candy, I had ever seen. 
 
    I heard someone outside my door. Tiffany probably had an early morning date. I pulled the covers up tight and covered my head with my Henry pillow. Henry’s my body pillow. I wrap myself around him, or it at night. Yes his name is Henry after Henry Cavell. My go-to guy when the pressure mounts up enough that I have to pull out Edward. Yes Edward Cullen—well not really him but my vibrating toy that’s named after the vampire who completely made me believe that kind of love existed. And yes, I picture his face when I get off. Yes, I masturbate to the picture of Edward Cullen. Don’t judge there’s something very naughty about him, well not him the vibrator or him the image, him as in Robert Pattinson. He’s got sex appeal, and that very hot British accent. Fuck Jacob, I want Edward!
 
   I snuggled Henry tight and thought about Zandor. I knew I was pushing it with time since Tiff was already up so I scooted my ass to the edge of my very comfy bed and reached over pulling out the drawer of my nightstand, or as I like to think of it, Cullen Manor. I wasn’t willing to uncover my head so I pulled out the drawer and blindly reached inside. The little bastard was at the back of the manor so I reached farther.
 
   “Fuck!” I whipped the covers off and sat up and reached in deeper when I heard someone clear their throat.
 
   I jumped up when I saw him. “You need some help?”
 
   Oh why, why, why!
 
   “What are you doing here?” I didn’t mean to snap but I was really embarrassed and thank God, Edward was hiding on me CAN YOU IMAGINE? “Yes, no…”
 
   “Which is it, Bekah?” He started walking toward me and I slammed the door to Cullen Manor.
 
   He was enjoying himself, eyes dancing, and smirk trying to play on his lips, that cocky fucker!
 
   “Bekah, you have a hard time making up your mind all the time?”
 
   “Nope. I don’t need your help. I need a shower, can you give me five minutes?” I threw the blankets on my bed and looked back at him.
 
   He was checking me out! Not imagining things either. From my toes to my eyes he raked my body.
 
   “Your roommate is entertaining. Do you have a robe, Bekah?”
 
   Oh my God. I was in a damn thong and tank! No wonder he was checking me out. I quickly grabbed my robe and threw it over my body. That poor man.
 
   “I’ll wait while you shower.” I swear I heard a growl escape his chest when he left my room.
 
   Stupid girl, stupid romantic notions. Stupid panties getting stupid wet thinking about that stupid man.
 
   I walked out and Drew and Tiff were at the breakfast bar. I gave her the dirtiest look I could come up with, she was gonna pay for it. I swear to God she was in sooo much trouble. Why that little twit pushed me was beyond me!
 
   I looked at the clock in the bathroom, he was ten minutes early. What a way to wake up. 
 
   GOD!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    Momma Gonna Knock me out
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   “She’s not a morning person?” I smiled at her roommate.
 
     “Actually, she usually is. The past couple weeks…” She squealed when her boyfriend picked her up and threw her over his shoulder.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Zandor. I’m Drew by the way.” He held out his hand and I shook it. “I’m gonna go get Tiffany ready for her day.”
 
   He started walking down the hall and Tiffany squeezed his ass and then waved at me as he turned to shut the bedroom door behind them.
 
   The apartment was pretty cool. Brick walls, exposed pipes running across the ceiling, low-hung large windows, and wall-mounted radiator heating. It was clearly an old building that had been loved and maintained and had survived Sandy.
 
   I heard the bathroom door open behind me and I glanced at the mirror hanging on the wall. I watched through it as she threw a little silent tantrum behind my back in amusement. I didn’t want her to stop. She was wrapped in that black robe, mock stomping her feet and hands fisted. Feisty little kitty. I was gonna tie her up, render her motionless. Take every delicious inch of those tits in my mouth and then fuck her senseless. 
 
   She must have noticed me watching her because she stopped. “Go get ready, Bekah. We’re already late.”
 
   Her mouth snapped shut and she stormed past me into her room and slammed the door. As luck would have it, the door didn’t latch. You bet your ass I took full advantage. I watched her bend over and had to force myself not to walk in there and take that ass. Fuck, it’s a nice ass, round, full, delicious. I wanted to bite it, lick it, suck it, and fuck it. I wanted that ass more than I wanted my next breath.
 
   FUCK! I was doing real well until that. Two mother fucking weeks of restraint, two weeks of smelling that sweet peach scent in the air every time she was near. Two weeks of keeping my shit together.
 
   She stepped into a pair of underwear and pulled them up. She reached for her pants. My cock stood at immediate attention when I saw the ‘S’ splayed across that already spectacular vision. It may stand for Superman but my dick didn’t know that. He thought that stood for Steel, as in my last name, as in she was already mine, marked for me right now. I had to get the hell out of here.
 
   “I’ll be in the car!” 
 
   Fuck, fuck, fuck. I slammed the door and tried real hard to stop my cock from going full on steel. 
 
   ~
 
   She got in and shut the door. “Sorry.” 
 
   She was breathy like she rushed. She sure didn’t look like she rushed. Fuck!
 
   “Yeah, seat belt.” I looked over at her and I swear she looked hurt, but that changed real quickly to a scowl.
 
   “No big deal…”
 
   “I really could have walked,” she whispered, opening her bag and pulling out another bag.
 
   She pulled down the visor. “No mirror?”
 
   “Nope, what do you need that shit for anyway?”
 
   “Make-up?” 
 
   I nodded. 
 
   “I’m a girl.”
 
   “So you cover your face?”
 
    “Says the guy with tattoos.”
 
   “That’s art, Bekah.”
 
   She opened those baby blues wide as she penciled under her eyes. “So is this. Making the eyes pop a bit.”
 
   “You don’t need that shit.”
 
   She looked over at me. “I do.”
 
   “Hmm.”
 
   She pulled out that black shit Kat caked on, except she didn’t cake it, she swiped twice on the upper and once on the lower lash. Yeah they popped, so did my cock. I’m gonna piss Momma off if I fuck this girl, but there was something about her. So I’m definitely gonna piss Momma off when I fuck this girl.
 
   She pulled out lipstick. 
 
   “Doesn’t that taste like shit?” I asked.
 
   She put it against her lips, circled around them once and glanced out of the corner of her eyes at me, watching. I wanted my cock in her mouth so bad right now.
 
   “Nope. It’s actually flavored.”
 
   Mmmm, I got a flavor for you, Kitten. 
 
   I couldn’t say shit to her right now so I turned on the radio. Demons by Imagine Dragons was playing. She started humming and shoved her makeup bag in her other bag. Women and their bags.
 
   She seemed to be digging this tune so I reached up to turn it up and she was already on it. So now my hand’s covering hers on the knob. She started to jerk her hand away and my natural instinct to control kicked in. I turned it up, my hand covering hers and very slowly let go, fuck her skin was soft.
 
   I looked over and she was looking at me wide eyed.
 
   “You like this song.”
 
   “Is there something you need to tell me? Are you like…do you have mental health issues?”
 
   I laughed loud making her eyes widen in confusion. When I didn’t stop she looked pissed.
 
   “I’m serious, you’re pretty…I don’t know. I was real excited about working here. At the interview you seemed like y’all would be fun to work with, but you’re…”
 
   “I’m what?” Yeah, enough with the fun now I needed to know what it is I was.
 
   “Fucking confused! Frankly you’re a dick…”
 
   “Ladies don’t talk like that, Bekah. And yeah I think I heard all about me and my dick last night when you and your roommate…”
 
   “Oh hell no! We’re not…”
 
   “Zandor. Oh Zandor!”
 
   “She started it!”
 
   “She started it huh? What are you, twelve?”
 
   “Fuck…”
 
   “Ladies don’t…”
 
   “Fuck, Fuck, Fuck! You’re a crazy ass!”
 
   I pulled over quick and threw my Baby in park and turned to her, “You’ll reserve that language for the bedroom, Bekah. Ladies don’t talk like that.”
 
   “Fuck…” I covered her mouth because if she said it one more time I was gonna drag her ass out of the car and bend her over the hood and nail her. 
 
   Touching her mouth gave me instant steel. I grabbed the back of her head and fisted her still-damp blonde locks and pulled her head back. Her breath on my hands was hot and she wasn’t fighting me. She grabbed my wrists as I tilted her head to the side. Fuck what the hell was I thinking? Not like this.
 
   “You need to fix that.” I let go of her and pointed to her fake-ass tattoo.
 
   “What?” her voice squeaked.
 
   “The rose, it’s fading.”
 
   She looked down at her chest and her face turned red.
 
   I pulled out onto the street trying to settle myself down. She was doing the same damn thing.
 
   When we pulled in, Justice was standing next to her Honda. “You good?”
 
   Her head swung around and she was pissed. “Fu…”
 
   “Don’t you even dare, Bekah.”
 
   “Who do you think you are?” she sneered.
 
   I opened the door and got out, “Hey man, thanks for doing this.” I tossed him her keys.
 
   She got out, glared at me, and then smiled sweet as hell at him. “Thanks so much…”
 
   “Justice.” He reached his hand out and she shook it. “So you’re gonna ink me?”
 
   “Sure am, whatcha having done?”
 
   “Well I was thinking about starting my sleeve but now I’m thinking…”
 
   “Whatever you want. I’ll fix you right up.”
 
   She was flirting with him, fucking flirting! 
 
   “Oh yeah? You do piercings?”
 
   “Justice darlin’ I do piercings. I’ll be nice and…”
 
   “Bekah, we need to get the shop opened up.” I wasn’t liking this shit.
 
   “Oh, I thought I was here early to do Justice here?” She smiled real big at him.
 
   “Justice, we’ll see you inside. Let’s go, Bekah.”
 
   I motioned for her to go ahead and she rolled her eyes and walked ahead of me. 
 
   “The code is…”
 
   “I know the code!” She snapped as she punched it in.
 
   “How do you…”
 
   “You told me last night. I’m not Fu…”
 
   “I am warning you about using that word. Ladies don’t talk like that, Bekah.”
 
   “Good thing I’m not a lady.” She pushed open the door and walked in quickly and punched the code in on the panel just inside the door.
 
   “Really, you’re not a lady?”
 
   She turned and walked closer and looked up at me. “I’m gonna look for another place of employment.”
 
   Oh shit, I’d done it now. Keep your cool. “And why is that?”
 
   “You’re an ass. A gigantic ass. You joke around and seem to be a real cool guy with everyone around here, except for me.” 
 
   “Look, you needed to be trained properly, Bekah! You wanna talk about portraying yourself differently. You come in here, late for your interview, sweet as pie and all smiles, we picked you over twenty others…”
 
   “Then there should be no fucking…” she avoided my hand covering her mouth again by grabbing my hand, she was quick. “I’ll give you two weeks. But you keep your hands away from my mouth.”
 
   She didn’t let go.
 
   “You have fake-ass tattoos all over you, Bekah.” She immediately started turning red. “Yes, Bekah I noticed. I don’t think anyone else did, so before you throw in the towel here think about why you did that. You want this, you’re very capable. You’re trained. You only have a couple things left to learn. You don’t look like a quitter. You don’t look like someone who runs from what they want.”
 
   “You don’t know me…”
 
   I turned and started to walk toward the fridge, “I know you. I know what you want. Prove me wrong, do your best to show me this place doesn’t bring out a deep desire in you, make you feel alive. Make you learn more about who you are through what you learn about everyone who walks in here. I’ll prove it to you otherwise.”
 
   “If I stay, you have to promise you won’t be an ass. You won’t treat me any differently than you do the others.”
 
   I grabbed two blueberry muffins from the fridge, “You gotta promise me something in return. You have to stop with the language.”
 
   I handed her one of the muffins. “No, thank you.”
 
   “You didn’t eat breakfast.”
 
   “I’m on a diet.”
 
   “What the hell for?”
 
   “I won’t say Fuck anymore.” She reached her hand out and I shook it.
 
   “Perfect. Now let’s get you set up for Justice.”
 
   We set up the room next to mine.
 
   “This will be where you work until Xavier comes home. I’m right next door so if you need anything just make up some excuse to leave the room. Don’t let them see you nervous it’ll freak them the hell out.”
 
   She nodded her head yes as she scanned the room.
 
   “You ready for this?”
 
   “I was ready for this when I walked in those doors two weeks ago. Now, after your training, I’m nervous.”
 
   “That was never my intention.”
 
   “Well explain what your intention was then.”
 
   “To build you up….” She laughed. “It’s not funny. You have every trade trick and secret I’ve learned in three years here. You may be nervous, but I have no doubt you can do it.”
 
   “You’re really not such an ass are you?”
 
   “Nope, everyone else around thinks I’m pretty damn cool.” I gave her one of my best winks.
 
   “I know how cool they think you are. I work in reception too, remember? I take the phone calls. Lots of requests for you out there.”
 
   “I’m good.” I wagged my eyebrows.
 
   “So I hear.” She giggled and walked out to the kitchen and grabbed her bag.
 
   “Tell me what you hear?”
 
   She pulled a cooler out and then a bottle out and took a drink.
 
   “It’s really none of my business….”
 
   “Bullshit, spill it.”
 
   “Well fine, you like married women.”
 
   I watched her eyes to try and gauge her reaction.
 
   “At one time, yes.”
 
   “Why?” 
 
   I looked back at her and then sat on the table, “You really wanna know?”
 
   “No, yes…”
 
   I smiled, “Which is it?”
 
   “Are we gonna be friends now?”
 
   “Do you wanna be my friend, Bekah?”
 
   “If I’m going to be working here it’s probably a good idea to be friendly.”
 
   “I agree.”
 
   “Alright then yeah I wanna know.” 
 
   The back door swung open. “She’s all fixed.”
 
   Bekah did that full on smile. “She, huh? Boys and their cars.”
 
   “You ready to ink me?”
 
   “I’m very excited to get started.”
 
   “Xavier’s room man, she’ll be right in.”
 
   Justice smiled and patted my back as he walked by.
 
   Bekah took a deep breath and looked back at me. 
 
   “Breathe, you got this.” 
 
   She gave me a nervous smile and I hopped down and grabbed one of her hands between mine and she looked at me curiously.
 
   I rubbed her hand between mine warming it. “Relax, warm hands are more relaxed.”
 
   When they were heated properly I massaged her hands from her wrists to fingertip. I looked down at her and she was wide-eyed again.
 
   “We’re friends now, stop looking at me like you’re afraid I’m gonna bend you over this table.” Which was exactly what I wanted to do. 
 
   Her jaw dropped. “I know, turn around.” I took her hand and twirled her and pulled her back real hard against me. She tensed up. “Relax.” I purposely whispered in her ear as I continued up the meaty part of her thumb.
 
   “Do you know why I turned you around?” 
 
   She shook her head no. 
 
   “Well I just thought to myself, how the hell can she relax when she’s looking at me.” She looked up and I smiled. “What?”
 
   “You’re an incredibly arrogant man, Zandor Steel.”
 
   “Not arrogant, confident. There’s a fine line.” I continued rubbing her hand.
 
   “A line in which you completely just crossed.” She laughed.
 
   “Not true, Bekah, you and I are past that now and we’re friends. Give me the other.” I dropped her hand and she lifted the other to me. I pulled her back closer. “I mean shit, I’ve already given you your first.”
 
   “He’s waiting.” She started to pulled away.
 
   I yanked her back. “I wasn’t talking about him. I was referring to the first orgasm you’ve had by a man who knows exactly how to please a woman.”
 
   She stood up and spun around looking at me.
 
   I smiled and winked. “Don’t try to deny it.”
 
   “What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   “Our threesome, last night. Tiffany, you, and I….”
 
   She smiled, really smiled. “She…”
 
   “I know, she started it. But you finished it, loud and proud just the way I like my name to be yelled.” I walked past her and smacked her hard on that ass I wanted to fuck. “Go get ‘em, Kitten, I’ll be opening out front if you need me.”
 
   I called Kat and Ricco to let them know I was here and they could take their time getting here. I booted up the computer trying to figure out what the hell my next move was. Trying to talk myself out of going through with what I had planned in my head. Knowing that there was no way in hell I was gonna.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   My First
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   My first tattoo. Of all things he wanted a car. I had gone through three years of design college and I was now a sketch artist for muscle cars? Fuck! Oh perhaps I should watch my tone, or Mr. Hotty pants might try to cover my mouth. If he did that again after the way he just about got me off with the hand job--my diet would be ruined. Either way I could not wait to get home and fuck Edward and snuggle with Henry.
 
   “Everything alright in here?” Here he was hovering, distracting me.
 
   “Check it out man.” Justice pulled the sheet off and I turned quickly away to avoid seeing his semi-erect penis.
 
   Zandor’s jaw dropped and then snapped shut. “Thought she was going to do your arm.”
 
   “Well, change of plans. Thought she’d do better running up my thigh.
 
   “Cool. Bekah I need a minute.” 
 
   He walked out as quickly as he came in.
 
   “I’ll be right back sweetie.” I smiled at Justice before I walked out. I looked down the hall and he was walking into the employee lounge.
 
   When I walked in he was pacing. “Is it that bad?”
 
   He snapped around. “Yes…no…”
 
   “Well which is it Zandor?” I threw his words back at him and he growled and ran his hands through his hair the same way I wanted to, well before we became friends.
 
   “No, you did very well designing it, and yes it’s bad. Fuck, if I knew he was gonna have it put there I would have fucking done it.”
 
   He was way out of character for him. “Okay look I think maybe you’re taking this friend thing a little too far.”
 
   “You like your head down there by his dick?”
 
   “Hey Zandor, maybe now is a good time to let you know something…”
 
   “You’re not a lesbian, Bekah.”
 
    “I’m also not a virgin. Between you and me, I’ve seen a few of those things.”
 
   His eyes narrowed for a millisecond. “Have you now?”
 
   “Yep, I’ve also touched a few in my day.”
 
   He stood a bit taller.
 
   “So you like him?”
 
   “He’s a client, right? He fixed my car, right?”
 
   “Yeah but your flirting with him.”
 
   “Part of the job, right? Remember you trained me…”
 
   “I’ve never given a guy a fucking hard on with sweet talk and…”
 
   “He’s waiting.”
 
   “Fine, but if having a cock in your face makes you uncomfortable at all…” I giggled. “What?”
 
   “He’s your friend?”
 
   “Yes,” he winced.
 
   “Then I can’t tell you.” I started walking out of the room and he bolted in front of me.
 
   “Spill it.”
 
   “Well the word cock would insinuate that it’s big right?” He looked at me curiously and cocked his head like a puppy does when you say treat, “Penis would make it small.”
 
   “The point?”
 
   “It’s not a cock,” I whispered.
 
   “No?”
 
   “Nope, maybe a dick.”
 
   “Maybe?”
 
   “Well somewhere between a penis and a dick. Bottom line, there’s nothing offensive about it.” I winked like he had at me and whispered, “I wouldn’t ruin a good diet on fucking that.”
 
   His jaw clenched. “A lady…”
 
   “It’s you and I, we’re friends?” He nodded yes. “If we are to remain friends, Zandor, you’ll have to understand some things about me. I am a lady, sweet and southern you know just how ya’ll like it in public. But as a friend you should know that when I have non-public talks, private talks, I say fuck a lot.”
 
   “You’re a dick tease aren’t you Kitten?” his voice was deeper than usual.
 
   “Nope, not a dick tease. I’m really not interested in dick at this moment. But a cock…”
 
   His hand covered my mouth. “Don’t.”
 
   I looked down and saw the outline of a very hard erection pressing against his pants. I pulled his hand away and slowly moved my eyes up to meet his. “Good thing we’re friends, you look like you could spoil a girl’s diet.”
 
   “What the hell is this diet shit?”
 
   I smirked and stepped back. “It’s a cock diet.”
 
   He swallowed hard and stood frozen. I had just done to him what he did to me earlier. I walked around him and smacked his ass. “Nice chat.”
 
   I finished Justice’s tattoo and I have to say I was extremely proud of it. 
 
   I walked out with Justice and Zandor stood up. “All good man?”
 
   “Sure is.” He looked back at me. “So drinks tonight?”
 
   “Sure thing.” I smiled and he winked at Zandor and walked out the door.
 
   I looked back and smiled. “Wanna see?”
 
   “See what?” He was back to being cold. “Wow, you really should see a doctor.”
 
   “About?” He was looking down at his screen.
 
   “The mood swings, fucking whiplash-inducing.”
 
   “Really? My mood swings?”
 
   “Well sure, are you saying I have them, Zandor?”
 
   “Yes…no…”
 
   I started to smile and walked away.
 
   He grabbed my arms. “Don’t say fuck.”
 
   “Why? Does it do things to you, make you’re…”
 
   “Don’t say cock either.”
 
   I opened my mouth to say it and I heard the door open. “Morning.”
 
   “Good morning, Ricco.” I liked Ricco.
 
   “Well look at you all sunshine today,” he chuckled.
 
   “I just did my first solo tattoo, you wanna see?”
 
   “You took a picture?”
 
   I ignored Zandor as Ricco came up to me. “Check it out.” I held up my phone and Ricco stood beside me and looked.
 
   I felt Mr. Moody standing over my shoulder.
 
   “Nice job Bekah.”
 
   “Thanks Ricco I should probably edit it, shows a little too much…” I looked up at Zandor. “Cock.”
 
   Ricco went past me chukling. “Coffee on?”
 
   “Sure is.” I started walking away and he pulled me back against him.
 
   “Two words Kitten, that’s all I ask.”
 
   “Fuck and cock?”
 
   “You’re in so much trouble. I’m gonna…”
 
   “Spank me?”
 
   “Holy fuck.” He grabbed my hips. “Keep that shit up and we won’t be friends.”
 
   “Oh no? What will we be?”
 
   “Buddies, Bekah.”
 
   “Buddies, huh?” I turned around and looked up in his now nearly cinnamon eyes.
 
   “Yeah, buddies.”
 
   “The difference?”
 
   “My cock between your legs.”
 
   “A buddy would ruin my diet.”
 
   “You’d be glad.”
 
   Holy hell, did I want buddies right now. The throbbing started first and then the heat. Our eyes didn’t leave each other’s until he looked down at my protruding nipples and smirked. 
 
   “Now look what you’ve done, Kitten.”
 
   I glanced down. “And look what you’ve done.”
 
   “Nice huh?”
 
   “Yeah, nice dick.”
 
   “You need to take a closer look Kitten. That’s no more a dick than these are C cups.”
 
   He started to reach toward me and I smacked his hand and he laughed a deep throaty laugh.
 
   He jumped back when the door opened, “Mornin’, Momma.”
 
   “You’re early.Nice to see you, Bekah.”
 
   “Good Morning, Joe,” she hugged me and looked up at Zandor and then hugged him.
 
   He was very careful to not hug her too tight.
 
   “Busy day?” kissing both his cheeks.
 
   “Looks like it’ll be.You look beautiful today,” he spun her in a circle, “And blushing, Momma.” He leaned in to her ear, “Do you have a secret to tell me, Momma?”
 
   She playfully smacked him. “No Aleszandor, besides if I did it would not be a secret.” She walked down the hall “I’m in and out today just checking to see what we may need in the kitchen.”
 
    He sat down and moved the chair close to the desk. “You almost got me in trouble.”
 
   “Oh yeah, for some reason I think you could do that all by yourself.”
 
   He smirked. “I’m a good man Bekah.”
 
   Joe walked back down the hall and smiled. She kissed each of my cheeks. “If he acts otherwise let me know, Rebekah.”
 
   “Momma that hurts.” He stood again, he held her hands up in the air. “Stunning woman. Go, have fun shopping. I’ll take care of everything.”
 
   Joe patted his cheek. “I’m sure you will Aleszandor.”
 
   When she left I looked at Zandor. “Aleszandor.”
 
   “Rebekah?”
 
   ~
 
     I learned today that Zandor Steel was a very naughty boy. 
 
   Marta, a married woman in her late thirties wanted Zandor, and had scheduled him in two weeks ago when she found out he had returned from his travels abroad. She snickered when she said his name. She was tall, thin, brown-haired, with perfect tits. I was pretty sure they were fake. Who has tits that size that don’t move a little when they lay on their back? 
 
   She was scheduled to have her pubic area done but changed her mind, and I was given the task of putting her three children’s names on her foot. She whined the entire time and even asked me to get Zandor to come in because, and I quote. ‘He always makes me feel so good.’ All breathy and moany. 
 
   “Aleszandor,” I said in the headiest voice I could come up with.
 
   “Rebekah.” He smirked as he looked up from the computer.
 
   “Moaner, I mean Marta needs you. Because you always make her feel so good.”
 
   “You can handle it.”
 
   I blew out a breath purposely loud and he rocked back in his chair giving me a smug look. “Do YOU need me?”
 
   “No but apparently…”
 
   “Then I trust you can handle it.” 
 
   He sat up and rolled his chair back to the desk.
 
   “Fine I need you, she’s a pain…”
 
   “No explanation necessary, just start over. Ask nice, Bekah.” He looked back down.
 
   “Zandor, I need you now.” I could not believe I was doing this.
 
   He looked up and cupped his ear as if he was waiting.
 
   “Please.”
 
   “That’s a good little Kitty.”
 
   He winked and looked back down.
 
   He was an ass. “Now!”
 
   He looked up and sucked air through his clenched teeth. “How can I deny you now? ‘Zandor, I need you. Please. Now.’ Almost as good as last night, Kitten.”
 
   I was going to curse him out when the door opened and Kat walked in. I snapped my mouth shut and turned.
 
   “Hey Kat, you got this?” He followed behind me. 
 
   He grabbed my elbow and stopped me right before we entered. “Rendered speechless, and we haven’t even become buddies yet.” I tried not to smile, but how could I not? “See, and now I have hope. Alright before we go in I want to make sure you know. I am a changed man.”
 
   “Really, and what does that mean?”
 
   “Oh you’ll see,” he walked in the door and Marta squealed, “Well hello there, lady.”
 
   Oh. My. God. He is such a player.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Rubbing One Off
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   New game plan.
 
   She is even better than I imagined when I rubbed one off in the shower every morning for the past two weeks, thinking about titty fucking her, or tying her ass up and spanking her hot little twat and then licking it raw until she bordered on unconsciousness. Yes, it could be done, but even better yet--it would be.
 
   She was gonna be a challenge; she could give as good as she received. She didn’t even seem put off by…
 
   “Zandor, could you please come in and make sure I know what I’m doing. Apparently, that’s not how Zandor does it.” She rolled her eyes.
 
   “How do you ask, Kitten?” I whispered so no one else would hear.
 
   “Now!” she sneered.
 
   “Nope.” I sat back and opened my magazine and checked out some cool new cars coming out.
 
   I looked up and she was glaring at me again. It was so fucking sexy.
 
   “I’m going to lunch, you go have fun with that.” She stood for a minute and then started to walk toward the front door.
 
   “You can’t leave.” I jumped up real quick and ran to the door.
 
   “Yes I can,” she scowled.
 
   “Hold up, Kitten, put away those claws.” She didn’t return the smile.
 
   “Why are you making me do this?”
 
   “What? Bekah come on, you wanted…”
 
   “Then just go, freaking…” I smiled, she didn’t say fuck. “You smug bastard.”
 
   “No need for name calling, Kitten. I’m so proud of you. You didn’t say fuck.” Her eyes rounded and then she scowled. “Oh come on, I’ll take you back there, she’s not so bad. You just gotta know how to talk to them.”
 
   She tried to pull her hand away and I didn’t let go. I heard her sputtering behind me. “Easy Kitten.”
 
   I opened the door, still holding Bekah’s hand. “Good afternoon, Betty.”
 
   “He is alive!”
 
   “I am alive.” I leaned over and gave Betty a quick peck on each cheek. “So what do we have here?”
 
   Bekah pulled her hand away. I really wanted to look up at her but I was afraid whatever look she had on her face would give me a chubby and I didn’t want Betty to get her knickers in a twist.
 
   “It’s just not the same. No offense.” She smirked at Bekah.
 
   “None taken sugar.” I could hear the sarcasm seeping from her hot little mouth into the room.
 
   “Alright, now you lay back. Bekah, there should be an aloe mask in the very back of the top drawer. Betty sometimes needs some soothing, don’t you Betty?”
 
   “Yes Zandor.” She stroked my arm with her nails as I put the mask on her.
 
   I looked up at Bekah and she rolled her eyes. I put my finger to my mouth telling her to be quiet and then handed her the gun. She shook her head no.
 
   I pulled her down on my lap. I know smooth, right? She struggled for a bit and yeah I really had to focus on things like the Muppets, Dora the Explorer, and all that G-rated shit I never think about.
 
    I lean in her ear and whisper. “Still.”
 
   She turned and her lips nearly connected to mine. “If you don’t let me up, I’m gonna scream.”
 
   “Behave Kitten, this is training--phase two.”
 
   “Fuck…”
 
   “Ladies don’t speak like that…”
 
   “Zandor? You still there?”
 
   “Of course I am, Betty.”
 
   “Alright, I just didn’t feel anything.”
 
   “Stay completely still…” I nodded to Bekah who was still glaring at me but still she didn’t move, so I covered her hand with mine. “Okay, here we go. Betty keep still.”
 
   I held her hand and she looked in the opposite direction. I carefully began filling the heart Betty had me start almost two years ago.
 
   “Alright, how we doing there, Betty?”
 
   “Good, your hands, they’re magic. Heaven actually.”
 
   Bekah’s head whipped around toward me and she scowled which made me smile. 
 
   Meow, kitty kitty.
 
   I was still looking at her. “I’m gonna turn up the music, you just lay back and let me take care of everything.”
 
   I rolled my chair back and Bekah jumped off my lap and tried handing me the gun. I shook my head no and turned up the radio. “Okay, Betty, here we go.”
 
   I nodded to Bekah and she shook her head very slowly no. I pointed to the tattoo and covered my mouth and she looked down at Betty and gasped. I winked and walked very quietly out the door.
 
   I was sitting at the desk when Betty walked out to pay. “Thank you so much. I think I fell asleep.”
 
   “Yep, we thought we’d let you rest huh, Bekah?”
 
   She smiled politely and nodded. Betty was walking out the door and I looked at Bekah and the door opened again.
 
   “Hey, you all just gonna stand around here fuckin’ the dog all day or make some fuckin’ memories!”
 
   “Xavier, when the fuck did you get here?” 
 
   My kid brother was finally home. His ass had been back-packing around Europe since about the time we took over Steel.
 
   “Just now, Momma here?”
 
   “Nah man, she was in and out this morning. It’s good to have you home. Shit all four of us, damn it’s been for fucking ever!”
 
   I hugged him again, “I saw you a few months ago, Bro.”
 
   “Yeah but not here, not home, man. Come on out back.”
 
   I was very aware that I was leaving a pissed off Bekah standing in the reception area but I would be leaving her in worse predicaments than this, and I couldn’t wait.
 
   ~
 
   I warmed up the pasta Momma had left for lunch and grabbed a couple beers out of the drawer in the bottom of the fridge. Yeah, I hid it, Momma would be pissed if she knew I had beer here.
 
   I grabbed the plate out of the microwave and shoved the other in. “Here man eat up. Beer?”
 
   “Fuck yeah, thanks. So who’s the pissed off hot blonde in the front?”
 
   “You noticed?”
 
   “Hell yeah, I did, nice fucking rack.” He fist bumped me. “You nailed it yet?”
 
   “She works for us man.” I grabbed my plate out of the microwave and set it down. I took a bite and looked up at his baby blues. Fucker got blue eyes and the rest of us had brown. I remember teasing him that he really wasn’t a Steel as a kid. Fucker flipped his shit. 
 
   A smiled crept across his face. “Bullshit.”
 
   “Yeah I know right, but I haven’t—not yet anyway.”
 
   The door swung open. She didn’t even look at us. I smacked Xavier and we both grinned.
 
   She opened the closet door and pulled out her coat. She was totally avoiding.
 
   “Hey Bekah, this is Xavier.” 
 
   She turned and gave the sweetest fake-ass smile she could conjure up.
 
   “Xavier, I’ve heard a lot about you.” She stuck her hand out and he shook it.
 
   “Sit, have dinner with us Bekah.” I patted the chair next to me.
 
   “Well, thank you, but no thanks.”
 
   She started walking to the door. “Hey girl, you gotta eat.” Xavier called.
 
   She turned around and smiled. “I’m actually on a diet.”
 
   “Bullshit, sit next to me then.” X pulled out a chair. “You work here?”
 
   She looked at her watch. “I do. I have a few minutes.”
 
   She sat and looked at him. “So you’re obviously related to him.”
 
   Xavier seemed amused by her use of him. “I am. There’s four of us. I’m obviously the hottest.”
 
   She smirked. “Obviously.”
 
   “So what the fuck is this diet shit? You’re beautiful.”
 
   Her face turned a little red.
 
   “Yeah, Bekah, tell him about the diet.” I couldn’t wait to hear what she told him.
 
   “Well, it’s actually a healthier lifestyle. I’m choosing what’s good and avoiding what’s bad.”
 
   “So on this diet, is it like most? I mean do you avoid carbs or red meat?”
 
   She looked at me and then away. “Yeah something like that.”
 
   “You pissed at me, Bekah, or just hungry?”
 
   “You are an ass—sorry. Xavier your brother’s an ass.”
 
   Xavier and Zandor looked at me.
 
   “X, she’s really not that bad, are you? Just hungry, I could conjure up a protein shake if you want.” I winked and X chuckled.
 
   She looked at me and very calmly said. “You’re a pig.”
 
   “No, not a pig. Just a guy who thinks a girl who looks like you shouldn’t starve yourself. I offered to make you a shake. And let me be honest, Bekah, if there’s a big juicy steak sitting right in front of you making your mouth water, causing desire to build inside of you, why deprive yourself? Why not reach out, grab it, take a bite and enjoy the hell out of that steak?”
 
   Xavier was biting his cheeks and looking at the floor.
 
   She leaned forward. “You and I need a chat.”
 
   “Anything you need to say you can say in front of my brother.” I found it far too amusing to see her pissed off. 
 
   “Really?” her eyebrows shot up and I nodded my head slowly up and down antagonizing her further. “Fine. What the hell? So what do you think you’re doing putting MY name inside that…that...awful woman’s tattoo?”
 
   Xavier busted up and I smiled. “Nice right?”
 
   “That was stupid, immature…” 
 
   “Funny as hell.” Xavier raised his fist and I gave him a bump.
 
   “Well, it must run in the family.” She stood.“Nice to meet…”
 
   “Where do you think you’re going? It’s not closing time.” I stood and walked in front of the door, blocking her, just like she was blocking my every attempt to show her a real good time.
 
   “You think that’s bad, Bekah? Show her your chest, Bro.” Xavier to the rescue, my wing man was back on the Shore.
 
   “I’ve seen it. Excuse me, please.”
 
   “No Zandor, show her. Bekah, seriously, at least that was being filled in. Look what Jase did to him.”
 
   Xavier was laughing now and hell yeah I pulled up my shirt, any chance to give a half half-starved hottie a glimpse at the goods, and I was in. 
 
   “Mi Vida Loca.” Xavier pointed.
 
   “Spanish—what’s the point?”
 
   “It was supposed to be in Italian, but Jase was pissed at him.” Xavier thought it was funny as hell, took me awhile but, I liked it now and it is funny. 
 
   Bekah laughed and looked at me with a raised eyebrow, as if to say serves you right.
 
   “You wanna touch it?” I took a step closer.
 
   “When the hell did you get your nipple pierced, Bro?”
 
   “Bekah begged so I let her.” I couldn’t look at her I bet she was fuming.
 
   “I did not!”
 
   “Oh that’s right you wanted to give me a Prince Albert. X, you should have seen her pleading with me.”
 
   “In your dreams!”
 
   “Oh you have no idea what goes on in my…”
 
   Momma barged through the door. “Xavier!”
 
   She hugged him so tight. 
 
   “I’m home, Momma.”
 
   “You’re done back-packing? Running away from me? You won’t leave again, I won’t have it.”
 
   “Momma, I’m home for awhile.” He kissed each cheek and looked down at the plates.
 
   “You eat my food before coming to see me?”
 
   “Momma your food is probably fifty percent of why I did come home.”
 
   She tried not to look pleased but she was. Xavier and I knew Momma and she loved to feed her boys.
 
   Bekah slipped out and I followed, “Wait, what’s the hurry?”
 
   “I’m going out with friends. Have a good night, Zandor.”
 
   Her phone rang and she grabbed it from her bag. She scrunched her eyes real tight and blew out an angry breath. 
 
   She walked toward her room, well Xavier’s room, and she was pacing. She was real fucking tense, too. I couldn’t help but listen.
 
   “Yes sir…I said I would be there I always am…no not…Dad, I’m not going to eat with your troops…I have a job and the next three days off…Yes sir, I’ll be there by six…Dad, it’s my choice…I won’t do …I’m not budging…Then I won’t come…”
 
   I cleared my throat before walking in, and she turned and looked at me. The hurt in her eyes changed to annoyance, but I didn’t leave.
 
   “I have to go, my boss is here. Yes, see you tomorrow. Goodbye.” She hung up the phone and looked at me. “You need something?”
 
   “You alright?”
 
   “I’m fine.” She tried to walk past me and I grabbed her elbow. “For fuck sake, what can I do for you?”
 
   “Ladies don’t speak like that. For your information, I just wanted to see if you were alright.”
 
   “No.” She kicked the door shut. “You need to back off, understand me? I’m not interested in anything with you. You’re pushy, you’re…”
 
   “Enough. I asked if you were alright, that’s it Bekah. So again are you alright?”
 
   “Fine, I’m fine. Goodnight.”
 
   I didn’t stop her. I knew I shouldn’t.
 
   ~
 
   We locked up the shop after I finished up with Ashley’s tattoo. Kat and Ricco had both left and Cyrus had stopped in.
 
   “Boys, we’re going out tonight.” I sat down and grabbed a beer.
 
   “Sounds damn good.” Xavier fixed his hair in the mirror.
 
   “I can go for an hour tops.” Cyrus was texting on his phone.
 
   “Please don’t tell me you’re asking permission to go out.” Xavier huffed.
 
   Cyrus looked up at him. “No permission necessary. Just letting her know where I’ll be. Common fucking courtesy, X. We don’t own one another.”
 
   “Holy shit, you’re whipped.”
 
   “No X, I like her. Love her, in fact. I want to know where she is at all times, too.”
 
   I laughed. “So that means George has people on her.”
 
   Cyrus looked over at me. “To keep her safe at all fucking times, what’s so fucking funny about that?”
 
   “Nothing man, to each their own, right?”
 
   “Z, what the hell is that supposed to mean?”
 
   “It means you’re whipped, pussy. Let’s roll.” Xavier walked out the back door. 
 
   ~
 
   We sat around the high-top in the corner of the busiest place on the shore. It was hopping, ass everywhere. Xavier was strumming on his leg and his head was bobbing. Fucker couldn’t sit still when he had a beat. 
 
   I looked over at Cyrus who was watching him, too.
 
   He leaned over. “I give it three minutes max before he’s out there.”
 
   “No shit. I missed his ass.” He looked over at us and we both started moving our heads like he was and he laughed.
 
   “You’re both going out there with me to tear this shit up.”
 
   Jase walked in. “You little fuck, when did you get here?”
 
    “Earlier, heard you got married. What the hell, couldn’t wait for me?”
 
   “Fuck it’s good to see you.” Jase held his face between his hands checking him out. “Don’t you fucking take off like that again.”
 
   I loved seeing the change in him. Daddy Jase was deeper than I had ever known him to be. My niece Little Bell had definitely changed all of our lives, his especially. But Carly coming into his life had made everything better for him and I kind of loved her for that. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Pitbull 
 
   
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   The bar was quiet, too quiet. It would have felt like a date if I hadn’t dragged Tiff with me, but I did. I hope he didn’t get the wrong impression. I specifically mentioned I didn’t date and he specifically mentioned he was meeting friends out.
 
   “Come to the bathroom with me.” Tiff grabbed my hand and pulled me off the bar stool into the bathroom. “This is fucking lame.”
 
   “Sorry, I really thought it was just like, ‘hey lets go get a beer with friends’ kind of thing, not a date.”
 
   “He’s really good looking, what’s your problem?” Tiff squatted, leaving the door to the stall wide open.
 
   She truly had no boundaries, it was actually laughable.
 
   “He’s very good looking, I’m just not interested.”
 
   She reached in and grabbed flushable wipes out of her bag and I looked at her and rolled my eyes“What?”
 
   “Nothing Tiff…”
 
   “I plan to meet up with Drew sometime tonight, need to be fresh when he kisses my pretty.” Tiffany stood up. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”
 
   ~
 
   We walked into the club and it was hopping. I was messed up and ready to dance, and I secretly hoped Justice wasn’t a dancer. He was real nice, real cool, and yes I’d seen his penis, and it wasn’t small I was just saying that to appease Zandor. 
 
   Zandor Steel, thank God he wasn’t here. 
 
   “Shots ladies?” Justice appeared with drinks.
 
   “I shouldn’t…but I will.” I sucked it down, and as soon as it hit my stomach I had to concentrate real hard on keeping it down. “Tequila.”
 
   Tiffany let out a loud hoot. “More, we need more!”
 
   “No…” It was too late, she was gone.
 
   “Dance?”
 
   “I shouldn’t, have to wait for Tiff…Tiff…any.”
 
   Justice laughed, he had a good laugh. “Someone’s gonna feel like shit in the morning. Come on, just one dance.”
 
   I didn’t have time to respond. I was being dragged out to the dance floor.
 
   Justice was smiling as he danced and I was, too. I was actually having a great time now. Probably had a lot to do with the tequila, and the fact that I hadn’t eaten all day, but I didn’t care. I was free from my own head…for now.
 
   Tiffany came out with drinks. “Yeah!”
 
   “You drunk?” Tiff elbowed me.
 
   “Hell yeah!”
 
   Justice, Tiff, and I were all dancing and having a good time when Timber by Pitbull and Kesha started.
 
   “Oh boy.” I looked at Tiff who smiled brightly.
 
   Her arms moved up her sides and her hips swayed to the beat. “Come on girl!”
 
   So I did. Arms high above my head, I swayed to the beat right alongside her. 
 
   “Justice.” she grabbed his hands and he found his beat, too.
 
   I turned in a slow circle putting my back to him. I looked back and he was smirking. I faced my palms back and his hands met mine. He moved closer and we danced. 
 
   I looked back at Tiff and nodded behind me. She stood to his side and placed her hand on his chest. One hand left me and he rested his arm around her shoulder. The three of us were lost in the dance and drink having a good time.
 
   Maroon fives One More Night was playing and the dance floor was packed. I felt someone bump me and I opened my eyes. 
 
   He turned around. “Sorry about-- Hey there Kitten.”
 
   I was loaded and just smiled and kept dancing. I turned from him and was face to face with Justice when I felt hands on my hips and was pulled back forcefully against something large and hard. Him, of course it was him.
 
   “You ignoring me?” he whispered into my ear as his hands gripped my hips tighter.
 
   I looked over my shoulder and smiled and shook my head no. I was not going to say a damn word.
 
   His hand ran slowly up my side. I lifted my arms high in the air. He took my hand and put it behind his neck. He moved me closer to him as we danced.
 
   His skin was so hot. I felt my fingers moving up and into his silky hair and he groaned in my ear. He was so sexy, so damn bad for me but right now. Tequila drunk and lost in Adam’s voice, I couldn’t care less.
 
   I opened my eyes when the music changed. Justice was dancing with some girl and Tiffany was smiling as she danced with a very happy, very hot, Xavier Steel. 
 
   “You look sensational, Kitten,” he whispered.
 
   I smiled over my shoulder. “Hmm…”
 
   He pulled me tighter against him and I leaned in. He turned me to face him. “Nothing to say?”
 
   I love your eyes, I love the way you move, and right now I want you. I swear all humor, all sarcasm, all the expressions I was used to seeing on Zandor Steel left his face. He was gonna kill my diet, right here, right now, on this dance floor. My mouth was dry and everything in the room was spinning.
 
   He leaned down and cleared his throat. “You okay?”
 
   I closed my eyes trying to gather my wits, clear my head, make the room stop spinning. I felt his arms wrap around me and he slowly moved us off the dance floor. 
 
   I opened my eyes when I felt him lift me and sit me down.
 
   He was studying me carefully. “You need something to drink?”
 
   I felt my stomach turn and I swear I was ready to hurl when he grabbed my ear and started rubbing the top.
 
   “This will make you feel better. It’s a pressure point…” I nodded and closed my eyes.
 
   He pulled my head against his chest and I rested it against him. “She eat before she came out?”
 
   I heard Tiffany. “Nope, she’s on a diet.”
 
   “That’s fucking stupid. You can’t drink like that and not eat! Hey, you got pretzels behind the bar?”
 
   I heard a woman’s voice. “Zandor Steel, when did you get back in town?”
 
   “Couple weeks ago. Do you have pretzels?”
 
   “Anything for you, big guy.”
 
   I pulled my head back and looked up and rolled my eyes.
 
   “Open up, Kitten.” He held up a pretzel.
 
   I shook my head no and he smirked, “When I saw you dancing earlier I had all intentions of feeding you steak tonight, but you don’t look like you’re in any shape for that now do you?”
 
   “Friends,” was all I could say for myself.
 
   “Eat friend,” he smiled and rubbed the pretzel stick against my lip and I opened my eyes and mouth as I looked up. “Kitten…take a damn bite.”
 
   I did as I was asked. After a few bites and a gigantic glass of water, I felt a little better.
 
   I sat back and looked around. All eyes on me and it made me feel like a complete dip shit.
 
   I looked for Tiffany. 
 
   “Feeling better?” She asked.
 
   I smiled and took the water from the bar and took a drink. “Much.” I looked up at Zandor, “Thanks.”
 
   “We’re gonna jet.” Cyrus gave Xavier a hug and so did the other one. Must have been the other brother who might I just say was just as hot. 
 
   Zandor leaned down and whispered. “That’s my other brother.”
 
   I nodded and he held out the bag of pretzels. “Eat…” 
 
   I started to shake my head. 
 
   “Now!”
 
   I sat back and he held another up. I tried not to smile as I reached for it. He shook his head from side to side slowly and I opened my mouth. His thumb stroked my lip and I closed my mouth around it.
 
   His eyes narrowed and jaw clenched, desire flooded his eyes and I pulled away slowly. I want steak. And he wanted me.
 
   “You’re playing with me now, aren’t you?”
 
   I smiled and batted my eyes purposely and he closed his.
 
   “Is that him?” I heard a man’s angry voice boom in my ear.
 
   Zandor looked over his shoulder and then back at me. His eyebrow cocked and he tried hard not to smile.
 
   “You Zandor Steel?”
 
   He turned and looked at the guy, “I am. And you are?”
 
   “Tosha’s fucking boyfriend, asshole!”
 
   “Oh hey, Tosha, your boyfriend’s name is asshole?” Zandor snickered.
 
   Oh shit. I looked around and saw Xavier step closer to Zandor and Tiffany sat next to me.
 
   “You fucked my girl?”
 
   “Well how would you like me to answer that Tosha?”
 
   “You don’t fucking talk to her man, I’m here! Answer the fucking question, asshole.”
 
   “Maybe you should watch how you speak to me. Maybe you should watch your mouth in front of these ladies.”
 
   “FUCK YOU! Did you fuck my girl?”
 
   “Yes, and I fucked your mother, too.” 
 
   Oh no he didn’t just play the Mom card.
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
   “Well technically not her, but her mouth.”
 
   The man lunged toward Zandor, and Xavier stood between them. His friends grabbed him and pulled him back.
 
   Xavier turned around and said something to Zandor, and they both looked wildly amused.
 
   The guy was being pulled away and Zandor sat in the now-vacant seat next to me. 
 
   He was eyeballing Tosha’s boyfriend.
 
   “You should leave,” I whispered.
 
   “No, he can, he’s the one with the problem.” His eyes never left the group of men. “It was almost two years ago, he should get a fucking grip.”
 
   “Well maybe you shouldn’t have said that about his Mom.” 
 
   Zandor smiled. “No I shouldn’t have.”
 
   He watched the guy being pulled out the front door and then sat back, relaxed.
 
   Xavier was laughing when I looked over at him. “You’re an ass Zandor.”
 
   “Yeah I know.” 
 
   “The Momma cracks are never a good idea,” Tiffany offered up some drunken advice.
 
   “Especially when you actually fucked his Momma’s mouth,” Xavier  loudly.
 
   I looked at Zandor in shock, “I didn’t know it was actually his mom.”
 
   His face actually turned a little pink and I smiled and so did he.
 
   “Dance with me, Kitten?”
 
   “Not a good idea…”
 
   He pulled me behind him through the crowd and stopped and turned toward me, “Like this song?”
 
   I wasn’t even paying attention. One Republic’s Counting Stars, “Yeah.”
 
   He was looking at me with those light sand brown eyes and I was melting. He smiled a little sexy half smile as he let go of my hand. He stepped back and looked at me. He started at my feet and agonizingly slowly he made his way up my body. Normally this would have made me insecure as hell but it didn’t. It made me burn, ache, and want. He finally made it to my eyes and he reached up and put his hands on my hips and pulled me into him. I closed my eyes and he began to move our bodies to the beat of the music. 
 
   I couldn’t touch him. I knew if I did I would lose what little control I had. He smelled like heaven, manly, clean, and hot—so hot. I felt his hands move from my hips slowly to my lower back. Each inch he touched made me burn even more. His touch became more possessive, as he positioned me how he wanted me to move. His leg was now between mine and his hands splayed across my ass. I wasn’t sure if he started it or if I did but we were so tight against each other I could feel him against me. The burn became intense and his breaths became more shallow. I felt him breathe me in.
 
   “Damn Kitten you smell so fucking hot.”
 
   He stepped back away and I moaned, “That’s it girl.” His knee rubbed against me harder and I moved against it.
 
   “You better reach up here and hold on before you cum.” I shook my head no, “Bekah I’m telling you to hang on.”
 
   I didn’t want to move I wanted this, right here. I was so primed and ready when he loosened his grip and moved away thrusting me back. I was shocked and reached to grab him. He pulled me hard against him and grabbed behind my upper thigh raising it slightly as his other hand grabbed my ass and held me securely against him as he rocked slowly to the beat of the music.
 
   My head was buried in his neck and his in mine.
 
   “I want you to cum Kitten,” he pushed into me harder and I lost it.
 
   “There you go, ride it out don’t stop. I got you.”
 
   I held tight to him and grinded into his hard muscular thigh. I felt the explosion and then the sweet burn of ecstasy spread through me
 
   When I was done he let my leg down and rubbed my back, “I’m proud of you. No inhibitions, taking it right here. So fucking hot. So beautiful.”
 
   His praise continued as his hands ran up and down my body.
 
   “OH FUCK NO!” I heard Tiffany scream.
 
   I stepped back regretfully and looked toward her. Drew looked at her and the shame in that boys eyes was apparent. 
 
   “Fuck you Drew, step the fuck off,” she shoved him.
 
   “It’s not what you think Tiff…”
 
   “You buttoning your pants walking in with that skank ass bitch isn’t what it seems?”
 
   She held up her hand to stop him.
 
   “Tiff it was a fucking blow job. It was….”
 
   “Hope it was worth it. Hey Xavier, how would you like your dick sucked?” 
 
   Xavier looked at Tiff smiling his fool head off, “How would you like me to lick your pussy?”
 
   “Sounds good,” Drew stepped toward her, “Back the fuck off Drew. This shit is done.”
 
   Xavier grabbed her and yanked her into him and kissed her hard on the mouth holding her face in his hands. He pulled back. “You passed the taste test, let’s go.” He grabbed her hand and looked back at Zandor. “Let’s roll!”
 
   “Tiffany!” Drew yelled.
 
   She didn’t look back, but I did. He looked hurt, man that…
 
   “You heard him, let’s roll.” Zandor tugged at my arm.
 
   “Justice.” I looked around. “He brought us.”
 
   “Yeah well, you’re leaving with me. I’ll text him.”
 
   I had no time to answer. He was dragging me out by my arm.
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   We walked out the door and I looked at my car. “Aww, fuck no!”
 
   She was sitting a little lower than normal. I grabbed my phone and hit the flashlight app and shined it on her.
 
   “Motherfucker!”
 
   I heard Xavier chuckle and I whipped around. I was gonna go off on his ass.
 
   “What man, seriously if you weren’t a Motherfucker this shit probably wouldn’t have happened.”
 
   Tiffany grabbed his shirt and buried her head in his chest and started shaking. “Listen Twit, you might wanna pretend you’re cryin’ because this shit isn’t funny at all. Christ, look at you.”
 
   I rubbed down the side to see if it was dirt or it had been keyed, and my worst fear came to fruition.
 
   I swear to you if Bekah wasn’t standing there I probably would’ve cried like a baby. 
 
   I stood back and tried to calm down. I felt a hand on my back and looked over at Bekah, she genuinely looked concerned about me. I threw my arm around her shoulder and took full advantage of the situation. 
 
   “You alright?”
 
   “Yeah,” I punched in George’s number. “Hey it’s me, my car’s fucked up. Can you get it towed to Justice’s place? Cool. Nah, I’m good,” I looked down at Bekah and rolled my eyes and she rubbed my back. I rolled em again just to see if she’d continue, and she rubbed harder. I did it again and gained myself a smack in the stomach. “Don’t do that Kitten, the Steel will hurt your little paws.”
 
   Now she rolled her eyes and walked away. Damn she was quick.
 
   “Is it in? No I want the fucking Kubang, or Levante whatever the fuck they’re calling it now…Seriously…fucker! Fine the X7 then…Fuck him, I called it first…No he gets the 5, I get the 7…I’ll text you the address…You the man, George.”
 
   I took a few more seconds to look at my Baby and then over at Xavier. “Call a cab.”
 
   ~
 
   The cab pulled in front of Hot Buns place, and Xavier and Tiffany ran up the stairs groping each other. Bekah was walking in and I paid the driver.
 
   “Wait up.” I yelled and she turned around and looked at me. 
 
   “I don’t think…”
 
   “There you go with that again.”
 
   “What?”
 
   I held the door open. “Thinking. Now get up there.”
 
   She didn’t move she just looked at me. “I’m not gonna try to fuck you, Bekah, what kind of man do you think I am?”
 
   I walked past her and ran up the stairs and looked down. “Need some help?”
 
   “No…I just…”
 
   I ran back down and grabbed her and threw her over my shoulder. Damn, that made her squirm. “Easy Kitten, or we’ll both go tumbling down these things.”
 
   I set her down in front of me. “You’re gonna entertain me until Xavier’s ready to leave.”
 
   “He’ll be here all night.” She rolled her eyes.
 
   “Nah, he won’t. Steel boys don’t play that way.” I opened the door and Xavier was opening a bottle of wine and looking down at Tiffany with a shit-ass grin on his face.
 
   “Easy girl, let’s have a drink first.” X smirked, walked past her and sat down. “Hey Tiffany. Grab four cups, would ya?”
 
   I sat on the couch and patted the spot next to me. “Come on, Bekah. I won’t bite.”
 
   “Maybe she will.” Tiffany sat on Xavier’s lap and wiggled around.
 
   “You two gonna take it in the bedroom or just do it right here in front of us?” Bekah elbowed me pretty damn hard in the side and Xavier looked at me. 
 
   “Bro, do you remember that time we…”
 
   “Yeah, I do. That shit is between you and I,” I warned.
 
   “Oh no, spill it Xavier.” Tiffany wheedled.
 
   “Yeah I think you should.” Bekah turned her entire body toward him.
 
   “My first time…”
 
   “Xavier, enough.”
 
   “No way, I wanna know.”
 
   “He was there. Two best friends. Just like this, but darker.” Xavier  chuckled .
 
   “All right Xavier, let’s not bore them with the teenage years.” I really was hoping he’d shut the fuck up, the drunk bastard.
 
   “They don’t sound all that boring.” Tiffany leaned back on him and he groaned.
 
   “I’m gonna use the bathroom. Do whatever you got to.”
 
   When I came out, they were gone, thank God. I saw Bekah’s room light on and looked in. She was changing into her night clothes. I think so, anyways, she had on a T-shirt and shorts. A far-fucking cry from the tank and thong I saw this morning.
 
   She turned and saw me.  Didn’t try to hide, we kind of shared a moment you know.
 
   I walked in her room.
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?”
 
   I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off my socks. “You wouldn’t make a friend sleep on the couch would you?”
 
   “You were leaving…”
 
   “No I wasn’t, never had any intention of it, now get your ass in bed.”
 
   I stood and took off my pants and turned around. She was trying not to smile, still fucked-up and adorable.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You’re in your underwear.”
 
   “I can lose ‘em if you want.” I ran my finger under the waistband of my Calvin Klein’s.
 
   “NO!” She covered her mouth.
 
   “Fine, but I’m pretty sure you’d like what you saw.”
 
   “Well, those things leave little to the imagination now don’t they?”
 
   I smirked. “You been imagining what my cock is like Kitten?”
 
   “Well I kind of got off…”
 
   “Don’t you say it, you remind me and I’m gonna be all over you. So I’m warning you, Kitten, we either talk about something else or you take your clothes off and lay down next to me and let me take you to the stars.”
 
   “The stars, huh?” she lay down on the opposite side of the bed.
 
   “Maybe beyond them, you’ll have to tell me after.” I rolled over and sat up.
 
   I took my shirt off and lay down a little closer to her and propped myself up on my elbow.
 
   Her eyes were heavy and glassy, but still that brilliant blue that drew me immediately to her. “You’ve got the most beautiful eyes, Bekah.”
 
   She giggled. “Are we going to throw pick-up lines at each other now?”
 
   I smiled at her. “Give me your worst.”
 
   She rolled to her side and grabbed the biggest pillow I had ever seen in my life and flopped it between us. “What the hell is that?”
 
   “Henry,” she giggled.
 
   “Henry? What the hell’s a Henry?”
 
   “Only the best snuggler in the world.”
 
   “Oh, I see. Like a teddy bear?”
 
   “No like a stuffed Henry Cavill.”
 
   “No clue who that is.” I truly didn’t. “Old boyfriend?”
 
   “Man of Steel? The superman movie…”
 
   Oh, that explains the underwear, I like my thought better.
 
   “Oh, an actor. Bekah, that shit’s not real, okay. You want a man of Steel you got the real thing right here and this thing’s a cock block.”
 
   “Is that a mirror in your pocket?”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Worst line I’ve ever heard. Is that a mirror in your pocket? You say no and then they say well that’s weird I’ve been seeing myself in your pants all night.”
 
    “That’s fucking lame.”
 
   “Whatever, let’s hear the worst you’ve used.”
 
   “No way.” I flopped back on the pillow.
 
   “So not fair, spill, Aleszandor Steel.” She smacked me in the stomach.
 
   I grabbed her hand real quick and held it to my stomach. “Roses are red, violets are blue. I love spaghetti, now let’s go screw.”
 
   She laughed out loud. “You’ve used that?!”
 
   “Yeah I have.” I rolled over and pulled her hand up to my neck. “Is it gonna work?”
 
   I had her hand so she couldn’t sock me.
 
   “Is your Daddy a farmer? ‘Cause you have some great melons.”
 
   “No shit? That’s pretty lame. Did it work?”
 
   “Yeah it did actually.”
 
   “I got one, my name is Pogo you wanna ride my stick?”
 
   “That’s not even funny.”She giggled. 
 
   “Your turn.”
 
   We heard a bang against the wall followed by a giggle. “That’s not gonna happen there sexy, I get top.”
 
   “Fuck that….Holy fuck.”
 
   “That’s right, just fucking lay there and take the best fuck of your life.”
 
   Bekah and I looked at each other and laughed. “Do you have fucking ear plugs in here?”
 
   “Seriously it’s your brother, you mentored him through his first why not hang out for the sequel?”
 
   I grabbed Henry and threw him on the ground, and pinned her hands to the mattress. “That’s top secret information, damn it!”
 
   She was squealed. “He was watching you with his co…”
 
   “Don’t say it, Bekah. I won’t be held accountable for what I do to you.” I said it smiling, but I wasn’t fucking around.
 
   “Don’t you think that’s wrong? I mean he and you both banging girls on a couch and you’re doing what?”
 
   “Helping him keep his shit in check. He’s a Steel, we don’t blow it that fucking fast. We believe in ladies going first.”
 
   “Well if you say it that way then…no y’all are still disgusting.”
 
   I couldn’t help but smile at those eyes. “Tell me your secrets Bekah?”
 
   “I don’t have any.” she yawned.
 
   “So what’s up with you and your father? Why do you call him sir?”
 
   She tried to move her head to avoid eye contact and I held it between my hands. “Military brat, and my Dad’s a colonel.”
 
   “Alright, so why the hostility?” I didn’t realize I was rubbing her face until she put her hand over mine stopping me.
 
   “Zandor, we’ve crossed some lines already tonight. I work with you almost every day, You’re a lot of fun, but you’re not good for me.”
 
   “How do you know that?”
 
   “I just do. Hell, I’m not good for me.”
 
   I really wasn’t getting it, what the damn problem was, why she was fighting against this but I told her I’d be her friend right? What the fuck was I thinking?
 
   The banging started again. “They’re against the wall?”
 
   “Her headboard is right against my damn headboard.”
 
   I felt a crack on my head, “Fuck!”
 
   “Oh my God, are you okay?”
 
   “That shit hurt.” I rubbed my head.
 
   She reached up and rubbed it too. “Better?”
 
   “Yeah.” Keep on going girl.
 
   I opened my eyes and she was staring at my lips. I was laying on her. Pinning her to the bed and if not for the damn comforter between us she’d feel my dick growing at a crazy rapid speed, “Bekah…”
 
   She let go of my head and gripped the sheets and let out a very slow sweet breath.
 
   I willed myself to do the right thing and rolled off of her, regretfully.
 
   She sat up, “Alright I am wasted. I’m sorry, you’re a very beautiful man, even fun—now.”
 
   “I was fun before.” I smiled.
 
   Her eyes traveled down me. I wasn’t ashamed of shit. I put my hands behind my head and watched the expression go from shock to desire. 
 
   “Hey.”
 
    Her eyes snapped up to mine. 
 
   “You could tuck him in.”
 
   “WHAT?” She blushed.
 
   “I mean if you weren’t such a blanket hog he wouldn’t be gettin' you all hot and bothered right now, Kitten.”
 
   She whipped the covers over me.“Do you have no shame?”
 
   “Come on, you saw what I got down there. Let me ask you Bekah, does it look like something to be ashamed of?”
 
   She shook her head no and covered her face.
 
   “Then tell me, what’s the problem?”
 
   “I’m on a diet. Oh, and I work for you.”
 
   “Fine, you’re fired.”
 
   She looked at me. “That’s sexual harassment.”
 
   “I know what it is. But I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t play that card.”
 
   She leaned over and grabbed that damn pillow and I stared at her ass. Her on all fours was gonna be a lot of fun. 
 
   “I wouldn’t, I’m just as much to blame here.” 
 
   She set the pillow between us and lay down.
 
   “You’ll submit.” I winked.
 
   “I’m tired and have a very long trip tomorrow.”
 
   “To see your father.” I rolled to my side and got as close as I could get.
 
   “Yep.”
 
   I was really fucking annoyed by that damn pillow. “I promise not to fondle you if you throw that fucking thing off the bed.”
 
   She held it tighter. “Henry.”
 
   “Yeah whatever.” I snatched that thing and tossed it to the ground. “Now roll over on your side and go to sleep.”
 
   “No fondling.” She held up her finger.
 
   “None.” I waited until she rolled over and pulled her against me.
 
   She looked back at me and rolled those baby blues. 
 
   “I’m not fondling, go to sleep.”
 
   ~
 
   When she was asleep, I was woken up by more headboard banging and my brother’s voice.
 
   I decided to get up and use the bathroom.
 
   When I returned to the room the noise level was peaking and I looked around her room for something, music of some sort. On her shelf was a scrapbook and I decided to take a look.
 
   It was full of high school photos, prom pictures. She had been to six, all different guys, all looking at her like they wanted to fuck her. I hated every one of those hormone-filled little fucks. Except they weren’t all that little. She wasn’t joking when she said she had a type. Each one had jock written all over them. 
 
   Bekah was never a tiny little thing, she must have had C cups in fucking middle school and apparently she didn’t mind showing them. 
 
   The next few pages were of her at Queens University in North Carolina. Lots of photos of what I assume were design projects. Lots of awards too, apparently she was good. The next few pages held pictures of her and another fucker who seemed to have taken her to three formal events. She looked stunning and he looked like a man whose face needed to be pounded in. He had a smug look and she was doe-eyed looking at him. Lucky bastard.
 
   I put the book back and decided I wouldn’t snoop anymore. I got ready to jump back in and snuggle the hell out of sleeping beauty—okay I’m sure she was passed out, but oh well, I was gonna take full advantage.
 
   Curiosity got the best of me and I pulled out the drawer she had slammed shut this morning and I swear to all that is holy I was pretty sure she was exactly what I needed.
 
   I pulled out the vibrator and looked at it. I fucking love those things. The shit you could do with one was amazing. Like a paint brush was to an artist a vibrator was to a pleasure giver, a sexual being, a Dom, like me. 
 
   I knew from the moment I looked at her she was as sexually high strung as I am. I felt the crackle in the air, I saw the spark in her eyes, the way she had carried herself when she walked in, full of confidence, full of energy, was noticed not by me at first but my cock. He was all ‘oh fuck yeah’ and I was all ‘simmer down’. He was right, my cock may have steered me in the wrong direction many many times before but not this time. 
 
   I grabbed my phone and sent a message to George, I wanted everything on her. What year she graduated, what schools she had attended, previous addresses. I needed to know all of this before I moved ahead with the plan I had to take this Kitten and make her mine.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Brave
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   I’m still drunk, oh my God how much did I drink? I sat up holding my head and then thought hard about the events that lead to right here and right now. Although it hurt to smile, I did, and I covered my face and fell backward onto my pillow. I remembered dancing with Zandor Steel. I remember every erotic move he made that caused me to go off in the middle of a packed dance floor.
 
   I rolled over and was hit with something plastic. “Oh my God!”
 
   I held my head because screaming made it scream back at me but I didn’t care.
 
   I was gonna kill Tiffany, kill her that bitch.
 
   “Tiffany!”
 
   “Out here.” She didn’t sound any better than I felt.
 
   “Seriously! You come in my room after I have to hear you getting laid all night and place Edward on my pillow!” I walked out, waving him in the air.
 
   “Um, Bekah, now is really not a good…”
 
   “Stay out of Cullen manner!” I snapped pointing at her with Edward. “Just because you have no boundaries doesn’t mean I don’t!”
 
   She started giggling, the little twit, and I wanted to bop her on the head with Edward but that….
 
   “Wow, life with you around just keeps getting better.” A very hot towel-wearing Zandor Steel walked out of my bathroom toweling off his hair.
 
   I was mortified and needed to retaliate. “Nice pink towel!”
 
   He looked at me utterly entertained. “Nice pink cock.”
 
   He walked by me and smacked me on the ass. “You might wanna stop waving that thing around, Kitten.”
 
   “Nah, let her go.” I heard another male voice.
 
   I shoved it up my shirt and Xavier walked around in front of me. “Now if you push your tits together right around it and…”
 
   “Oh. My. God!” 
 
   I walked to my room and Zandor was standing there butt-ass naked with his back to me.
 
    “Do you mind?”
 
   “No not at all.” He turned around and grabbed his jeans.
 
   I covered my eyes quickly.
 
   “You may wanna hop in the shower or you’ll be late heading out.” He grabbed my hand and dragged me to the window. “We got snow last night.”
 
   I pulled my hand away. “Will you put some clothes on?”
 
   “I was, when you rudely barged in on me.” He pulled his jeans on. “There, better?”
 
   Not really. “Yes. I’m going to shower.”
 
   “I’ll be waiting.”
 
   I turned back around and looked at him. “For what?”
 
   “We’re friends, Kitten.” He rolled his eyes. “I showed you mine, now you gotta…”
 
   I laughed and I didn’t even mean to. But what are you supposed to do after what the hell just went on in here? None of these people adhered to any rules or boundaries. They crossed lines left and right and I---loved it. I was free here.
 
   “Hey,” he snapped and I turned back around. “You forgot something.”
 
   He held up Edward. 
 
   “You’re an ass.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I don’t know, I haven’t had time to figure it out.” My head was still cloudy.
 
   “Well if you’re ashamed that you’re a very sexual person then…”
 
   “Boundaries much?”
 
   “Oh I see, I’m embarrassing you. Okay fine I’ll even the score.” I had no idea what he was talking about. “Hey everyone, I rubbed one off in the shower!”
 
   I heard Tiffany and Xavier cracking up and I just looked at him. He smiled at me and it made everything better.
 
   ~
 
   I had my bags packed. “You’re going for two days and you need all that stuff?”
 
   “Girls need stuff, Zandor.”
 
   “How many different dresses do you really need for two days?”
 
   “Well it depends I guess.”
 
   “I’ve never seen you in a dress. Skirts with leggings, but not a dress.”
 
   “Ladies wear dresses.” I huffed.
 
   “Oh, I see.” 
 
   He grabbed my bag. “I’ll carry it down. Let’s get you on the road.”
 
   “I’m not ready. I have to grab my makeup and hair stuff and…what are you doing?”
 
   “Helping a friend.”
 
   He was throwing everything in a bag.
 
   “What? I wouldn’t want you to be late.” He smiled and winked one of those light brown eyes and I sat and let him pack.
 
   “Dryer, flat iron, make-up. Do you need your body soap and shampoo from the shower?”
 
   “No that’s good.”
 
   “Alright then, let’s roll.”
 
   He had both bags and was opening the front door before I even walked out of my room. “Bye Tiff.”
 
   I didn’t wait for a reply because she and Xavier were back in the bedroom and I was more than sure she didn’t hear me.
 
   ~
 
   I walked around the corner of the building and saw a flashy new black vehicle sitting next to my Bitch. Zandor was beaming.
 
    “I wonder whose that is.” I pushed the unlock on my remote and didn’t hear a beep.
 
   “Something wrong?”
 
   He was walking around the black beauty and paying no attention to me.
 
   “Apparently the remote doesn’t work anymore.” I opened the lock the old fashion way and sat in to start the car up.
 
   It was cold and it wasn’t starting so I tried again and nothing.
 
   “FUCK!” I yelled and held my pounding head.
 
   “Ladies don’t…”
 
   “And Bitch cars don’t start!”
 
   He eyes brightened and I wasn’t finding humor in it at all.
 
   “I’m gonna be late and he will be pissed.”
 
   “Pop the hood, let me check it out.”
 
   I did as he asked. “Okay try it now.”
 
   Nothing, not even a click.
 
   “Well, that doesn’t sound good.” he shut the hood.
 
   “He’s gonna…” I stopped when I heard the SUV next to me start.
 
   “I’ll give you a ride.” he smiled as he lifted the back hatch and deposited my bags.
 
   “To North Carolina?”
 
   “Sure, why not? I’ll get to break her in.” I started to object. “Tick Tock, Kitten.”
 
   He opened the door and I didn’t move. “Slow today, huh? Shouldn’t be driving anyway, you’re still lit up.”
 
   He lifted me and set me in. “Can you manage the seat belt or should I?”
 
   He didn’t wait for an answer, he reached around and buckled me and shut the door He jumped in and grabbed his phone, turned on the car, and immediately threw it in reverse.
 
   “Hey Xavier, I know you’re busy but Bekah’s car won’t start again. I checked it out but didn’t see shit. If you wouldn’t mind peeking under the hood I… we would appreciate it. If you don’t see anything call Justice and tell him to fix it or I’ll erase his fucking tattoo. Oh and another thing, I’ll be gone for…” he looked over at me waiting for an answer and when I didn’t give him one. “Bekah, speak.”
 
   “Two nights?”
 
   “Three days. Take care of shit, I’m off work but still pop in. Talk to you soon.”
 
   He hung up the phone and looked over at me, “Go to sleep, I’ll wake you when I need directions.”
 
   ~
 
   I was definitely still drunk. I really needed to make adjustments to my diet. No tequila.
 
   “Reach to the side and see if you can lay the seats back.”
 
   I had so many things I could say to him right now but I didn’t. I reached down and adjusted the very comfortable seat and drifted off to sleep.
 
   When I woke we were already on I-95 south ready to exit into Richmond. I looked down and he had covered me up with his coat. I hated feeling this way. I hated feeling like I was that same stupid girl I was six months ago believing that a guy cared. I had my heart broken too many times to let it happen again. 
 
   “Hey there, you’re awake.” He reached over and messed up my hair.
 
   I sat up and really felt like I was going to cry.
 
   “Bekah, what’s up girl?” He pulled off the exit and into the first gas station he found.
 
   I couldn’t talk or I’d cry so I just smiled and shook my head no.
 
   He threw the SUV in park and lifted the console. He turned in his seat and faced me, “Talk Bekah, spill it, whatever it is just let it out.”
 
   “I’m just hung over.”
 
   His eyes narrowed as he was searching mine. “Try again.”
 
   I started to turn away and he grabbed my shoulders holding them in place. “Just let it out.”
 
   “I don’t want you to…You don’t know me.” A tear escaped, and I felt it roll down my face. His thumb gently wiped it away.
 
   “Are you a serial killer?” He cocked his head to the side and I shook my head no. “A man? A puppy kicker?”
 
   I shook my head no and let it fly. “I’m a slut!”
 
   I covered my face not wanting him to see me cry. I felt him shaking a little, I looked up and his lips were sucked in and his eyes wide. The asshole was trying not to laugh.
 
   I pulled away and wiped my face and tried to open the door.
 
    He grabbed me laughing, “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
   “Away from you!”
 
   “No way.” He pulled me against him and held me. 
 
   The harder I fought the harder he did, bastard.
 
   “Bekah, I had sex for the first time when I was fifteen, in the school auditorium.”
 
   “I don’t care!”
 
   “Okay, well I also had sex every week for a year in that same auditorium.” He loosened his grip and leaned back. “Never with the same girl.”
 
   “Your point?” I smacked the tears away and he held my hands.
 
   If anyone looked in this vehicle right now, Zandor Steel would be in cuffs. His leg was wrapped around the front of me, one arm was restraining my hands and the other was wiping my face.
 
   “You’re not a slut, Bekah.”
 
   “I had sex with three guys in one year.”
 
   “Your point?” He was trying not to smile.
 
   “I’ve had a lot of sex, they told me I was a slut and I am.” I was pissed and embarrassed. “So that’s my fucking point!”
 
   “Ladies…”
 
   “I’m not a Fuckin…”
 
   His hand now covered my mouth and I bit him. Yep, I bit his hand. And what did the smug bastard do? He groaned.
 
   “Please don’t do that again, Bekah.”
 
   I stopped and sat back.
 
   “You don’t have to tell me anything.”
 
   “Oh you’ll hear it, and if you don’t you’ll be able to tell that’s what he’s thinking.”
 
   “Your father?”
 
   “Oh yes the colonel.” 
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “I slept with a lot of people.” I looked out the window.
 
   “You’re tired, emotional, and hung over. You need to fucking eat something. You need to realize that anyone who loves you shouldn’t say shit like that to you.”
 
   “I’m sure you probably never gave your family reason to…”
 
   He pulled back onto the road. 
 
   “Look I’m gonna tell you something only five people know. Then you’re gonna shut the hell up about your sexual past.” He let out a breath. “I had inappropriate relations with a household appliance and got caught.”
 
   I looked over and his face was red and I wanted to laugh, “Why are you telling me this?”
 
   “Because, damn it. Because you shouldn’t feel like shit about being a sexual creature.”
 
   I covered my mouth and let it go and he smiled.
 
   He pulled into the next restaurant we came to. “I’m starving, let’s eat some bad shit.”
 
   I got out and followed him in.
 
   We sat down in a booth and a waitress came over. “Coffee?”
 
   “Please, black for me and for you, Bekah?”
 
   “Same thing please.” I looked up and the waitress was smiling at him.
 
   He winked, she blushed and walked away.
 
   “What?” he sat back and pulled up the sleeves to his black sweater.
 
   I gave him an exaggerated wink and he rolled his eyes and looked at the menu.
 
   I grabbed for the other. “No way, I’m ordering.”
 
   The waitress set the coffee down and nudged him with her hip. “What can I get for y’all, hun?”
 
   “Well I will have grits, steak, eggs, and home fries. The Mrs. will have pancakes, fresh fruit, and home fries.” 
 
   He handed her the menus and leaned forward. “That alright with you, my sexy little kitten.”
 
   The waitress walked away without a wink this time.
 
   “You just broke her heart, you know.”
 
   “She’ll get over it.”
 
   “I’m not eating all that.” I raised my eyebrow.
 
   “You’re celebrating Thanksgiving right.”
 
   “Sure.” I rolled my eyes.
 
   “Fuck the diet, Bekah.” 
 
   I looked up at him and he winked. “Fuck it all. I’ve just decided you don’t give a shit what anyone says about you.”
 
   “You’ve decided, have you?”
 
   “I have, so it’s real, because what I say goes understand?”
 
   “Hmm. So which appliance did you fornicate with?”
 
   He grinned. “Ms. Hoover of course.”
 
   “And you think it’s funny?”
 
   “Hell yeah, I was like ten. Don’t sit in judgment what was its name…Edward?”
 
   I looked up in the air and nodded.
 
   “That’s not a good name, I think he should be Zandor.”
 
   “Why’s that?” 
 
   “Good name. Strong, sexy, guaranteed to please you.”
 
   “You’re full of yourself.”
 
   “You should try it. Hey, I’ve never had a female friend before, and this is kind of cool. So I was thinking, you should name…” the waitress set down the food and he thanked her with a wink. “Your vibrator should be Zandor, and I can name my masturbatory hand after you.”
 
   I looked up at the waitress and she gasped and walked away.
 
   “You’re a jackass.”
 
   “Why?” he cut up his steak and took a huge bite, chewed and swallowed. “She wants to fuck me, Bekah, now she knows she can’t. That’s why you’re the Mrs. and I masturbate with a hand named after you.”
 
   “Do you think every woman wants you?”
 
   He looked at me confused as he chewed yet another monster bite of steak. “Until one proves me otherwise, yeah I do. Only one chick…well now two, have ever said no.” He smiled and grabbed a forkful of home fries. “Open.”
 
   I did and it was good.
 
   He smiled as if he was proud of himself.
 
   He started to cut up the pancakes. “I can do it.”
 
   “If you don’t eat, I’m gonna force feed you.”
 
   I looked up into his warm, enticing, sandy-brown beaches, and I felt okay. And for a few moments I allowed myself to bask in them, shamelessly and without reservation.
 
   ~
 
   We’re in the SUV getting ready to get back on the interstate when he asks me to pick out some music.
 
   “Is there a plug in for my phone?” I looked around.
 
   “I have no idea, just got her.Look in the glove box for a manual.”
 
   “Yeah, how did that happen?”
 
   “She was delivered a few days ago. I put my Baby up for the winter.”
 
   “Okay, so it just shows up?” 
 
   “It should, damn thing cost enough.”
 
   “You make that kind of money at the shop?”
 
   “Nah, I have another job, too.”
 
   “Oh, when do you have time for it, you’re always at the shop.”
 
   “Vacation time.”
 
   “And you choose to spend it working?”
 
   “It’s not work to me. I love that place.”
 
    “Piercing make it more enjoyable?”
 
   “It’s art, I think we’ve talked about this before. Self-growth, self-expression, self…”
 
   “Self-serve bar.” I laughed.
 
   “What do you mean?” he smirked and pulled his sunglasses off the dash.
 
   “They come in asking for you, Zandor.”
 
   “Oh, the women?”
 
   “Yeah the women!”
 
   “Well the job does have some benefits.”
 
   “Can I ask you a question?”
 
   “Shoot.”
 
   “Why married women?”
 
   He let out a breath and slouched, “If I tell you, you can’t laugh.”
 
   “I won’t,” I really hoped I wouldn’t.
 
   “We moved around a lot when I was younger. No attachments or relationships were formed. When we moved to the shore, things were a bit crazy. A couple people I knew had some real shit things happen to them in the relationship department so I avoided it at all costs. However, I really liked to fuck. I didn’t wanna bang the girls I saw every day. Didn’t want the drama. I played baseball, traveled to other schools. Sniffed around them a lot. Met some cool friends, so I scratched in other neighborhoods.”
 
   “Like married women?”
 
   “No, Bekah, girls my age or a little older. I didn’t start fucking around with married women until I was about eighteen.”
 
   “That’s young.”
 
   “Yep,” he smirked.
 
   “Okay so why, don’t you think it’s wrong?”
 
   “Sure, but their husbands were always cheating fucks.” He looked over at me, “You promised not to laugh.”
 
   “Well it’s kind of funny.”
 
   “Nothing funny about cheating.”
 
   “But you banged them knowing they were married so that makes you as bad.”
 
   “Sure I feel that way now but back then I was like…I don’t know, the Robin Hood of pussy,” he chuckled.
 
   “The Robin Hood of pussy, huh?”
 
   “Yep, I gave them back what was stolen from them by their asshole husbands.”
 
   “And what’s that?” 
 
   He cocked his head in that little cocky way. “The feeling of being desired. The feeling of being empowered. The feeling that someone gave a shit enough to get them off. I gave them back their swag.”
 
   “The Robin Hood of pussy.”
 
   “What are you laughing at? You’re like the Gandhi of cock.”
 
   I snickered and he smiled his big beautiful bright smile. I wished I could see his eyes.
 
   I sat back and looked at my phone. “Blue tooth compatible.”
 
   “Nice.” He leaned forward and gave the dash a rub.
 
   I had three new emails and I smiled when I saw the subject line. 
 
   -Steel Inc.-
 
   “You gonna play some beats, Bekah?”
 
   “After I check my email.”
 
   “Good stuff?” he asked and looked over at my phone.
 
   “Steel Inc.” I giggled “Is that you?”
 
   “What’s it about?”
 
   “I applied for an internship.”
 
   “Oh yeah, you go to school?”
 
   “I did, was considering finishing, but looks like that’s not gonna happen.”
 
   “Why not?” He sounded annoyed.
 
   “They have filled all internships.”
 
   “So we find another!” He darted into a rest area. “I have to use the bathroom.”
 
   He threw it in park and stormed into the bathrooms.
 
   The next email was from a company called S. Lettos. An international holding company was fronting the money to redesign a club it had acquired in the Jersey shore area. They had found my profile in Linked In. They were asking me to not only redesign the club, but take on the entire project. If I accepted this paid internship they would immediately deposit sixty nine hundred dollars a month as compensation for the next four months. If the project was completed in a timely manner, I would receive a bonus.
 
   I was shaking I was so happy. I have to pee, oh my God, oh my good God! I jumped out of the SUV and walked quickly toward the bathroom as I re-read the message. Zandor grabbed my arm as I whizzed by him.
 
   “Hey there slow down.”
 
   I smiled up at him, I couldn’t help it. I was so excited I hugged him as tight as I could and he laughed. “What has gotten into you?”
 
   “I have to pee.” I really had to, bad. “Read this!”
 
   I ran into the bathroom.
 
   He was standing against his SUV when I walked out. Glasses on, smirking at the phone, he looked beautiful with the warm afternoon sun shining down on him. I would stare at him all day. He looked up at me and that nipped that idea in the bud. 
 
   “You look happy, Bekah, like really fucking happy.” He grabbed me and swung me in a circle. 
 
   I lifted my arms in the sky in celebration. He pulled me down against his hard strong body and gave me a very sweet soft kiss on…my cheek.
 
   I laughed and he huffed and my feet hit the ground again, grrr!
 
   I got in the SUV and re-read the email.
 
   “You may want to flag that.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Mark it as a VIP message or flag it.” He reached over and took it.
 
   “Oh shit!”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Damn, Bekah, I deleted it. I’m sorry…”
 
   I snatched it out of his hand and looked. He smirked and started the vehicle. “Just fucking with you.”
 
   “Ass,” I mumbled.
 
   “What about my ass, Kitten? It’s nice right?”
 
   I nodded as he pulled back onto the interstate.
 
   “You good?”
 
   “I’m real good. When my father gets all twisted and superior I can smile knowing I did this by myself. No help from him….or anyone else for that matter. I own this and I am going to do the best job I can possibly do.”
 
   “What about the shop?”
 
   I almost gave myself whiplash when I turned to look at him. I didn’t know what I should do. I mean I did but, “Fuck!”
 
   “Ladies don’t talk like that, Bekah. Especially professionals.” There was humor in his voice but a little less twinkle in his eye.
 
   “I can do both.”
 
   “I know you can, but do you want to?” he glanced quickly over at me. 
 
   “Yes, actually I do.” I do. Yesterday was great and seeing him every day; even though I couldn’t have him, even though he made me believe stupid stuff again, it didn’t matter. He and I were friends.
 
   “Good.” He was quiet for a minute, “Now turn on some beats, girl!”
 
   I was trying to figure it out but couldn’t and I didn’t want to hurt anything.
 
   He turned on the radio and hit search.
 
   Sara Bareilles Brave.
 
   He huffed and went to change the station.
 
   I swatted his hand off and he shook his head and left it alone.
 
   I love this song!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   The Devil Went Down 
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   Fuckidy, fuck, fuck, fuck! She was so happy it gave me insta steel, son of a bitch I wanted to celebrate by giving her the best fucking orgasm she has never had. Yes-- I said never had because I knew pussy and I knew how to seduce and fuck her with words, music, lips, tongue, hands, toys and my cock --just to name a few. I knew how to read every fucking whimper, moan, groan, hiss, a woman could release. I knew how to make an orgasm last for minutes not just seconds and I knew how to make it happen again, and again, and again. 
 
   “You want me to drive?”
 
   I laughed for two reasons, I wanted her to ride not drive and by that I mean on my throbbing cock. The next, fuck no. I drive!
 
   “I’m good.”
 
   And I wanted to show her just how good I was.
 
   The song Counting Stars came on. My new favorite song. Let me tell you it wasn’t helping the hard as fuck going on in my pants situation. At. All.
 
   I saw her tense up and it made me bite my lip to stop from smiling. The thing was, she was thinking the same fucking thing I was.
 
   “You like this song?”
 
   She cleared her throat and answered, “Uh huh,” in a squeaky voice.
 
   I clenched my teeth down on my lip harder trying to make myself shut the fuck up because you know damn well I wanted to mention it.
 
   The music stopped. “Satellite must be out.”
 
   “Yeah, must be.”
 
   “Good song though, right?” I knew she was uncomfortable but I couldn’t help myself.
 
   “It’s got a good rhythm.”
 
   I couldn’t contain it now, I not tried to make a sound and failed miserably and she smacked me hard in the chest.
 
   “Ouch.” 
 
   She rolled her eyes at me and looked away. “Who sings this song?”
 
   “One Rub Pubic…” She smacked me harder.
 
   So I started singing it out loud and she joined in. 
 
   I could barely keep my damn eyes on the road, not when she was this happy. Damn it felt good…almost as good as licking her sweet little pussy was going to…
 
   She grabbed the steering wheel. “Zandor! Eyes on the road.”
 
   Her phone rang and she sneered at it and answered, “Hello Dad….Yes, we are scheduled to be there…no my friend is…Dad my car wouldn’t start this morning and…no, I don’t need a new car, I’m fine… Well, it is what it is…Dad… Yes, a guy…Please don’t start…”
 
   I grabbed her phone away and pushed end.
 
   “What are you doing?” she half yelled but was smiling.
 
   “Tell him we were in a dead zone. You don’t need to start getting all pissy. Three more hours and we’ll be there. Three hours to chill and…I don’t know, sing?”
 
   “Alright then, I can do that.” 
 
   She reached down and pulled off her boots and then put her feet on my new dash and lay back in the seat. “Give me some beats Z.”
 
   Okay, now I wasn’t pissed about the whole feet on the dash thing. Normally that shit wouldn’t be happening but, fuck I wanted to be on her.
 
   I pushed scan on the radio and it stopped on some country song and I almost changed the channel until she started singing.
 
   She smacked my arm. “Taylor Swift. Twenty two. I’m ahead.”
 
   “Ahead of what the race for Queen of shitty music recognition?”
 
   “Nope, a car game, whoever knows the song first gets a point.”
 
   “What are we playin’ for?”
 
   “I don’t know, how about…” She stopped and sat up and crossed her arms over her very nice full C slash D cups and I wanted to tell her we were playing for those. “Okay I hate cleaning the interior of my car.”
 
   “Which is part of the reason she doesn’t treat you good.” I pointed out.
 
   “Okay so you, meaning you, Zandor Steel, have to clean my car, by yourself, no help from anyone when I win, deal?” 
 
   I nodded. 
 
   “Okay now what do you hate to do?”
 
   “Masturbate.” Didn’t even have to think about it I was getting real sick of jerking off every damn time I left the shop after working with her.
 
   “Nice try, give me something else.”
 
   “I hate playing with your tits?”
 
   She laughed. “I can handle that by myself.”
 
   “Wow.” Again she grabbed the wheel because I couldn’t even function now thinking about her rubbing them titties.
 
   “No Zandor seriously.”
 
   “I would hate watching you do that.”
 
   I was seriously going to have to pull over and fuck her stupid.
 
   “No, anything else, not sexual.”
 
   “There isn’t much I don’t like to do, Bekah.” She huffed. “Fine, I win then you have to cook me dinner, back home.”
 
   “Your home?”
 
   “Hell no!”
 
   “O…kay.”
 
   “Momma wouldn’t like you in her kitchen and she’d take over so your home. All by yourself, cook me dinner.”
 
   “What do you like to eat?”
 
   I didn’t answer, I just tried not to say it.
 
   “Seriously.” She sat back. “Alright hit scan.”
 
   Every damn time it stopped it was a country song. I didn’t know a damn thing about country music. I did get a few like Family Traditions by the great Hank Williams Jr., and The Devil Went Down To Georgia by Charlie Daniels. She nicely pointed out that it was because they were the bad boys of country. And I wanted to show her what the bad boy of the Jersey Shore could do to her sweet round southern ass.
 
   The next song was Tie It Up and no it wasn’t the same tying up I wanted to do but she was singing it and tappin’ her foot…on my dash.
 
   The Band Perry’s You Lie got her ahead by at least thirty. I gave up and she was happy, have I mentioned how much I enjoy that? I mean steel cock aside, I really do enjoy seeing her smile. I really enjoyed being around Bekah George—a lot.
 
   The Eli Young Band Drunk Last Night came on and she looked at me with those big wide eyes and I smiled. “You want to talk about the elephant in the room or just completely ignore it.”
 
   When she sunk further down into the seat I knew she wanted to ignore it.
 
   “Zandor I…”
 
   “We don’t need to talk about it. We both know what happened, and we both…”
 
   “Should forget it right?”
 
   I didn’t answer I just smiled and nodded. 
 
   FUCK NO, I didn’t want to forget about it, I wanted to do it again. Too fucking bad the black cloud looming over her head was getting closer and closer or I’d be all sorts of talking the fuck about it. 
 
   Be a man Aleszandor…be a good man. Momma Joe you’re killing me!
 
   FUCK!
 
   I liked this girl, longest time in history might I add. 
 
   “You alright?” She sat up and looked at me.
 
   “Yeah, we’re good.”
 
   “We’re only a couple hours away now.”
 
   “Cool, you need to stop and use the restroom, grab something to eat?”
 
   “No, I’m fine but you can.”
 
   ~ 
 
   Welcome to Ft Bragg. I looked over at sleeping beauty and didn’t want to wake her but had no choice. 
 
   “Bekah, we’re here.”
 
   She jumped and looked around and scrunched her eyes tight and let out a grumble that I couldn’t quite make out. 
 
   She looked at the clock. “You made good time.”
 
   “We did. Tell me where I’m going?”
 
   “Oh right, sorry.”
 
   It was pretty cool being back on a military base, made me think of Dad. 
 
   When she handed the soldier her ID he smiled. “Nice to have you back.”
 
    She sat back and started rubbing her forehead. “You …”
 
   “Yep I did him,” she spat and looked out the window.
 
   I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. “Alrighty then. I was just going to ask if you were alright.”
 
   She pulled her knees up to her chest and put her feet on my seat, and no it didn’t piss me off, annoyed me a little but it was alright…I guess. Her head was buried in her knees when I stopped at the stop sign.
 
   “Bekah, where to?”
 
   “This was a really bad idea. I can’t do this, I can’t be here.”
 
   “Whatever you want I got you so just…”
 
   “A left and then four stop signs take a right. First big old white house on the left.”
 
   She was a fucking mess so I reached over and grabbed her hand. You know friends do that shit.
 
   She laughed, that annoyed, angry laugh but held on real tight.
 
   She pointed to the big old white house and I pulled in the driveway, “Stay to the right or the Coronel will be pissed when he gets home.
 
   I did as she asked and she hopped out and stretched.
 
   I grabbed the bags out of the back and looked over at her staring at the house. She was just about in tears so I walked up, dropped the bags and gave her a hug.
 
   “This was a real bad idea, you’re going to wonder what kind of girl you employed. What you were thinking driving me all this way. You’re going to…”
 
   “Come on now look at me.” I lifted her chin. “I did it with a vacuum cleaner.”
 
   That made her smile and I wiped away the tears.
 
   “We’re friends, Bekah. In my book the only thing stronger than friendship is family. I got your back girl.” She jumped when the Jeep pulled in and wiped her face before stepping back. “Don’t stress this, I’m gonna help you through it.”
 
   My blood was boiling. I wanted to beat the shit out of the man making my Kitten feel this way. My whole body felt tense, I could even feel the hair on the back of my neck raise a bit. I wanted to hurt him like he had hurt my sweet little Kitten. Did I just say MY? Yeah I did—twice. I am so fucked. 
 
   “You’re early. His voice boomed as soon as his feet hit the driveway.” He eyed me up and down and then did the same to her. 
 
   I felt myself step closer to her and she looked up at me nervously and then back at him.
 
   “We made good time.” She smiled and took an uncomfortable step toward him.
 
   After the quickest most awkward hug I had ever witnessed she was back by my side. I grabbed her hand with one of mine and she looked at me again.
 
   “You going to introduce me to your…friend, Rebekah?”
 
   “Oh sorry, Zandor Steel, this is my father, Lance George.”
 
   I stuck my other hand out and he raised his eyebrow and looked at my forearm, my ink, “Nice to meet you sir. You have a beautiful place here.”
 
   “Provided for by the country I defend every day.” He gave me a firm handshake and I gave it right back.
 
   “It’s an honorable thing to do sir.” I nodded.
 
   “Yes and what is it that you do?” His superior tone irked me and then he eyed my ink again.
 
   “Dad…”
 
   “No, Bekah, it’s cool. I’m an artist.”
 
   “Tattoo artist?” his condescending voice most definitely rubbed me the wrong fucking way.
 
   “Yes, a tattoo artist.”
 
   “I see.” He raised his eyebrow at her and she looked toward the house.
 
   “What can I do to help?” was her attempt at changing the direction of this conversation.
 
   ~
 
   Walking in the house, I was reminded of growing up on bases all over the world. Of course we never had a house this big nor had it felt this cold.
 
   “We eat at fourteen hundred hours. The turkey is in the oven, the sides still need preparing.” His tone was authoritative and seemed to snap her to attention.
 
   I gave out a subconscious huff that brought four eyes directly to me.
 
   “Is there a problem?”
 
   “No sir, I was just taking it all in.”
 
   “You think this is a joke?”
 
   “Dad!”
 
   “No, Bekah, it’s not a problem.” I looked back at him. “My father served this country too, so did my brother. I was raised on Navy bases. So again, I was just taking it in.”
 
   “Navy?”
 
   “Yes, sir.” I was overdoing the sir shit on purpose, fucker!
 
   The man reminded me of my niece’s paternal Grandfather Lee. Who was also my father’s commanding officer, and the reason Jase wasn’t at the hospital when his girlfriend died giving birth to his daughter. Lee was the reason my parents sold everything they could to pay for legal services trying to get custody or at least visitation so that Little Bell could know her father, and all of us, her family. I hated that fucker. This douche called his daughter a slut, she was jumpy as hell around him, and the fucking twinkle in her eye was completely gone, bastard!
 
   “Why don’t you take your things to your room, Rebekah.” He glanced down at her bags.
 
   She looked at me and I smiled and she let out a little breath.
 
   “You remember where it is, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes Dad, I was here for Easter remember?” she rolled her eyes. “Be right back.”
 
   “You need some help?”
 
   “She’s plenty capable, go Rebekah.”
 
   She grabbed her bags and disappeared to the back of the house.
 
   “Your full name?” He stood arms crossed with a scowl on his face.
 
   “Zandor Steel and yours?”
 
   “Listen, you tattooed punk-ass city boy. I have a fucking arsenal at my disposal and if you for one minute think you’re going to follow my daughter up those stairs and spread her apart under my roof you’ve got another thing coming.” 
 
   His disdain couldn’t have been more clear to me. I heard her coming down the stairs and I forced myself to take a step back. What happened next sickened me. The way he looked at her was no different than the way he looked at me. The contempt he showed for his own daughter made me fight with every fiber of my being from ripping him apart.
 
   “Show me the kitchen, Bekah, I’d like to help.” I stepped in front of him so she couldn’t see the way he looked at her. Like it mattered, she already knew. 
 
   ~
 
   Fortunately he was called away, apparently one of his soldiers was drunk and causing a problem at the base pool hall. He left with stern instructions to get things started.
 
   Bekah immediately opened the pantry and grabbed a sack of potatoes and a peeler from the drawer. 
 
   “Got another one?”
 
   She looked up at me and tried to smile. 
 
   She handed me hers and looked at the ground. “Sorry, this was really nice of you but it’s…”
 
   “Colonel Sanders is a douche, Bekah. I’m not judging you because of that.”
 
   “It’s gonna get worse.” She dumped the bag of potatoes into the sink.
 
   “I’m a big boy.” I stood next to her and nudged her.
 
   She smiled and turned on the water to rinse the potatoes.
 
   ~
 
   Dinner went very well—the hell it did! 
 
   Apparently her mother took off with another man when Rebekah had graduated from high school. Bekah had a brother, Chris, who also left a year before. No mention of why, but his face puckered like an asshole even worse when he spoke about him. The fucker didn’t even ask how he was, Bekah just said he was doing good and that she still talked to him every day.
 
   “He’s the reason you moved to New Jersey.”
 
   It wasn’t a question it was just stated with that puckered asshole look on his face that I so desperately wanted to smack off of that smug bastard.
 
   When dinner was finished he stood, and pushed out his chair. “I need to make a couple calls. You can get this.” He pointed to the table.
 
   “It was nice meeting you, Zandor, I assume you have a room in town.” He was clearly irked by me and then looked at her with annoyance. “You’ll be staying here, I don’t want you out – causing problems or bringing me further embarrassment.”
 
   “Dad…”
 
   “I don’t want to hear it.” The fucker left the room.
 
   Colonel Mustard was almost murdered… in the dining room…with my fist!
 
   She began cleaning up and I started to help.
 
   “You don’t have too.”
 
   “I do, or Momma would find out and kick my ass.” I took the platter from her hands and bent trying to capture her eyes…nothing.
 
   Silence sucked and it was silent the entire time we cleaned up and washed dishes.
 
   It was hard as hell to look at this girl who I had watched walk into the shop a couple weeks ago appearing to own herself. Her eyes twinkled, her smile alluring and vibrant. Now her eyes were abashed and her smile completely annihilated by that mother fucker. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Slut Like You
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   By the time we had finished cleaning up Dad had made me go from shamed and humiliated, to vengeful and vindictive. My saving grace came in a six-foot tall stunning man. I saw the way he looked at my father, he was seething but held it together. When Dad looked away, Zandor Steel tried to make me smile. It made me want to flip the hell out on my father. I hated how he treated me, but I was used to it. Zandor wasn’t deserving of it. Right now Dad was asleep in his chair and I knew he would be until morning. He never slept in his room. 
 
   “We should probably exchange numbers.” He smiled as we walked toward the door.
 
   “Zandor look, I’m really sorry about all this. It was very nice of you to go out of your way to…”
 
   “Not a problem, don’t mention it.”
 
   I will not cry, I’m not a baby, I’m a grown adult. I…
 
   “How long’s he out for?” he nodded toward my father.
 
   “He’ll sleep all night. Lucky for him because I am going to go off…or smother him with a pillow.”
 
   I smiled and I felt a tear fall. I went to wipe it and he beat me to it.
 
   “Grab your coat, come have a drink with me. I’ll send you back in a cab before he even knows you’re gone.”
 
   “I shouldn’t.”
 
   He had my coat in his hands holding it up. “But you will, let’s go.”
 
   I don’t know what came over me, maybe the fight or flight instinct kicked in and a flight sounded like my best option. I grabbed my jacket and walked through the door Zandor was holding open for me.
 
   Neither of us said a thing while we drove off base and down the road. The radio was playing  and we were probably both still processing what had just happened. The song Little Talks by Of Monsters and Men was filling my head, my thoughts, and my memories.
 
   He pulled into a bar I once frequented. I really hoped I wouldn’t run into anyone I knew or more importantly one of the many man boys I had sex with. I was lost in thought when the SUV door opened.
 
   “Come on, I think we both need a drink.” He held the door open and waited for me.
 
   We walked in and looked around anxiously. I spotted someone who looked familiar but I couldn’t be sure. Back then I was drunk every time I had been with someone.
 
   “Bekah.” He grabbed my hand.
 
   I looked up at him. “What?”
 
   He smiled. “I asked where you wanted to sit.”
 
   “Oh, sorry. Really doesn’t matter. The bar’s fine.”
 
   He smiled. “You’re out of the house. You’re with your friend. Loosen up.”
 
   The blonde bartender in her late thirties with way too much red lipstick was waiting for him, like really waiting for him to put out whatever fire she had going on in her panties. She looked like she wanted to pounce as she eye fucked him when he removed his hoody. 
 
   His shirt raised slightly, exposing his v, and she bit her lip. Couldn’t blame her, it was a sight to behold. He looked at me and shoved his sleeves up and looked back at the bar.
 
   He smiled at her. “How are you doing tonight?”
 
   “Much better now darling, what can I give to you—I mean get for you?”
 
   Seriously? If I’m a slut what does this make her?
 
   He looked at me and winked. “Kitten what would you like to drink?”
 
   He was in full-on player mode. I’d seen it at the shop. The way he looked at women and smiled, that smile, that made them melt.
 
   “A beer, in a can.” Yeah, I was going all country girl tonight. 
 
   He laughed, “The lady would like a beer, in the can.”
 
   “Which kind?”
 
   “Which kind of what?” He smirked.
 
   He was enjoying this, and if I am to be honest, I was too. Watching him play women like he did was comical, and made me forget for a moment about my Dad’s behavior. They were all just like I was before moving to New Jersey. The right guy gave them a little bit of attention and you might as well consider the deed done.
 
   “Beer darlin’.” The bar tender leaned closer to him.
 
   He ordered two Trappists, and she snorted and pointed to the florescent sign behind the bar. “We don’t carry that flavor.”
 
   “Which flavor do you suggest then?”
 
   “Um, something time tested.”
 
   I wanted to laugh but instead interrupted. “I’ll take a Corona, with a lime.”
 
   She didn’t look away from him. “And you?”
 
   “Johnny Walker, blue label.”
 
   “We don’t carry that.” Now she was all breathy.
 
   “How about a vodka martini, the dirtier the better.” He gave her a sexy smile and a wink.
 
   “I can certainly do that.”
 
   “I knew you could.” He sat back and then looked over at me. I rolled my eyes. “What?”
 
   “You.” I couldn’t help myself, I giggled.
 
   He lit up, sandy-brown eyes sparkling, pearly whites flashing and for the very first time I noticed this cute little dimple high on his left cheek.
 
   “Me?” he gave me a shocked, I don’t know what you’re taking about look that made me laugh out loud.
 
   She set the drinks down and he didn’t even look back. He threw a twenty on the bar and stood. “Let’s go over to a table.”
 
   I looked back apologetically toward the bartender. I was almost feeling sorry for her, but she wasn’t looking at me, she was checking out that ass. I slammed the empty, bottle, not can, in front of her. 
 
   “Two more please, and two shots of tequila.”
 
   I looked back while I waited for the cougar behind the bar to peel her eyes off Zandor. He was standing next to the table looking all yummy, okay maybe I’ve had too much to drink? One beer in three minutes wasn’t too much. No he was hot, really, really hot. 
 
   He looked slightly confused and pointed to the table. I answered his questioning look with a nod and paid the bartender. While waiting for my change, music started and I looked around. It wasn’t country and I had to smile when I saw the entire bar look toward the Juke Box at Zandor whose head was starting to keep beat to Thrift Shop by Macklemore. I did both shots and had her line up two more. She looked at me and shook her head back and forth.
 
   Yeah, bitch, eyes off the prize. Curse you tequila or curse me for using it as an excuse. 
 
   I walked up and set the drinks on the table and he turned and looked at me with one eyebrow raised.  His sandy eyes were turning cinnamon as he walked slowly to the beat, boy had rhythm and sex appeal, a lethal combination.
 
   He held his hand out to me and I shook my head no and took another shot. He smirked and nodded his head yes and grabbed the other shot and tossed it back. He took my hand and danced back onto the small dance floor and the song stopped. 
 
   I started to turn away when the next song started playing, The Fox by Ylvis and I couldn’t help but laugh. He smiled knowing he was the cause of my change in mood. He tried but I absolutely refused to dance to that song.
 
   “Come on, you’ll have fun.” He raised his hands in the air and then started doing that stupid dance that was all over the Internet. 
 
   Okay, so as stupid as it was he looked good doing it, damn good.
 
   He was joined very quickly by the females in the bar and he watched me the entire time they were trying to gain his attention. He teased a few with a smile, wink, or a bit of interaction on the floor but I was enjoying the show and he was enjoying himself giving it to me.
 
   When the song ended he said, “You gotta dance with me after that shit, Bekah.” He grabbed his glass and took a long drink. The look on his face changed. “You order a double, Kitten, trying to get me drunk?”
 
   “No, I think the cougar behind the bar is pretty hopeful though.” 
 
   He threw his head back and gauffed.
 
   “You’re going to dance with me.”
 
   “There’s plenty of girls out there to dance with, I want to drink.”
 
   “That’ll work.” He sat next to me and took another drink. “But you’re still gonna dance with me.”
 
   “I think you should dance with her.” I pointed to one of the girls on the dance floor.
 
   “You want me to dance with her?”
 
   He sat back and crossed his arms over his chest and looked her up and down and then back at me. “Not my type.”
 
   “No?” 
 
   He shook his head no.
 
   “I think you’re afraid to ask Barbie to dance. I think you feel safer with older women.”
 
   I knew damn well Barbie would have jumped at the chance, she was one of the first on the dance floor trying to gain his attention. 
 
   “Well, Bekah, tell me what I could do to catch her attention.” His lips turned up slightly in the corner.
 
   “Well you could use one of your lines.”
 
   “Oh, my lines?” he chuckled.
 
   “Sure give me your best line.”
 
   “Bekah, you wanna fuck?”
 
   He picked up his glass and took a drink, his eyes never leaving mine.
 
   I had to come up with something witty soon because as soon as he said those words I felt my face begin to burn and my undies moisten.
 
   “Well that’s a little blunt, and what if her name isn’t Bekah?” I smiled, “She might not like that.”
 
   “No?”
 
   “No, try another.” I took a drink bracing myself for yet another one of his pussy clench worthy puns. 
 
   He looked down at me crossing my legs and closed his eyes and smirked. “I’ll tell you all of my lines if you dance with me.”
 
   He opened his eyes and leaned forward taking my hand. His eyes were so intense, they captivated me. I was sure I would do whatever he told me too at this very moment. He stood up and grabbed my hand and dragged me to the dance floor. Roar by Katy Perry started playing. One of his hands gripped my hip and his other hand he held up flat and I placed mine against it. 
 
   He smiled as he swayed slightly. “My friend bet me that I couldn’t get the most beautiful girl in the place to dance with me. You wanna buy some drinks with her money?”
 
   I smiled and rolled my eyes. “Lame.”
 
   “You better direct that beauty somewhere else. You’re so hot you’re going to burn up this dance floor.”
 
   He took my hand and set it on his shoulder and pulled me snug against him. “Hey Kitten you must be a light switch because every time I see you I get turned on.”
 
   I giggled and he rolled his hips against me and I felt him, hard and erect against my stomach. I felt my face flush and nipples pebble.
 
   I closed my eyes and his hands flexed and gripped my hips tighter.
 
   He lifted my chin. “Are you an interior decorator? Because every time you come into a room everything around you becomes more beautiful.”
 
   My throat was dry and I swallowed hard. “Are you sunburnt?” His fingers brushed up my cheek and then his thumb ran across my lower lip. “Or are you always this hot?”
 
   His head dipped and his breath hit my face as he whispered. “I’m not drunk, I’m simply intoxicated by you.”
 
   I felt his tongue trace the shell of my ear and I whimpered, feeling every part of my body tingle.
 
   He took my hand and held it to his chest. “Do you know what this shirt is made of?”
 
   His open mouth ran down my jaw slowly. “Boyfriend material.”
 
   The song changed to Imagine Dragons Demon.
 
   I tried to step back. A very weak feeble attempt that made his hand grip me more firmly.
 
   “I would live in your socks just to be with you every step of the way.” He pressed his lips against mine.
 
   They were soft yet possessive. He didn’t move, he groaned. “You’re so beautiful you made me forget my lines, so every damn thing I said to you was true.”
 
   His lips puckered against mine and I nearly crumbled. His mouth opened over mine, his tongue seeking entrance. I obliged.
 
   His slow strong licks against my tongue made my knees weaken and he held tighter to me. If I wasn’t buzzing and absolutely turned on by him, I might’ve been embarrassed about how his touch affected me. Mortified by the fact that my nails were digging into his shoulders trying to not let every stroke of his tongue send me out of control on the dance floor again. Self-conscious that my tongue was now doing the same to his. But I wasn’t.
 
   His groans encouraged me. His grip invigorated me. His kiss stimulated me like no other had ever done. I had never felt kissing someone could be as intimate as making love but it was, with Zandor Steel it was so good. His hands slowly traveled up my back and tangled in my hair. He pulled my hair back forcing me to look up at him. He said nothing, he just stared in my eyes.
 
   “Those are good lines.” I panted.
 
   “Not lines, Bekah.” He bent his lips to mine and gave me a very soft gentle kiss. “They say dating’s a numbers game, so will you please give me yours, Bekah?”
 
   I smiled and rolled my eyes.
 
   My thought was interrupted when Pinks Slut Like You started, I couldn’t help but laugh and he looked toward the Juke Box and smiled. I started to dance a little and he took my hands and raised them in the air. When I started singing along he grabbed me and spun me around and we continued to dance. Not close, not dirty, we were having fun. 
 
   When the song ended the bar was quiet and I looked around. I giggled realizing all eyes were on us, well him, I’m sure.
 
   Someone tapped me on the shoulder and I turned around and stepped back and ran into a brick wall that was Zandor Steel. 
 
   “How have you been, Bek?”
 
   I wasn’t sure how to respond. I fucking hated this girl. A girl who was once one of the three amigos that I had caught riding on Dex in his pick up truck.
 
   Zandor wrapped his arm around my waist and held out his hand to shake hers. “Hello, I’m Zandor.”
 
   She went to reach for his hand and I grabbed his away.
 
   She smirked a malicious little smirk. “Kathy. Nice to meet you.”
 
   “I’m not sure I feel the same. Bekah, are you ready to get out of here?”
 
   “Yes please.”
 
   I turned away and she yelled behind me, “Did you ever figure out the mystery, Bek?”
 
   I was going to kick her ass, General’s daughter or not, I hated her!
 
   I pulled away from Zandor and was gonna go after her but Zandor grabbed his hoody with one hand and me with the other.
 
    “Let’s get you out of here feisty little kitten.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Feels Like the First Time
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure what had gone down with her and that Kathy girl, but it certainly was killing the buzz we had going. I opened the door to the SUV and set her in it, physically, because she was fighting it a little. 
 
   “Don’t you move,” I warned before shutting the door and quickly moving to the driver’s side.
 
   “You can’t drive, Zandor.” She scowled and was looking down at her hands fighting on her lap.
 
   “I know but we can sit here for a minute so you can calm the fuck down.”
 
   “I hate her.” She flopped back in the seat.
 
   “I see that.”
 
   “She fucked my boyfriend.” Her eyes squinted shut. “Well her and everyone else apparently, but She was my friend.”
 
   I took her hand that was now all fisted up. “She was never your friend if she could do that to you so don’t you even give her any thought, not worth it, Bekah.”
 
   “She told people…stuff.”
 
   “Stuff?”
 
   “Yeah, stuff that was…it doesn’t matter. Water under the bridge right?”
 
   “So she fucked your boyfriend and then talked shit about you?” 
 
   She nodded. 
 
   “She isn’t worth shit. People like that are everywhere Bekah.”
 
   “I know…I don’t want to talk about it anymore.” She flipped up the console and moved closer to me.
 
   I didn’t wait for her permission, her actions gave me that. I grabbed the back of her head and kissed her real fucking hard. Tongue in, hands wandering, restraint fucking diminishing.
 
   I reached down and adjusted the seat and pulled her on top of me. She had her hands in my hair dragging me closer to her. My hand went up her shirt.
 
   “Fuck!” I drew away from the heat of her mouth and pulled her shirt up. I yanked her bra down. I looked at her tit and I wanted to eat that fucking tit. I lost all control, my mouth was all over it as my other hand took the other.
 
   I bit down on her nipple and drew back and checked it out. 
 
   “Perfect. Fuck, Kitten, I have been dreaming of these since they bounced into the shop.”
 
    My mouth covered it again sucking, biting, chewing. I held her hips and moved her body back and forth pushing my cock harder against her.
 
   “Oh God.” Her back arched and the fucking horn blew.
 
   “Stop, stop, stop,” she moaned and I looked up at her, mouth still full of tit. Perfect fucking tits.
 
   I shook my head no and finally released her. “I want you so fucking bad right now, don’t tell me no, Bekah.”
 
   “We’re in a car…”
 
   I opened the door and pulled her out the driver’s side door and looked around.
 
   “We’re doing this, Bekah.”
 
   I pulled her behind me and crossed the road toward a decent-looking hotel.
 
   “Zandor.” I turned around and looked into her eyes. She was nervous.
 
   “Don’t, don’t you start second guessing what’s been going on between us for more than two weeks. I know you want this just as much as I do.”
 
   I started to walk and she pulled back. “I’m not ready for this. I work for you, you – you don’t know me.”
 
   “What do I need to know, Bekah?”
 
   “Nothing, this is just sex, no big deal.” she nodded. She was talking herself into it.
 
   “Sex between you and I will be a big deal.” 
 
   She rolled her eyes and to me that was a challenge. 
 
   “Look at me, Bekah.” I lifted her chin. 
 
   “The whole thing is overrated.”
 
   “Before me. With other guys maybe but that’s just because they were under qualified.” She sucked her lips in trying not to laugh.
 
   “I just want you to fuck me.”
 
   “I’ll fuck you hard, make you scream my name in languages you didn’t even know existed.”
 
   Her lips parted slightly and her breath hitched. 
 
   “Right now your sweet pussy is getting slick and swollen and I cannot wait to lick that kitty.”
 
   Her eyes widened and she shook her head no. “I haven’t…I can’t…I need time to prepare.”
 
   “Oh you’ll be prepared.” I pulled her behind me into the hotel lobby.
 
   I rang the bell at the desk and looked at her. Her eyes were blazing but she looked nervous as hell. Holding one of her hands in mine I pulled my wallet from my pocket and then her back against me as I fished out the card.
 
   “Suite, two nights.” I was staring at her lips, I wanted them again.
 
   The clerk was taking his time and I wasn’t giving him any of mine. I turned and put my back against the front desk and pulled her head with one hand against me. Her coat was long enough that it covered that hot ass so I ran my hand down the back of her pants and held her sweet perfect ass in my hands.
 
   “I really need a shower and a razor,” she whispered.
 
   “A razor?”
 
   “I’ve been, well I haven’t been…”
 
   “Bekah, I don’t give a shit. No more excuses.”
 
   “I’m normally very well groomed.” She scrunched her eyes shut.
 
   My little Kitten had hair. No one had hair anymore. I kind of liked the idea of it.
 
   “I’m gonna pet it and then lick it whether you want me to or not.”
 
   I heard someone clear their voice and I turned and took the room key. “Thanks.”
 
   As luck would have it, we were alone in the elevator. She was standing arms crossed in front of her tapping her foot nervously.
 
   I reached and grabbed her, pulling her back into me. I bowed down, bit her neck, and tasted her skin with my tongue.
 
   “I’m going to make you cum so hard, Bekah. I’m gonna lick your furry little pussy and taste its milk.” I ran my hand down the front of her pants and felt her heat radiating before I even touched her. “You and I have both been fighting this for weeks.” I cupped her in my hands and palmed lightly over her clit, enough to tease but not to set her off. Not yet.
 
   She turned and kissed me hard, her mouth mashed against mine. Our tongues fought for control and her nails sank into my back. Fuck me, she was no kitten, she was a lioness. One who needed to be tamed. 
 
   By me.
 
   I lifted her up enough so that her feet weren’t touching the ground and turned, slamming her back against the wall. Setting her on her feet I bent and rubbed my rock hard cock against her clit. I took her hands from my shoulders and pinned them against the elevator wall. 
 
   “I’m gonna have to tie your hot ass up, Bekah.” I wasn’t just gonna have to, I wanted to. I wanted to work her over harder than I had ever worked another.
 
   I knew I had to ease into this. I knew a girl like her wasn’t gonna like giving up the control she felt she had. 
 
   “I don’t think so.” Her lips were on my neck again. I felt her tongue run up it and I grabbed her by the ass and lifted her up and pulled her legs around me as the elevator came to a stop.
 
   “If I don’t, someone’s gonna get hurt.”
 
   I released her arms and she held tight to me as I carried her down the hall toward our room. Her hips were gyrating against me but not hard enough.
 
    I slammed into the wall and heard her moan in delight. She was no porcelain doll, even though her skin reminded me of one. Nothing fragile about her. I already knew she was gonna want it rough.
 
   I bit her neck and then sucked hard pulling away so I could see her eyes. “I am, and you’re going to let me.”
 
   “What makes you think…”
 
   I pushed her harder into the wall, shoving my throbbing steel cock against her crudely, I laughed a hungry as fuck laugh. I was dry humping her like a teenager against the wall, hard. 
 
   “Oh fuck, Zandor…”
 
   That word coming out of her mouth made me so hard I swear if she said anymore the skin on my cock was going to crack from the pressure.
 
   I rammed my knee between her legs so she wouldn’t slide down the wall when I slid the key through the hotel room lock. 
 
   I pushed the door opened and pulled her up again. I loved her legs wrapped around me; we fit so damn perfectly together.
 
   My mouth found hers and I licked inside it like I was going to lick her pussy.
 
   I dropped her on the bed and she looked up at me surprised.
 
   “Lift your arms. I need to see your tits, Bekah.”
 
   She did, and I pulled her shirt up over her head and in record time. One handed, I unclipped her bra. Her tits were better free than harnessed. Gravity didn’t affect them at all and I have no clue how because they were big. Bekah’s tits defied gravity. I wanted a picture of them—but now was not the time.
 
   I knelt down and took as much of her perfect round tit in my mouth as I could as I pinched the nipple on her other breast. I moved my mouth to the other and squeezed hard as I bit down on her nipple, she yelped and I did it again.
 
   Her hands were now in my hair pulling. Her back arched and her tits shoved against my face. Her hands dropped to my shoulders. I pulled her firm nipple out with my teeth and she dug her nails into my shoulders hard.
 
   “Aww, oh God!”
 
   I reached down and unbuckled my black leather belt and pulled it free, dropped it, and took her hands in mine as I continued the assault on her tits. I held her arms in the air and held both wrists in one hand and grabbed my belt. I continued sucking, biting, licking her now perfect-length, pebbled nipples. 
 
   Quickly I wrapped her wrists with the belt as she held her breath trying not to yell. I bit down again and she screamed out my damn name.
 
   I stood still holding her bound arms as she panted and leaned forward, finally opening her eyes.
 
   “You have the most amazing tits I have ever seen, Bekah. So beautiful.”
 
   I slowly brought her arms down and her eyes widened. She looked confused, like a deer in the headlights. 
 
   “You gonna undo these?” she panted.
 
   “No.”
 
   I unbuttoned my pants and let them hang on my hips as I lifted my shirt above my head. 
 
   I looked down to see what she was looking at and smirked. My cock had decided to peek out and see what the hell was taking me so long and was rubbing on my lighting bolt, the tattoo with a big old number five on it. No doubt my cock was pissed off at me for the punishment and neglect he had felt for the past couple weeks. He felt the same constraint as I had about masturbating and maybe he just wanted to see what’s had me so fucking wound up. 
 
    “You like what you see, Bekah?”
 
   Her mouth fell open slightly and she nodded. “It’s...”
 
   “A fucking masterpiece is what it is.” I pushed her jaw closed. “Just like your tits, Bekah.”
 
   I dropped my boxer briefs and walked closer to her slowly and her jaw was gaping again.
 
   I grabbed ahold of my cock and stroked it a couple times and then rubbed it on her brown nubs.
 
   I grabbed her tits and pushed them together and tightly held them in one hand. I squatted slightly and then took my cock and pushed it up between them. 
 
   Bekah was watching as I fucked her tits. “And they finally meet, Bekah. Two fucking works of art combined.” Her tongue darted out wetting her lips and my free hand grabbed ahold of her blonde locks. “Lick my cock Kitten.”
 
   She did, and then opened her mouth and sucked on my head. Seeing my dick in her mouth was unadulterated perfection. I pulled back so my cock was again in the confines of her tits and she opened her mouth wider.
 
   “More?”
 
   “Yes, oh yes.”
 
   I plunged up into her waiting mouth and held the back of her head tightly in place as I fucked her tits and mouth. 
 
   “Fuck, Kitten.” I plunged deeper in her mouth as she moaned with my cock shoved deep in her mouth.
 
   I let go of her tits and held her head still as I thrust into her hot mouth--over and over again until she had tears in her eyes.
 
   I pulled all the way out giving her time to catch her breath and bent down giving tits some attention.
 
    I kissed and licked her neck and jaw.
 
   “We’re gonna get rid of these pants, Bekah, I need your pussy now.”
 
   I pulled her up and slowly kissed down her tits and belly until I reached her pants. Slowly I pulled them down as I kissed lower and lower.
 
   “I can do it, just undo my hands.”
 
   “No, I’m going to…”
 
   “I want blankets.”
 
   “For what, then I won’t be able to see you, Bekah.”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   She tried to stand and I sat back on my heels allowing it.
 
   I reached up and started to pull them down.
 
   “Zandor, please.”
 
   I didn’t stop. “If I looked like you, Bekah, I would never wear clothes. You are a very beautiful woman. These clothes are standing in the way of me admiring every inch of you.”
 
   I looked up into her eyes as I pulled her pants and panties down in one swift move.
 
   “Just …I just want you to fuck me.”
 
   I felt a growl escape from deep inside my chest. “Lift your foot.”
 
   She did as I asked and looked up and away from my stare.
 
   I kissed her ankle and then licked up the inside of her leg.
 
   “Now this one.” I tapped her right foot and she lifted. I showed this leg the same attention, “Magnifica Rebekah.” I licked up her ankle to her knee. “Splendida,” my teeth grazed her knee and up her inner thigh. “Favalosa.” I lifted her leg over my shoulder as I used every ounce of restraint I could and just barely licked her sweet outer lips.
 
   I stood and kissed her sweet lips as I slowly worked her slit with my finger spreading her slick juice all over her swollen pink pussy. I dipped my finger inside her and her pussy clenched tightly around it. 
 
   “Zandor, please fuck me. I don’t need all this. It’s not who I am.” She was panting.
 
   I slipped another finger roughly into her. “This better?”
 
   “God yes.” She pushed against my hand.
 
   “I’ll fuck you like a whore, Bekah, if that’s what you want. But after, you’re not going anywhere, because I’m gonna lick you and suck you everywhere because you deserve that. I will treat you like the sweet little kitten you are.”
 
   I kissed her hard and she moaned against my mouth making my cock feel heavier, fucking aching like it has since I laid eyes on her. 
 
   “Sit, bella.” 
 
   I stepped back and she sat on the edge of the bed.
 
   I knelt between her legs and reached down and stroked myself a couple times. “You do shit to me Kitten, shit that no one else has ever done.”
 
   I spread her legs wide and looked at her pussy. “Next time I’m between your legs I want the room lit up. Not just the moonlight illuminating your beautiful curvy body.”
 
   I licked my lips. “I am going to lick you raw, Bekah. If it hurts because I can’t stop please let me know.”
 
   I spread her with my thumb and finger. “You’re so wet, so fucking wet you’re dripping.”
 
   I leaned in and flicked my tongue over her pussy and she whimpered, “Zandor.”
 
   “Kitten, shhh.” I watched as I slowly slid a finger into her and she yelled out my name again.
 
   “Bekah, I can’t wait to have my cock in here.” I slipped another in her.
 
   She arched back. “Fuck!”
 
   “Not yet, Bekah, I haven’t even started.”
 
   I pulled my finger out and lifted her legs so that they were on my back. I leaned in and rubbed my nose across her pubes and inhaled deeply. “You smell delicious.”
 
   “Zandor, please…”
 
   I licked and her heels pushed down hard on my back so I licked again--harder.
 
   I fucking loved how she tasted, I loved her hair tickling my nose and the way she smelled so sweet. We had spent an entire day in a car, ate dinner, and danced and her scent still made me hot as hell. I fucked her harder with my tongue and then I gave her clit a little taste.
 
   “Aww, oh God!”
 
   I licked her more, harder, deeper, and I felt her tight muscles clench around my tongue. I nearly came right then.
 
   I bit her lips and rubbed my thumb in light circles over her clit. 
 
   “I’m gonna…Oh God!”
 
   She tried to pull back and I gripped her thighs and spread her farther apart. I pushed my face against her and sucked her clit until she screamed my name over and over again as she bucked wildly against my face.
 
   I stood up and lifted her legs so they rested against my shoulder.
 
   I rubbed the head of my cock against her and we both moaned out loud.
 
   “You’re real tight Kitten.”
 
   I continued rubbing my cock up and down her wet sweet pussy slickening up my cock with her sweet milk.
 
   “Roll over.”
 
   She did as she was asked. “Stay right there.” I clutched her full round beautiful ass. “Or I’ll spank you.”
 
   I reached down and grabbed my pants and pulled out a condom and carefully rolled it on.
 
   “You came prepared.”
 
   “Not really.” I rubbed against her. “I only brought one.” I pushed into her and stilled, I didn’t want to cum yet and the fuck if I wasn’t going to if I didn’t find some way to distract myself. “Good thing condoms are reversible.” I circled my hips stretching her tight little twat.
 
   “Oh yeah, how’s that work?” she bit down on her lip and whimpered as I pushed in a little more.
 
   “Turn it inside out and shake the fuck out of it.” I looked up at her and her lips turned up and that was it. “I’ve got very little control right now-- I want in so fucking bad Kitten.”
 
   “Fuck me, Zandor,” her hips thrust toward me.
 
   I grabbed her hips and held onto them tightly and thrust into her, hard. I was all in and she blew the fuck up. Eyes rolling back, biting her lips so hard it hurt me to watch, had it not been for her letting go and screaming my name. My name, God’s name, and whatever all the other damn words flying out of her mouth were that encouraged me to continue pounding into her. 
 
   After fucking her with everything I was, I had to slow it down. My cock was throbbing, ready to burst, but I was nowhere near being done with her.
 
   She lifted her arms gasping, “Please.”
 
   “Yeah.” I unwrapped her arms and threw the belt to the side of the bed while I rolled her over and rubbed her wrists and covered the light pink marks with my lips and tongue.
 
   “You are so fucking beautiful, Bekah.” I rammed into her again and she grabbed a hold of me. “FUCK!”
 
   Her body shook, fucking shook as she came again.
 
   I continued until I felt her relax.
 
   I stopped my punishing or ‘don’t fucking forget’ thrusts (as they would be for her now) as she laid boneless beneath me.
 
   I looked down into her startled blue eyes, and she rolled her head to the side breaking eye contact. “Look at me Kitten.”
 
   She closed her eyes and shook her head no, and I slammed into her and she clutched me with her little claws. “Look at me!”
 
   Her eyes popped open and I saw tears welling in them. “Christ, Bekah, did I hurt you?”
 
   She let out a shaky breathe. “No…yes..”
 
   “Which is it, Bekah?”
 
   “This wasn’t supposed to happen.”
 
   “We’ve both wanted this to happen for a long fucking time now.” I bent down and kissed her pouty little pink lips and then bit the lower one pulling it out.
 
   “So what now?”
 
   “We aren’t done yet.” I bent my head and pulled at her nipples and she whimpered. “But I don’t know what you mean. What’s supposed to happen next?” I pushed into her again and then stilled.
 
   She closed her eyes and huffed. “Well you’re supposed to be like did you come baby and…”
 
   “Hold up, guys have asked you that?” I was real fucking amused when she nodded yes. “Kitten, I’m so sorry.”
 
   “What…why?”
 
   “If a guy has to ask if you came than he obviously didn’t do his fucking job properly.” I licked her neck. “I can tell you that you came when I fucked you with my finger, again with my tongue, by the way, your pussy tastes like heaven. Then you came—twice, while I was balls deep inside the sweetest little pussy I have ever had the pleasure of fuckin’.”
 
   She smiled and shook her head from side to side. “Arrogant.”
 
   “No Kitten, not really.” I winked.
 
   She giggled and covered her face.
 
   I grabbed her hands restraining them in one hand. Then I cupped her chin and kissed her hard. “My turn to come, Bekah.”
 
   I was pounding into her and she was pounding back. 
 
   I don’t know what the hell came over me but as I came harder than I ever had before I yelled out, get this shit cause I’ll only say it once, “I’m gonna cuddle the fuck out of you, Kitten!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Cuddle Fucker
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   He lay lifeless and heavy on top of me but I was still full inside and could feel him throbbing, or was that me? Unbelievable. I wanted him again and I had no idea how I could want it again when I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to be able to walk for weeks. 
 
   He nuzzled into my neck and grabbed my breast. “Hmmm.”
 
   God he smelled so good, I certainly hoped I did. 
 
   “Amazing.” He dragged his nose down my collar bone and between my chest and took his full beautiful lips and sucked hard and groaned again before looking up at me.
 
   “You are more amazing than I imagined.” I closed my eyes and shook my head no. “No, you’re not?”
 
   “I have to use the bathroom.”
 
    “I wanna stay right here.” He rotated his hips against me and I gasped. 
 
   He bit his bottom lip and smiled at me, that arrogant-as-hell smile that I had found incredibly sexy from the first time I saw him. I was so fucking screwed. He was a fucking dream to look at and a dream in bed and if I had learned anything in my past, dream guys disappear quickly and this guy, well he was gonna take a long time to forget.
 
   “You’re awfully quiet, Kitten.” He kissed my nose and put his hands on either side of my head as he played with my hair. “Did I fuck you silent?”
 
   Cocky smug bastard, and yes it made me smile. “This is a little awkward.”
 
   “Not at all. What we just did was not awkward at all, it was fucking beautiful, Bekah.”
 
   He bent down and held his lips against mine. “Get over it because it’s gonna happen again real soon.”
 
   “I thought you wanted to cuddle…”
 
   He kissed me hard and chuckled. “Shhh.”
 
   “A little awkward now.” I laughed and he bit my lips.
 
   He reached his long arm across the bed and grabbed the phone and then leaned across to dial. I started to move and he grabbed my shoulder. “Don’t you go anywhere.”
 
   He dialed the phone. “Yes, this is Zandor Steel, and I have no idea what my room number is but I would like some cheese and crackers…I don’t care what kind. I would also like strawberries, whipped cream, bottled water, apple juice, and condoms…I don’t know a lot of them…yes. Well I’m sure the front desk can help you out with that.”
 
   I covered my face and he hung up and grabbed my hips and rolled over so I was on top of him. “Its Thanksgiving Kitten. Tonight we binge on strawberries, cheese, crackers and steak, fucking prime rib.” 
 
   He bucked into me and smiled a very sexy full on pussy-clenching Zandor Steel smile. I am so screwed!
 
   “I can’t wait to have you like this.” He thrust again and grabbed both my breasts in his hands. “You wanna ride Kitten?”
 
   I felt my face turning red and he laughed. “Fine, I’ll make love to you with nothing but passion and fuck you with raging lust.”
 
   He flipped me on my back never losing contact. “Is that alright?” He cocked his head to the side and waited for me to reply. But really what do you say to that?
 
   “Did I fuck you mute, kitten?”
 
   “No…yes…”
 
   He gave me a provocative smile and then started gyrating his hips, growing harder inside of me.
 
   “Are you crazy?”
 
   He nodded. “Are you?”
 
   “Possibly,” I admitted as he thrust in hard again.
 
   “Perfect, crazy people have incredible sex, and I’m so glad you and I are so much alike.”
 
   There was a knock on the door and he leaned down to kiss me. “Feel free to use the bathroom now.”
 
   He pulled out and stood in front of me and pulled the condom off and walked to the waste paper basket and tossed it out.
 
   I pulled the covers up tighter against me as he flicked on the nightstand light.
 
   He was striking. 
 
   He bent and grabbed his white Calvin Klein boxer briefs and his muscles all worked together to form the most divine ass I had ever seen, and I’d seen a few.
 
   “You checking me out, Kitten?”
 
   There was no sense in hiding it. “You have a great butt.”
 
   He chuckled as he walked to the door.
 
   I laid back and tried to ignore the burning inside of me for all things Zandor Steel. On top of the burning in my belly I felt sore, exhausted, and now that the alcohol was wearing off I felt a hangover coming on.
 
   “You gonna use the bathroom Babe?” Zandor sat next to me.
 
   He dipped a strawberry in the whipped cream and held it up for me.
 
   “Not hungry?”
 
   I shook my head no.
 
   “You feeling alright?” he asked as he rubbed the strawberry across my lips.
 
   I sat back. “No, not really.”
 
   “What’s the problem?”
 
   I licked my lips and he smirked and looked up at my eyes.
 
   “I have to use the bathroom.” I stood wrapping myself in the blanket and began to walk away.
 
   I heard a thud from behind me and took a step and the blanket fell to the ground. I turned around to grab it and his foot was on it and a mischievous little smirk was playing on his lips.
 
   I grabbed for it and he pulled it back with his foot and shoved a strawberry in his mouth. “No fucking blankets.”
 
   I walked quickly into the bathroom and slammed the door and heard him laugh haughtily.
 
   I looked in the mirror and immediately started to feel tears burning my eyes. I was such a fool, a weak fool. Everything my father had ever said to me was true. Everything I had ever said to myself was real and staring back at me in living, drunken, just-fucked color.
 
   I was a slut, giving myself to anyone who looked the least bit interested. Never expecting anything from them but a few minutes, or in my most recent and most epic fuck-up case, an hour. He was so damn good. He wasn’t going to be easily forgotten. The door swung open and I grabbed a towel from the towel bar and quickly covered myself.
 
   “You’re crying?” He grabbed me and hugged me. “That’s twice now Kitten. So apparently we need to talk about the shit going on in your head.”
 
   “Drunk girls cry, Zandor, that’s what we do when we realize we fucked up.” I wiped my face and stepped back.
 
   “What just happened was not a fuck up, Bekah. And if you keep acting like it was I’m gonna have to show you again why it wasn’t.” He crossed his arms over his very broad muscular chest and leaned against the counter. “I absolutely enjoyed myself.”
 
   What was I supposed to say to him? I did, too, but not the after effect it was having on me. Not the self-loathing, not the self-doubt, and not thinking how uncomfortable it was going to be sitting in a car with him for another road trip.
 
   He stood off the counter and walked to the garden tub and started running water. “Take a bath?”
 
   “Yeah, I would like that.”
 
   He grabbed the little bottle of hotel bubble bath and dumped it in. “I’ll give you a minute.”
 
   After finally using the bathroom I stepped into the large tub full of bubbles and lay back and forced myself to relax.
 
   I was almost there when he walked back in holding two wine glasses in one hand and shedding his boxers with the other.
 
   “Sit forward.” He didn’t wait, he just stepped in behind me pushing me forward as he slid in behind me. “Here.”
 
   “No, thank you. I need to stop drinking, it tends to put me in – uncomfortable situations.”
 
   “It’s apple juice and if you’d lean back,” he pulled me back against him and nipped my neck, “you’d be a lot more comfortable.”
 
   “That’s not helping the comfort level.” He was now licking my neck as he reached forward and handed me the glass.
 
   “I’m trying Kitten, damn.” He sat back and pulled me with him.
 
   “You don’t have to.” I tried to sit forward and he wouldn’t let me.
 
   “Listen, I would completely understand you being uncomfortable if I had been a selfish lover or sucked in bed but we both know that’s not true. I would understand uncomfortable if this had been a random hook up and we hadn’t both been working toward this for weeks now. I would understand uncomfortable if…”
 
   “It’s not you it’s…”
 
   He started laughing and I stopped midsentence. 
 
   “Damn, Kitten, I think you’re trying to crush me.”
 
   “Never heard that one before huh?” I smiled and he pulled me back and lifted my chin so I was looking back into those eyes. God I love those eyes.
 
   “No, and believe it or not, I have never used that line either.”
 
   “I’m not good for you, and you are certainly not good for me.”
 
   “Nonsense, we were real good for each other out there. Real fucking good.”
 
   He was now cupping my breast and rubbing his thumb across my hardening nipple.
 
   He bent down and kissed my lips so softly. I felt myself sink in against him and I closed my eyes.
 
   “There we go.” He kissed my neck as gently and tenderly as he had my lips. 
 
   “As good as all this feels, I think you should know I don’t expect this…” There I said it…out loud.
 
   “It feels good right?” He pinched my nipple rolling it between his fingers as he licked my ear.
 
   “Too good.” I sat forward, fortunately he wasn’t expecting it and I managed to get to the other side of the bathtub.
 
   I looked up and he was scowling at me, his lips pursed together.
 
   “Look, I’m kind of broken. I know that’s not how I’ve come off to you when we were in Jersey but here…here is different.”
 
   “The word broken, Bekah, gives way to it being fixed. My hope for you…for us, is that when we get you back home you can stop being so fucking hard on yourself.”
 
   I was shocked. “For us?”
 
   “Well yeah, us.”
 
   “We’re not supposed to confuse good sex with matters of the heart, Zandor, we’re friends.”
 
   “We bypassed friends tonight and became buddies, Bekah.” He smiled. “It wasn’t just good sex either, it was fantastic fucking, admit it.”
 
   I rolled my eyes trying to play it cool and he smirked.
 
   “I’m new to this scene, just arrived actually. Never wanted it until just over two weeks ago when this really hot southern kitten walked into the shop. When I looked at you, you exuded confidence. Two minutes into the conversation and I knew what you would be like in bed….”
 
   “And how is that?”
 
   “You’d fight for control. Then while I mentored you, I knew you were teachable…”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” I splashed him.
 
   “I like to play, Bekah. I like foreplay, I like to watch my cock slide in and out of your mouth, I love to see your lips swell with anticipation and your pussy weep, begging for a lick or a touch. I love the art in making love, I love the pure raw unadulterated animalistic nature that overcomes two people who are mad about taking pleasure in and from each other’s bodies.”
 
   I swallowed hard and his lips curled up slightly. “As much as I love all that, I have come to enjoy the skill that is in a slow almost agonizing seduction that has been going on between you and I.”
 
   He reached down and grabbed my forearms and pulled me toward him. “I wasn’t joking when I said I would be naked all the time if I were you. You are the most…” He leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Sexy…” He kissed my neck and groaned against it. “…woman I have ever set eyes on.” 
 
   He took my hand and placed it under the water and wrapped it around his thick cock and starting moving it up and down under his hand. “Every time we have been in the same room this happens.” He let go of my hand and took his finger and slide it up and down my slit. “I know you feel the same. I’ve known it from the minute I set eyes on you.”
 
   His forehead was against mine and his fingers were skillfully working me into a tizzy. His eyes penetrated me like no one else’s ever had. I could cum just looking at him.
 
   He pushed a finger inside of me and I sucked air through my teeth and he let out a low rumble from deep in his chest as I stroked his shaft faster. His eyes held mine captive as I was overtaken with the heat that consumed my body, the muscles clenching inside of me, and the fact that I was holding him in my hand stroking him, giving him as much pleasure as he was giving me made me feel formidable even in his presence.
 
   “God it feels so good, Bekah, this is what I mean. Tell me you feel this too, the fire between us.”
 
   My muscles contracted and my pulse quickened as he curled his finger up hitting me exactly where he knew would cause me to burst and then he quickly pulled his finger out and slid me up his thigh as he stretched out his leg. “Right here is the first place your pussy went off on me Kitten.”
 
   He pushed my hips against his leg hard and made sure my swollen clit rubbed its way up his muscular leg. He wrapped my legs behind his back. “I want to make love to you with the passion I feel between us and fuck you with violent lust. Can you handle that?”
 
   “Yes, oh God, yes.” I pushed against his leg.
 
   “I will do what I please to you and you’ll know that it’s to please you without hesitation or question.”
 
   “Aww oh, fuck yes.” He pulled his leg down when I was ready to cum.
 
   “I won’t make excuses for my past and you won’t either. We stand by each other as we see where this leads us outside of the bedroom, Bekah.” I was in agony and needed to cum. “I know what you need but you need to agree to this, too. Tell me you’re willing to try.”
 
   “Yes, oh God yes, please.” I gripped him harder and his body tensed.
 
   “Not just because you know how good the physical part of this is.” He hissed and pulled back as he pushed me away.
 
   I knew there was no way I hid the disappointment in my face and his knowing little smirk across his face confirmed that nothing could be hidden as he stood in the bath. His cock was inches from my face and I wanted it so bad.
 
   As he stepped out I smacked his tight round perfect ass and he laughed conceitedly. “You’re not very nice.”
 
   “You didn’t answer me.” He leaned over and gripped my hair and kissed me hard. “Don’t stay in here stewing babe, meet me in bed and take all that frustration out on me.”
 
   He stood and stroked himself a few times while I watched, panting no less, and I slid down deep in the water as he chuckled and walked out.
 
   ~
 
   I walked out into the bedroom area and there he was lying on the bed, completely naked, uncovered with his hands behind his head. “I was almost ready to come back in there and make sure you hadn’t drowned.”
 
   I looked up at the ceiling and blew out a breath slowly, trying to calm my heart beating wildly inside my chest.
 
   “Would you quit fucking standing there and get your hot ass back in this bed?”
 
   I walked around the bed and climbed up and sat back on my heels ready to do this, this talking thing. “Could you cover up so we can talk?”
 
   “Could you take that towel off so I can see your tits?”
 
   “No, you’re …not playing fair. You laying there all naked and…”
 
   “You could be doing the same.” He reached for my towel and I smacked his hand and he tried not to smile.
 
   “I’m not good at relationships.” I looked down and played with the towel’s corner.
 
   “I’ve never been in one.” He bowed his head and looked me in the eye.
 
   “Never?” Yeah right, I thought to myself.
 
   “No honestly I haven’t, Bekah. I never wanted one until recently. I’m a picky bastard too, so I was in no hurry until I met you.”
 
   “You’ll hurt me,” I whispered.
 
   “You could do the same to me.”
 
   “We barely know each other.” I felt myself begin to scowl.
 
   “We know each other well enough. How many people start a relationship working together for two weeks…five, sometimes six days a week?”
 
   “I don’t know.”
 
   “Tell me what your biggest fear is.”
 
   “Getting hurt.”
 
   “Mine, too. I think it’ll be worth the risk.”
 
   “That it’s just sex.”
 
   “Great sex, and I need a partner who can keep up. To me, it’s a very important part of a relationship.”
 
   He lay back on the pillow and pulled me down, wrapping his arms around me. “We’re going to talk, get some bugs worked out.”
 
   “I really have enjoyed becoming friends with you.” He smiled and rubbed my back.
 
   “As much as you enjoy this?” He reached down and pulled my leg across his body and kneaded his hands on my ass.
 
   “Are you planning to torture me with touch and then pull away and make me feel embarrassed and empty.”
 
   “Oh yeah, my bad. Sorry about that Kitten, but I needed answers.”
 
   “But you don’t now?”
 
   “You’re in bed with me, it’s kind of hard to not touch you.” He lifted my chin and kissed me.
 
   “Try, this was your idea.” I went to pull away and he held me still.
 
   “Fine, let’s chat. You and I, you good with that?”
 
   “Yes, I think we could…”
 
   “Perfect, good enough.” He rolled over on top of me and pulled the towel apart making me giggle. “I want to spread whipped cream all over your body and lick it off. Then I want to place very cold strawberries in unspeakable places and nibble them until you can’t take anymore. Then I am going to…”
 
   “I need to get home before he wakes up, and then…”
 
   He growled and sat up. “I cannot wait to get you back to the shore.”
 
   “Trust me when I say this, I cannot wait to get away from here, either.”
 
   He reached over and grabbed his phone. “Kitten, it’s only two in the morning, what time does he wake?”
 
   “Four-thirty, sometimes five.”
 
   “Okay, great. So tell me as much as you want to about why he thinks he can treat you like he does.”
 
   “You sure we have to do this?”
 
   “Let me think…yes, Bekah, I want us to get to really know one another.”
 
   “Are your parents divorced?”
 
   “No, my father died a couple years ago.”
 
   “In the service?”
 
   “No, he died during the hurricane. He was helping with search and rescue.”
 
   “I’m sorry.
 
   “Me too. So back to you.”
 
   “My mother and father never had a good relationship. My father was always in charge and she was always to do what she was told. He wasn’t nice to her. When my brother Chris graduated, my father caught her with another man and all hell broke loose. They split and I was in my senior year. I wanted to stay. I was angry at her for cheating, so I did.”
 
   I looked up and he was staring intently into my eyes. “I’m sorry.” He rubbed my hands. “Do you have any more siblings?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Why isn’t he here?”
 
   “He and my Dad haven’t spoken since my parents split up. Okay, enough about me I want to know about you.”
 
   “You already have the advantage here.” He lifted me and sat me on his lap. “You’ve met my entire family.”
 
   He was steel beneath me again. “Tell me about your tattoos.”
 
   “Which one?”
 
   “Well I know about the one across your chest.” My fingers itched to touch it. “How about the one on your side?”
 
   “Rib tat, Forever Steel, all four of us got it after Dad died.”
 
   I looked at it and then down.
 
   “You wanna know what that one is?”
 
   He pointed to the lightning bolt with the number five.
 
   “Yes, actually.” I couldn’t help but laugh.
 
   “You mockin’ the ink, Kitten?”
 
   “Well it’s a lightning bolt with a five pointing at your…you know.”
 
   “Why is that funny?”
 
   “Clearly you’re fond of your skill and ability to please women. You’re bigger than a five, just kind of funny you’d advertise as such.” I couldn’t help but laugh.
 
   “Oh, she has jokes.” He ran his finger up my side and I squirmed. “And she’s ticklish.”
 
   I held his hand in place. “It’s funny, sorry.”
 
   “New York Yankees, Joe DiMaggio was number five, Kitten.”
 
   “Okay? So why not a Yankee’s symbol?”
 
   “Too obvious, but I don’t just admire the man because of his skill on the ball field.”
 
   “Okay so what else would make you do this?” I couldn’t help but trace it with my finger and his cock twitched and started to plump.
 
    “He married my first love.”
 
   “Oh I see.” I continued tracing it, and he continued to grow.
 
   “I thought you wanted to talk, Kitten. You want that, you better stop finger fucking the ink.”
 
   I stopped and looked up at him. “Your first love, who was she?”
 
   “Hmm, you better not talk about her either, it’s like foreplay to me.”
 
   He was smirking.
 
   “Should I be offended?” 
 
   “Well, she was my first sexual experience. The only woman in my past that I still think about often, so maybe. I hope it isn’t a problem for you.”
 
   “Wow.” I sat up and looked at him and crossed my arms over my chest, pretending to pout.
 
   He sat up and stuck out his delicious bottom lip. “I knew it would be a problem.” He smiled playfully. “You’ll just deal with it.”
 
   He lunged at me and pushed me down under him and bit my neck sending chills…everywhere.
 
   “Joe DiMaggio was married to the very beautiful Marilyn Monroe. My first sexual experience was this hand.” He held it up and then grabbed my breast, pinching my nipple between his fingers. “And her in my head. She was curvy and very beautiful. Maybe that’s why this attraction to you began and would not go away.”
 
   “She really wasn’t that big you know.”
 
   “She was a size twelve, Kitten.”
 
   “In today’s standards, that’s like a two, Zandor.”
 
   “She had meat on her bones, big tits, and an ass. Men like that shit, a steak not just a bone.” He pushed against me and my knees fell open to him. “Hmm, you want a steak, Kitten?”
 
   I didn’t answer, I couldn’t. His mouth was wrapped around my breast and he was rubbing himself against me.
 
   “Answer a couple questions, Kitten and I will feed you prime rib.” He rolled his hips, making his thick hard cock rub against my clit.
 
   “Please,” I whispered trying not to cum yet.
 
   “You’ll try this girlfriend boyfriend thing with me?”
 
   “Yes.” I held onto his neck and nipped him like he had me.
 
   “I won’t ask next time I want to fuck you I will just take and you’ll be alright with that?”
 
   “Uh huh.” My voice cracked, I wanted him so badly and he knew it.
 
   “That’s a good kitty,” his voice purred in my ear.
 
   He slammed into me and I nearly lost it.
 
   “Aww, fuck, so damn hot and tight in here, Kitten.” 
 
   “Zandor, condom.”
 
   “Shit! When we get back, you’re going on the pill. I’ve never ridden bareback before and this is so good, so fucking good!”
 
   He continued rolling his throbbing cock inside of me and I was loving it, but he needed a condom, I didn’t want to make that mistake.
 
   “Stop, please, just for a minute.”
 
   “Aww, fuck!” He pulled out swiftly and leaned over the bed and grabbed the already open box of condoms that sat next to the cream and strawberries. 
 
   I watched him smirk and grab the bowl. “Did you know I love to paint?”
 
   He was looking down at me mischievously. 
 
   “I didn’t know that.”
 
   “Hmm, I really enjoy finger painting.” He straddled me and dipped his long finger into the bowl of fresh whipped cream. “You’re a beautiful canvas.”
 
   He rubbed his finger across my lips and bent down and kissed me. “Tasty, too.”
 
   He rubbed more cream across my nipples and smiled. “I need a picture of this.”
 
   He started to lean over and I grabbed his cock. “I don’t think so.”
 
   “Hmm, my Kitten is a hungry kitty. Let’s see what I can do to fix that.”
 
   I about lost my mind when he dipped the head of his penis in the dish and sat up on his knees. He was definitely a naughty, naughty boy, and I really loved it. 
 
   He ran his cock across my lips. “Taste it, Kitten.”
 
   “Mmm, very good.” I licked my lips and the head.
 
   “More?”
 
   “Please.” I smiled.
 
   “You’re beautiful, but you’ll have to wait. I need nourishment before I fuck you hard enough that it’s all you think about until we do it again. I’m going to spread cream all over your sweet little pussy and then eat strawberries from it and you’re going to let me.”
 
   I was not going to argue when it came to sex with him, ever. He was Eros, and I was under his spell. God help me, I have killed the diet.
 
   His skill was like no other, his tongue teased and pleased me until I was clay in his hands. My self-consciousness was erased by each word of praise, and each flick of his skillful tongue against my clit. He took time to move up my body teasing my tits and taking my mouth and tongue. 
 
   When there was no more cream to lick or suck from my body, he placed strawberries on me and as promised in unspeakable places. I would never look at a strawberry again and not remember the way Zandor Steel rubbed several up and down my slit and then brought them to my lips.
 
   “Hold this in your mouth.” He was as breathless as I was and he chewed it as he licked my mouth and bit my lips. “You’re now my favorite fantasy, Bekah.”
 
   He grabbed the last strawberry and his eyebrow raised and he lay down. “Climb up here.”
 
   It was ridiculous how agreeable I was to whatever he asked, but it felt good, on several different levels.
 
   A sat astride him and he grabbed behind my knees and pulled me so I sat high on his stomach.
 
   He spread my legs wide and parted me with his fingers. He held the strawberry in his other hand and gave a smirk and a very dark chuckle. “You sit still now, Kitten.” He spread my legs farther. “Don’t move.”
 
   He pushed two fingers into me. “How…oh Zandor…how do I not fucking move?”
 
   He was fingering me hard and fast. “Control, Kitten.”
 
   He pulled his fingers out and pushed the strawberry into me. 
 
   “Cold.”
 
   “Only for a minute.” He nipped my inner thighs, and I squealed in delight and covered my mouth. “I would love to take a picture of the view from here, you should let me.”
 
   “No way… OH GOD!”
 
   He pulled me up and started licking and sucking around the strawberry shoved half inside me. I grabbed the headboard and screamed his name.
 
   “That’s right, Kitten,” he said as he chewed on the strawberry, its  juice dripping down his chin. “So delicious.”
 
   He buried his face between my legs, licking, sucking, and fucking me with fingers and tongue. I was seeing stars, dizzy, burning. “Oh Zandor!”
 
   I exploded into the heavens as he slid down away from me. From behind me his arms wrapped around my waist. His fingers circled my clit as he held one hand against the wall in front of us. “Kiss me damn it.”
 
   I turned my head back and his lips met mine as he pushed deep inside of me. 
 
   “FUCK! Hang on, ”
 
   I held tight to the headboard and his hands held my hips from behind as he fucked me doggy style, hard, and fast. I felt his heavy balls slapping against me as his throbbing cock rammed into me mercilessly until I came again, screaming out his name.
 
   He continued until my arms could barely hang on.
 
   He pulled us back. “Head down, ass up, Kitten, I need to cum.”
 
   His fingers dug into my hips as he pumped into me at least twenty more times before he came, growling, panting, and yelling my name.
 
   He rolled over onto his back and rubbed my ass, still raised in the air as I panted into the mattress.
 
   “You are so good, Kitten.”
 
   “Then you’re fucking amazing.”
 
   “Yeah I am huh?” He pulled me against him and enveloped me in his arms.
 
   “I need to go.”
 
   “The walk of shame.” He yawned.
 
   I laughed. “Yeah, that’s always a good time.”
 
   He sat up. “I’m gonna go grab the SUV, and you can drive it home. That way I know you’ll be coming back.”
 
   “I’m going to drive your new car?” I was shocked.
 
   “Yep.” 
 
   He stood up and pulled off the condom and looked at it disgusted, “I’m serious about the pill, Bekah. If I’m gonna do this boyfriend thing, and I really want to, I expect to be able to fill you with my cum.”
 
   The way he looked at me made me laugh. “I’ve caved on the whole sex thing because you’re really good at leading.”
 
   “In all things, Bekah,” he winked.
 
   “I wouldn’t go on the pill because a man told me I had to.”
 
   I stood and grabbed my clothes.
 
   “Your man told you to, there’s a difference.” He grabbed my shirt out of my hands and pulled it over my head and then kissed my nose.
 
   “Go fetch me my man’s car.” I smacked his ass and he grinned.
 
   “You gonna go on the pill, please.” his bottom lip stuck out and he batted his eyes.
 
   “You’ll need to get a checkup, I don’t want any diseases. You’ve already said you’re a slut.”
 
   He grabbed my face. “We had pasts, both of us. I’m no slut and neither are you. Let’s say we were both experimenting.” He kissed me sweetly and it made me smile. “You’re fucking beautiful, Bekah.”
 
   He pulled on his jeans, leaving his underwear free and I grabbed his shirt. “Bend.”
 
   He did and I pulled it over his head and he grabbed me and pulled he into a big tight hug, “We’re going to be so good together.”
 
   He leaned back still holding me. “I’ve never done this before, don’t fuck me up.”
 
   He kissed me again and left.
 
   I sat on the bed and looked around for my underwear. “Screw it.” I pulled up my pants and grabbed my socks. I looked at the clock and it was three in the morning, plenty of time to sneak back in.
 
   I was brushing my teeth when I heard him come in. He was humming, Baby it’s cold outside. Which made me smile. I leaned down to spit and then looked up and he was standing behind me.
 
   “You can’t leave.” He picked me up and started stalking toward the bed.
 
   He tossed me on it. 
 
   “I have to.”
 
   We were both smiling. “You’re gonna have to stick up for yourself with him. He shouldn’t treat you like you’re a child. By the way how old are you?” 
 
   “Twenty two and you?”
 
   “Twenty four.” He sat up.
 
   “No way!”
 
   “Ouch, how old did you think I was?”
 
   “Like twenty six?”
 
   “Nope, twenty four, twenty five in a few months.”
 
   “Did you go to college?”
 
   “Yep two years, to play ball.”
 
   “Baseball?”
 
   “Is there another kind?”
 
   I smiled. “Why did you stop?”
 
   “Dad died, things changed.”
 
   I hugged him and he chuckled. “Aww, you’re a sweet little kitty aren’t you?”
 
   “Maybe.” I stood up. “Keys?”
 
   “In it, it’s warming for you.”
 
   “You’re a sweet little…”
 
   “No, not sweet, Bekah. But Momma Joe raised a gentleman. One who is very excited to be that for his girlfriend. Shit that sounds stupid, how about you be my Lady friend?”
 
   “Lady friend sounds like an escort.” I laughed.
 
   “No, I like it. It’s gonna stick.” He grabbed my hand and walked me to the door, “I’ll walk you out. That’s what separates you from the escorts.” He smacked my ass. “No walk of shame for my Lady friend.”
 
   The elevator was empty and he pulled me into him. “Now let me fuck your mouth with my tongue.”
 
   And there went gentleman right out the door, and yes—I liked it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Little Talks
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I opened the door for her, the gentleman thing to do, and it felt fucking good. I walked to the other side and opened the glove box and grabbed my wallet.
 
   “Here.” I handed her my I’m fucking disease free card I got after my last physical. “You’re going on the pill.”
 
   “Did you get this out of a Cracker Jacks box, Zandor Steel?” 
 
   My name on her lips made me hard.
 
   “Nope.” Okay, my little kitty was used to men being assholes to show they were men. That’s not what real men do. They take charge but with kindness and strength, that’s what Dad showed me. “I’m asking nicely, not forcing the issue but it would make me extremely happy and I promise to show you my gratitude in every way humanly possible.”
 
   I licked my lips slowly and she smirked.
 
   Yeah that was good right? RIGHT?
 
   “I have to go, Zandor.” She smiled, cock hardened, heart did an extra beat and I liked it.
 
   I got out and walked around the car, she rolled down the window and I leaned in to give her a kiss. 
 
   “Hey, Zandor?”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “I have a Norplant.”
 
   I had no clue what that meant and the confusion on my face must have been evident because she leaned out and kissed my cheek and laughed.
 
   “I’ll be back in a few hours to get you. How long do you want to sleep?”
 
   “Ten minutes would be fine” I wasn’t joking, I wanted her back here ASAP.
 
   “Okay, I’ll come get you for breakfast at eight?”
 
   “Breakfast… ate? Sounds perfect, why not start now?” I started to open the door and she laughed and pulled it closed. “Drive safe, Lady friend.”
 
   “Sleep tight Cuddle Fucker.” She laughed.
 
   “Cuddle Fucker, not gonna stick, Kitten, and ladies don’t say fuck.”
 
   “Aren’t we past that yet?” She threw her head back in mock exasperation.
 
   “I hope not.” I gave her hand a kiss and one last lick of her flesh and I felt satisfied, for now.
 
   I watched as she drove off and walked into the hotel.
 
   I looked at the woman behind the desk and walked over.
 
   She gushed, I smiled, and most women were easy but not my Bekah…MY Bekah. 
 
   “Could you get me some information on masseuses in the area? I want to set up a couple’s massage for late tomorrow night, or tonight.” I laughed at myself.
 
   “I would love that. She’s a lucky girl.” She looked away and at her computer.
 
   “I’m a lucky guy.” Holy shit, I just said that out loud…who cares.
 
   ~
 
   I was not liking the clothes I grabbed from the damn store across the street. I looked like a local, all I was lacking was a fucking cowboy hat and boots, but they’d have to work. Yeah I’m a bit vain --I like to present well. I really hadn’t planned on waking up this morning next to Bekah in her bed and feeling that it is where I was supposed to be.  
 
   My parents’ love for one another was something I had always admired. It was explained as an instant connection, they knew they belonged together. He stole her kiss and in that moment she stole his heart. As the third child in my family I watched my brother’s hearts get shattered and I wanted no part of that. Now I see both Cyrus and Jase falling over themselves, heads up their asses in love with Tara and Carly. There isn’t a damn thing they wouldn’t do for them but they held onto who they are, it was kind of cool. 
 
   The way Tara looks at Cyrus is beautiful. She looks at him as her protector, her comforter, her lover, he is her life. He looks at her with the fierce protection that has always been part of him but softer now. He can look in the mirror without the self-loathing he felt for so many years. 
 
    Jase and Carly are a trip. Jase is possessive as hell. He’s lost a lot in his past. He lost his first love and Little Bell. He had the ‘I don’t give a fuck attitude’ mastered. He tried to make it seem like he didn’t care about anything or anyone around him, except family of course. Until one girl acted like she was unaffected by him. He loved Carly, and she felt the same for him. Their relationship was kind of like watching the Republicans and Democrats pass a law in Congress. They butted heads like crazy. She’s a well read liberal girl who fell head up her ass for a not so liberal guy. 
 
   I came home to fix their heads and was shocked to see that they were really happy. In the meantime I ran head first into a brick wall, got knocked on my ass, and now couldn’t see past Bekah George. No woman has ever made me feel the same way, not one. I wasn’t afraid like Cyrus was, or going to wait like Jase ended up doing. 
 
   Bekah was just as affected as I was, and I knew it right away. I just needed to know I could keep the damn control in the bedroom. That she was willing to learn new things. That she was willing to step out of her head and lose herself in the moment. She proved that on the dance floor back in Jersey and I’d be damned if even after the head fuck her father gave her she did it again here.
 
   I didn’t want to wait for her to make the first move, that’s not my style. Neither was waiting and playing grab ass for a month. Fuck that, I wanted it all now!
 
   I showered and lay in bed sniffing the sheets and pillow for her scent like a dog in heat, because I was when I was around her. The bloodline redirected itself straight to my cock when she said my name, or when she was in the room. 
 
   I still didn’t have her number. Fuck isn’t that boyfriend 101? 
 
   I called Xavier and he answered in a groggy voice, “What’s up Z?”
 
   “I need Bekah’s number, you still with her friend…ummm…”
 
   “Tiffany, what’s Bek’s number?”
 
   “Just text it to me, now.”
 
   “Now, really Z? Pushy fuck. What, did she figure out you sabotaged her car…”
 
   “Shut the fuck up, I don’t need her friend…”
 
   “Tiffany’s the one who figured it out.”
 
   “You better shut her up.”
 
   “Yeah okay Z, I’ll shove my cock down her throat.”
 
   I heard her giggle in the background.
 
   “Just send me the fucking number and tell Tiffany… I would appreciate if she’d not mention this to Bekah. We’ve come to an understanding.”
 
   “By that you mean you finally fucked her? And now she won’t give you her number Z? Bro, you’ve got to ease into asking for anal.” Tiffany huffed and Xavier laughed. “Done, it’s sent. Goodnight, bro.”
 
   I got her digits and sent her a message.
 
   Me--Let me know when you get home safe. Tell me you didn’t have any issues. I would hate to have to show my Lady friend’s Dad what happens when anyone fucks with her…Z
 
   Her--Home. Arrived undetected. Just fell asleep. You should let me catch a few winks, I would hate to show my Cuddle fucker what it’s like for me to go two nights with little sleep…B
 
   Me--Hotel key in the console, feel free to let yourself in, like soon…Z
 
   Her--Will do…B 
 
   I laid face down into the pillow she had her head buried in while her ass was up in the air. Fuck that was nice.
 
    ~
 
    I woke up to blood rushing down, warmth, and wet licks under the covers. I looked down and saw blonde hair splashed across my belly. This is love, or something close to it.
 
   I tried as long as I could to stay still but there was no way in hell. “Good morning, Kitten.”
 
   “Mmm.” She turned her head and winked with her mouth full of my cock.
 
   She licked down my shaft, back up, and then took me all in her mouth. I felt my cock rub her tonsils. “Damn. Fuck. Aww fuck.”
 
   Her head started bobbing like Hell Yeah! Faster and harder as she stroked me. I reached down the back of her mother-fucking yoga pants, I fucking loved her in yoga pants. I shoved my finger right down her ass crack and pulled her thong to the side with my thumb and rubbed her wet little lips.
 
   I pulled my hand back up and yanked her pants down and she lifted her knees up as I pulled them down farther.
 
   “Step out, Kitten.”
 
   She planted her feet and stood, mouth still full of cock, ass in the air. She stepped out and I sat up and grabbed her by her hips and swung her around so her sweet, drenched pussy was in my face. I lay down and brought her down on my face and I started licking her hard. No teasing or easing into this right now. 
 
   “Fuck my face, Kitten.” I sucked on her clit and she circled her hips as she licked my throbbing head. 
 
   It didn’t take long for her to go off and I followed. 
 
   She swallowed like a champ, even moaned and sucked harder while I shot off three times. 
 
   She tried to move away but I didn’t let her. “Stay for a minute, Kitten. You have a beautiful pussy. Your ass is so fucking fine.”
 
   I squeezed it hard and she looked back at me and raised an eyebrow and looked like Jezebel--full of sin. 
 
   She lifted my cock and sucked one of my balls completely into her mouth. 
 
   “Christ!”
 
   She sat up and swung her legs around so she was sitting on my stomach. “We gotta go.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   She hopped of the bed and grabbed her pants and pulled them on shaking her hips as she pulled them over her ass. “Yeah, really.”
 
   I stood up still in disbelief.
 
   “You sure you’re done with me?”
 
   “For now.” She looked up and smiled. “What?”
 
   “I want to wake up like that every day.” I was dead-fucking serious and she laughed and tossed me my bag.
 
   “This was at the house. I assumed you needed clothes.” I didn’t say a word, I was pretty sure I was still in shock.
 
   “You just woke me up with a blow job and swallowed my cum? That wasn’t a dream right?”
 
   “Let’s go, the Colonel is waiting.”
 
   I was still standing there and she laughed.
 
   “I told you I was a slut.”
 
   “My slut.” Yeah that shocked me too. “I mean…”
 
   “Your slut, I get it. Let’s go.” She opened the door and I threw on my clothes and followed.
 
   The elevator was full and I was annoyed. I pulled her back against my chest and rested my chin on her head. “You smell amazing.”
 
   “You smell like me,” she whispered.
 
   “Perfect.” I rubbed my two day stubble against her cheek.
 
   She laughed and leaned back.
 
   I opened the door to the SUV and jogged over to my side and hopped in.
 
   “Good morning, Lady.” I gave the dash a rub.
 
   “You’ve named this one as well?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Can’t call her baby?”
 
   “Of course not that’s the Cougar’s name.”
 
   She smirked and I looked at her. “What?”
 
   “Nothing at all.” She snickered and looked out the window.
 
   “Aww, Kitten has jokes she won’t share with us.”
 
   “What year is the Cougar?”
 
   The way she said Cougar was a little sarcastic. “Sixty eight.”
 
   She laughed and covered her mouth.
 
   “I looked for a sixty-nine Kitten, but it just wasn’t meant to be until this morning.” I reached over and grabbed her hand.
 
   “So you ready to get rid of the Cougar now?”
 
   “The car, no way, the one’s you’re talking about, long gone Kitten.” I kissed her hand. “Just so you know, my dirty mind will always be able to keep up.”
 
   “Took you long enough.”
 
   “I’m done playing with married women, okay?”
 
   “Yeah, okay.”
 
   She was real quiet while we pulled through security and the douche at the gate looked at her in a knowing way. A way that made me want to fucking introduce my fist to his face. 
 
   I looked over and she was sulking and fidgeting. 
 
   “You’re staying with me tonight…”
 
   “I told him I’d stay another night.”
 
   “Well you can’t feel like this, Bekah. Christ, you look like a beat dog.”
 
   “Don’t, just don’t okay. I told him I’d stay.”
 
   “Bekah, whatever you need to do is fine. I just don’t like to see you like this.”
 
   “Like what?” She shook her head and looked down at her hands.
 
   “A shell, Bekah, a nervous as fuck shell of who you are.”
 
   “Maybe you should just drop me off. I don’t want you to have to…”
 
   “No.”
 
   I pulled in the driveway and threw it in park. I was agitated, she was a ball of nerves, and I certainly wasn’t helping.
 
   I turned and faced her. “Look I just met the man and he is obviously gotten under my skin, too. I will be on my best behavior, for you I won’t say shit all right? I’m here for you regardless.”
 
   I took her face, kissed her, and rubbed my nose across hers. In my hands she felt relaxed.
 
   She held her hands over mine and closed her eyes. “He doesn’t have anyone else.”
 
   “Well you do.” I kissed her again. “I promise to behave.”
 
   She smiled. “Thank you.”
 
   We walked into the house and the Colonel was sitting at the table with another guy.
 
   Bekah stumbled a little when she looked up from taking off her boots. “You okay?”
 
   “I changed my mind. I think you should leave.” She had a look in her eye of pure terror.
 
   “You coming with?” 
 
   “No, you just…”
 
   “Hey there, Rebekah.” The buzz cut was walking toward us and she closed her eyes and took a deep breath and dropped my hand as she turned.
 
   “Hi, Dex.”
 
   He grabbed her with the one arm that wasn’t in a sling and spun her around and then the motherfucker kissed her on the lips.
 
   “I’m home, pretty girl, did you miss me?”
 
   I looked over at the Colonel and he was smiling, the fucker was enjoying this. 
 
   I was not.
 
   “Who’s your friend, Rebekah?”
 
   “Zandor Steel, this is Bryant Dexter, Bryant this is Zandor my…”
 
   “Yeah your Dad told me your boss had to bring you down ‘cause the old bitch was broke down. Thanks for getting her here safely and in time to see her guy.” He stuck his hand out and I looked at Bekah.
 
   She looked away quickly. “Dad, can we chat a minute?”
 
   “Whatever needs to be said can be done so in front of your fiancé and friend, Rebekah. I think it’s only fair he knows the truth. I would have liked to have heard it from you but well, I know this is who you are.”
 
   Buzz cut stepped back and waved his hand toward the table. “Yes, we have a lot to discuss.”
 
   “Zandor, you should…”
 
   “I’m good, Rebekah.” Fucking blindsided, but good.
 
   I walked in and sat across from her father. “Morning, sir.”
 
   The fucker didn’t even acknowledge me. “Breakfast casserole is done, Rebekah.  I turned off the oven when the timer went off. How about you two kids go grab it. Zandor and I will wait.”
 
   I felt my blood boiling when she walked out with the casserole and he followed staring directly at her ass.
 
   I stood and pulled out the chair next to mine for her, and she sat down. I tried to get her to look at me but she completely avoided eye contact.
 
   “It’s good to have our boy home in one piece isn’t it, Rebekah?”
 
   “Yes.” She smiled and waited for the casserole to be passed. I took a serving spoon full for myself and then one for her. I passed it across the table to her father instead of to the buzz cut.
 
   “I was lucky it was just training and not in one of the country’s missions. I made it back for you.”
 
   Bekah sat back and looked at her father and then at him and took a deep breath. “You aren’t back for me. We broke up months ago. Unless you cracked your mother …”
 
   “Rebekah!”
 
   “Dad, this is ridiculous. He and I have been done for six months…”
 
   “Yet you were in my bed three months ago.” Dex took a bite and smiled.
 
   “Oh, my God.” she covered her face.
 
   I leaned over and whispered, “Do I still have to be quiet?”
 
   “Yes.” She scowled at me.
 
   “Maybe Zandor should know everything, Rebekah….”
 
   “I know enough, thank you.”
 
   “Does he know you’re pregnant?”
 
   She looked between her father and buzz cut. “I am not.”
 
   “Did you have an abortion?”
 
   “She said she wasn’t pregnant asshole, so I suggest you…”
 
   “Please, Zandor, just don’t.”
 
   “When I spoke to Kathy she said she heard you were and that maybe you weren’t sure who the father was.”
 
   I stood up. “Let’s go, Bekah.”
 
   I pulled out her chair and she stood. “Rebekah, if you’re carrying my child, I deserve to know.”
 
   “He’s right, Rebekah,” the Colonel snapped at her.
 
   “Let’s be realistic here for a moment, shall we? After you fucked Kathy and God only knows who else while I was at college, I decided what was good for you was good for me. So the chances of you being the father to any child of mine would have been, oh I don’t know one in about fifteen.”
 
   “You little slut!” Buzz cut yelled.
 
   “Sir, you gonna let him fucking talk to her like that?”
 
   “Zandor, really, save your breath.” she huffed. “Dex, when I confronted you what exactly was it you said to me? Oh yeah, please don’t tell your father.”
 
   “Of course I didn’t want him to know I messed up. It was between you and me,” Buzz cut snapped at her again,
 
   “The only reason I knew was because I drove three hours home because you said you were sick and couldn’t make it to see me!” Bekah was pissed.
 
   “I needed someone here, Rebekah, but you had to go away to school. I needed you here!” he pounded his one good hand on the table.
 
   “So before that, when I was seventeen and you were twenty two, when we were sneaking around behind my father’s back and you were sneaking it to anyone who would have it, did you need me then too, Dex? I told you months ago I was done!”
 
   “Then you fucked me again and wound up knocked up and have no idea who the father is.”
 
   “Bekah, let’s go.” I grabbed her hand.
 
   Buzz cut rounded the table and the Colonel sat back enjoying the fucking show.
 
   “You leave, civilian. I’m not done with her yet.” Then the motherfucker poked me in the chest.
 
   I grabbed him by his throat and threw his back against the wall. “You need to show some respect to Bekah and you better never fucking lay a finger on me again.”
 
   “Steel, it’s time for you to leave!”
 
   “Okay, Colonel Sanders, now you show a pair of balls but when your seventeen year old is getting fucked by this piece of shit you do nothing! When he speaks to her like that you say nothing! Bekah, get your mother-fucking boots on and let’s go before I pinch this shitbag’s head off!”
 
   She pulled my hand away from him and stood between us. “Don’t. Please don’t.”
 
   “Get your shit from your room and let’s jet.” I was shaking I was so pissed.
 
   “Are you or are you not pregnant, Rebekah?”
 
   “No! I had a miscarriage. I was barely even pregnant! So no! Now GET OUT!”
 
   “You two need to talk about this, Rebekah, you and I need to talk about this.” Colonel mustard was holding his chest. “This isn’t the first time you’ve had a scare now is it? The last one cost me my God Damn…”
 
   He sat down, clenching his chest. 
 
   Pure panic flooded her face. “Daddy, don’t. Okay, I’ll talk to him.”
 
   “Get Steel off this base before I press…”
 
   “Zandor, I’m sorry…” She ran into the kitchen and came back with water and a pill. “Here, Daddy.”
 
   He swallowed down the pill and sat back.
 
   “I’ll call the EMT’s sir.” Buzz cut went into the kitchen.
 
   “NO! A regular hospital, I don’t need the attention!”
 
   “Yes sir.” Dex looked at me. “You need to leave. Rebekah, we need to get him to the hospital now.”
 
   “Zandor, I’m sorry. Please, I’m sorry.”
 
   She walked to the door and I followed. “I’ll follow you.”
 
   “No don’t, just go okay?”
 
   “Will you call me?”
 
   “Yes, when things calm down. I’m so sorry.”
 
   She shut the door and I was the one doing the walk of shame.
 
   ~
 
   It had been five hours and still nothing from her. I wanted to call to see how she was but didn’t want to interrupt if things had gone from bad to worse. But I was nervous as hell. She got beat up real bad by those fucks this morning.
 
   I lay back in the bed and turned on the radio, Little Talks was playing. I never was one to really listen to a song that wasn’t upbeat or sexual but now, well shit had changed and I had a sick-ass feeling in the pit of my stomach.
 
   I sat up and grabbed the phone book and looked in the yellow pages for hospitals. I wanted to call them all. Go right down the list but what would I say? Hey did Colonel Mustard pull through because if he did then he was gonna get whacked in the hospital with a fucking bed pan?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Hello My Old Heart
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   What a nightmare, what a fucking nightmare. I was sitting outside the emergency room door waiting to see if yet again I caused my father to have a heart attack. Mom told me you couldn’t cause such things but Dad was adamant that it was because of what I had done when it had happened the first time.
 
   I was seventeen and pregnant. Yep, I was, and no I didn’t keep the child that was growing inside of me. I couldn’t. My high school boyfriend and I had broken up because he was a cheater and I did just what I did with Dex, I fucked around to get back at him. I suppose it was to fill a void, lose myself in the moment. I don’t know. I have one hundred and one excuses, none make me feel better. None were clear until the “Diet”. I gave myself time to reflect and I had gone and thrown that all out the window with Zandor.
 
   I remember being at Nicole’s and pissing on that stick and crying. What would everyone think, what would it do to my family…to me? The worst part was that I didn’t tell anyone except my best friends, Nicole and Kathy. Nicole took me to the clinic in Florida, Dad was stationed there at the time. I was scared, so was Nicole. But she was there for me. 
 
   Kathy ended up telling her parents. Her father was my father’s commanding officer. Her excuse was she was scared for me. I wasn’t angry at her–then.  The blind leading the blind as my father said when he found out. Right before he told me that I was a little whore and slapped me across the face. My mother stepped between us and screamed at him and he told her she disgusted him. 
 
   I remember sobbing that night as I lay bleeding in my bed. My father was screaming at my mother that I had just fucked up his life. That I would probably be the reason he didn’t get promoted. She wasn’t one to cross him, but she did that night. She told him that I was in trouble and didn’t feel I could come to them. I remember her crying and wanting to hug her and say I do trust you, I’m sorry, Momma. But he told her it was her that I didn’t trust, she was the mother and her duties were taking care of her children, the house, and when he wanted her she was to be available. He told her that she had already fucked up with Chris, and now me. He also told her that she was slacking on the housework and he was disgusted by her so she wouldn’t be needed in that way either.
 
   Chris had graduated from high school and was away at college. He never came home, and I couldn’t blame him. He and Mom talked every day and he and I talked at least once a week.
 
   We transferred here right after that all happened. My father insisted that I attend every event with him saying he needed to keep an eye on me. I even attended dinners that Mom normally would but he didn’t ask her anymore. That’s how I met Dex. 
 
   It was right in the middle of my senior year when Mom told me she was leaving and wanted me to come, too. I heard their fight that night and he forbade her from taking me with her. I also heard him call her a slut and a whore and then she left.
 
   I told mom I wanted to stay until I finished school. She understood and we talked every day.
 
   Dad had a heart attack two weeks later. I watched as he collapsed on the floor clutching his chest. He lived obviously, but made it very known that his health issues were brought on by my brother, my mother’s, and my actions.
 
   I turned eighteen and Dex asked his permission to date me. Dad gave his blessing and warning, asking that he keep a firm handle on me. That he did. He reminded me of my father. It was his way or no way at all. 
 
   When I made the decision to go away for college, he was pissed. So was Dad. But I was an adult now. This was my life. Dad was better about it knowing I had Dex. He said it was of some comfort knowing that I wouldn’t be away acting like a whore.
 
   The nurse showed us to the room they would be bringing Dad to. I sat in a chair and looked around the room. Dad was having a dye test, and Dex was staring at me from across the room. I looked away from him. I hated him, hated that I trusted him with everything and didn’t see that he was a mirror image of my father. Just another man in my life who took control.
 
   He knelt in front of me. “We need to figure this out.”
 
   He reached out and rubbed my cheek. A year ago that’s what he did that gave me comfort when I wanted to run away from this place. I looked up into his eyes and took his hand and slowly pulled it way from my face.
 
   “I’m here to make sure if he is dying, he’s not alone.” I sat back and crossed my arms giving him the best blank stare I could.
 
   “When I fell and broke my arm, I thought of you.”
 
   I looked away. “This isn’t about…”
 
   “I thought about what it would be like having a child with you, and being a family.” 
 
   My stomach immediately got that feeling. The one where everything feels empty and then the burn builds and moves up your throat filling your chest with fire and then everything comes seeping out in liquid form from your eyes. Yes crying, but it’s so much more than that. It’s emotional pain overflowing inside of you. It’s frustration and embarrassment. It’s feeling like you can never do anything to please anyone, and it’s wondering when you would stop fucking up and hurting everyone around you. It was that feeling like when you look in the mirror and you want to smash it just so you’d stop seeing the reflection of the person you’ve become. 
 
   I hated that person. I hated the person who aborted a baby because I wanted to hurt someone so much that I fucked everyone I could and had no idea whose child I was carrying. I couldn’t keep a child, no matter how much I wanted to because it would crush everyone. I believed it would, and I was right. But what did I do? I went and got pregnant again. Yes, I was on the pill and no, I didn’t know that antibiotics would make it less effective. But I did know whose baby that was. I used a condom with everyone else except him, he didn’t like them. How fucking stupid was I to trust that he didn’t have some disease and how lucky was I that I didn’t get one. I wasn’t going to abort that baby--I wasn’t. But look what happened when I decided to keep it, even God knew I wasn’t worthy enough to be trusted with a child. I still hate that person so very much. 
 
   I was wrapped in Dex’s arms and he was rubbing my back as I cried into his neck. As angry as I was at him, he was comforting me. He smelled like he always did, clean, like dryer sheets, and his strong arms where holding me together, just like they had at the beginning of our relationship.
 
   “I love you, Rebekah. I fucked up but I love you so much still.”
 
   I pulled away and sat back and wiped my eyes and looked away from him at the door.
 
   “Let me fix this, okay?”
 
   I shook my head no and stood as the nurses wheeled Dad in. He was asleep.
 
   One looked at me and motioned to the hall, Dex followed me out.
 
   “We’re going to have to put a couple stents in his heart tomorrow, two arteries are ninety percent clogged. Your father is aware. He asked for something to make him sleep. You’ve been here for ten hours. Go home, his catheterization isn’t until nine tomorrow morning, come back at seven. He was kind of miserable, so I’m sure he wants to sleep through the night.”
 
   “Thank you.” I walked back in the room and looked at him.
 
   He looked so much older than he had even six months ago. Weaker, more hollow? I couldn’t explain it. 
 
   “Let me take you home Rebekah, get some sleep. I can give you a ride back tomorrow.”
 
   God, Dex even looked weaker, sad. 
 
   “I’m gonna stay. You go ahead. I’m sure you have things to do.”
 
   “I’m on medical leave, Rebekah.” He held his arm up and gave a weak smile.
 
   “No, I’m gonna stay. You go ahead.”
 
   “I’ll stay with you.”
 
   “Dex.” I shook my head from side to side. “Why?”
 
   “I love you. I wanna make it all up to you, starting now. I won’t stop until you have forgiven me.”
 
   “We can’t go back there.”
 
   “Then move forward with me. You and I, just like we always planned. You loved me once. I know where I fucked up, I won’t do it again—I promise.”
 
   “Please don’t, just please.”
 
   “Fine, but I’m not leaving you. Not now.”
 
   I sat and watched my father sleep for another hour. Dex was up and walking around. I watched him adjust his sling and he looked incredibly uncomfortable.
 
   “Go home, Dex.”
 
   “No, I’m good. I told you I’m not leaving you.”
 
   “Please you… nothing has changed.”
 
   “Everything has changed.” His jaw clenched as he held back.
 
   “No, I haven’t Dex…”
 
   “You didn’t need to. I fucked up. You and I…”
 
   “Had different ideas of what we wanted. I’m not giving up on my dream. I will finish school someday, and this is your dream Dex.”
 
   “I’m not sure what to do, Rebekah. I know I want you just as bad now…”
 
   “Please just go home and rest, you look very uncomfortable.”
 
   “Just sore, I haven’t taken any pain meds in awhile.”
 
   “Then go, get some sleep.”
 
   After a quick hug he left. I sat down and immediately thought of Zandor. I grabbed my phone and realized it was dead. 
 
   “He’s going to be sleeping for quite awhile.” The nurse handed me a bottle of water. “You’ll be of more use to him if you’re rested.”
 
   I felt panic flood over me. “What is his recovery time?”
 
   “Not long, a week? No lifting for a few days, it’s pretty routine.”
 
   “Okay.” 
 
   What had I just agreed to? I was going to take care of my father…again. 
 
   “I’m going to take off. I’ll be back at seven.” I wrote down my phone number. “My phone is dead but I’ll get it charged.”
 
   ~
 
   It wasn’t planned, but I ended up in a cab on my way to the hotel. I hated that he was going to be driving home alone. Home, his home. Jersey wasn’t my home. It was a place that I ran to trying to get away from here. To leave behind a mess that I had made. 
 
   I stood in the ascending elevator, looking like hell, with a dead phone in my hand. Wanting to see him so badly. I wanted to touch him and for him to touch me. I wanted that physical connection to get lost in. How incredibly selfish of me. But that’s who I am, the girl who selfishly seeks comfort in touch.
 
   When the door opened I stepped out and looked down the hall. The room door was open and Zandor stood in the doorway with a white towel draped around his lower half. His body shimmered and I stood motionless for a moment taking in his beautiful body and the art displayed on it.
 
   The door shut behind me and I took a few steps toward him as two women walked out smiling. He shook their hand and thanked them. I felt my hands shake and that too familiar feeling of shame and hurt built inside of me.
 
    As I turned, my bag fell to the ground, and I squatted to grab its content. The women walked past me and stood waiting for the elevator. I looked back briefly and Zandor was looking at me as if he was trying to figure something out.
 
   “Bekah?”
 
   “Screw you!” I stood up and hustled to the elevator standing right next to the bitches who just walked out of his room.
 
   “Wait up.” he called from behind me.
 
   I turned and flipped him off. The elevator door opened and I stepped in. “Hold the elevator!”
 
   I looked at the women and gave them a nasty look. “Don’t.”
 
   The door was nearly closed when his large, perfect fucking foot stopped it. “What are you doing, Bekah?”
 
   “Going home.” I looked away.
 
   “Get out here.” He reached in to grab me and I stepped back, avoiding him. He laughed, “Suit yourself.”
 
   He stepped in wrapped in a towel with a smug look on his face and walked toward me.
 
   The bastard looked amused as I tensed when he got closer and then he leaned against the wall in a casual unaffected way. The women giggled and I was ready to pounce but I wouldn’t give them or him the satisfaction. 
 
   The elevator stopped and the door opened, a woman and two children started to board and stopped. “Mommy, there’s a naked man!” The little blonde girl pointed at Zandor.
 
   She gasped and pulled her kids back and the door shut. The two girls giggled and looked at Zandor.
 
   “Were they talking about me?” He pointed to himself and chuckled. “Oh Bekah, you are going to get me in trouble.”
 
   “I think you do that all on your own.” I sneered and looked at him and then the girls.
 
   “How is your father?”
 
   Unbelievable, “Go fuck yourself!” slid right off my tongue.
 
   “I was under the impression that is a Lady friend’s hmm, not job, but pleasure? That I could be done with all that masturbating nonsense, Bekah.” The girls laughed and he smiled and grabbed me from behind pulling my back against him forcefully as the elevator stopped again.
 
   I tried to pull free and he held me tighter. “I’m using you as a shield, Bekah, please behave and don’t move.”
 
   “Behave?”
 
   “Yes please.” He kissed my cheek.
 
   The elevator stopped on the bottom floor and one of the girls smiled at me and then him, “You sure you don’t want me to stay and do the job I was paid for, she looks awfully tense?”
 
   Before I could say a word his hand covered my mouth. “No thank you, but next time we visit the area we will get in touch. I have your card, thank you, ladies.”
 
   The other girl looked at me. “Your boyfriend was a perfect gentleman.”
 
   I tried to pull away and he held me tighter as the elevator started to fill up.
 
   He started rubbing my arm slowly up and down and whispered in my ear. “I scheduled a couple’s massage for us. A surprise for you. I was sure you would be a ball of stress when you came back to me. Then I called you over and over and over again. I didn’t think about cancelling because I was driving myself crazy worrying about you as I sat in the hotel room that you and I christened last night, and this morning. I didn’t do anything wrong, Kitten.”
 
   “I hope you fully enjoyed yourself.”
 
   The elevator was empty when it stopped on the top floor and he shuffled us forward and down the hall. I was too tired to argue.
 
   We walked in the room and there was a huge bouquet of flowers and candles everywhere. He let go of me and walked into the bathroom. I looked around and noticed the candles had not been lit. I took a deep breath.
 
   He came out still draped in the towel and called room service and ordered dinner, prime rib he said with a smile in his voice and then he hung up the phone. 
 
   He let out a long slow breath as he took my purse off my shoulder and placed it on the bed. He walked behind me and took off my coat. My phone fell out of the pocket and he picked it up. He walked over to the nightstand and unplugged his phone and plugged mine in.
 
   His phone was in one hand and he took my hand and walked to the bathroom. He was running a bath and had candles lit. He closed his eyes and rolled his neck, stretching, calming himself.
 
   “I was pretty amped up when I left you this morning. But right now I feel pretty damn relaxed. I could call the masseuse back but I don’t think you’re in the proper mind set for that. So I’m going to take care of you and you’re going to let me. Is your father alright?”
 
   I nodded my head, “Zandor I…”
 
   He pressed one finger softly over my lips. “I. Am. Going. To take care of you.”
 
   He leaned in and rubbed his nose softly against mine and set a forgiving kiss on my lips.
 
   He walked behind me, grabbed his phone and gentle soft music oozed out of the speakers, filling the suite. He turned me facing the mirror and his arms wrapped and crossed in front of me. He kissed my neck, as he rubbed his fingers under my shirt. 
 
   He slowly lifted my shirt. “Lift your arms, Kitten.”
 
   His voice was pillow soft, intoxicating. It commanded every part of me and if I wasn’t a selfish girl I would have stopped this. Each doubt erased by his lips, his voice, his touch. Before I knew it, I was standing in my bra and thong shamelessly in front of a wall of mirrors softly lit by candlelight. The heat from the flames was nothing compared to the heat I saw coming from the reflection of his eyes as they slowly raked over my body’s reflection. 
 
   As self-conscious as I was about being naked in front of a man, the feeling I received from him took the insecurities I felt and set them on fire until the ashes of self-loathing fell to the floor beneath me. 
 
   “You are without a doubt the most beautiful woman I have ever had the pleasure of laying my eyes on, Rebekah George.” He rubbed his thumb under my bra strap and kissed my neck as he pulled it down. 
 
   He stepped back and unhooked my bra and watched in the mirror as he seductively pulled the other strap down. My bra dropped to the floor and he gave a low admiring groan as he cupped one slowly in his hand rubbing his thumb across my hardening nipple.
 
   “Perfect.”
 
   I watched as his eyes began to darken, the cinnamon color that I now knew meant one thing. His jaw muscles clenched and he hissed as he pinched my aching nipple between his thumb and forefinger and he sucked air in slowly between his teeth. 
 
   He closed his eyes and took a deep breath as his head fell backwards as he stretched his neck slowly rolling it from shoulder to shoulder. He was trying to calm himself and as much as I appreciated his slow seduction I wanted him, needed him as badly as he needed me.
 
   I reached my hand up behind me and rubbed his cheek and he rubbed his sexy stubble against my hand and then kissed my palm and took my hand in his and used it to pull my thong down my hip. He walked in front of me and knelt as he pulled them down slowly looking into my eyes the entire time.
 
   “Lift.” His voice was raspy and thick and made me wet immediately.
 
   If I put my foot down in front of me I would step on him so I stepped to the side spreading my legs a little.
 
   He took in a very deep breath, inhaling me, and made my heart start pumping faster. He bit his lower lip hard and then cleared his throat. His finger ran down my inner thigh to my ankle.
 
   “Lift,” he growled.
 
   I whimpered as my sex clenched in response to his command. “Zandor?”
 
   “Not yet, Kitten.” He stood quickly with my thong in hand.
 
   I closed my eyes and waited. I needed him to tell me what to do next. I looked up in the mirror and looked at my naked body. Without him standing behind me I felt all those feelings of shame, self-hate, and loathing start to creep in again. 
 
   I heard the water turn off. “Come.”
 
   One word and I turned to see him drop his towel. I watched as he started to pull down his boxer briefs. I was so relieved that he had those on. I looked up at his eyes when he stopped and he rolled them, cocking his eyebrow. He knew what I was thinking, damn it! 
 
   He held his hand out and nodded to the bathtub and helped me in. I sank down into the hot water and bubbles surrounded me.  I looked over as he finished pulling his boxers down. His thick, long cock launched out and my legs clenched together, protectively. 
 
   Drunk it was big, really really big. But once the beer goggles are on, anything is possible. Hidden under covers, still hung over I knew I could handle him. But now sober, looking at him I no longer wondered why I was so damn sore today. 
 
   “What are you thinking, Kitten?” he chuckled as he stepped into the water.
 
   “Wow?”
 
   “That’s it?” he sat down across from me smirking that arrogant Yeah I know I’m the shit grin he wore from time to time—rightfully so.
 
   “Impressive?”
 
   “Try again, what do you really think when you see my cock?”
 
   “I think, how the hell did that fit in me?” I smiled for the first time in several hours.
 
   “You were primed well.” He winked.
 
   “You have a big dick.”
 
   “Dick? That’s not a dick. We’ve had this discussion already. What is it that I have for you?”
 
   I splashed him.
 
   “You embarrassed to say it?”
 
   “No!” My voice squeaked and he chuckled. “Fine --COCK!”
 
   “Mmm, say it again.” He bit his laugh back, smiling beautifully.
 
   “Cock.”
 
   He sucked air in through his teeth and then.“Yeah it is.”
 
   I covered my face and laughed.
 
   When I looked up, his smile had softened and the way he was looking at me sweetly made me a bit uncomfortable and so did the silence.
 
   “Zandor, I’m…”
 
   “How’s your father?”
 
   “Alright, sleeping.”
 
   “At home?”
 
   “No, he has two clogged arteries. They have to operate tomorrow morning.” I took a deep breath. “And I need to stay for a few days extra, a week if it’s okay?”
 
   “We can stay as long as you need, Bekah.”
 
   “No, I mean thank you, but you should go home.”
 
   “I will stay.” He had no expression on his face.
 
   “And I’ll feel torn.”
 
   “Torn by what? I’ll support you in any way you need.”
 
   “This happened because of me, Zandor, because of all the ugly things….”
 
   “Hold up just a minute. Just stop and think about what you just said. Now tell me how the fuck it’s your fault that his arteries hardened. Jesus Christ, Bekah, what the fuck did he do to you? I have sat here all fucking day long worrying about you because that mother fucker…”
 
   He stopped when he saw tears spilling out. “No, fuck!”
 
   He reached forward and dragged me to him by my ankles.
 
   He pulled my up onto his lap and hugged me.
 
   “I’m sorry, Christ, Bekah. I’m a shitty boyfriend, huh?”
 
   “No, it’s not you it’s me…”
 
   He kissed my head. “Shitty line, Kitten.”
 
   “Yours are better, huh?”
 
   “Got you back here didn’t they?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Turn around and tell me what you need from me.”
 
   “Turn around?”
 
   “Yeah, I don’t wanna fuck you while you’re sad, and your pussy is rubbing on me.”
 
   “If anyone else said that I would find it offensive.”
 
   He smiled. “You and me get each other.”
 
   “Sluts?”
 
   “Nah, sexually charged beings.”
 
   I turned and he pushed me forward. “Lay back, I wanna wash your hair while you tell me everything I missed.”
 
   I told him about the hospital and what the nurse said as I enjoyed his fingers rubbing into my scalp. He pulled me up and rubbed my back and then reached around to my front.
 
   “Did he stay?”
 
   “Yep, I told you he had to, overnight. Probably coming home tomorrow, the next day at the latest depending on how he does.”
 
   “Not him.”
 
   “Oh.” 
 
   His hands went back to my shoulders. “I’ll take that as a yes?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “All day?”
 
   “Yes, but I told him to leave.”
 
   “Hmm.”
 
   “I told him to leave.”
 
    I started to stand and he wrapped his legs around me and held me in place.
 
   “I would suggest you stop struggling because it’s doing shit to me, Kitten.”
 
   “Pig.”
 
   “Yeah, a little. Now let me ask you another question, did you tell him you were mine now?”
 
   “Yours?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   I laughed and he tugged on my hair bringing my head back as he looked over my shoulders and down at me.
 
   “Why is that funny to you?”
 
   “Well you sound like a cross between a two year old and a baboon.”
 
   He smirked. “I’m neither.”
 
   He leaned down and his lips were inches from mine.
 
   “Whose lips should I be kissing?” His whisper hit exactly where he intended.
 
   “Mine,” I whispered back and leaned up wanting his kiss desperately.
 
   He pulled back out of reach. “When will you tell him?”
 
   “Now? Tomorrow?” Whenever you want me too!!!
 
   “You’ll let me.” He stood behind me and stepped out. He grabbed his towel and wrapped it around him and grabbed one for me.
 
   He held his hand out to me and I took it.
 
   “I want to speak to him.”
 
   “That’ll go over well,” I whispered under my breath.
 
   “Are you afraid of him?”
 
   “No, Zandor. Not at all.”
 
   “Then what’s the issue?” He wrapped the towel around me and stepped back.
 
   “I’m a big girl, I can handle it.” I wrapped the towel tighter around me and put my hands on my hips trying to prove my point.
 
   His lips turned up and his eyes rolled slightly. “Bad ass, are you?”
 
   “It’s my problem. I will deal with it.”
 
   “Alone?”
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   “Because that’s what you’ve always had to do, Bekah.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
   He looked around the room and clenched his jaw. He didn’t answer he just started blowing out candles. When he finished he looked up at me and contemplated what he was about to say.
 
   “I am real good at some things. I don’t fumble with anything. You’re making me feel a little less in control than I am comfortable with. What I am saying is that as my Lady friend I will not let someone hurt you. I will be your knight in shining armor, I will be the one to protect you from those who hurt you.”
 
   “I’m not comfortable with that.”
 
   “It’s not up to you. I said we will stand by each other and you agreed. That’s the way it’s gonna be.”
 
   He was getting angry. 
 
   “I need to take care of unresolved issues.”
 
   “When will you figure out that there are some issues that you can’t take care of? Your father should have protected you from day one. He isn’t up for the job, it will be my fucking privilege, Bekah, to do that.”
 
   He opened the door for room service and wheeled the cart in. 
 
   “Prime Rib, Kitten, for you. Sit, please.”
 
   He turned the song and it was beautiful. 
 
   A girl like me could buy into all of what he was saying, hook, line, and sinker. A girl like me would get caught and tossed back weakened to the sharks and make the mistakes of the past over and over again.
 
   The song he played repeated Hello My Old Heart by the Oh Hello’s. He meant for me to hear it.
 
   I sat across from the table eating steak with a beautiful man who was seducing me with his eyes, his words, his promises made in a song. A man who had never done this before. As real as it felt I knew it would end like everything else did. Ugly, sad, and I would be broken.
 
   I knew this would be a fight until the bitter end and I wasn’t ready for that. I chose not to fight with him and enjoy the illusion set before me. For now.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Let Her Go
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   Looking at her across the table, I felt that feeling in my stomach again. A feeling I felt earlier, down deep. A feeling I’d never had with a girl or woman. I couldn’t stop looking into her eyes. She was the same girl who walked into the shop, confident and beautiful. The girl I knew now was full of shit that day, and just as full of shit right now. 
 
   “Is it cooked alright?” I was making small talk about food now.
 
   “Yes, I’m just tired. I should probably go home and get some sleep.”
 
   “No!” Okay Z, that was real cool you fucking pussy. “I mean stay here. We can have your clothes washed. You said you were going to.”
 
   She smiled sadly. “Listen…”
 
   I stood up and pulled her chair out. “No, come here.”
 
   I pulled her behind me toward the bedroom and when I turned around she was looking down, deep in thought. “I don’t want you to leave. Not now, not…”
 
   She grabbed my face and kissed me. She kissed me hard, not easing into shit. “I want you.”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Yeah.” She dropped her towel and pulled mine off. “Now.”
 
   “Easy, Kitten. We have all night.”
 
   She shoved me on the bed and straddled me. 
 
   She leaned over and kissed my neck and then up to the top of my head. Her plump tits were in my face. Now I’m no country music fan, but that Motorboating song popped in my head and fuck if I could control myself.
 
   She giggled when I motorboated them tits and flipped her on her back.
 
   “You have the best tits, Kitten.” I held her arms up and held them down with my knees. “I’m so pissed that I blew those candles out, I want to drip wax on them so fucking bad.”
 
   I pushed them together and shoved my cock between them. She bent down and nipped the tip of my cock and I was shocked.
 
   “Hmm a naughty little Kitten. I should spank that ass and then fuck it.”
 
   She looked shocked and I smirked. “Just joking.” For now.
 
   “You scared me.” She closed her eyes.
 
   Okay, note to self. She can act like a crazy ass all she wants, and you can’t tell her what you have in store for her…yet.
 
   I slid down her body and lay between her legs.
 
   “You’ve never done that?”
 
   “Anal?” She gasped.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Exit only.”
 
   “You might like it.”
 
   “I don’t think I would.”
 
   “Hard limit?”
 
   “What?” She laughed nervously.
 
   “Never mind. Tell me what I can do for you right now, Kitten. Tell me what you need from me.”
 
   I kissed her neck and let my hand slide down her body. Her little purrs told me what she liked and what she wanted. But as much as I wanted inside her, raw dog, I needed her to talk. Because I was not ready to leave her here without letting her have a reason to come home.
 
   I rolled off her and lay beside her and took her hand and kissed it. “Il mio dolce gattino.”
 
   She smiled sweetly. “What does that mean?”
 
   “I can’t tell you.”
 
   “Say it again?” She yawned
 
   “I’ll tell you when we’re back in Jersey.” I leaned over and kissed her. “Please listen without getting pissed.” I leaned forward and kissed her. “I want what’s best for you. I want you to move forward and not back. I have a past too, Bekah, I am choosing to keep it there. I wanted to break two men in half today…”
 
   “Okay, I really don’t want…”
 
   “Two men that hurt you, the girl that has made me, ME want her and only her, to have a relationship? It’s fucking crazy, Bekah. Beautiful, crazy, and alien to me. I know you’re blaming yourself for…”
 
   “Please don’t, just please.” 
 
   I held her against me.
 
   “Bekah, I won’t leave you here alone. I can’t, not with them, not when you’re unable to see that you are wonderful and deserve far more than what they are capable of giving you.”
 
   “It’s not your choice, Zandor. I have obligations to my father.”
 
   She was getting pissed, tensing up and distancing herself.
 
   “It’s not your fault that he’s in the hospital.”
 
   “Then whose is it?” 
 
   She sat up and grabbed the towel, wrapping it back around her.
 
   “Okay, just lay back down. I won’t push, I get feeling obligated to family. I just wish you’d see that it’s not alright for someone to treat you like that.”
 
   “It is! Did you not hear what I’ve done? I’m an awful person. A disgrace to my father…” I tried to interrupt. “No! I’m dealing with it. I’m trying to become a better person and then you…”
 
   “Don’t…”
 
   “No, that’s not what I’m saying okay, it’s not you, it’s how you make me feel. Dex was caring and attentive at first and then things changed. After he learned about me he looked at me differently. He wasn’t a bad guy until he knew me, the real me. You’ll do the same Zandor. You already are.”
 
   “I’m fucking trying to tell you none of that shit matters. None of it makes me look at you any differently than I did the day you walked into the shop.”
 
   She rolled to her side, her back to me. “I am going to go home and get some sleep.”
 
   She started to get off the bed and I grabbed her. “No fucking way!”
 
   “You can’t make me stay, Zandor,” she said as I pulled her back down.
 
   No, I couldn’t make her stay but I fucking wanted to. I wanted to tie her ass up and not just to fuck her either. I didn’t want her to be treated like scum by two pieces of shit.
 
   “He’s gonna hurt you.”
 
   “My father?”
 
   “No, Dex.”
 
   “He says he loves me, Zandor. He wants to get back together.”
 
   I let go of her, it was instinct to pull back. “So why did you even fucking bother coming back here?”
 
   I fucking knew something was wrong with the way she was acting. Not while I was touching her, not while I was kissing her. I had her then, no doubt about it.
 
   “I didn’t know.” She stood and I walked into the bathroom. 
 
   “I know, you needed to get fucked. Take your clothes and just go, thanks for the illusion.” I grabbed my boxers and pulled them on. I looked up and she was staring at me. “I’ll call you a cab.” I walked over and grabbed her phone and saw four missed messages from Bryant Dexter, “Your boyfriend messaged.”
 
   I had never felt so angry in my life. I was pissed at her father, her fucking BOYFRIEND and her. I was pissed at myself, too. I always prided myself on the fact that I knew women not only physically but I could read their body language and mannerisms. I was way fucking off with her. 
 
   “He’s not my boyfriend,” she whispered.
 
   “Tell yourself whatever you want. There’s a term for what’s going on with you. You’re an enabler.”
 
   “Is that what I am?”
 
   “Apparently, and fuck if I wasn’t wrong about you. Thanks for the lesson.” I grabbed my shirt and threw it on.
 
   I stood all pissed off looking at her. 
 
   “I need to make sure my father’s okay.”
 
   “Well that’s great, Bekah.”
 
   “I thought you might understand something like that. That’s why I came. I …never mind.”
 
   “No, let’s hear it!” Damn, I was gonna lose it.
 
   “I won’t fight with you.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because I like you! Because I think you’re a nice person. Because just like everything else in my life I screwed up being a friend to someone who has treated me decently. I’m poison, Zandor!”
 
   “Are you gonna fuck him?”
 
   “No I told you I’m staying to help my father. You may think I’m an idiot and I just may be, but I’m not heartless. You know what? Fuck you!”
 
   I grabbed her coat away from her and threw it to the side. “Ladies don’t FUCKING TALK LIKE THAT.”
 
   She went and grabbed them. “I’m not a fucking lady!”
 
   I picked her ass up and threw her on the bed. “Why the fuck did you come here?”
 
   She pulled her knees up to her chest and buried her head. “I needed you!”
 
   She was shaking. “Then don’t fucking pull this shit, Bekah!” 
 
   I grabbed her and laid her down and laid next to her. 
 
   “I’m staying here to help my father.”
 
   “Then I will too. I can make him like me.” I was rubbing her back harder than I should but I was so amped up I couldn’t control it.
 
   She looked back at me. “Not now okay?”
 
   She was crying, of course she was. I was a fucking ass. 
 
   “I can’t leave you here alone.”
 
   “I can’t have you here in a hotel while I’m trying to take care of him.”
 
   “Why? Shit sorry, I’m really not trying to be a fucking ass, Bekah. But I don’t think I can leave.” I wiped her tear away.
 
   “I’ll be fine.”
 
   “And you won’t fuck that …” I couldn’t even say his name.
 
   “No, of course not.”
 
   I wanted to ask if it was because he was a piece of shit or because of me but that wasn’t gonna happen.
 
   “I trust you, not him.”
 
   She smiled a little. “You threw me on a bed.”
 
   “Yeah, I didn’t hurt you though.” 
 
   She shook her head no. 
 
   “Good ‘cause I’d have to kick my own ass for that.”
 
   She closed her eye.
 
   “You tired ?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Will you stay with me tonight?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   I closed my eyes and gave a little thanks to the good Lord and then I felt her lips on mine.
 
   I didn’t move I just opened my eyes and she looked fucking beat.
 
   “Just stay like this?”
 
   She shook her head no.
 
   “I promise to always be honest with you, just do the same, please.”
 
   She nodded and my hand moved up her shirt. “This alright?”
 
   “Please,” her lips whispered against mine.
 
   I was going to take my time with her. I was going to make her walk out of here tomorrow knowing how I felt and missing everything about me.
 
   I took her lips between mine, slowly tasting and sucking on them. I held the back of her head firmly and slowly eased my tongue in between her lips. I licked her tongue in slow strokes, up then down, up then down. Her hand was in my hair holding on as I continued tasting her sweet minty wet mouth. Her hips began to move beneath me and her legs spread making more room for me. I reached behind me and pulled my shirt up and took my mouth off of hers to remove my shirt. 
 
   I kissed her again and she moaned into my mouth. I pulled away, startling her again as I unbuttoned her shirt. After each button was open, I kissed her exposed flesh, slowly, softly, with no urgency. I took my time with her, licking, sucking, teasing, every inch of the tits I knew I was in love with. I laid my lips above her heart and felt its beat intensify as I looked up into her eyes.
 
   “Your heart, Bekah, is a beautiful thing, let me guard it.”
 
   She closed her eyes and moaned, arching her back into me.
 
   I slowly made my way down to her thong and pulled it down kissing her from hip to hip as she tried to lay still, tense and wanting. I threw it to the floor. I kissed up her ankle, kissed her sweet little lips, and I couldn’t help but give them a lick.
 
   I looked up at her watching me. “Tell me what you want from me, beautiful Bekah.”
 
   “I want you inside of me,” she panted.
 
   I kissed up her stomach and knelt between her legs and rubbed my tip against her clit. “Nice and wet, Bekah, you don’t disappoint.”
 
   I eased a finger inside of her and stretched her. I pulled my finger from her and sucked it. “I’m a selfish lover, Kitten, and I just needed a taste of your sweet pussy’s milk. Now I’ll give you what you want.”
 
   “Please,” she was breathless.
 
    “Anything for you.” I rubbed her with my cock, lubricating it in her saturated slit. 
 
   Slowly I pushed inside her stilling as she moved her hips against me making room for me. Each inch I fed into her, she savored. The moans of pleasure weren’t making it easy to control myself from slamming into her and fucking her until she screamed my name. But I was on a mission, one that would leave her remembering every fucking minute of tonight.
 
   When I was in as far as I could get I leaned down and kissed her. Little wet kisses, not giving her my tongue. 
 
   “Beautiful.” I pushed into her harder and her head rolled to the side as she clenched around me. “That’s it Kitten. Feel me inside you taking you? Pleasuring you, as you pleasure me?”
 
   “Yes, oh God yes,” she moaned.
 
   “I love the way you feel around me, squeezing me, milking me, and making me want to cum too soon.”
 
   I felt her contract and her thighs tightened so I slowed down. Her head was turned away from me and her mouth was open as she softy moaned. 
 
   I slowly turned her so she was on top of me.
 
   “I want you to ride me, Kitten.”
 
   She sat up and yelled out. I guided her hips up and down sliding her back and forth. She was on the edge. I held her hands up against mine. Her breath quickened and moans became cries of pleasure.
 
   “Take it Kitten, take what you want.”
 
   “Oh God yes, oh fuck! Zandor!”
 
   “What’s my name?”
 
   “Zandor, oh God, Zandor!”
 
   “That’s it, Kitten.” Don’t you fucking forget it!
 
   She was riding me hard as I held her hands, keeping her from buckling as she came loudly on top of me.
 
   I sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. She was panting and motionless and I was not done yet. I planted my feet on the ground and lifted her slamming her down against me.
 
   “Oh Zandor, oh God!”
 
   “That’s right. I’ll fuck you like no one has, and you’ll cum like never before!”
 
   Up and down. I hissed when she began moving with me taking my cock deeper into her as she cried out for more.
 
   “You’re. So. Good.” She said as I thrust into her again.
 
   “You too, Kitten.” I groaned as I lowered my head and sucked on her tits…hard.
 
   “More, oh Zandor, please more,” she yelled out.
 
   I shoved my fingers into her mouth. “Suck.”
 
   And she did. I loved the way she sounded as my fingers were crammed in her mouth. She let go of me and held my hand as she sucked greedily on me. I was fighting like crazy to not erupt inside of her yet.
 
   I pulled my hand free and grabbed her from behind pulling her tighter against me so that there was no space.
 
   I ran my hand down her ass and gripped it firmly as I kissed her hard, finally giving her my tongue. She was pulling the fuck out of my hair, cursing and on the edge of orgasm again.
 
   I pulled her ass cheeks apart and ran my fingers down feeling my cock inside of her. 
 
   “Oh God, oh yes,” she bit my shoulder as I rubbed the area between her pussy and fifth base, yeah fifth base. That’s better than a homerun. A fucking privilege. 
 
   I ran my pinky around her rim, and she moaned. 
 
   “Say yes.”
 
   “Zandor,” she panted as I continued thrusting my cock into her drenched pussy.
 
   “Trust me with your body, Kitten. I’m here to pleasure you, not hurt you.” I lifted her chin. “I want to take every part of you.”
 
   “I’ve never…Oh God!” She yelled as I thrust into her pussy again.
 
   “Trust me.”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “I will claim every part of you. Your body is mine Kitten, and mine is yours.”
 
   “Yes, oh yes!”
 
   I pushed the tip of my pinky into her from behind and she gasped. “No more than you can take Kitten, relax and feel the pleasure.”
 
   I kissed her and thrust my cock into her again. “Ride it, take it, feel it…”
 
   “Oh yes.” She pushed into my cock and then rolled her hips, pushing against my finger and my cock.
 
   “You’re so full of me now, feel me, take me, and ride me.”
 
   “Fuck yes, I feel so…oh fuck!” She clamped down on my shoulder and screamed into my skin as she came.
 
   I pushed into her harder, making her cum again as I fucked her from front and from behind until I couldn’t hold back.
 
   I flipped her over dragging her to the edge of the bed onto her stomach and slammed into her pussy hard over and over again until I exploded inside of her.
 
   I bent over her body trying to catch my breath kissing her. “You rock my world, Kitten. Like no one else before you has.”
 
   “Mmm,” she purred.
 
   “Mmm,” I responded. 
 
   I pulled myself up and kissed down her back. Begrudgingly removing my cock from her hot cum-filled pussy I kissed her sweet round ass and nipped it and she moaned. To claim her further I ran my tongue between her cheeks and gave her tight puckered little hole a harsh lick and she gasped.
 
   “Every part of you.” I playfully smacked her ass and then flopped over onto my back next to her.
 
   Her head was buried in the mattress, ass still in the air. “You alive under there?” I pulled her blonde damp hair away from her face and she blushed. “Look at you.”
 
   She closed her eyes. “Barely alive.”
 
   “Perfect.” I pulled her up and grabbed her leg and dragged it across my body.
 
   I was kissing her head, her hair, and her face as I rubbed her back.
 
   “I should use the bathroom.” She started to get up.
 
   “Not yet, stay awhile.” I held her tighter.
 
   “Zandor, I have a mess to clean up.” She looked up at me and her face turned bright red.
 
   “A mess?”
 
   “What goes up must come down, law of gravity.” She smirked and then buried her head in my chest and sighed.
 
   “You talking about this.” I pushed a finger inside of her.
 
   “Zandor!”
 
   “Not a mess, Kitten. Very thick, though.” I moved my finger around in circles. “I could finger paint with our …”
 
   She laughed. “You’re not right!”
 
   “Nothing else has every felt so right, Bekah.” 
 
   I held her closer and dragged my finger down her thigh, spreading more of me on her and then inside her again for more.
 
   She was quiet, too quiet. “Talk to me.”
 
   She took a moment, collecting her thoughts I suppose. “I need a shower.”
 
   “Yeah okay, me too.”
 
   I kissed her face. At least fifty little playful kisses trying to keep the atmosphere in this room happy. I liked carefree Bekah, I liked her a lot.
 
   “Can my finger stay in here?” I nipped her neck.
 
   “Nu uh.” she giggled.
 
   “It really likes it in here.” I curled my finger, pushing quickly in just the right spot.
 
   She giggled again and then pulled away from me. 
 
   I held my finger up and looked at her. “Check us out. All wet and sticky.”
 
   She grabbed the blanket and rolled her eyes, trying to hold back a smile. “You, Zandor Steel, are a very dirty boy.”
 
   “You, Bekah George, bring out the best in me.” I sat up and touched her lips with my finger.
 
   “Zandor!”
 
   I kissed her and licked her lips. “Delicious.”  I pulled her up. “Quick shower and then back to bed.”
 
   “Zandor I…”
 
   “To sleep, and cuddle?”
 
   She let out a deep breath and nodded.
 
   “Thank you, Kitten.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   It’s Not About The Money
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   He was holding onto me so tight as he slept. He was on his side with one arm under his head and his other arm around my waist. Each time I moved a little, he pulled my back tighter against his chest. 
 
   I had set my alarm for five thirty, which would give me enough time to go home and change before heading back to the hospital. He had sent my clothes to be laundered, which was thoughtful but didn’t coincide with my plans. 
 
   I was waking up every hour, afraid I would oversleep. He would open his sleepy, sandy-brown eyes and look at me each time and ask if I was all right. Of course, I told him yes.
 
   “Then sleep, Kitten, you have a long day ahead of you.”
 
   His voice was different. I wasn’t sure if it was because he was tired or upset. Of course that stupid girl inside of me, the one I had been fighting with for what seemed like ever, believed he needed me as much as I needed him. You know the girl who reads into everything and romanticizes that life would really be good when past experience has proven that it’s just a dream induced by…bullshit.
 
   “Kitten.” He kissed my cheek. “Sleep, just sleep, I set my alarm too, you’ll wake up.”
 
   I rolled to my stomach and then looked over at him. “Okay.”
 
   “Okay?”
 
   I smiled. “Yes, okay.”
 
   “Just a week, and then you promise right?”
 
   Oh God, it was hurt and it showed in his eyes. I couldn’t help myself, I leaned over and kissed him and he closed his eyes and smiled. “You better stop that or neither of us will get any rest.”
 
   I rolled to my side facing him and hugged him tight. “Lets sleep.”
 
   He chuckled. “Brilliant idea, why didn’t I think of that?”
 
   I leaned back so I could see him. Even though the room was only lit by the moonlight, I could see his sleepy eyes relax and twinkle. Oh God, he would ruin me.
 
   I leaned forward and kissed him and then buried my head into his neck.
 
   “Right where you belong.”
 
   The next time I woke, he was out for the count. I grabbed a pillow and put it between us as I slowly moved away. I stood and he made a noise and held the pillow, his Henry, close to him.
 
   I grabbed his sweatshirt and running pants and threw them on. I sat and wrote him a letter.
 
   If he woke, I’d tell him I was cold.
 
   Zandor,
 
   As always, last night with you was perfect. I don’t want to ruin that memory with the inevitable argument that will come in the morning. I want you to remember the night untarnished as you drive home today and I need to be strong right now.
 
   Please don’t be angry. You truly are amazing.
 
   Although I know you’re going to feel like this was devious, my intentions were nothing but good. Call when you’re done being angry, before you leave. 
 
   Drive safe, Zandor, and I will see you in a week.
 
   ~Bekah~
 
   I grabbed my phone off his charger, and plugged his in and turned off his alarm. I set the note on the nightstand and fought against every part of me not to lean over and give him a kiss. I closed the curtain making sure it stayed dark so that he could sleep in. He had a long drive and if anything happened to him I would never be able to forgive myself.
 
   ~
 
   I walked off the elevator and onto the coronary care unit wing of the hospital and saw Dex pacing outside my father’s room. Great, this should be fun.
 
   I put my best foot forward to be the Bekah that they all needed me to be. The smiling, grateful, chipper, I’ll do whatever ya’ll need to be done Bekah. The one who gives everything to please the people around her who take pleasure in making her feel less deserving.
 
   And who do I leave behind? The Bekah who has had her socks rocked by the very hot and multi-talented Zandor Steel. The man who drove her too proud to take money from Daddy to fix a damn car ass because she was finally making it on her own. The happy Bekah. The one who had never felt so good about herself because of the man she left lying in bed. The man who filled her front and back, inside and out, with pleasures she could never even have imagined. He had put her first in everything for the past few days and he would be waking up pissed and even possibly hurt by her. The Bekah who as soon as she sets foot over the Mason Dixon line feels like a slave to controlling ruthless men, yet Zandor Steel made her feel so wanted so…no not that.
 
   Okay keep it together and stop bullshitting yourself. I looked up at Dex who was now staring at me and tapping his foot, annoyed. Looking at me like I was a disgrace.
 
   I looked around and found a bathroom and ducked into it. I pulled my phone from my bag and he had called, four times. There were two texts one with a question mark and one with an exclamation point from Zandor. There were also messages from Dex. Unbelievable, you do this to your father and then run to the man who is responsible!’ ‘You make me so angry!!’ ‘You make me sick!!!’ And the last… ‘Damn it I’m sorry, I love you!’
 
   Fuck him!
 
   I found Zandor in my contact list and pushed call.
 
   It stopped ringing after two rings but there was no voice on the other line.
 
   “Zandor?” I whispered not knowing if anyone was standing outside the door.
 
   He cleared his throat and still didn’t speak.
 
   “I’m so sorry, please don’t be mad at me.”
 
   He let out a breath.
 
   “After last night, I didn’t want to fight.”
 
   “So the fu…” He stopped and took a deep breath. “So the note says.”
 
   “I’m sorry, please understand.”
 
   “Bekah, are you alright?” His voice was direct and cold.
 
   “I’m here now, and I feel like I made a mistake. I just don’t think I could have left.”
 
   “I’ll wait.”
 
   “No, no you won’t. Just don’t hate me okay?” my voice cracked.
 
   “I could never. But that doesn’t mean I’m not fucking livid.”
 
   “Please understand.”
 
   “I understand the Dad thing alright. I get it. But Dex is a lying cheater. Don’t you fucking forget that.”
 
   “I won’t, not ever.”
 
   “Good girl. Fuck I…You’re making me crazy.”
 
   “You need to trust me.”
 
   “Yeah, well I woke to a fucking Dear John letter! How…”
 
   I giggled. Dear John was a military kiss off, not very nice at all.
 
   “It’s not fucking funny, Bekah!”
 
   “Sorry, but you aren’t going off to war, and…”
 
   “No, but you’re right in the middle of an ugly fucking battle. As your man,” he paused, “As a Steel, we fight for people we…care about. This shit goes against everything I was raised to be and every feeling I never thought I’d have for a woman. You’re fucking with me hard, Bekah. These feelings are new and have me amped up like you would not believe. You’ve got me by the balls. I’m consumed by you, damn it!”
 
   Wow, how do you respond to that?
 
   “I feel the same, and it scares me,” I whispered.
 
   “I would kill him, Bekah. I’m bursting at the seams right now.”
 
   “There’s nothing for you to worry your hot little head over. I’ve recently been introduced to Prime Rib and …”
 
   He sighed “Yeah you have.”
 
   “I know.” I sighed and he chuckled.
 
   “How’s your ass?”
 
   “Oh my God! You just killed the moment, like killed it.” I covered my mouth so he wouldn’t hear me laugh.
 
   “It was so fucking hot. I butt diddled you, Kitten.”
 
    “Jesus, Zandor.”
 
   “I was God last night, and now I’m Jesus. By the time you come home to me I’ll have fallen down the ranks and be like Moses or something.”
 
   “I miss you already.”
 
   “Yeah I was real excited about highway head on our trip back, but you had to go harden your father’s arteries.”
 
   I laughed again because I knew it seemed ridiculous to him and he made it seem like that to me too.
 
   “You’re a selfish man aren’t you, Zandor?”
 
   “With you I can’t have it any other way.”
 
   “I wouldn’t want it any other way.”
 
   “That being said, when you get home, I’m picking you up from the airport and you owe me big.”
 
   “I owe you?”
 
   “Yes, that was shitty leaving a note. You’ll make it up to me from the airport to where ever I take you.”
 
   “Demanding, selfish man.”
 
   “Am I selfish, Kitten? Why don’t you do me a favor and reach down the front of your pants and give my little kitty a pet and see how wet you are for me. Do me another and sink a finger in and then lick it and tell me if it still tastes like fucking peaches.”
 
   “Zandor…”
 
   “Uh uh uh, I asked nicely. Do it or I will take the list I have in front of me that names every fucking hospital in the area and go door to door until I find you and fuck you sore.”
 
   “Fuck me sore?”
 
   “Real sore. Now do as I asked, please.”
 
   “Fine.” I can’t believe I was going to do this.
 
   “I’ll know if you’re faking.”
 
   “How will you know?”
 
   “I’ve heard you cum at least ten times. I know how you sound when I touch you. Specifically my cock knows the sound. I chub up when you purr for me, Kitten. I’m going to have a real hard time being away from you.”
 
   “I don’t know how you do this to me.”
 
   “Good little kitty, now tell me how wet you are.”
 
   “You already know.” Oh my God, this was crazy.
 
   “Yes I do. Now lick your finger,” his voice was raspy and heat filled.
 
   “Done,” I cooed.
 
   “Mmm, I can’t wait to taste you again. Tell me, Kitten, how long do I have to wait?”
 
   I cleared my throat’s thick coating of desire and he hummed again in my ear. “Five days.”
 
   “I’m going to need to talk to you every night while I’m polishing the family jewel and you’ll be flicking the bean. We are both highly sexual creatures, and it’s a beautiful fucking thing.”
 
   “You make me feel so…”
 
   “Beautiful, desired, valued, adored?”
 
   “I was going to say naughty but those work, too.”
 
   “Nothing is wrong with you or I Bekah, not one fucking thing.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Good Kitten.”
 
   “I should go.”
 
   He grumbled, “Fine. Be proud of who you are il mio dolce gattino.”
 
   “Wait, say that again?”
 
   “When I have you back home I will tell you that and much, much, more.”
 
   “Zandor, drive safe please.”
 
   “Of course. Bekah, I truly hope your father’s procedure goes well and maybe that his heart grows bigger from the unconditional love you give to him.” God he is, so sweet. “You know like the Grinch how his grew bigger?”
 
   “I was crushing hard on you Zandor Steel until that Grinch statement.”
 
   “Well think about it. If anyone can, you can. You should see how much my cock grows when you’re around.”
 
   “Please drive safe?”
 
   “Please be smart?”
 
   “Call me?”
 
   “Of course, this is real to me Bekah. Not a game. Call me when you can talk.”
 
   I leaned against the wall and then washed my hands. Peaches? He was crazy! And I really liked that about him.
 
   ~
 
   I walked out of the bathroom and looked up at a very angry Bryant Dexter. “Did you go to him last night?” 
 
   I started to walk past him and he blocked me. “You said you were staying here to watch over your father. So now you’re a liar, too?”
 
   “I changed my mind, Dex. It’s a free country…”
 
   “Yeah and that freedom comes at a cost and then people like you just accept it, take it actually without reverence for what men like your father and I give up to ensure that privilege!”
 
   “Dex, I know exactly what cost it comes at. I’m a patriotic girl, card-carrying member of the Daughters of the American Revolution, so don’t lecture me.”
 
   “Entitled, that’s what…”
 
   I tried to push past him. “Move Dex or I’ll have you removed.”
 
   “Don’t you see what I do for you?”
 
   I couldn’t help but laugh. “I saw you in the front seat of a Ford pickup banging Kathy. I saw that. Shall we discuss?”
 
   “I was stressed and you weren’t available.”
 
   “I was available to you any time you wanted. I was at school.”
 
   “Which made you unavailable.”
 
   “I need to go check on my father. So you shut your mouth or you leave.”
 
   “I made a mistake, Rebekah. It won’t happen again.”
 
   “You made four mistakes that I know of. Three other girls besides Kathy.”
 
   He grabbed my face. “Things have changed. I’ll never hurt you again.”
 
   He leaned in to kiss me. Quick movement on my part made him only get the corner of my mouth.
 
   I pushed his hands away. “Don’t ever do that again.”
 
   I walked around him and into my father’s room.
 
   He was sitting up and looked up and smiled. I was shocked.
 
   “Hey there, Rebekah.” Dad was stoned.
 
   “Feeling good?”
 
   “Ready to do this and get the hell out of here. You sticking around to take care of me?”
 
   “For a few days, yes.”
 
   I pulled up a chair and sat next to him.
 
   “I’m not scared,” he nodded once.
 
   Affirmative Colonel. “Of course not Dad.”
 
   “Dex here?”
 
   “Yep, right outside.”
 
   “Good. You’ll fix this?”
 
   I looked at him and smiled as best I could. “I’m gonna make sure you’re better. No boy worry for you, sir.”
 
   “Where is Steel?” 
 
   “On his way back to Jersey.”
 
   “Good place for him. He’s a punk, Rebekah.”
 
   “No boy worries, Dad.”
 
   He nodded in agreement when the nurse walked in.
 
   “Let’s get you upstairs.” She smiled at him and he laughed.
 
   My father laughed and I almost died.
 
   I smiled when the nurses started to wheel him out. “See you when you’re done, Dad.”
 
   “What, no hug?” The nurse stopped and motioned for me to give him a hug.
 
   I gave him a hug and we very uncomfortably patted each other’s back once. 
 
   “Give your Dad a kiss.” 
 
   Pushy, merry little thing. I did what she asked.
 
   “Thanks kiddo.” He patted my head.
 
   Kiddo. He hadn’t called me that in years, at least since I was fifteen.  I followed them to the elevator and as its doors closed, he gave me a salute, like he always had before leaving on one of his missions.
 
   I was going to cry, I was going to cry in front of strangers. I ran toward the bathroom and Dex grabbed me.
 
   “Please don’t just…” He hugged me tight against him and lifted me just off my feet and walked into my father’s hospital room. 
 
   “Let it go, little soldier.” 
 
   And I did.
 
   I sobbed, drugged or not, I just saw my Daddy, the one from long ago. I wished my Mom could have seen him and Chris. God, I wish he was here to see him smile, salute, and for him to call Chris kiddo.
 
   When I was done I wiped my face and reached into my pocket for my phone. 
 
   “You alright?”
 
   “I’m fine.”
 
   I sent Mom and Chris a message letting them know what was going on and then sat down on the chair next to Dad’s bed. 
 
   “You text him?”
 
   “No. I sent Mom and Chris a text.”
 
   “You should’ve done that last night.”
 
   My eyes snapped up and I scowled at him.
 
   “What? You should’ve.” He sat in the chair across the room. 
 
   My phone rang and it was Mom. She was in Canada with her Beau. She wanted me to know she was there for me and that she wouldn’t be able to see me on Thanksgiving. His family was coming to the chalet. She was happy, so happy with him. I was glad for her. 
 
   Chris sent a text saying if he died to let him know. He may or may not attend his funeral.
 
   I sat back nervously waiting and Dex sat across the room scowling at me.
 
   “What are you waiting for? You’re miserable here.”
 
   “How’d your brother and mom take the news, Rebekah?”
 
   “As expected, Bryant.”
 
   “Well then, smart ass, I’m here because no one else gives a shit. Just like I always was.”
 
   “For me?”
 
   “Of course for you.”
 
   “You and I are nothing. Less than nothing, we’re enemies, Dex.”
 
   He didn’t say anything he just sat back and crossed his arms and continued staring.
 
   He used to look at me like that. Expressionless, blank stare, and each time it would drive me crazy, wondering what he was thinking. Right now as much as I didn’t want to give a shit I did.
 
   “Are you going back to Georiga for Thanksgiving?” See, just like now.
 
   “Depends.” He cocked his eyebrow.
 
   “On?”
 
   “You, it depends on how long you’re going to keep playing this game.”
 
   “Go home, Dex. There is nothing salvageable here. You don’t want it, either, or you wouldn’t have fucked around on me.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “As soon as he is able to drive, I’m back to New Jersey. Meaning in just a few days.”
 
   “You’ll leave him alone on Thanksgiving?”
 
   “Yeah, I will. He spends that time with his boys.”
 
   “So that pisses you off?”
 
   “No, not at all. Just like it shouldn’t be a big deal for him either so let’s not make it be.”
 
   “He’s already mentioned that he misses you attending events with him.”
 
   “I’m his daughter and now I’m a grown up. It’s time Dex. I need to have a life of my own.”
 
   “So you just turn your back on us.”
 
   “No, Dex. You need to move on, too. You should be home with your sisters and parents, recovering and celebrating the holidays.”
 
   “That’s not how my life has been for a few years now, Rebekah, it’s been about you.”
 
   “Start over, all new. You deserve to be happy.”
 
   He looked stunned. “You made me happy.”
 
   “Not happy enough, Dex, think about it.”
 
   Here I was telling the guy who cheated on me that it was all right, and it was. It happens right? It’s how people grow, learn from others mistakes and their own. 
 
   “I want you to be happy someday, Dex. Find someone to grow old with, have babies, that kind of stuff.”
 
   “You think that’s what he is for you, Rebekah. That’s what this new attitude is all about?”
 
   “He’s told me that I shouldn’t let people beat me down. Even after you two tried to make me look like a whore in front of him.” I felt my ears burn. 
 
   “You’re getting pissed.” He pointed to my ears.
 
   “Yeah, that’s crap, Dex, and I won’t let it eat up any more time than it already has. I deserve to be treated like a human being and not be shunned or spoken to like you …”
 
   “Of course I did! I didn’t want him anywhere near you. I wanted him to run for the fucking hills so that I could fix this mess. I thought we had something cooking inside of you. I wanted to drill that bastard. I’ll be a great dad, Rebekah. I didn’t want someone to be banging the woman carrying my child. So contrary to what you believe, I was holding my shit together pretty well. And you forget I know you don’t fuck without a condom. It took me forever to convince you that the pill was good enough. I convinced you that even though you went through all that shit in Florida you shouldn’t beat yourself up every day for the rest of your damn life. I remember what it took to make you smile. Do you remember that? I sure do. I remember how you liked to be held while you cried. I remember your favorite color was lavender, not purple. I remember how excited you got when I scored us tickets to see Taylor Swift, even though I didn’t want to go. I remember all of it.”
 
   I was fighting tears. “Yet you screwed around on me? Why? What did I do to deserve that, Dex? Tell me what I did to deserve that!”
 
   His eyes were glassing over. “I don’t have a clue. I don’t know, Rebekah.”
 
   “I wasn’t enough for you and then you crapped all over me.”
 
   “You’ve been important to me for so long. I came back here ready to be who I was before for you. To raise a child with you. I still can’t even come to terms that it was there and now it’s just gone.”
 
   “I swear to you I didn’t have another…”
 
   “I know, I know that. God, Rebekah the last time nearly killed you. You nearly withered away. I saw what you did to yourself, how much you hated yourself.” He sat with his head hung deep in thought. “Look at the shit I’ve done to you. I beat you down, a girl whose self-esteem sucks so bad that even though you try to tell her how damn hot she is she insists on complete darkness and covers. No wonder you hate me so much.”
 
   “I don’t hate you. I just won’t ever go back to that, not ever. But I don’t hate you, Dex. Look around here. I’m sitting here in a hospital room so that a man who has verbally crushed me for five years now isn’t alone. I’ve just recently accepted what happened to me in the past.”
 
   “Zandor Steel do that for you?”
 
   “Spending time getting to know myself again. Not walking around a base that’s full of people who know every mistake I’ve ever made has helped.” I smiled a little. “Zandor definitely helped.”
 
   “Like I did before.”
 
   “I was already healing by myself, thank you.”
 
   He nodded. “Okay.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “I will back off, but if he hurts you I’ll go after him.”
 
   “Don’t try to be a hero, Dex.”
 
   “Fine, I’ll do it for me. The fucker pinned me against a wall. When I’m healed he better be gone.”
 
   “He was sticking up for me.”
 
   “Yeah, I get that.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “I should’ve done that to your Dad for all the shit he pulled over the years with you.”
 
   “Yeah, well you acted just like him toward the end.”
 
   “Sorry, Beks, I really am.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “So your new guy is a tattoo artist?”
 
   I looked up at him and smirked. “Yes he is.”
 
   “And that’s enough for you?”
 
   “He’s a good guy. His Dad was military, too. So he still has that bad ass vibe I like so much.”
 
   “I’d love to discuss it but….yeah, no. I don’t wanna talk about him.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Friends, Rebekah?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   ~
 
   Dad was home and in bed. Everything had gone perfectly, and his recovery time was only a couple days as far as restrictions on driving went. He spent the night in the recliner and he even went into the bedroom to sleep, which was a first in many, many years.
 
   I was cooking a bunch of foods to freeze when Zandor called.
 
   “How’s the old man doing, Kitten?”
 
    “Hi.”
 
   “Hi.”
 
   “He’s good, in bed now. I’m cooking food for him to heat up when I come home.”
 
   “You doing okay?”
 
   “I am, actually. He’s been different. I’m pretty sure it’s the pain meds but he surprised me today. Let’s just say I saw a glimpse of my Daddy from years ago. It was good. So if I keep him drugged while I’m here we should be incident-free.”
 
   “The Grinch effect. It’s a gift of yours, Bekah.”
 
   I laughed and he hummed.
 
   “You home, Zandor?”
 
   “Yep, just got here.”
 
   “You didn’t call on your drive.”
 
   “You were busy.”
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   “So was he there?”
 
   “Dex?”
 
   “Whatever his name is.”
 
   “Yes, he was. He and I had a good talk.”
 
   “Did you?” I could tell he was trying to not freak out and it made me laugh. “It’s not funny.”
 
   “I told him I kind of was crushing on this hot tattoo artist.”
 
   “Did you tell him if he laid a finger on you or said a cross word I would crush his face?”
 
   “No. He apologized for everything. He thought I was, you know.”
 
   “So he calls you a whore!”
 
   “No it was slut,” I joked.
 
   “Bekah…”
 
   “What? I thought we were alright with that word.”
 
   “We?”
 
   “Oh um.” I wasn’t sure what to say.
 
   “I like we.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   “You sound tired.”
 
   “I am. Must have been all that action last night.”
 
   “Yeah, that shit’s gonna happen every day. When do you get your period?”
 
   “Zandor!”
 
   “What, Kitten?”
 
   “You are so sweet, and then bam! You turn dirty.”
 
   “I just wanna know when you’ll be all I don’t know…”
 
   “Bloody?”
 
   “Yeah,” there was a growl in his voice.
 
   “Not gonna happen,” I scolded.
 
   “Neither was anal.”
 
   “Technically…”
 
   “Technically I pushed my pinky into your puckered little hole and you took it and liked it, Kitten.”
 
   “Shut up.”
 
   “Deny it.”
 
   “Shut up.”
 
   “Yeah that’s what I thought,” he chuckled.
 
   “I’m going to bed…jerk.”
 
   “I’m going to bed to do the same thing.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “To jerk…off.”
 
   “Is that all you think about?”
 
   “You brought it up, I just couldn’t get it down. Now someone has to deal with it. Since you’re not here it’s up to me.”
 
   “Good to know.”
 
   “Sleep tight, give your bean a flick from me.”
 
   “Goodnight.”
 
   I hung up and seriously wondered what the fuck a bean was. 
 
   “Oh…”
 
   “Oh what?”
 
   “Fuck!” I jumped and turned around. “Damn it, Dex, you scared the hell out of me!”
 
   “Door was unlocked.”
 
   I held my hand on my chest and tried to calm down.
 
   “I just stopped over to give you this.” He handed me a file. “I just wanted to check him out. I never expected to find all this shit out. Why didn’t you tell me he was fucking loaded?”
 
   “First of all, he’s not. Second of all, my feelings for him have nothing to do with money.”
 
   “Just read it.” He set the file on the table . “If you need me, call.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Wrecking Ball
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I woke up feeling like half a million bucks. Not a million, since the girl who was giving me a whole new outlook on life was way too far away. I was gonna be a busy boy for the next few days. Plans had to be out in place so when my little kitty got home I could finally talk about the past few two years of my life and bring her into the newest plan I had conjugated in my head.
 
   My kitten and I would be working together every day still, just not at the shop. I was fucking stoked and now I knew her enough to know she would be, too. I love it when a plan comes together, yeah A team, Dad’s favorite show when I was a little guy. Well technically I’d really never been--little.
 
   I sat up and stretched and grabbed my phone to see what time it was. 
 
   You have to trust me, her voice was in my head, which was cool because I was thinking I could.
 
   Fuck it. I sent a quick ‘Good morning, Kitten’.
 
   I waited but she didn’t respond. “Idle minds.”
 
   I got up before I laid there thinking of that motherfucker who wanted to be laying on her and I was pissed. Getting myself worked up when I had shit to do.
 
   I showered and realized the last time I was in the shower was with her. Washing her back, her ass, her tits…a lot.
 
   “Down boy, we don’t have time to play. You and I are taking a break.” I was drying off and I looked down and my guy was all drooping down and sad as hell. “She’ll be back soon, buddy.”
 
   I was gonna shave, but fuck it I was out. 
 
   ~
 
   I pulled into the parking lot and looked around. It looked like hell, which pissed me off. I walked in and the place was tore the fuck up. 
 
   I stood and looked around wondering what the hell I was thinking. Could I really pull this shit off? Hell yes, I could. I was gonna gut the place. Give me a sledgehammer along with this sexual frustration, a visual of Dex, and I’d have this shit done in no time.
 
   First thing I did was pull all the blackout curtains off the window and looked around for the breaker box. I opened a door and there was a set of stairs going up and one going down. I was curious so I walked up.
 
   “No fucking way!”
 
   From what little we had seen of this place we had no idea it had a second floor. No windows, no visible stairway. It was huge. I looked around and realized right that moment that this place was gonna be a fucking dream come true. Four corners, four rooms, four suites where a man could very easily stay a weekend or even more. I wanted the center opened to the lower level and a grand staircase at the opposite end of the building as the entry. 
 
   There would still be plenty of room for two rooms on each side of the building for offices. Business men could travel here. Shit, our Italian connections would love it. I knew how much they loved the gentlemen’s clubs in Italy. This would be even better. Exclusive, members only.
 
   I ran down the stairs and out the door to grab my phone to make a list of shit I needed now. I checked to see if she responded and she hadn’t. I went back inside and decided that we needed four private rooms down here as well. But not for overnight guests. For people to use and enjoy. A communal room for the more visual members. A BSDM room with the cross and the whole nine yards. A Greek bathhouse type room, and my favorite, a room that had a big desk serving dual purposes, a school room, and an office. No low rent shit either, this place would be classy. The center would have a couple small stages and a large dance floor. The end toward the entrance a bar, classy Cuban cigars in humidors, the works. I wasn’t gonna be selling sex here, but it would be a place couples could go. Yeah, I said couples, damn. I would love to take my sweet little Kitten and bend her over the desk, plaid skirt, knee highs, white blouse tight as fuck, buttons gonna burst when I start banging her cause she’s breathing so hard. And yeah a fucking ruler just to smack that ass once in awhile. Fuck, she was gonna love it.
 
    My buddy Falcon would definitely be a big help. Gage fucking Falcon. I hadn’t been face to face with that son of a bitch in years. Not since his Dad retired and left him the construction company. Falcon wasn’t a shyster either. Classy fucker, won best dressed our senior year. Guess what I got, you know it best looking or as I liked to think of it, The man! Where I liked to pound the punani at the away games, Falcon was using the home field advantage. He didn’t give a fuck, either. He’d sit back and watch as two bitches fought over him. I say bitches because they were. Cat fighting bitches. Not one that he chose had an ounce of class. Falcon got laid almost as much as I did—almost.
 
   I gave him a ring as luck would have it he was only an hour away at his parents’ place. I gave him the address and asked him to meet me here for lunch. So I better go grab the man a meal.  
 
   I was walking around checking out this little diamond in the rough when I saw a black truck pull up. It was huge. I walked out when my man Falcon stepped out. Fucker was jacked now.
 
   “Fuck, Falcon, last time I saw your mug you were looking all gangly. What have you been eating?” I gave him the Bro hug.
 
   “Same shit as always, Steel, and you’re ugly as ever.We going out to lunch at this shit hole?”
 
   “Hey now, don’t judge until you see her bones. Come on in, man.”
 
   We walked in and he looked at me and shook his head disapprovingly. 
 
   “What are you thinking?”
 
   “Funny you should ask. You up for a challenge?”
 
   “Man, I don’t know. I’m not trying to be an ass, but Falcon construction doesn’t play in the minor leagues anymore. Shit got big and were doing penthouses in Manhattan now. A few clubs here and there but not a place in the middle of nowhere that ain’t gonna amount to shit.”
 
   I smiled. “This isn’t just a place man, it’s the place, it’s an adventure. Every man’s dream. Come on have a seat, eat lunch and let me tell you what I’m thinking.”
 
   “I’ll hear you out, but I’m not promising anything. I can’t put our name on a shit hole, Steel.”
 
   “I wouldn’t ask you to. Let me tell you what happened to us a little over a year ago.”
 
   We sat and talked for over an hour as we ate, and I told him everything.
 
   “So how the hell have you kept it a secret? The bigger question is, why?”
 
   “It’s not a secret. That’s the thing, we just live like we always did. Steel Incorporated has our name all over it but these judgey fucks think of us as the tattoo boys. And between you and me, I wouldn’t change a damn thing. If they weren’t our friends before we don’t need them now. We still own the shop. We all still work it like we always have. Forever Steel, Bro. It ain’t going anywhere. None of us would be alright with letting go of her.”
 
   “Why this place?” He took a swig of his beer.
 
   “Long story, and it’s between us. My brothers aren’t privy to it until it’s done.”
 
   “How’s that gonna work? Doesn’t the company own it?”
 
   “No, I bought and paid for it. I played a lot of pussy and a little cards when I was in Italy.”
 
   “Amen man.”
 
   “Alright, I want to tear shit up. I have a hot designer coming in next week whose gonna play a major role in what goes on in here.”
 
   “You better be careful man, don’t shit where you eat. It’ll get you in trouble every time.”
 
   “Nah, not her. She’s mine man. All fucking mine.”
 
   He nearly choked. “You serious and she’s alright with this?”
 
   “She will be.”
 
   He busted up laughing. “She doesn’t know.”
 
   “She’ll be cool with it. I know women, man.”
 
   “Yeah, but this is a steady lay, not just a play thing?”
 
   “She’ll be cool with it, and yeah, she’s the shit.”
 
   “Good for you.” he smiled.
 
   “She is real good for me. Never thought I’d ever want to settle down. Fuck, I left Italy to try to get Jase and Cyrus back on track.”
 
   “Why? What’s their deal?”
 
   “Jase is married to a liberal named Carly, and has his daughter back. Cyrus is head up his ass about Tara.”
 
   “So you’re getting married next?”
 
   “NO! I mean I’m all into this girl. She’s perfect for me. I don’t hold shit back from her and she doesn’t judge me at all.”
 
   “You love her, man?”
 
   “Not sure what it is yet but I more than like her. I wanna own her ass.”
 
   “For how long?”
 
   “As long as she’ll have me.”
 
   “Then I’d be telling her about your idea immediately.”
 
   “Falcon, she’ll be real cool with it.”
 
   He stuck out his hand. “Alright let’s do this shit up good.”
 
   I shook his hand. “Deal.”
 
   ~
 
   It was getting dark and it was only five o’clock, fucking time change pissed me off. I took the hippy helmet off and wiped my face. I was sweating like a squirrel on a broken branch. I always assumed Tony the Tiger had just banged the hell out of a tigress before filming that commercial, you know feeling all Grrrreat. But maybe Tony the Tiger had actually just completely demolished his den. 
 
   The only walls standing were the ones Falcon painted with a big X and explained that they were support walls. He was gonna send a crew of, how did he put it, less personable guys to come help me in the morning but I needed to get this shit done in five days. He looked at me and told me I was insane. I explained to him that regardless of my sanity I was sure that if the crew on that home makeover show could do this shit, we could too. 
 
   I hadn’t heard from her all day. Which is probably why I became a one man wrecking machine, but she asked for me to trust her and I certainly was gonna try. Either that or drive down there and drag my Kitten back here by her fucking hair. She’s real lucky I’m dog-ass tired.
 
   I tried calling–again, and of course there was no fucking answer. So I beat myself off and no not like that. My clothes were covered with dust and debris, I should take a selfy and send it to her. All in good time. We would be talking about all this shit soon.
 
   Fuck I couldn’t wait.
 
   I was showered and standing in the bathroom when Momma knocked on the door.
 
   “Zandor, is that you?”
 
   “Yeah, I’ll be out in a minute.”
 
   I threw on some jogging pants and dried off my hair and walked out.
 
   “Where have you been hiding all day?”
 
   I gave her a hug and a kiss. “Just had things to do. You make dinner?”
 
   She stepped back. “Yes, of course dinner will be done in…What have you done!”
 
   I looked to where she was pointing.
 
   “Nipple ring? Cool huh?”
 
   “Aleszandor! Why must you boys do that?”
 
   “Well, I actually didn’t do it Momma. You remember Bekah from the shop? She did it. I love it.”
 
   “Bekah, huh?”
 
   She didn’t look too thrilled but I knew Momma would love any girl I dated. Shit it had never happened before.
 
   “Yeah, my Lady friend.” I smiled.
 
   “The one you took to North Carolina and went missing for three days?”
 
   “Yeah, you’re gonna love her.”
 
   “Zandor, she called the shop this afternoon and asked if it would be alright that she didn’t give a two week notice.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “She quit.” The concern in Momma’s eyes freaked me out. Maybe she was confused.
 
   “Nah, must be a different girl.”
 
   “Rebekah George? Southern accent. Yes, Zandor, she quit today.”
 
   I stormed into my room and grabbed my phone. I don’t think so! I called her and there was no answer. I started a text, and Momma snatched my phone from me.
 
   “Momma, give me back the phone, please.”
 
   I was livid, and not at Momma but she was standing in the way of me figuring out this shit and I wasn’t having it.
 
   “You will sit and talk to me first.”
 
   If she wasn’t my Momma, she’d be in deep fucking trouble. 
 
   “I don’t wanna talk, Momma, I wanna know what the fuck happened in less than twenty four hours. I wanna know if her Dad’s alright and if she’s fucking that asshole, Dex!”
 
   “Zandor, language.” She took my hand. “Sit, talk to me. Then if you behave, I will give you back your phone.”
 
   Yeah, I’m twelve years old again. Fuck! Instead of disrespecting one of the few women in my life I respected, I sat my twenty four year old ass down. Holding back the anger brewing inside until I gave her a few minutes. Until I couldn’t take it anymore.
 
   “Do you care for her?”
 
   “Hell, yes, I fu…”
 
   “Aleszandor, language please.”
 
   “Have I ever had a girlfriend, Momma?” I was ready to flip.
 
   “You’ve chosen to have a lot of female acquaintances.”
 
   “No, I’ve fu…”
 
   “Eeh eeh eeh,” she warned.
 
   “No.” I started shaking.
 
   “But this one? Why?”
 
   “Because, she does shit to me Momma. Like I don’t know, makes me want to know her.”
 
   “Don’t squash her then. Give her time.”
 
   “Time to what? Time to beat herself up some more! Time to let her father abuse her with words and shame! Time for her ex to get back into her hot little…”
 
   “Zandor,” she warned again.
 
   “Sorry, but damn Momma. She’s a good girl.”
 
   “Is she smart?”
 
   “Hell yes, she’s smart, and funny, and beautiful, and strong as hell unless she’s around them douche bags! I need to go get her.” I started to stand and she grabbed my hand.
 
   “Sit, Zandor. Give me a few minutes.”
 
   “Momma, I am trying to give you the respect you deserve but I have things that need to be done.”
 
   “I was the one who took her call. I spoke to her for a few minutes.”
 
   And now she had my full attention, so I sat down. I looked at Momma waiting for her to tell me everything.
 
   “She sounded very nervous when she asked if it was required that she give a two week notice.”
 
   “Did you tell her yes?”
 
   “No, Zandor, I told her preferred but not required. Then she mentioned that she was helping her father and would be away for a week. I asked how he was, and she told me about his surgery. I told her that family was very important to me and she should take all the time she needed and we would love for her to come back to work.”
 
   “What did she say?”
 
   “She said that she couldn’t, she was given another opportunity and wanted to focus on it…”
 
   “So, she’s still going to do the internship?”
 
   She looked at me disappointed like she was expecting me to pull some shit. Which I hadn’t planned for, but if that was what it took, then hell yeah, I was!
 
   “Explain?”
 
   All right, time to ass cover.
 
   “Zandor, remember who it is you’re speaking to. You don’t lie to me. No matter how uncomfortable some situations have been, it has always been honesty between you and I that makes me proud of the man you are.”
 
   She was laying it on thick but I was about to maneuver real good with Momma Joe.
 
   “I’m waiting.” She tapped her foot. “Does she know about the company?”
 
   “She didn’t need to.”
 
   “You should be learning from your brothers mistakes, Zandor. You’ve watched and avoided having your heart broken for years. Both you and Xavier have avoided putting your heart out there and chosen…well, a much different approach to relationships than you were raised with.”
 
   “I wasn’t hiding anything from her. Our relationship needed to travel in a natural course to be what it is today…or yesterday. Momma, my phone.”
 
   “Don’t avoid. Does this new opportunity involve Steel Incorporated?”
 
   Thank you, Jesus! A loop hole!
 
   “No, not at all. She applied for an internship there and I made sure she didn’t get it.”
 
   “Now why would you do that?”
 
   “She’s a designer or decorator. She’s interested in art, not medicine or business, or…”
 
   “I feel like you’re holding something back.”
 
   “I haven’t lied to you.”
 
   “Then you’re maneuvering, Aleszandor.”
 
   “I’m trying to not flip the fuck out, Momma. I really would appreciate my phone back. I really would like to talk to my girlfriend.”
 
   She looked at me speculatively. “Fine, don’t push her away, Zandor. She is the first girl you’ve felt this way about…”
 
   “I know, Momma.” Okay, I was getting pissed now, not at her, at the situation going on around me. 
 
   She handed back my phone. “Momma, I was never holding back on her, not about one damn thing. She needed to know everything about me before I let her in. Half of the people around us haven’t made the connection between us and the company. They don’t expect we would be capable. They judge us on the shop and our past. I know who I am, who you raised. Regardless of what anyone thinks, I’m proud of who I am. Money or not, I’ve not changed. You’ve done a good job raising us, you know us. You and Dad taught us to be men.”
 
   “My greatest fear was that it would change who you all are.”
 
   “Well, thank God, that hasn’t happened, and it never will, Momma.” I gave her a kiss and she hugged me tight.
 
   She scratched my scalp softly like she did when I was a boy, comforting me. 
 
   “Sempre in acciaio?” she kissed my cheeks.
 
   “Sempre in acciaio, Momma”
 
   ~ 
 
   I walked into my bedroom and sent a text.
 
   -We need to talk now or I’m coming down to drag you home…Z
 
   -I need time to process things…B
 
   -You got eight hours, less if I can catch a flight…Z
 
   -Just back off okay, just let me get through some things…B
 
   - No, see you in a bit…Z
 
   I looked at the phone waiting for it to ring and it did.
 
   I couldn’t say shit, I was boiling over.
 
   “Zandor?”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Don’t come here.”
 
   “Then tell me what made you quit the shop. No better yet tell me WHAT YOU WHERE THINKING DOING IT WITHOUT TALKING TO ME FIRST!”
 
   My door opened and Momma was standing there with my dirty-ass clothes. She whispered, “What’s this?”
 
   I shook my head no and she gave me the Momma Joe look saying calm the fuck down and then she walked out.
 
   “I’m waiting, Bekah.”
 
   “I am my own person. I can make decisions all by myself.”
 
   “When you’re in a relationship don’t you talk about shit with that person?”
 
   “You would think things like that would be important, wouldn’t you?”
 
   “What the fuck is that supposed to mean? You know everything about me.”
 
   “No I didn’t, but I do now.”
 
   “You go digging Kitten, did you find out about Steel Incorporated? I wasn’t hiding that shit, we just didn’t fucking get to it.”
 
   “Oh, okay, the fact that you hide behind a tattoo shop so you can what? Slum it, play with tits, bang married women. Then seduce a…me into buying into your shit. Play me, Zandor!”
 
   “I really wish I could see your face right now so when…”
 
   “Fuck you!”
 
   “Ladies don’t say those words, Bekah”
 
   “A real man could maybe get away with saying shit like that but not a pretentious, spoiled lying asshole!”
 
   “The shop was here before the money! Before Steel, now you listen to me, Bekah! If it’s a fucking problem that I have money I’ll sell my shares, fuck I’ll give them away!”
 
   “It’s not about the money, Zandor! You lied to me!”
 
   “No, I never lied, not once.”
 
   “Then tell me something, answer two questions.”
 
   “Ask twenty. I’m not a fucking liar!”
 
   “Did you have anything to do with me not getting that internship?”
 
   Fuck, fuck me running. “Yep.”
 
   “Did you pull the plugs on my car so I would have to accept a ride with you?”
 
   I was fucked. “Yes, Bekah. I did because I wanted to…”
 
   “I don’t need a head trip right now. Please don’t call. Please leave me alone.”
 
   “No fuck you, now you answer two questions for me, Bekah! First one, are you fucking him?”
 
   “No,” she whispered.
 
   “Now tell me you haven’t fallen for me as hard as I have you.”
 
   “That’s not fair.”
 
   “No it’s not, not one fucking bit. Here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to stay the fuck away from that asshole who’s filling your head full of shit. Take care of your father and then come home and make this mess up to me.”
 
   I sat waiting for a pissed off response, I deserved it but she deserved that shit, too! 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Fuck Off
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   “You can FUCK off!” I hung up the phone and looked behind me and of course he was standing there. “Sorry Dad.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Stilettos
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I was shocked when I heard nothing more. I was even more shocked that when I called back, I was sent to voice mail. I threw my phone on my bed and grabbed a duffle out of my closet. I was fucking out!
 
   “Zandor, no. You may not go.” I turned and saw Momma Joe’s hands on her hips. She was tapping her foot.
 
   “I’m twenty four, Momma.” I grabbed some clothes out of the dresser.
 
   She didn’t say anymore and I continued packing. 
 
   I was done and I looked around until I saw her sitting on the bed with my mother-fucking phone.
 
   “Mom!”
 
   “Don’t you Mom me, Aleszandor Steel. I’m fixing this, see she just needs…”
 
   “My phone now, woman!”
 
   “You are …grounded!”
 
   “I’m twenty four years old.”
 
   We stood toe to toe, two very stubborn people. If she were any other female she’d be picked up and placed elsewhere
 
   “You live under my roof.”
 
   “Momma, do we need to go there?” 
 
   She shrugged. 
 
   “I can move into my own place anytime.”
 
   “Not until you are married!”
 
   “Wow, Momma. I don’t want to be angry at you. I don’t want to point out that Cyrus and Tara are living together…”
 
   “In their hearts they are married, and they will be.”
 
   “Jase and Carly bought into your bullying, though. I’m neither Cyrus nor Jase, Momma, so again, my phone.”
 
   “Where is your heart, Zandor Steel?”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean? I’m here because I love you. I’m here because I want to be here. But that doesn’t mean I’m a child.”
 
   “That is not what I am asking, Zandor.” She touched my chest. “Where is your heart right now, this very moment?”
 
   I shook my head from side to side not answering the question she was asking, avoiding putting into words what I already knew.
 
   “Zandor, I already know, but do you?”
 
   “Yes, I know. It’s pounding in my damn chest. It’s angry, very angry.”
 
   “Because why?”
 
   “Because she’s the most stubborn pain in the ass female I’ve ever met. Aside from you, of course.”
 
   Momma smiled. “Do not push her. She is fragile.”
 
   FUCK! 
 
   “It hurts, no?”
 
   “Like hell, Momma.”
 
   “Do not call her, give her time. When you have calmed down, then decide how you will proceed. I’m going to make dinner. You rest.”
 
   She kissed me, handed me the phone, and walked out.
 
    
 
   -This is Joe Steel, Zandor’s mother. Rebekah, my boy is packing his bags as we speak to come and bring you home. Tell me what you would like me to do about this.
 
   Bekah had responded immediately to her, but not to me, of course not to me.
 
   -I’m very sorry you have to deal with this situation, Mrs. Steel.
 
   -Aww, do not be sorry. I was the bearer of bad news. You quitting the shop set him off. I know my boys well. I have been out numbered for many, many years now. They love passionately and sometimes are a bit rough around the edges, just like their father was. But they are good men.
 
   -I don’t doubt that. I have to be honest here, I am going through some things and I need to go through them alone. Please ask him not to come. I couldn’t take that right now. I don’t want him driving here angry either.
 
   -I will take care of Aleszandor. You take care of Rebekah.
 
   -Thank you so much.
 
   -You are more than welcome, Rebekah.
 
   Trifling, that’s what Momma was doing. And how the hell do they text so fucking fast?
 
   -I’m not done with you. You’re not done with me. Do heed this warning, that motherfucker touches what’s mine and I will break his other arm and beat him with it…YOUR MAN Z
 
   ~
 
   I unpacked my fucking bags and lay down. I was worn out from doing physical labor. Man’s work. Not that I was out of shape. I could fuck for hours and hit the bags at the gym for just as long, but I wasn’t used to being a one-man wrecking crew. 
 
   I looked at my phone and of course she hadn’t responded.
 
   -Fuck, Bekah, I swear to you I wasn’t holding shit back from you. You know everything about me that has made me who I am. Please tell me how your Dad is, how you are? And if you won’t, tell me what the fuck I did in a day to make you think so little of me that I don’t even get a response from you. You’re wrecking me. Just so you are aware no one has ever done that to me before and it sucks, Kitten. For fuck sake we aren’t twelve!
 
   I read it again.
 
   -Fuck, Bekah, I swear to you I wasn’t holding shit back from you. You know everything about me that has made me who I am. Please tell me how your Dad is, how you are? And if you won’t, tell me what the fuck I did in a day to make you think so little of me that I don’t even get a response from you. You’re wrecking me. Just so you are aware no one has ever done that to me before and it sucks Kitten
 
   Fuck, I sounded like a bitch, so I started over.
 
   -Fuck, Bekah, I swear to you I wasn’t holding shit back from you. You know everything about me that has made me who I am. Please tell me how your Dad is, how you are?
 
   I pushed send and guess what, no fucking response. Ten minutes later still nothing.
 
   Miserable and tired, oh and real fucking pissed at her, at myself, at my Mom, who apparently gets a response but I’ve had my dick in her and mouth all over her and I get shit? Fuck that!
 
   -Could you at least send me a fucking picture, I’ve already jerked off to the one I took while you were sleeping in OUR hotel room….Z 
 
   I immediately regretted sending it but fuck it.
 
   I was gonna keep sending her texts. I couldn’t control myself. She made me lose control. 
 
   I was gonna have to crush the fucking phone! 
 
   I got up ready to smash it against the wall, but then I remembered Momma was home and she would be pissed. So I set it on the dresser so that I wouldn’t be tempted to call her, text her, or smash my damn phone.
 
   I lay down and tried to think of something else. Happy thoughts, yeah right, they were of her; worse times, I couldn’t do that either. I fucking missed Dad so much, which made me think of her and what she deserved, not the shit she was putting up with down there. So I closed my eyes concentrating on blackness, and emptiness.
 
   I woke to voices in the room.
 
   “You think we should get him a hooker?”
 
   “Wouldn’t matter.”
 
   “Yeah he’s fucked, got the bug.”
 
   “Let’s hope it’s the stomach bug. You two dumb asses went and fell in stupid.”
 
   “Don’t knock it till you try it man. My little Birdie is like nothing else in the world.”
 
   “Yeah well how bout you, Jase? How’s Carly treating you?”
 
   “She’s stubborn as hell. But I’m not ready for another kid.”
 
   “You fucked up marrying her little brother, should have waited.”
 
   “Fuck you, Cyrus, at least I’m not pissing Momma off and living with her first.”
 
   “Always playing the Momma card, huh?”
 
   “No, the Momma’s boy is probably passed out from strokin’ it too much.”
 
   “Yeah he finally ate the right porridge.”
 
   “Goldie locks.” 
 
   All three of them chuckled.
 
   “Yeah she’s a hot piece of ass. She’s got the best rack. I’d give her the D.”
 
   “You better hope he doesn’t hear that shit. I’d fuck you up hard bro if you said that about Carly.”
 
   “I ain’t going after your lady, Jase, she doesn’t even put out for you anymore.”
 
   “Fuck you, she still swallows.”
 
   “Better watch out she’ll be storing that shit in her mouth and runnin’ off to the doctor’s.”
 
   “Whatever, asshole.”
 
   “She’s one of them liberal chicks, I wouldn’t put it past her.”
 
   “Xavier, show a little fucking respect before I show your ass my foot!”
 
   “Chill the fuck out.”
 
   I cleared my throat. “Will you three motherfuckers shut up?”
 
   Cyrus whipped off the blanket. “Get your sorry ass up and come eat, Momma has dinner ready.”
 
   “Don’t you fuckers have somewhere to be?” I stepped out of bed and stretched.
 
   “Carly is holding book club at our place.”
 
   “And Tara’s with her so we got nothing better to do then come over here and watch you lick your wounds. So get your bitch ass out to the kitchen.”
 
   “What about you, Xavier? What’s up with Tiff?”
 
   “Yeah, her ex started coming around camping outside in front of her door. I told her to call the cops, she looked mortified so I told her have fun. That’s whatcha do man, move the fuck on.”
 
   I followed them out to the kitchen and sat down. Momma came over and scratched my scalp and kissed me. “You have a nice nap?”
 
   All three of the assholes snickered.
 
   I looked up and gave them a fuck-off look.
 
   “You boys be nice, he’s hurting.”
 
   She walked out of the room and Xavier chuckled “I bet she’s hurting, too. Did you at least leave her with PIVA?”
 
   “What the fuck is that?”
 
   “Post–Italian vagina ache.”
 
   Okay, that was funny. “I can guarantee it.”
 
   “Good.”
 
   Momma walked back in the room. “What’s good?”
 
   “PIVA?”
 
   I looked at Xavier and he smirked.
 
   “What is that?”
 
   Oh fuck, no.
 
   “I’m sure you’ve had it, Momma.” Xavier smiled.
 
   She looked around at all of us and rolled her eyes. “Your father was Scottish.”
 
   I laughed real hard. Yeah, Momma wasn’t pulling the wool over my eyes like she was everyone else in this room, she was a woman, too. A beautiful woman that my father adored. And trust me, the fucking walls were thin, she adored him just as much.
 
   “What’s so funny? I know Dad was Scottish what’s that got to do with anything?”
 
   Momma gave me a wink and then looked a Xavier. “Oh I’m sorry Xavier. I thought you said something about paternal origins.”
 
   She started whistling as she loaded our plates with pasta. I got up and grabbed the sauce and Jase grabbed the garlic knots. Meal time in this family was like a dance. We would all pitch in and then sit and feast together, laughing, talking, and joking around. She should be part of this. Fuck!
 
   When everyone left, Momma and I did the dishes and cleaned up.
 
   “You’ll sleep tonight?”
 
   “Yeah, Momma. Thanks for inviting them over.”
 
   “We are family.”
 
   “We are a truly blessed family.”
 
   ~
 
   Over the next two days shit was happening at the club. The ceiling had been opened, staircase was up and fucking spectacular, all the rooms were framed out, and the second coat of mud was already drying.
 
   I didn’t text again. I was too pissed. I swear if she was fucking him, I’d kill him and take her far away with consent or not, it wouldn’t matter to me. This shit hurt. I was so pissed for allowing myself to feel this way. But I wouldn’t let it end badly. I wasn’t gonna let it end at all. 
 
   It had been three days, and from what I had read, because she wouldn’t tell me dick, that’s how long he wouldn’t be able to drive. So I’m sure he was fine. Pricks don’t die young, good guys do. But prick or not, I wouldn’t want to wish losing a parent on anyone. It sucked.
 
   ~
 
   Little Bell was spending the night with Mom, Xavier, and I. We baked for Thanksgiving. Pies, tarts, breads, you name it we baked it. Little Bell and I did turkey cut outs. She was such a cool kid.
 
   “I wanna tattoo of a turkey for Thanksgiving, Uncle Zandor.” She grinned.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Do you think Dad will let me?”
 
   “I don’t know, how about you let me ask him.” I pretended to look around and she laughed, “He’s not here so I think we can do that. Where you want it?”
 
   “Tramp stamp.” She smiled and lifted her shirt exposing her back.
 
   I about died, first because of shock that my sweet little niece said tramp stamp, and then because I realized she had no clue what it meant. Thank God!
 
   “We could pierce your nose, too. You wanna do that?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know, Dad might get real mad then.”
 
   “I won’t tell if you don’t.” I winked and she swallowed hard. “You can sleep on it, alright? Make up your mind in the morning?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s a good idea.”
 
   “Cool, you and Grandma can frost cookies in the morning and I’ll go to the shop and get all the supplies we need, okay?”
 
   Man she looked nervous and I couldn’t do that to her, no way. Little Bell was more precious than gold to every one of us in this family.
 
   “You gonna crash with me tonight?”
 
   “Yeah.” She smiled.
 
   “Good, go get washed up and grab your PJ’s, I’ll meet you back here in ten minutes.”
 
   “Yay.” She smiled and clapped as she ran to Jase’s old room.
 
   I grabbed my phone when no one was paying attention and I clicked on my S. Lettos Gmail account.
 
   I drafted an email and sent it. I may not get to talk to her, but I could fucking communicate. She thought I was hiding something before, well I’d show her that I would be whoever the fuck she needed me to be so that my selfish ass could have her back.
 
   Little Bell climbed in bed and looked at me. “I thought about it and I’m sure Daddy would be really angry.”
 
    She made the cutest little angry face and clenched up her fist and shook when she said it, so damn cute.
 
   “Yeah, I would be mad at you, too. But we could play a trick on him, does that sound fun?”
 
   She grinned. She was full of just as much piss and vinegar as the rest of us.
 
   “Good, we’ll discuss in the morning. Tell me your prayers, Bella.”
 
   She was out like a light all curled up against my side and I fell asleep not long after.
 
   ~
 
   In the morning she had responded to my email, well my bullshit company’s email. 
 
   -It won’t be a problem to start immediately. I am presently in North Carolina caring for my father but intend to be back to New Jersey by Wednesday evening. Do you have blueprints or drawings with specs on the space that I’ll be working with? I have plenty of time over the next two days to come up with some ideas.
 
   I replied:
 
   -You were hired based partially on the fact you were local. It’s important for me to have someone who is near the property. Will that be a problem? Will you be needed in North Carolina often?
 
   Her response:
 
   -My location has not changed, sir. I will be back Tuesday and can start the next day if you’d like.
 
   -Friday after would be fine. Please enjoy your holiday.
 
   -Enjoy yours as well.
 
    
 
   She’d be back Tuesday, three days from now. Lots of shit to do.
 
   I woke up to my niece crying. Freaked me right the hell out. I grabbed her and turned on the light.
 
   “Bella, what’s wrong girl?”
 
   She was looking at me and just crying. I felt her head and she wasn’t warm. 
 
   “Your tummy hurt, Bell?”
 
   She didn’t answer. I stood up with her in my arms and hauled ass out to the living room. Mom was sitting on the couch talking on the phone.
 
   “That Jase?” 
 
   She jumped. “Zandor you startled me.”
 
   “We need to get her to the hospital. She can’t talk Mom, she crying. Call Jase, let’s go.”
 
   She was off the phone and I was shoving boots on Bell’s feet and trying to find mine.
 
   “Zandor, Bella is fine.”
 
   “She’s not fine…”
 
   “She has bad dreams from time to time.” She smiled and rubbed my cheek. “You need to shave.”
 
   She took Bell, who had stopped crying. “Come on, sweet one. Let’s use the bathroom.”
 
   Damn, that’s fucked up. Kids are scary as hell. 
 
   Momma took Bella to bed with her and told me to get some sleep.
 
   ~
 
   When I woke, everyone was still asleep. I sent a non-disclosure agreement and contract to be signed. Ass-covering at its finest, and totally legit. She certainly couldn’t get out of it. She was bound to me, like it or not. It was to be notarized and an e-copy was to be sent to me ASAP. The original copy sent through the mail in a timely manner. I sent her a partial blue print, the floor plan and decision to maintain an entrance that would give privacy to the club.
 
   A few hours later I was standing in the middle of a place that had been skanky, dirty, grungy and reeked of filth. Now it was fresh, new, and open. It was a clean palate for my kitten to show me just what she had buried deep inside her…artistically of course. NOT!
 
   All walls were up and mudded. The plumbing was being completed in the upstairs rooms and it had only been three days.
 
   “You know you kicked ass on this place right?” I asked Falcon who had stopped by to check on the progress.
 
   “You cleared the place out man. Pretty good job.” He handed me a beer out of the cooler in the backseat of his truck.
 
   “Apparently the years of swinging my big hammer came in handy.” I took a swig and leaned back.
 
   “You gotta apply for a license to serve alcohol and all that shit still?”
 
   “Yeah, someday. For now we just get it done. Maybe I’ll live here for awhile.”
 
   Hell, that wasn’t a bad idea.
 
   “Commercially zoned it would be a bitch to get a certificate of occupancy.”
 
   “Good thing I have people to deal with all that shit now.”
 
   “Life is good.” He held his beer up and I did the same. “You feel up to doing the Wednesday pre-Thanksgiving thing at Karma?”
 
   “Sounds real good, Falcon.”
 
   “Cool, Brando’s Mom will be over for a visit.”
 
   “Brando?”
 
   “My boy.” He reached in his jacket and pulled out his wallet and flipped it open. 
 
   “Damn, I had no idea. Congrats. How old is he?”
 
   “Just turned three.”
 
   “Yours and Shelly’s?”
 
   “Nah, she and I split.”
 
   “Really, I thought you two would be together forever. First girl you ever dated. I remember Xavier talking to her and you flipping out.”
 
   “I loved that girl.”
 
   “What the hell happened?”
 
   “We were kids. Leopards don’t change their spots. Basically, I fucked up. Shocking huh?”
 
   “Sorry man.”
 
   “Well a mistake led to a pretty cool thing. I ended up with a kid and apparently she’s doing real well.”
 
   I looked at him waiting for an explanation.
 
   He smiled. “I cheated. She’d have never found out if Brando’s Mom hadn’t gotten pregnant.”
 
   “Sorry, man.”
 
   “Nah, don’t be. Life is good.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Royals
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   I sat back and reclined my seat. I grabbed the file out of my carry on and tried to forget the goodbye I just exchanged with my Dad. The past few days had been different. He acted almost, normal. Pleases, thank yous, no more disgusted looks. He reminded me of all the things he was before we left Florida. We played chess and Scrabble. We talked about his work and he seemed impressed with the opportunity I had waiting for me back in New Jersey. He didn’t argue about me not staying for Thanksgiving, he seemed alright with it. Sad, but alright.  He even gave me a quick hug, peck on the cheek, and a see you at Christmastime as I was walking to Dex’s truck. Yeah, the red Ford he fucked Kathy in. 
 
   Dex was quiet when he dropped me at the airport. He gave me a hug and told me to be good to myself. He was taking my advice and going back to spend time with his family for the holidays while he recovered.
 
   I grabbed the copies I had made of the floor plans and looked through all of them. I had done several drawings, different ideas. I planned to submit them when I was home. I shoved it back in the bag and grabbed the file Dex had given me on Zandor. 
 
   God, how could I have been so stupid to buy in to the shit he was dishing out? I looked through the pictures of him at fundraisers and Casino openings. He always had a date on his arm. They would be smiling at him with the same stupid smile I’m sure I wore when I let down my defenses. 
 
   What bothered me the most was that I honestly believed he felt something for me. He certainly played the part well, really well. God, I was stupid! I shoved the file away and sat back.
 
   I must have fallen asleep because I woke to shaking and rattling. The plane bounced as it hit the runway three times. I wasn’t the only one nervous in the plane, several people cried out and I just closed my eyes and held onto the armrests.
 
   When we finally came to a stop, cheering erupted from the seats around me. I didn’t want to cheer; I wanted to cry. That was seriously one of the scariest moments of my life. I was out of my seat and at the door when it opened. I walked quickly off of the bridge connection to the airport and honestly didn’t feel my heart slow down until I was almost through the security gates.
 
   I held my hand over my heart as I tried to compose myself as I walked toward the baggage carousel wishing I hadn’t checked my suitcase. I looked up, and he was standing there. I had to look around to see if this was real or if maybe the plane had crashed and this was one of those white light moments. 
 
   When he walked up and bent down and held my chin up to look at him I knew it was real because every part of my body warmed. 
 
   “Welcome home, Kitten.” His voice was a little hoarse and it hit me right below my belly.
 
   I tried to step back and he must have anticipated that I would try to step away because his hand left my face and linked his fingers through mine and held my lower back with his other hand. 
 
   “What has you so out of sorts?” He was looking into my eyes with those sandy brown cinnamon-flecked eyes that actually looked concerned.
 
   I cleared my throat. “Rough landing.”
 
   “Better now?” His lip curled slightly up and he looked at my lips.
 
   “What’re you doing here?”
 
   “Picking up my Lady friend.”
 
   “How did you know when I would be in?”
 
   “I have my ways.”
 
   God, he made me mad, but when his hands were on me I couldn’t think straight.
 
   “Please let go of me.”
 
   “You wanna say it like you mean it?”
 
   I looked down and quickly up at his eyes, making certain I didn’t stare at his full perfect lips for too long. 
 
   I let out a breath and he smirked. “Please let go of me.”
 
   “No kiss for your man first?”
 
   “We aren’t…”
 
   “There’s your bag.”
 
   He let go of my back and pulled me toward the carousel. 
 
   He grabbed my bag and took the other from my arm. He was pulling me behind him as we headed for the exit. He stopped abruptly and looked back at me.
 
   “No coat?”
 
   “No.”
 
   He set my bags down and shrugged out of his leather jacket and held it up. “Arms in, Kitten.”
 
   “I’m fine.”
 
   He took one of my arms and shoved it in a sleeve. 
 
   “Can you do the rest?”
 
   I put my arm in and he grabbed the zipper and bit his lower lip as he slowly, zipped me up, “Mmm.”
 
   I stepped back and he grabbed for my hand and I took another very painful step away.
 
   He looked at me as if he were trying to figure out what he was going to do next.
 
   He swung my bag over his shoulder and then swiftly grabbed me and kissed me. I didn’t wanna kiss him back I really didn’t, but he just tasted. So. Good.
 
   Before I knew it my elbows were resting on his shoulders and my hands were twisted in his hair. My mouth fell opened and his tongue slowly licked mine tasting every part of it. His taste, his smell, his touch, captured me, tortured and pleased me. 
 
   I heard people clapping and pulled back, he was smiling as he waved and winked at the audience gathered to witness this very public display. 
 
   “Welcome home, Kitten.”
 
   He set me on my feet and straightened my jacket, or his jacket…whatever, and then cupped my chin in his hand and very softly kissed my forehead.
 
   “Let’s get you out of the cold.”
 
   He held out his hand and I rolled my eyes and took it.
 
   “There you go.”
 
   I didn’t reply, I was angry…at myself.
 
   I saw my car shining under the lamppost, and I looked at him.
 
   “Yeah, I’m surprised I still have fingers. It’s real cold outside. But a bet’s a bet.”
 
   “You cleaned my car?”
 
   He opened the passenger side door and smiled. “No Kitten, the little elves came on down from the North Pole and did it.”
 
   Before I could reply, he had shut the door and was opening the trunk.
 
   I looked around and was shocked. Yes it was clean, I mean really clean but he had also replaced the floor mats and had seat covers put over the two front seats. 
 
   He slid in and smiled.
 
   “You like?”
 
   “Hello Kitty?”
 
   “Say it again but slower, and use that sexy little southern drawl you have.” He was watching me take it all in. “You don’t like Hello Kitty?”
 
   “It was thoughtful.” I pulled my seat belt on.
 
   “That’s my lady, nice and polite response. Just so you know, I fucking love Hello Kitty now.”
 
   “You do, do you?”
 
   “Yeah, she’s my second favorite kind of kitty.”
 
   I didn’t even bother asking who the first was. I felt good, his lips, damn him. I sat back and he drove with a smile on his face, beautiful smile. 
 
   “Zandor, we’re going in the wrong direction.”
 
   “Maybe I’m taking you away, to lock you up so you’ll never pull that shit on me again. Maybe I’m driving farther away because you haven’t fulfilled your promise.”
 
   “My promise?”
 
   “Yeah, your promise. I froze my ass off because a bet’s a bet. Your jaw may be a little sore in the morning Kitten, but a promise is a promise.”
 
   “I didn’t promise!”
 
   “You implied you’d submit to the request.”
 
   “Oh did I?”
 
   “Yes, right after you fingered yourself in the hospital bathroom and licked your pussy juice from your finger.”
 
   “Zandor!”
 
   “Yell it again, Kitten.”
 
   He was such a smug … God, he was more beautiful now than I remembered.
 
   “Please take me home.” I couldn’t be strong around him. 
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   “You can’t keep me.”
 
   “I can certainly try.”
 
   He was impossible, absolutely impossible.
 
   “I’m a strong person, Zandor. I just walked away from a man who told me he wanted forever with me. I somehow managed to take care of a man who meant the world to me, then I felt I destroyed him because of my actions and deserved…” He reached over and held my hand, “To be treated the way I was by him. I left on good terms, but those terms were my own.”
 
   “I’m very proud of you.”
 
   He wasn’t being sarcastic, his voice was soft and when he glanced at me as he stroked my hand he looked nothing but sincere.
 
   “Zandor, you have to take me home. You have to let me be.”
 
   He didn’t say a word and he didn’t stop holding my hand. He held it a little tighter, “I won’t keep you long.”
 
   There was nothing more I could say to him. I wasn’t angry at him. I was angry at myself and even more so because I wasn’t sure it was because I knew I was being played and truly enjoying the illusion so much my guard was let down. Or if it was because I may possibly see myself happy with him—for a long time.
 
   He pulled up in front of a large white house. It had a wraparound porch and a three car attached garage. The amount of land surrounding it was larger than the neighbor’s. It was beautiful.
 
   “What do you think of this place?”
 
   “It’s very nice.”
 
   “Nice, modest, a middle-class family home, right?”
 
   “Yes, I don’t understand.”
 
   “This was the home my family lived in when my father retired from the military as a non-commissioned officer. Your aware of what that means, right?”
 
   “Of course I am.”
 
   He turned away from me and pulled back off the street. I watched him as he looked in the rear view mirror at the house. He didn’t say a word and neither did I. He was focused and maybe a bit irritated. We drove to another neighborhood. Not nearly as nice as the one we had just left.
 
   He pulled in front of a small cape-style home on a very small lot with a one-car garage.
 
   “What do you think of this place?” He didn’t look at it with the same amount of pride as he had the last home.
 
   “It’s nice.”
 
   He huffed. “It’s alright. This is the home we moved into when the legal bills were mounting up and my family could no longer afford to live in a home my father had busted his ass to afford for his wife and children. He had one child in Iraq, one in his second year of college, I was a senior in high school, and Xavier was a sophomore. My brother Jase was in love with Dad’s commanding officer’s daughter. They got pregnant, and her father forbid Jase to be part of the child’s life and in turn made life hell for his own child. She died giving birth to my niece, Bella. For seven years my father and mother worked their asses off to fight with everything they could for that little girl to know Jase and the rest of us. We moved in here and less than a year later Dad died, helping with search and rescue during the hurricane. My family’s tattoo shop was once a restaurant that my parents worked at side by side, tirelessly every day to provide a home for us and money so they could fight like hell for Little Bell.”
 
   Without thinking, I grabbed his hand. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Don’t be, shit happens every day. Your dad graduated West Point, correct?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “He was an officer. Not an enlisted man who clawed his way up the ranks, right?”
 
   I looked at him for a moment too long.
 
   “I got nothing against it. My Momma walked away from a controlling family who disowned her for marrying my father. Momma’s family had more money than I could have ever imagined in my life. My parents were too proud to ask for help even when times got rough. Your Mom married a man who is wealthy correct?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “That’s part of your issue with my family having money?”
 
   I didn’t answer, I just looked down at our hands.
 
   “Your Dad make you feel like shit about men with money?”
 
   I wouldn’t fight with him, partially because he was right.
 
   “Your Mom didn’t leave him because of money, that’s not how love works. She left him because she wasn’t feeling respected, cared for, and treasured by a man who promised to do just that. He failed her, and you, Bekah.” He took a deep breath and rolled his neck stretching like he did when he was stressed. “I would never judge you based on anything in your past or your present. I told you everything about me that could possibly deter you from granting me access to you. I fought for you, Bekah. I’ve done some real crazy shit to make sure I have access to you. Do you know why?”
 
   I shook my head no, because I was so confused and conflicted. “I didn’t mean to make you feel…”
 
   “You’ve tormented me for five days now. Giving me nothing to hold onto, yet I’m still here.”
 
   “I need to be strong for myself. I need that control back in my life.”
 
   “You need to know that I can’t stop what I feel for you, you’ve gotten inside me so deep.”
 
   “Only because you’ve never been told no,” I whispered.
 
   “You aren’t telling me no, Bekah.”
 
   “I’m trying.”
 
   “You need to stop trying. I’m not going anywhere. Look at me, Kitten.” He lifted my chin. “Il mio dolce gattino, sei il mio tesoro, entra nella mia vita.”
 
   “What does that mean?” 
 
   His lips were inches from mine, centimeters. I was burning up. I swallowed hard and closed my eyes. I lifted my chin to accept his kiss.
 
   He released my chin and I opened my eyes. “You already know what it means, because you feel the same.”
 
   And that was it. He pulled onto the street and dropped my hand.
 
   I watched the smug look cross his face and it pissed me off.
 
   “I’m not a toy!”
 
   “Never said or treated you as if you were.” he was calm, cool, and collected now.
 
   I reached down and grabbed the file Dex had given me and threw it on his lap. “I’m not even your type! I’m not a size two fucking …”
 
   “Ladies don’t say FUCK!”
 
   He pulled over and slammed the car into park and grabbed the file and opened it. He laughed when he saw the pictures. “Do any of these mean a damn thing to you, Bekah?”
 
   “They mean you’re playing with me! They mean your slumming it. They mean…”
 
   He grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me to his mouth and kissed me. Lips smacking, tongues fighting, and teeth mashing. I was pulling his hair and he was so angry he was shaking. He pulled away and growled at me and then threw the car in drive and peeled out down the road. The car was fishtailing and seemingly out of control. He handled it just like he handles me.
 
    As he pulled down my road he looked over at me. “If I wanted any one of them I could have them! I fucking just want you, you stubborn little…God damn it you make me so fucking angry!”
 
   He pulled into the driveway and slammed on the brakes, skidding to a stop perfectly into my parking spot.
 
   He took several deep breaths and looked over at me and released my seat belt. “Get out now.”
 
   He opened his door and popped the trunk. I watched him grab my bags. “Go!”
 
   I jumped and walked quickly to the door. He stood next to me holding the keys and his hands were shaking he was so pissed.
 
   He held open the door and I walked in. He followed me up the stairs and opened the door.
 
   When we walked in, Tiffany and Drew were making out on the couch. Zandor laughed condescendingly and walked past them into my room. 
 
   Tiffany looked up and smiled wearily. “Welcome back.” I had no idea what she was doing and she could tell I was confused. “Long story. We’ll chat later?”
 
   I nodded my head and walked into my room and found Zandor pacing.
 
   I shut the door behind me and I looked at him.
 
   He opened his mouth several times to speak and nothing came out but angry laughs each time.
 
   Finally, when he had worn a pattern into my carpet he stopped and glared at my nightstand.
 
   He stormed over and opened Cullen manor and grabbed poor Edward. Then he looked at my bed and grabbed Henry and shoved Edward into Henry’s case.
 
   “Put them back.” I tried to sound fierce but it didn’t work.
 
   “One last thing and then I need to leave before I spank that ass and fuck you raw!”
 
   “Zandor, they’ll hear you,” I whispered.
 
   “I don’t give a fuck! You should know that the thought has crossed my mind more than once to take you away from here, and keep you all to myself! So no one else can hurt you and so I don’t have to lay awake at night wondering who is or wants to be fucking MY lady! Apparently that’s illegal! You have me so fucked up right now I’m stealing your fucking vibrator so you can’t get off unless it’s with me. There is so much more I wanna tell you, so many ways I want to please you, make you purr into my neck and a thousand more ways I wanna make you cum. So once you decide your worth it, let me know, because I have no fucking clue what more I could possibly do to make you get how fucking deep my feelings are. So you and your wet little pussy can go snuggle up in bed together and think about what it is you’re missing when I walk out that door. Because let me tell you something, I’m fucking worth it!”
 
   He threw keys on my bed. “These are my keys, you’ll be driving this until I get your car back to you. Your fucking tires are bald!”
 
   He didn’t go quietly either. He slammed every door he went through and then I heard tires squeal all the way down the road.
 
   I stood in the window watching the falling snow over the skid marks he left down my road, knowing no amount of snow or time would ever cover or remove the scar he could leave on my heart. 
 
   I wasn’t sure how long I stood there but I know it was a long time. I unzipped the coat and took it off and laid it on my bed. I shut the drawer to Cullen manor, I had no more reason to visit it anymore.
 
   Tiff walked in with a big glass of water.
 
   “You wanna talk?” she asked as she handed it to me.
 
   “What’s up with you and Drew?”
 
   “He just left.We decided to try to work things out.” Her eyes widened and she whispered, “Sober.”
 
   “Xavier?”
 
   “It was fun, really, really fun but he’s not in the same place I am.”
 
   “Where is that?”
 
   “I think the same place you are, ready to allow myself more.”
 
   “Did you give him my keys?”
 
   “Well let’s just say I didn’t stop him when I answered the door and he barged in and took them.”
 
   “He would consume me.”
 
   “I see that.”
 
   “I don’t even know what to do now.”
 
   “Yes, you do, you just have to be ready.”
 
   Neither of us said a word. Tiff gave me a hug.
 
   “Wanna sleep in my room?”
 
   “How are the sheets?” I smiled. 
 
   “Give me a couple minutes to change them.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   She started walking out and stopped and turned around.
 
   “Did he really steal your vibrator?”
 
   “Yeah, and my car.”
 
   “That’s love girl.” She said as she walked out. “Truest form.”
 
   ~
 
   Tiff and I lay in bed talking about all our boy issues. I didn’t like that he fucked around on her and she pointed out that she did worse. He got a blowjob from his ex and she banged boots with Xavier for nearly a week. 
 
   “It’s not my life, Tiff, you do what you need to.” I yawned.
 
   “You’re such a good friend, better than I am ‘cause I’m gonna tell you exactly what to do regardless of whose life it is. Take time to breathe, but not too much time. I think he’s the one for you. More importantly he thinks that. He’s half mad over you. He all but screamed he loved you while he pillaged your drawers for your vibrator. That’s fucked up on so many levels but hot as hell.”
 
   “Yeah I suppose.” I rolled to my back and starred at the ceiling.
 
   “Drew’s not staying over?”
 
   “No, not for a while…I’m on a diet.” I looked to her and started to laugh.
 
   “Then we do it together.”
 
   “Stupid boys!”
 
   “He says things in Italian to me,” I whispered.
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “I don’t know usually I’m so entranced with the sound the words make in his mouth that I don’t remember. Frustrating!”
 
   “Ask him!” 
 
   “I do and he won’t tell me.” I smiled.
 
   “I bet he’s telling you all the nasty ways he wants to fuck you.” Tiffany giggled.
 
   “No, it’s so soft and caring it feels like those words are just wrapping around me and holding me. And then he freaks out and goes all Jersey boy on me.”
 
   “Well hell, don’t sound so upset, sounds like you get the best of both worlds then.”
 
   We both lay quietly for a while and she fell asleep. She was definitely a bed hog and I was sick of getting hit in the face so I snuck out of her room and went to mine. 
 
   I lay down and looked over at the leather jacket beside me. I picked it up and looked at the tag, Dolce and Gabbana, of course. I smelled it and it smelled like heaven, Zandor Steel, and leather. I looked at my phone and he hadn’t texted. 
 
   -Please tell me you made it home all right…B
 
   -Yeah…Z
 
   -Good…B
 
   -Night…Z
 
   -Night…B
 
   I lay down and turned on my music. Royal by Lorde was playing. He really wasn’t that materialistic right? I looked over at the coat and laughed at myself and then cried. Yeah girl do that, because right now I was overwhelmed and needed a good cry.
 
   I sent my Dad a text telling him I was home and his reply? Goodnight kiddo.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Give You Hell
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   I woke the same way I fell asleep, angry. I decided to go to the club and see what had been done while I was sitting at a fucking airport all damn day waiting for her to land. Of course I had no fucking clue what flight it was, apparently the TSA wasn’t too giving of information, which I get but it still pissed me off. I played that attendant pretty hard too, but she didn’t budge. 
 
   Bekah was one stubborn woman. But she’d never been up against the likes of me. The me I never knew existed until just three weeks ago. I came back here to straighten out my brothers and fell right in the same fucking mess they had. It was like quicksand slowly taking you in but my stubborn ass wasn’t even trying to fight it, hell no I was just sinking lower and lower.
 
   Today I would be a player again. No, not go fuck around but I wasn’t going to go knock in her door and drag her kicking and screaming to wherever it is I’d take her, regardless of how badly I wanted to. I was gonna sit back and let her wonder where I was, what I was doing. Let her wake up feeling hung over when she hadn’t even drank. I promised myself three days before I allowed myself to fucking lose it completely. 
 
   I unlocked the door to the club and saw the boxes. At least twenty of them from that place in Italy that sold my favorite toys. It was like Toys R’ Us for big boys and I loved it. I dragged them back to the room that would be the library, slash classroom, slash conference room. A room I would be passing off as an office until the day I knew I could bend her over the big old desk and fuck her hard. The day Bekah George would know absolutely everything there was to know about what I needed from her to make this a permanent situation.
 
   I opened the first box and it was the swing. Oh how I’d missed the swing. I couldn’t wait to have her ass strapped up in this. Bekah dangling from the ceiling at various levels of height in different positions, restrained, teased, pleasured, screaming Fuck me Zandor was going to be amazing. I was going to lick her raw as she sat in it, knees in the straps spread wide, arms restrained allowing her to hold the bar so she didn’t get too marked up. I couldn’t wait to bring her right to the edge and push her away and let her come back crashing into my tongue, my lips, my face. 
 
   The other boxes contained a variety of dildos, vibrators, handcuffs, restraint devices, anything you could imagine, and even things most of the world couldn’t even begin to imagine. I was a selfish lover. I needed control of most every sexual situation I had ever encountered. It wasn’t hard to do that. But I wasn’t a complete ass, I made sure they came first. I could get a woman off just playing with her tits and fucking her with words. Or fingers flicking the bean, or stroking the G spot. I occasionally gave past partners a lick or two but Bekah, fuck I needed to eat her, lick her, fuck her with my mouth. She drove me insane, I would bathe in her scent and taste if I could.
 
   After placing everything into the large closet, or prop room if you will, I locked up and took off. I was meeting Falcon at Karma.
 
   ~
 
   We sat in the back of the bar, always the best place to hang out so you could take in the entire scene. I was nursing a Johnny Walker blue label, cause we have that shit here. I really wondered what would have happened had we not taken that road trip together, would she have stayed or would she have come home and we would have just done this shit right. What was right? I mean nothing that went on between us down there felt wrong until I woke to the fucking note. 
 
   “You here, Steel?”
 
   “Yeah sorry just been thinking.”
 
   “About the club?”
 
   I laughed. “Nah.”
 
   “The girl then.” He took a drink and smirked.
 
   “The girl, always that fucking girl.” I sat back and looked around. “All this ass in here and none of them look the least bit appetizing.”
 
   “It takes a while. But you’ll be alright man, I swear it.”
 
   “Shelly?”
 
   “Yeah, the one that I fucked up with.”
 
   “But you have a son, which is pretty damn cool.” 
 
   “Life is good,” he nodded and looked around.
 
   Two women approached the table and smiled. “Falcon?”
 
   “Yeah?” He sat back and looked at the ginger standing before us.
 
   “Teresa.” She smiled.
 
   “I remember you.” He winked. “How could I forget?”
 
   “This is my friend, Carrie. Could we buy you two a drink?”
 
   “Have a seat, we’ll get you one.” He motioned to the cocktail waitress and she came over and took his order.
 
   The sexual tension between the two of them was thick. Miss Carrie was a little fox but I wasn’t hunting and she wasn’t trying, I could tell.
 
   “New around here?”
 
   She looked at me. “Just visiting.”
 
   “Cool place to visit but much nicer in the summer.”
 
   She smiled. “I bet.”
 
   I looked down at her hand. “You married?”
 
   “Yeah are you?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “You will be someday even if you think you won’t be.” She smiled. She had a nice smile.
 
   “I’m not against it.”
 
   “It’s a lot of work.” She took a sip of her drink.
 
   “You have kids?”
 
   “Three.” She opened her bag and pulled out a small photo book and moved over to the booth next to me.
 
   She opened the book and beamed as she talked about them. I liked this chick. Liked her, meaning she wasn’t someone I would have to worry about pleasing or taking care of. 
 
   I told her about my niece and she smiled when I pulled out a picture from my wallet of little Bell. Teresa and Falcon left the table and Carrie and I sat talking about night terrors. One of her kids had them, too. She would sleep walk and appear wide awake.
 
   “I probably would have died if she was walking around in that state.”
 
   “Yeah, the first time was crazy. I even called the pediatrician the next day.”
 
   “You’re a good Mom.” I smiled and sat back.
 
   I laughed when I pointed to Falcon and Teresa sucking face on the dance floor. She blushed and looked away.
 
   “She likes him.” She nodded.
 
   “Apparently.” I laughed and looked around.
 
   I saw Tiffany first and then looked around and saw Bekah, in a pretty short skirt.
 
   “Fuck!”
 
   “Everything alright?” I didn’t answer and she laughed. “The blonde?”
 
   “Bekah,” I grumbled.
 
   “Don’t feel like you have to sit and babysit me, go say hello.”
 
   “It’s not a good idea.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   She didn’t pry which was good because I probably would have spilled it all to her. Fuck, I was becoming a pussy.
 
   “I’m going to get a drink you want one?”
 
   “No, no more alcohol or I’ll make a scene.”
 
   She laughed and I looked at her. 
 
   “Sorry it’s just…”
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “You do?”
 
   “Yeah I do. Relationships take a lot of work.”
 
   I sat back and watched Bekah. I could tell Tiffany was trying to make her smile. She did her best but she was hurting and I could tell. I knew it because as angry as I was I knew that it was deeper than being pissed off. I’ve felt pissed off before, I’ve been hurt before, I’ve lost someone I loved, and I’ve watched as my brothers had worked through their hurt and pain. Feeling it all. Making it my life’s mission to not get that close ever. I flipped a switch in my head, turned off that type of feeling and it worked for me. 
 
   She’d felt pain, too. Maybe not exactly as I had but it makes it no less of a feeling. She’d found someone who made her feel less hurt and then he crushed her. Now she wore it like a badge. Her own self-applied scarlet letter. That burden was holding her back from a happiness I knew I could give her. I wanted to give it to her…forever. 
 
   Carrie sat beside me again. “I hope you don’t mind but I don’t know anyone else in here. But if I become a bother, please just let me know. I know I will be catching a cab home, Teresa looks like she’ll be busy for the night and I won’t spoil her good time.”
 
   I dragged my eyes away from my Kitten and smiled. “You’re not a bother.”
 
   “Good, because I never get out. I’m a sit at home when the kids are in bed kind of girl. This is a big step for me.” She was more talking out loud, and it made me laugh. “Sorry.”
 
   “Don’t be, someday I’ll probably be the same.”
 
   “You like to read?”
 
   “Sure, a little.”
 
   “What do you read?”
 
   “Hmm, Carrie I don’t think you’d like the answer to that.”
 
   She blushed. “Magazines?”
 
   “Worse.” I laughed and so did she.
 
   “I read romance novels.” She giggled.
 
   “I’ve read my fair share,” I admitted and she laughed.
 
   “Tell me what you’ve read.”
 
   “No way.” I laughed.
 
   She smacked my chest. “Come on.”
 
   “This isn’t a conversation I’m willing to have.” I smiled.
 
   “Fine.” she giggled.
 
   I looked up and saw Bekah standing in the middle of the floor motionless staring at me. She looked so fucking upset. 
 
   She turned around and a guy leaned in and asked her something and she nodded. The music changed to a slow song and his hands rested on her hips and that was fucking it!
 
   “Excuse me please, Carrie.”
 
   I stood up and pushed my way through the crowd.
 
   “May I cut in?”
 
   She looked up at me and scowled. “No.”
 
   The guy looked at me expecting me to step away and I didn’t.
 
   “She said no.” He looked away.
 
   I took his hand and pulled it off her. “Let go motherfucker or you’ll regret it.”
 
   “Fuck you, man, she said no,” He went to put his hand back on her hip and I grabbed his arm and jacked it up behind him.
 
   She yelled something but I have no fucking clue what she said. I raised his arm so he was tinker belling it on his fucking tippy toes to the front door. I pushed him through it and then kicked him in the ass and watched as he fell to the ground. 
 
   “What the hell are you doing?”
 
   I turned and saw the horror in her eyes and I wasn’t fucking thinking straight. I grabbed her hand and she tried real hard to pull away but I wouldn’t let her. I dragged her screaming behind me and opened the door and set her in the car. I got in the driver’s seat and she was almost out the door. I grabbed her shirt and yanked her back in and took off with the door still opened.
 
   “Shut the fucking door, Bekah!”
 
   “Are you insane?”
 
   “You’re making me fucking insane!”
 
   “I was dancing!” 
 
   “With some guy who wanted to fuck you!”
 
   “It’s not your problem!”
 
   “The fuck it’s not. You’re my…”
 
   “I’m your nothing! You were sitting in a dark corner all wrapped up in your next fucking-- whatever you call them.”
 
   “I was doing nothing wrong!”
 
   “Oh, I know. That’s right, I forget you’re fucking Robin Hood. Your indiscretions mean nothing because you’re providing fuck…”
 
   “Ladies don’t say…
 
   “FUCK therapy to all us broken women who you can manipulate by your charm and unusually large COCK! You think that helps Zandor that you can just lay women down and fuck them better and then leave? We’re stupid! Women believe in the fairy tale, and then you walk away with a clear conscience? You’re fucked up! You’re a bad man, Zandor Steel!”
 
   I was seriously self-absorbed because even though she just laid me out with crushing words I was still tripping on unusually large cock. “It’s a gift Bekah, not a curse.”
 
   “Wow, there is something seriously wrong with you,” she hissed and then said nothing more.
 
   I pulled into her parking spot and then opened the door. I tried to make it around to open hers because I am a gentleman. She was already running toward the door. 
 
   When I caught up she was breathless. “My fucking….”
 
   “Maybe you should stop talking like that if you expect me to…” I unlocked the door and she slid in and slammed it in my face, locked it, and flipped me off.
 
   I held up the keys fully aware that I may have the ‘Here’s Johnny’ Jack Nicholson look on my face from the movie The Shining, but I wasn’t letting her go that easy.
 
   I ran up the stairs after her and she stood against the wall beside the door looking a mess, the same fucking way I felt.
 
   I unlocked the door and held it open for her. 
 
   “Don’t come in.” She stood, arms crossed, shaking like a leaf.
 
   “You really think I’m leaving right now when you just pulled that shit thinking I was going to cheat on you?”
 
   “We’re not together.” She said slowly like I was too stupid to understand.
 
   “Don’t say shit like that, Bekah.”
 
   “You’re hurting me, Zandor, worse than anyone else in my life ever has. Now that you know that it should be easier for you to leave.”
 
   “I will strip you down in every way I want and then build you back up. You’ll do as I say and you’ll like it.” I was not going to calm down, I knew what she needed, fucking me!
 
   “You may not be able to see what it is you’re doing to me. But listen to yourself do you even hear what you’re saying to me? Do you? I was so wrong about you.” She turned to walked away and I grabbed her hand and she winced.
 
   I looked down and her hand was red. I took it more gently and kissed it. “I’m not trying to hurt you. I don’t want that, Bekah, I want to…I want you to let me show you everything I need to about me that can make you better. Make me better. I know now how you see me…”
 
   “The same way you saw me in North Carolina when you heard everything about me. You’re kidding yourself if you think…”
 
   “No, you’re forgetting what it was like! What we are to each other.”
 
   “Just stop please just stop.” She pulled her hand away from my lips.
 
   “You deserve to be.” I stopped and closed my eyes feeling the burning rising up. The feeling of loss. “I’ll leave if that’s what you need but listen to me very carefully, Bekah, I won’t repeat this and you’ll definitely want to remember it. Quando chiudo gli occhi vedo solo te. Ti amo gattino.” I watched the confusion in her eyes so I repeated slowly three words I had never said to another woman, “Ti amo gattino.”
 
   I walked out and closed the door and fucking just in time. I felt tears in my eyes, and I didn’t fucking cry. Ever. And I wouldn’t now.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   What What?
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   I watched him sit in the cold vehicle, motionless. He raised his hands to blow into them. It was cold out, I know because I had left my jacket at the bar, apparently he did, too.
 
   I couldn’t call and ask Tiffany to bring them home, my phone was in my pocket. So I stood watching him sit in my car waiting for him to leave so I could fall apart.
 
   And that is just what happened. I lay in bed, next to his overpriced jacket that smelled of leather and him. I held it tight and cried myself to sleep.
 
   ~
 
   I woke to Tiffany sitting next to me brushing the hair off my tear-stained face. I looked up at her and she held my coat.
 
   “Thanks,” I whispered.
 
   “No problem. Go back to sleep.” She kissed the top of my head and started to stand.
 
   “Tiff, ti ammo gattino?”
 
   “I love you, too.” She smiled and started to walk away.
 
   “Wait!”
 
   She stopped and turned. “What is it?”
 
   “Ti amo gattino? What’s it mean?”
 
   “It’s been a few years since I took Italian, but I’m pretty sure in means I love you, Kitten.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Look it up.” She sat next to me and grabbed my phone from my coat pocket and laughed, “There’s an app for that.”
 
   She played with my phone and then gave me sad puppy dog eyes. “Yeah, it means I love you, Kitten. Did he say that to you?”
 
   I nodded and started crying again.
 
   “And it makes you sad?”
 
   “Yes, damn it!” I lay down and cried into my pillow.
 
   “Okay.” she lay down and rubbed my back.
 
   ~
 
   The next time I woke, it was to a tall blonde gorgeous man tickling my feet. “Rise and shine, darlin’. It’s turkey day.”
 
   “Chris?” I rubbed my eyes, “What are you doing here?”
 
   He sat down and hugged me. “Well apparently hell froze over in the South. The colonel called me this morning to wish me a Happy Thanksgiving.”
 
   “No way!”
 
   “Yeah, no shit, huh?”
 
   “Apparently, he wants to make sure his kiddos know he feels like shit about the past four years and hopes that even if we don’t want to spend the holidays with him we should do it together.”
 
   “What did you say?”
 
   “I told him I didn’t know if he was hopped up on pain meds but I was still gonna fuck guys when I felt inclined.”
 
   “You didn’t?” 
 
   He looked at me and rolled his eyes. 
 
   “Of course you did.”
 
   “He told me life was too short for the bullshit and he hoped we could move past it all. He also told me about some guy that you brought down there that he was an asshole to. Oh and by the way he’s not apologizing for that because he’d do it again. I asked if when I brought a boy home he’d do the same thing to protect my virtue.”
 
   I laughed and covered my mouth. “What did he say?”
 
   “He said not to push it.”
 
   We both laughed. He gave me a big-old Chris hug.
 
   “You look like shit, Beks, take a shower. It’s two in the afternoon for fuck sake! Get all pretty and we’re going out to Thanksgiving Dinner.”
 
   “Okay.” I hopped up and ran to the shower. 
 
   As shitty as I felt, I wouldn’t say no. It had been too long between visits with Chris and I and we lived so close.
 
   Tiffany walked out of her room with Drew. “You sure you won’t go with us?”
 
   “No, Chris is here, we’re going to dinner.” I know I was beaming and she smiled and hugged me.
 
   “Glad you feel better. See you later?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   ~
 
   After my shower I walked into the bedroom and Chris was standing in the window smirking.
 
   “What’s so funny?” I asked and nudged him with my hip.
 
   “You’re car just got dropped off by two very hot men.”
 
   I looked out the window and sure enough the SUV was pulling out and Zandor wasn’t driving. They drove by slowly and Zandor had his head out the window looking up at me and he flipped me off. The driver pulled him back and peeled out.
 
   “You got an admirer?”
 
   “Apparently not.”
 
   “Why because he flipped you the bird?”
 
   “Yeah.” I forced a smile. 
 
   “It’s Thanksgiving, baby girl. I’d take it as a Happy Thanksgiving greeting.”
 
   “Rose-colored glasses?”
 
   “No other way to live. Now get dressed, we are gonna have one hell of a Thanksgiving.” he chuckled and walked out leaving me to get dressed.
 
   ~
 
   “Where are we?” I asked as he pulled into the driveway of a beautiful home on a hill just outside of town.
 
   “I work with this girl. She insisted on me coming here for Thanksgiving, and I promised I would. If you’re not comfortable we can leave. But I think you’ll like them, real down to earth people.”
 
   He walked around the car and opened my door. “Feels good to have a hot female date to dinner. Been awhile.”
 
   “Still on the man kick?” 
 
   “You live here now, you tell me how the hell I couldn’t be.” He patted my back.
 
   The door opened, and a little girl with dark hair and blue eyes said. “Happy Thanksgiving!”
 
   “Happy Thanksgiving to you, too.” Chris grinned at her.
 
   “Momma Carly, we have guests!” She yelled as she skipped into the entry.
 
   A pretty blonde walked out followed by a very petite brunette. “Christoff you made it!”
 
   “I did and I hope you don’t mind, I brought a date.” He hugged each of them.
 
   “Of course, there’s plenty for everyone.” The blonde smiled and stuck out her hand, “I’m Carly.”
 
   “Very nice to meet you. I’m Rebekah. You have a lovely home.” I shook her hand.
 
   “I know right, crazy beautiful.” She was very sweet and seemed down to earth.
 
   The little brunette stuck her hand out and smiled. “I’m Tara. What did you say your name was?”
 
   “Rebekah, but you can call me…”
 
   “Is that music I hear?” Chris interrupted and dragged me behind him as I kicked my shoes off.
 
   We walked into a beautiful family room to the little dark haired girl playing a dance game on the television.
 
   “Come on, Aunt Tara and Momma Carly! I’m not getting any younger.” She clapped excitedly
 
   Carly looked at me. “I apologize for what you’re about to witness, I’m not a dancer. If you want to sit back and watch, feel free to watch Bella or Tara. Or do me a favor and play along so I don’t feel like an idiot.”
 
   I laughed. “I’ve never played.”
 
   “Perfect, maybe I’ll have a few minutes before you get the hang of it to not be the only one that dreadful gaming system boos.” The doorbell rang and she smiled. “Excuse me for just a moment.”
 
   “You’re player four, see right here?” Bella pointed to the screen and I smiled and shook my head yes. “Let’s get this party started! Christoff you’re playing too.”
 
   “Fine, I suppose I can do that, just don’t start crying when I wipe the dance floor with you, Bella.”
 
   “As if,” she snickered. “You’re number 5.”
 
   We were dancing and laughing. Tara was definitely the one to beat. Bella was great, too. We played for at least five songs before we stopped for a break.
 
   “You have me sweating.” I wiped my head and Bella did too.
 
   “Want a drink?”
 
   “Sure, lead the way, tiny dancer,” She grabbed my hand and pulled me down the hall and into the kitchen.
 
   I stood looking around in aww. It was perhaps the most beautiful kitchen I had ever been in. The cupboards were distressed white wood framing glass doors. Each was organized beautifully. The double sink was stainless matching all the other appliances. The counters were all white granite except for the large island in the middle, its countertop was black. I loved the contrast in color.
 
   I heard muffled voices from the other room and Bella grabbed five bottles of water from the refrigerator.
 
   “Come on, break time is over.” she giggled
 
   We stepped into the hall and she dropped three on the floor. I laughed and picked them up. I heard a loud inhale of breath and a growl from behind. Before I could look, Bella was dragging me into the family room. 
 
   “Alright let’s do this!” She cranked up the music, Thrift Shop played. I looked at Carly shocked.
 
   “PG version. Let’s do this!” Carly shouted.
 
   We were all doing well, even Carly, who thought she couldn’t dance.
 
   When the song ended, the room erupted in applause and I turned to look behind me. 
 
   I felt dizzy immediately and must have stumbled because Carly grabbed my elbow and steadied me.
 
   “You oaky?”
 
   I couldn’t look away from his angry dark glare.
 
   I shook my head quickly up and down.
 
   “Why don’t you have a seat for a minute?”
 
   Carly walked me over to the couch and it was like Moses parted the red sea. Xavier moved over and patted the spot next to him, as he bit his cheeks, suppressing a grin.
 
   Joe walked in wiping her hands on her apron and her jaw almost hit the floor.
 
   Tara smiled at her. “Christoff and his sister Rebekah are joining us.”
 
   She smiled. “Of course, of course. It’s wonderful, the more the merrier. Nice to see you again, Bekah.”
 
   Zandor chuckled, and I felt my face heat up. “You too, Mrs. Steel.”
 
   “Joe is good, Bekah.” She smiled and then shot Zandor a look.
 
   He and Xavier both chuckled.
 
   I looked up at Tara who was looking back and forth between Zandor and me almost as if she knew. I wondered if she did. If everyone in this room did, I searched for Chris and he was avoiding eye contact. I wondered if he knew too.
 
   Bella walked up to me with my water bottle. “Are you okay?”
 
   She knelt in front of me and opened the bottle and handed it to me.
 
   “I’m fine thank you, Bella.” I took a drink and only then did I realize I was shaking.
 
   Zandor reached up and took the bottle. “Why don’t you go see if maybe there’s a couple crackers, Little Bell.”
 
   When she left the room Xavier burst out laughing and then gave me a big kiss on the cheek. He left the room, and my brother followed him out.
 
   Zandor turned toward me. “This fucking diet is gonna kill you, Bekah.”
 
   “You…this is your…”
 
   “My family? Yes. The guy you came with is Christoff?”
 
   “Chris, yeah. My…”
 
   “Brother?”
 
   “Yeah, you’ve been drinking?”
 
   “A lot.” He started to rub my leg. “I’m going to have a hard time controlling myself.”
 
   “I’m going to leave, this is your family’s…”
 
   “You stay. If you try to leave, I may lose my shit.” He stopped and lifted my hand. “I hurt you last night.”
 
   “I bruise easy. I’m fine.”
 
   “I never would hurt you, Bekah.”
 
   “You flipped me off today.”
 
   “I saw a man in your bedroom window and your hair in a towel fresh from a shower.” He brought my hand up and kissed my wrist and then licked it.
 
   “Zandor.”
 
   “No, let me pretend that you didn’t crush my heart last night. Let me pretend that you’re still mine.” He leaned over and kissed my neck. “I won’t come after you again. I said everything I could last night. If your feelings aren’t the same, there is no reason for me to be here.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
   “It means me…”
 
   “I got crackers.” Little Bell ran into the room.
 
   I looked up and Carly, Tara, Cyrus, and another man walked in and looked at me.
 
   “Thanks, Bella.” Zandor leaned forward and kissed her cheek.
 
   She laughed. “You need to shave.”
 
   They all walked in and sat around me. 
 
   Zandor looked up and laughed. “Bekah, I think you’ve met every one here except Jase.”
 
   Jase smiled and stuck out his hand. “I feel like I already know you.”
 
   I felt my face turn red instantly.
 
   “Smooth, Jase.” Zandor sat back and groaned.
 
    Jase laughed. “I haven’t even gotten started, little brother.”
 
   Carly stomped on his foot. “Damn it, baby, that almost hurt.” 
 
   “Sorry about…”
 
   “Sorry to her or me?” Jase interrupted Carly.
 
   “To her. You deserved that.”
 
   “Baby, he deserves everything I’m gonna dish out today. No disrespect to you, Bekah, but I owe him big.”
 
   “The tattoo wasn’t enough?”
 
   Jase looked shocked and Zandor laughed and grabbed my hand and kissed it, in front of all of them.
 
   “Hey, is this the girl you went away with?” Bella smiled in wonder.
 
   “Yeah, this is Bekah, Little Bell.”
 
   “Good, glad you’re back, he has been grumpy.” Bella laughed when he grabbed her with his other hand and pulled her across his lap.
 
   “What the hell is that?” Jase yelled and pulled her shirt up further exposing the turkey across her back.
 
   Zandor laughed as Bella stood up and bent down sticking her little fanny in the air. “Tramp stamp, Daddy. Uncle Zandor gave it to me.”
 
   I looked at Zandor who was grinning from ear to ear and then at Jase who was turning redder by the minute.
 
   “Carly, please take our daughter in the other room.”
 
   Carly took Bella’s hand. “Come on let’s go help the set the table.”
 
   “Momma Carly, does he think it’s real? It’s not.” She said as they walked out of the room.
 
   “Tramp stamp?” Jase snapped.
 
   I started to stand and Zandor threw his leg over mine.
 
   “She said it, I didn’t.”
 
   “Where did she learn that term?”
 
   “I have no clue. Wasn’t from me.”
 
   Jase looked at him and I could tell he believed him. “Fuck!”
 
   “Yeah, no shit. She’s gonna go to school and during show and tell she’s gonna say ‘over Thanksgiving break I made cookies, played games, watched the parade, and got a tramp stamp’.”
 
   I had to bite my lips so that I wouldn’t laugh out loud, and Jase looked at me and then back at Zandor who wasn’t trying to hide his amusement.
 
   Jase stood.“You two just wait till you have three or four little terrors running your life. Then I can sit back and laugh.”
 
   He walked out of the room and Zandor looked at me all smiles and I smiled back. “She’s a treat.”
 
   “She’s the best.”
 
   His leg was still across mine and my hand was still in his.
 
   He leaned over and kissed me softly on my lips and I didn’t move away.
 
   “You belong here with me. Don’t respond.” He closed his eyes. “Please don’t respond.”
 
   “Zandor?”
 
   “Yeah?” He opened his eyes.
 
   “I know you’re drunk but please say it again. What you said to me last night.”
 
   “Ti amo gattino.”
 
   “Now tell me what it means.”
 
   He looked at me. “Doesn’t matter that I’ve been drinking. I’ll tell you again tomorrow and every day for the next fifty years.”
 
   “Fifty years?”
 
   “A hundred and fifty.”
 
   His fingers were gently cupping my chin and he was smiling. “I love you, Bekah.”
 
   I closed my eyes and he kissed me. It wasn’t a wet kiss, it was soft, sweet, and exactly what I wanted it to be. 
 
   He pulled back. “Give me a chance. Even if it’s only today to show you how I feel. To show you what a life with me would be like. I promise you it’ll be better than you can ever imagine.”
 
   “We’re both so young.” I said as he kissed my cheek.
 
   “Years ago people were married when they were fourteen.”
 
   I pulled back and looked at him.
 
   He laughed and sat back. “I’m pushing.”
 
   “You’re drunk.”
 
   “On you. I have been since I saw you. The moment I saw you. I knew you and I were a lot alike.”
 
   I looked at him and rolled my eyes. “Falling in love is like giving another person a loaded gun pointed right at your heart and trusting them to not shoot you.”
 
   He smiled. “A little dramatic, but I understand why you feel that way. I would never shoot you, Kitten.”
 
   “If I ever open my heart again it will be to someone who can make me feel secure. I can’t be with someone who makes me wonder when he’s going to figure out I’m not his type and leave.”
 
   “I’m the perfect choice then.” He grinned.
 
   “How so?”
 
   “All those women in the file or whatever the fuck it was on me. All of them would have been just fine if not for one little thing.”
 
   “And what’s that?”
 
   “I didn’t love them. I didn’t feel drawn to them immediately. I didn’t want to see them every second of everyday. None of them would have worked out because there has never been another until now. My heart didn’t start pumping until I saw you. I’ve done some rather fucked-up things since I’ve met you, but that’s not me. I can control myself in any situation that I’m in… well I used to be able to, before you were delivered to me.”
 
   “You’ll kill me.”
 
   “That won’t happen, not ever. But if it makes you feel any better, I’d die if you did.”
 
   “Now that’s dramatic.” I giggled.
 
   “No Kitten, that’s reality.”
 
   “Zandor, come help me now please.” I heard Joe’s voice.
 
   “Please eat these crackers and drink the water.” He kissed the top of my head as he stood. “I’ll come back in a few minutes okay?”
 
   I smiled and took a drink.
 
   As soon as he left the room, Carly and Tara came rushing in.
 
   “You okay?” Tara asked as she sat next to me.
 
   “Yeah, these boys can be very intense,” Carly chimed in.
 
   “But Zandor is a good guy. He helped me through some stuff.” Tara took my hand.
 
   “Lucky you, I knew him before Italy, he certainly changed.” Carly laughed.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Well you’ll get a good taste of it at dinner, especially if Momma Joe leaves the room.” Carly looked at Tara and they both giggled.
 
   “The Steel men are pretty rough around the edges,” Carly told me.
 
   “But they’re so loyal. So honest about who they are and when they love…”
 
   “Hold up, they’re honest when they’re ready to be,” Carly interrupted.
 
   “Yeah, but even before I knew about all the things Cyrus did to keep me safe and protected I knew when he said something he meant it.”
 
   “Jase had me jumping through hoops thinking I was crazy for two years. When I wasn’t thinking I was crazy I was sure that he was.” Carly threw herself back into the couch cushion.
 
   “Yeah, they can be secretive.” Tara smiled and looked at me. “But I think it’s more for self- preservation.”
 
   My head was spinning as I listened to the two of them and they could tell.
 
   “Okay just do us a favor, sit back and watch them at dinner. You’ll know when they’re trying to hide something. All four of them would back each other no matter what, but I know Jase would never do anything to hurt me. He is my lover, protector, best friend, and arch nemesis all rolled into one amazing package.”
 
   “To look at Cyrus you’d think he was completely self-centered. I mean he spends more time in the bathroom than I do.” Tara laughed.
 
   “Jase, too.” Carly agreed.
 
   “But I know without a doubt now what the words I love you mean coming from him. It’s all consuming. I will never go to bed at night wondering if he’ll be there in the morning…”
 
   “Or unsatisfied.” Carly leaned back into the couch.
 
   “Oh and yeah about that. If you haven’t figured it out already, they’re all very sexual. Every conversation between them has a double meaning and always centers around sex.”
 
   I was smiling when Joe walked in and cleared her throat.
 
   Tara and Carly looked up and smiled at her.
 
   “We ready to eat, ladies?”
 
   They stood up and smiled at me before leaving me alone with Joe Steel.
 
   “You feeling better?” She sat on the edge of the couch.
 
   “Yes, thank you. I feel silly but I guess I forgot to eat today.”
 
   “Zandor is a good man.”
 
   “I never said he wasn’t.”
 
   “No dear, of course not…”
 
   “Okay yes I did, I told him he was a bad man last night.” I felt tears welling in my eyes. “It was a bad night.”
 
   “You don’t have to explain to me, Bekah. I have had to force myself to try to avoid butting into their love lives. It’s just different with Zandor. He’s a very, um, passionate boy. But I can assure you if he shows you and tells you he cares then he does, without a doubt. Now let’s go out and celebrate Thanksgiving. We all have something to be thankful for, no?”
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Sweater Weather
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   What a fucking day. You wake up feeling like shit and thinking there was no fixing a situation that can’t be avoided and then bam! She appeared in a little short gray skirt with black tights, a little gray cami and that black, can’t fuck me cardigan sweater teasing the hell out of my cock.
 
   She walked out into the dining room with Momma Joe, damn she looked so shy right now. I was cool with it, didn’t need to fix it for her, I knew every one of the people in this room was gonna love her just like I did, look at them all watching every step she made. Just like me, they were ready to catch her if she fell.
 
   Cyrus carried the carved turkey and set it in the middle of the table. I got up and pulled the chair out for my beautiful kitten who gave me pouty lips and sat next to her brother who gave me a look as if to say, ha ha fuck stick.
 
   Momma Joe walked into the dining room with the Professor, and Carly stood up and hugged him.
 
   “I’m so glad you made it, I feel like we never see each other outside of work anymore.” Professor Higgins kissed her cheek.
 
   “Happy Thanksgiving, Carly.” He sat next to me.
 
   “Now that we’re all here, we can start. Cyrus, you first.” Joe sat next to him.
 
   “Sure. Obviously it’s been a good year here for our family. We have added a few new members. So I’m very thankful to the beautiful Carly.”
 
   Jase glared at him and I smirked.
 
   “What she has given to me I can’t even begin to tell anyone here and I probably shouldn’t since Little Bell doesn’t need to add anymore vocabulary words to the old think bank before she heads back to school. But I will tell you this, Carly you have changed my life for the better. I thank the good lord for the Prince every day because without it you’d have never stuck around to bring my little Birdie into my life. The girl whose ass I fought to bring out of the damn cage and now I’d stuff her back in just so no one else could have her. I love you, Birdie.”
 
   Tara smiled and looked at Carly and then at Bekah, they all had a look on their face that made me want to laugh.
 
   “So the first toast is to lavender panties.” Cyrus raised his glass and Jase threw a poison dart glare at him.
 
   Jase stood up. “My turn. I want you all to look at the beautiful bird we have been blessed with. All of that amazing juicy stuffing that we are about to devour with our mouths, caress with our forks, pound into with…”
 
   Jase looked at Carly who was now tapping loudly on the table with a fork. “Sorry Baby, but he started it with all his lavender…”
 
   “Jase,” Momma interrupted. “Please continue, just two things that your grateful for please boys that’s all I ask, every year, that’s all.”
 
   Momma sat back and took a drink and looked at me and raised her eyebrows, a warning and then looked at Xavier who was having a hard time keeping his eyes open, lightweight.
 
   “Fine, I’m thankful for my wife’s mouth. The encouragement and love that comes from it makes every day better. I’m thankful for my beautiful daughter, her hugs make even the coldest fall nights warm.”
 
   Carly stood up and excused herself.
 
   Jase sat down, glaring at his plate.
 
   “You wanna take care if that, or should I?” Cyrus teased Jase
 
   “Cyrus I swear to you I will knock your mother…”
 
   “Enough! Jovanni go!” Momma had spoken, and Jase got to it. 
 
   He walked out of the room with his tail between his legs sputtering.
 
    “They think I don’t know.”
 
   “Know what Bella?” I asked.
 
   “Carly wants a baby and Daddy says no. He’s afraid if she dies, I won’t have a Momma. I hear them sometimes you know.”
 
   I got up and grabbed her from her chair. “People die right, nothing anyone can do about it. You afraid of that happening?”
 
   “No, not really.” She smiled but her bottom lip stuck out.
 
   “Look around here, all these people will always be here for you, right? We’ll get each other through any shit we get thrown at us.” 
 
   Bella smiled and looked down at Bekah.
 
   “Is your mommy dead?”
 
   Bekah looked shocked. “No Bella, she’s not.”
 
   “Mine is, and Tara’s and Carly’s I just thought maybe.” She shrugged her little shoulders.
 
   “I’m very sorry,” Bekah said in the sweetest voice.
 
   “It’s okay, I don’t remember her. I heard she was real nice.”
 
   Tara looked over at her. “We got it all under control though, right, Bella?”
 
   Bella smiled at her and nodded.
 
   “Tara and Bella have a very special connection,” I said as I looked down at Bekah.
 
   “We sure do. Bella helped me deal with all sorts of past issues. She’s a very brave girl.”
 
   “God you’re fucking beautiful,” Cyrus whispered a bit too loud, and Tara blushed.
 
   “Uncle Cyrus,” Bella roared with laughter and everyone at the table laughed, too.
 
   Momma filled her glass up and sat back rubbing her temple. She was stressing.
 
   “Momma Joe, I’m thankful for you.” Bella smiled at her.
 
   “That’s very sweet Bella, I’m thankful for you too.” Momma smiled at her.
 
   “I’m thankful for all my uncles and aunts too.” Bella smiled proudly. “Even though I didn’t know my mother, and Momma Charlotte died a few months ago, I have you guys and you’re a LOT of fun.”
 
   Jase and Carly walked out holding hands, her face was red and his was pale as a ghost.
 
   When they had sat down, Momma stood. “I am thankful for everyone in this room. Each of you holds a special place in my heart. No matter how long I’ve known you.” She looked down at Bekah and back to Tara and Carly. “I am grateful that you’ve not run for the hills.”
 
   Professor Thomas laughed and she giggled. Momma fucking giggled.
 
   “I am especially thankful that we have Bella now and forever.” She raised her glass.
 
   We all followed suit, “Forever Steel.”
 
   Bekah bit her lip and smirked at the table. When she looked up at me I winked and she blushed.
 
   “Zandor, are you up for this?”
 
   “Yes Momma, of course.” I stood. “I’m thankful to have such a strong family. One who has taught me that regardless of what steps we take in our past, our future is ours to do with as we please.”
 
   I looked at Momma and she smiled proudly at me, “I’m also thankful for the turkey that is set before us. Although when I look at the leg I can’t help but think it’s very small in comparison to.” I looked at Momma who was now scowling and then at Bekah who quickly looked away. “Well maybe not small, but definitely not unusually large. So raise your glass and toast to the cock…a doodle do, that will feed us all tonight and fill our bellies for days to…come.”
 
   Xavier laughed and stood. “I’m thankful for freedom from chains that bind, and a harvest of the bountiful beauty that awaits. I’m thankful for the fallen comrades who have ensured I no longer have to worry about which tree they have picked before me. Oh, and for family of course.”
 
   Momma looked around the table and took another drink. “Anyone else?”
 
   “Carly, go ahead.” Jase looked at her sadly.
 
   “Well, I know you’re all aware that Jase and I have been having issues. When I started pushing to give Bella a sibling I was kind of sure that she would already be having one.” Carly started crying. “And I’m sorry if that makes any of you upset. I want to be happy and celebrate this. I’m due on…”
 
   “WAIT! Are you saying you’re pregnant?” Bella nearly jumped across the table at her.
 
   Carly nodded, and I set Bella on her feet. She ran around the table and was about to dive on her when Jase caught her.
 
   “Easy Bella, okay? She’s in a fragile state right now.” Jase set her down, “Okay, you understand right?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m gonna be a big sister.”
 
   Carly smiled at her and pulled her onto her lap.
 
   “You shouldn’t be lifting,” Jase scolded.
 
   Carly hugged Bella and glared at Jase.
 
   Momma Joe had tears immediately. She got up and walked over and hugged Jase and then Carly.
 
   “This is truly a blessing. Thank you Carly,” she kissed each of her cheeks and then rubbed her belly.
 
   Carly smiled, “Thanks.”
 
   Professor Higgins got up and hugged her.
 
   “You’ll be a grandfather,” Carly whispered.
 
   “Your mother must be so happy,” he whispered back.
 
   We all gave her a hug and Jase as well. He was scared, I cant say as if I could blame him but what happened to Bella’s Momma wasn’t normal. Carly would be fine, better than fine.
 
   Tara smiled. “My turn?”
 
   Cyrus nodded. 
 
   “Cyrus and I want to get married on Valentine’s Day so I’m thankful for that. We also want to start right away giving Bella and her sibling cousins, so I’m thankful for that, too.”
 
   Cyrus took her hand and kissed it.
 
   I looked down at Bekah and she looked like Jase, pale and uncomfortable. It didn’t hit me until just then that it must be hard on her hearing all this. 
 
   Professor Thomas stood. “I’m thankful that Carly is having a child and that she is part of an amazing family. Your Mom would be very proud of you, Carly.”
 
   Christoff stood. “I’m thankful that I’m here to be part of all this commotion, it’s been very entertaining for the most part. I’m thankful for the feast laid before us.”
 
   Bekah looked around and then stood. “I’m thankful for the hospitality and um, my new job that starts tomorrow that gives me the opportunity to finish my degree.”
 
   “What’s your degree in, Bekah?” Momma asked.
 
   “Design.” Bekah smiled.
 
   “I hope it’s a paid internship. Steel offers them if it’s not.” Momma smiled.
 
   “I applied at Steel, but wasn’t accepted.”
 
   Momma looked at me, and I looked down. Oh shit.
 
   “Why were you turned down?”
 
   “Momma…”
 
   “No Zandor. Bekah, why were you turned down?”
 
   Bekah looked at me and cocked her eyebrow. “No, please Joe, let Zandor answer that.”
 
   Momma was looking at me, I didn’t even have to look up to know it. “It wasn’t what she wanted.”
 
   “Did she tell you this?”
 
   “No, but…”
 
   “But nothing Zandor, you fix this or I will.”
 
   I heard Bekah laugh and looked down at her. “No, it’s a blessing actually. I was contacted by a company from overseas who must have found me on Linked In. They offered me a job, and yes, it pays very well.”
 
   “Do you have to travel for it?”
 
   I looked up and Momma was giving me that I know you are hiding something look.
 
   “No, actually it’s local. Well about fifteen miles outside of town. I think it used to be a dance club of some sort. Sisters something. The owner’s remodeling it.”
 
   “Oh, that’s nice dear. And what will it become?”
 
   I looked back up at Momma who was looking at Bekah and then her eyes came back to me. I looked away quickly seeking safety in brotherhood. Cyrus was looking down and so was Jase. I looked up at Tara who seemed to be trying to figure it out and then quickly away. I glanced at Carly who was peering over Bella’s head with a shit-ass grin on her face.
 
   “I can’t really discuss it. I had to sign a non-disclosure agreement.”
 
   I was still looking at Carly who laughed and Momma looked toward her.
 
   “Everything alright, Carly?” Momma asked her still with the eyes burning into me.
 
   “Yeah, hey Bella hop down and feel this.” Carly lifted her shirt and took Bella’s hand and held it tight to her stomach.
 
   “Oh, oh, wow, Daddy! It’s, oh there it is again. Feel it, Daddy. Feel it!”
 
   Jase closed his eyes as he knelt before her. Bella lifted her hand and Jase placed his in the same spot. No words had to be spoken when that baby kicked, Jase’s eyes darted up to hers.
 
   “Does it hurt, Baby?”
 
   Carly shook her head no and rubbed his cheek.
 
   He let out a breath he must have been holding since he walked out of the bathroom. Everyone turned to look at him.
 
   “Did you feel my mother’s belly when I was in it?”
 
   “No Bella, I wish I had though.”
 
   “You get to now.”
 
   Carly smiled at the interaction between the two of them.
 
   Jase sat back, his hand still on her belly and finally smiled at Carly. “What’s it feel like?”
 
   “Butterfly kisses.” She smiled and held her hand above his.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   He leaned forward and pulled her shirt up more. He kissed her belly and then fanned his eyelashes against her skin.
 
   “Tell him they’re from me?”
 
   “She already knows.”
 
   “He already knows?”
 
   Carly laughed. “Are we gonna fight about this, too?”
 
   “Aww for crying out loud, the turkey is getting cold. Jase cover up your girl’s boobs would ya before I come over there and give that baby a kiss.” Xavier laughed.
 
   “Hey, little baby, Daddy is gonna kick Uncle Xavier’s ass if he ever says some shit like that again.” Jase kissed her belly again and pulled her shirt down. “Watch it X.”
 
   “Hard not to see those things have grown. How the hell did you not know? Her t…”
 
   “Hey knucklehead, watch the language, there’s a baby in her belly.” Bella snapped at Xavier.
 
   I laughed at her and then thankful for the attention being off of me yelled, “Let’s eat!”
 
   After dinner was finished and dessert was over, we all cleaned up. Xavier was on the couch passed out which is exactly where I would have been had it not been for the surprise guest. I was sobered up now and not feeling as confident as I was before.
 
   Everyone was giving me looks. They all knew something was up even Momma Joe. I avoided her like the plague. She was quietly chatting with Professor Thomas most of the night anyway. Jase was a little less overemotional than before but I understood why he would be scared.
 
   Tara was perched on Cyrus’s lap and Bekah was looking at an album with Bella. Christoff or Chris as Bekah calls him was flipping through the channels to find the late football game. I went and sat next to Bekah and leaned over and sniffed her neck.
 
   “You did that already. I heard you when you walked in.”
 
   “I thought I was imagining things.” I leaned over and looked at the photo album.
 
   Bella was pointing everyone out to her as she flipped through the pages and Bekah was acting very interested.
 
   Bella sat the book on her lap. “Hold this I gotta pee.”
 
   Bekah smiled when she ran off and then sat back. “I’m gonna get going soon.”
 
   “No.” I kissed her cheek. “Stay please.”
 
   “How about you come stay with me?”
 
   “Say that again.” I was hoping I didn’t look as stunned as I was.
 
   “You heard me.” she smiled and looked down.
 
   “So did…”
 
   “I didn’t say I was going to put out.”
 
   I smiled. “Alright, what exactly am I in for?”
 
   “I want you to cuddle the fuck out of me.”
 
   “Ladies don’t say that.” I was checking out her tits and not trying to hide it either. 
 
   “Yes or no?”
 
   “Hmm, do me a favor?”
 
   “Ask away.” she smiled.
 
   “I promise to cuddle the fuck out of you if you tell me a secret desire that’s so dirty it turns you on to admit it.”
 
   Her face blushed immediately. “You are a very bad man.”
 
   “Not bad, Bekah, honest with myself. I have enjoyed this evening with you so much that I swear I fell in love with you on a totally different level.”
 
   She smiled. “You can save it, I’m pretty sure you’re gonna get some tonight.”
 
   “How about tomorrow?”
 
   “Depends.” she smiled.
 
   “On what?”
 
   “Your performance.” she winked.
 
   “Seriously it’s only been a week, Kitten. Please tell me my performances are not that forgettable?”
 
   “Will you let me drive?”
 
   “Will you let me fondle you while you drive?”
 
   “Will I be able to stop you?”
 
   “Probably not. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”
 
   Bella hugged and kissed Bekah. “You’ll be back?”
 
   “Of course.” Bekah gave her a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “Don’t keep her away.” Bella hugged me.
 
   “I can’t promise you anything. I may keep her locked up somewhere.”
 
   “You can’t!” She giggled.
 
   “Yeah I know.”
 
   We got in the SUV and I had my hands on her tits in less than two point two seconds. 
 
   “God I’ve missed you.”
 
   “Me or my tits?”
 
   “Both Kitten, fuck!”
 
   She started the SUV and Sweater Weather by The Neighbourhood came on. I pulled that sweater back and lifted the cami exposing a black lace bra. I nipped at her very alert nipples.
 
   “Easy Zandor,” she whimpered.
 
   “They’re begging for it, kitten.”
 
   “I need to focus, I’m driving.”
 
   I sat up and hissed and she reached over and rubbed my leg. “Sorry.”
 
   “Higher,” I growled.
 
   “Here.” She giggled as she rubbed the outline of my cock through my pants.
 
   “What do you think?”
 
   “I think I love it.”
 
   “You think you love my cock, Kitten?”
 
   “I’m pretty sure.”
 
   “You’re fucking killing me.”
 
   “Okay fine, I love your cock, Zandor Steel.”
 
   I laughed. “Perfect, it loves you too, Kitten.”
 
   “How long before we…” she stopped stroking me and I looked over as she squeezed her knees together.
 
   “You gonna get off by strokin’ me, kitten? The thought of my cock makes you that fucking hot?”
 
   “Yes, no.” She gripped the steering wheel tighter.
 
   “Which is it, Kitten? Touching my cock?”
 
   “Zandor, don’t.”
 
   I pulled myself free from my pants and reached over and brought her hand to me.
 
   “Oh fuck!”
 
   “In a few minutes. Hang on and don’t let go. Eyes on the road.” She gripped tighter and I groaned. “That’s it, Kitten.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Counting Stars
 
    
 
   Bekah
 
    
 
   I was trembling I wanted him so badly, and it should have been embarrassing, but it wasn’t.  I was gone, done, there was nothing that would ever bring me back out of this hole that consumed me. He was my blessing and my curse. He could breathe life into me and take it away just as quickly. When I was not near him I could be strong, but was still consumed by the thought of him. When I was with him, I felt whole and desired more than I ever had in my life.
 
   “Kitten, pull over please.” His voice was calm and I looked over. “It’s better that you pull over.”
 
   I looked out the window and I was in the middle of the road and had missed my turn.
 
   I pulled over and he held my hands in his and kissed them. “We need to switch places.”
 
   “Are you sure you’re alright to drive?”
 
   “Yeah. Four hours, a full belly, and my head is more clear than ever before. I told you I loved you last night and I meant it. I told you I loved you even more today and I meant it. But I need to be sure before anything more happens that you know everything there is to know about me. I mean everything. No more touching and no more talking.”
 
    He got out and walked around the SUV and opened the door. He smiled and nodded his head toward the passenger seat.
 
   I moved over and he got in and pushed his erection back in his pants. My mouth immediately went dry. He hit a few buttons on the radio and Counting Stars filled the vehicle.
 
   I reached over, needing to know he still wanted me and he held my hand against his chest. His heart was pumping fast and hard. I leaned back into the seat and closed my eyes trying to ignore the burning between my legs.
 
   The song ended and began again. I looked over and looked in his cinnamon eyes. His focus was intense. He wasn’t thinking about the same thing I was, he couldn’t be, or he could have pulled over and taken me any way he wanted me. 
 
   Fifteen minutes later, he was pulling into a dark parking lot of a seemingly abandoned building. 
 
   He rolled his neck, stretching out the tension he was carrying.
 
   He kissed my hand and set it on my lap. He got out and walked to the entrance of the building, it was dark and I couldn’t see what he was doing. After a minute, the entrance door was opened and a dim light was shining around him.
 
   He opened the door and took my hand. I followed him into the building. He shut the door behind him and locked it, trapping us in a ten by ten area that had been newly painted. He punched in a code on the keypad and I heard the door unlock. He opened it and motioned for me to walk in. 
 
   I walked into an area that was at least four thousand square feet of all new construction. He watched, giving me time to take it all in. I looked at him and he took my hand and led me to one of the rooms at the back of the building near the grand staircase.
 
   He opened the door and turned on the light.
 
   He walked over and sat on the desk. “Come sit for a moment?”
 
   I sat next to him and he smiled at me. “I’ve pulled some crazy shit, and somehow you trusted me enough to come here with me. What I’m going to tell you may make you run and not come back. But I need to tell you because it’s part of who I am. It’s part of what I need to feel complete, and you need to understand that you are the only person in the entire universe that fits into this for me anymore.”
 
   “Zandor, I’m confused.”
 
   “That’s understandable. I will make it all clear to you but promise you’ll hear me out and not try to take off.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “You didn’t get the internship at Steel because I didn’t want to share you with anyone else for eight or nine hours a day. I made sure you didn’t get it. I also made sure you had something else, a different way of finishing school, while using your talent and at the same time satisfying my need for you.” He took a deep breath. “I’m the man behind S. Lettos. It stands for Stellettos, kind of like Stillettos, but with…” He looked up at me and saw the confusion because he looked away. “So I had bought this old place, it was a strip club. It was bought with the intention of getting rid of the scum that ran it. I won’t go into detail, but in buying it, we were keeping some people we loved safe.”
 
   “We? So other people, and I’m assuming your brothers, are those people?”
 
   “I bought the place with my own money, so it’s none of their business. But yeah, I think after tonight, they kind of put two and two together.”
 
   “So they think I’m an idiot?” 
 
   “No, of course not.”
 
   “Okay, please continue.”
 
   “I was a member of a few private clubs in Europe. Gentlemen’s clubs and a few kink clubs. I wanted a mix of that here. I wanted you and me to build it together.”
 
   “You wanted to build a sex club and you wanted me to design it?” I know I sounded angry.
 
   “At first, yes. I wanted to know what turned you on. Made you hot. I wanted to know your deepest desires and I wanted to fulfill all of them.”
 
   He stopped and looked at me waiting for me to comment but I was at a loss.
 
   


  
 

“I need you to know how badly you turn me on. Right now thinking of you in this place is making me hard. I want to do so many things to you, take you outside of your comfort zone and share with you the pleasures that can be had from role play, bondage, withholding orgasm, even spanking. I want to watch your body come apart while I fuck you in every imaginable position with whatever object I choose. When we walk into this place, I want you to submit to my every desire and craving and know that by doing so, you will gain pleasure. I want to own you, control you. I want to be the first and last thing on your mind every day.
 
   He walked over and stood in front of me. “I never want to hear the word no come out of your mouth. I want you to trust me so much that you never look at me and wonder if something I ask of you would be too much to bear. You will just know that if it were, I would never tell you to do it.”
 
   He reached his hand out and his fingers rubbed my hard, aching nipples. He walked behind me and started taking off my sweater and I sat there allowing it wondering why I would allow this, why I wanted it.
 
   “Lift your arms, Kitten.” 
 
   I did and he pulled my cami off.
 
   “I want you to know that the emptiness you feel inside is mine and only mine to fill.” He was in front of me now. “Stand and remove everything from the waist down.”
 
   “Zandor, I…
 
   “In here, it’s yes sir.” He turned and walked toward the closet and grabbed a box. He set it on the desk beside me.
 
   “There will be a learning curve. I will allow you a few test runs before I punish you.”
 
   “Punish me?”
 
   “Clothes off.” 
 
   He didn’t look at me, and I didn’t move. 
 
   “Do you like the way I make you feel?”
 
   “Yes, Zandor, but this is a little much.”
 
   He took the empty box and sat it inside the closet.
 
   I looked over and was shocked by the tools or toys or whatever you wanted to call them sitting beside me. 
 
   “Without thinking too deeply tell me the reservations you have.”
 
   “A sex club?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “What’s okay mean?”
 
   “It means that I understand. Understand that since this idea came into fruition I have tasted you, touched you, fucked your tits, your mouth, and even was given permission for a bit of anal play. Nothing I did to you or with you was unenjoyable was it?”
 
   I looked at him, unable to answer. He pulled me up and unzipped my skirt and it dropped to the floor. He began pulling down my tights and I wanted to fight him, I really did, but I wasn’t, I really wasn’t. He lifted me and sat me on the desk and pulled the tights off my feet.
 
   He spread my legs wide enough so that he could stand between them.
 
   He reached behind me and undid my bra and I heard him inhale my scent.
 
   He pulled my bra off and set it on the desk. He reached over and grabbed two items that looked like small clothespins. He ducked his head and licked my nipple. A deep moan escaped from my throat and he tugged and sucked hard. He pulled back and flicked his tongue across my nipple and then took the other in his mouth and did the same thing.
 
   My head fell back and I felt an unfamiliar bite on my nipple. It felt like he was biting me, lightly. It didn’t hurt it felt good.
 
   I looked down and saw the clamp. He pulled his mouth away from the other and ran his palm over my damp panties as he clamped my other nipple.
 
   “God, you make me so fucking hard.” He kissed me, and I didn’t give it up easy, but eventually I caved and his tongue stroked mine but he quickly pulled away.
 
   He stretched his neck again and tried to relax. He lifted my feet and set them flat on the desk. “On your knees, Bekah.”
 
   I let out a deep breath and did as he asked.
 
   “Very good, Kitten.” He kissed me again and pulled back. 
 
   Was it odd to feel this much pleasure from his kiss? Was it wrong to be allowing this, obeying orders, being told what to do?
 
   “You look beautiful every time I see you but right now I’m fighting all the desire inside of me. To show you what this can be like. To share in this experience with the only woman I have ever loved. Don’t tell me no, Bekah, not ever.”
 
   I don’t know how to express my feelings about how wrong this should feel or the confusion caused by it feeling right. I felt the tears building, emotions over flowing, and I looked up at him as the first ones fell.
 
   “Oh fuck, no.” He unclamped my nipples and picked me up, holding me against him. “Jesus, Bekah, I’m sorry.”
 
   He sat on the floor and held me tighter. “Talk to me, please.”
 
   I continued crying and pulled back. “You want this. You want this to be your life? To run a sex club? Not a normal life? Not what we experienced today?”
 
   


  
 

“I want every part of what we have experienced today. The family time, the flirting, the telling you I love you, the honesty, and the sex we were about to have. Yes, I want that with you.”
 
   “You want to share me with people? At a club? You want to see and touch other women?”
 
   


  
 

“Wait just a minute. No, of course not, Bekah. Did you see what it did to me when another man had his hands on you? Fuck no, I don’t want to share you! That shit’s not happening. Fuck, you can’t even say shit like that again, not ever. The club sounded cool at the time. Before we had moved past the friendship and became lovers. I wanted to know what kind of fantasies you had. Know how I could seduce you completely. Then when you were evading me, fuck yes, I was moving ahead with the plan, at least then I would own a part of you. What I want now Bekah, is to show you what I need and want. I’ve thought about keeping this place for you and me to come and play but not have you checking out other guys, no fucking way. We finish it together and sell it. Or we sell it now.”
 
   I leaned forward and held onto him. Afraid that what he just said was only what he thought I wanted to hear.
 
   We stayed there for a long time holding each other.
 
   “Do you understand what I’m telling you?”
 
   “You want to spank me.”
 
   He laughed. “Sometimes, yeah, I do.”
 
   I was confused and it showed. He smiled sweetly.
 
   “You do have this knack for fucking crushing me. If and when I choose to spank your ass, Kitten, know that each finger represents who I am. When it’s splayed across your ass remember, honor, integrity, truth, ownership, and love.”
 
   “You won’t hit me.”
 
   “No, but I’ll spank you.”
 
   “Why would you want to do that?”
 
   “The same reason I sometimes want to bite you, or squeeze your ass while I’m fucking you from behind. It’s touch, it’s somewhat forbidden, it’s that animalistic feeling that comes over a person when they let go completely, consumed by pleasure.”
 
   “So, it would be acceptable for me to do the same to you?”
 
   “Fuck no.” He laughed. “I’m a man, Kitten, born to control the weaker sex.”
 
   I was getting a little turned off by this whole thing. “I thought you enjoyed me before without all this. I don’t like this.” I waved my hand around the room. “It’s not who I thought you were.”
 
   “You’re not being honest with yourself at all, Bekah. Right now you feel vulnerable and confused. Up for a minute, please.”
 
   He stood and undressed. He was naked and hard. I couldn’t believe I was just standing here taking this all in.
 
   “Better?” he gave me that cocky little grin I now knew he couldn’t hide.
 
   “You’re an arrogant man.”
 
   He smiled. “I’m confident in my ability.”
 
   He walked toward me with a mischievous smirk playing on his face.
 
   “You think this is funny?” I was curious not angry at him. 
 
   “I think the day I met you I knew you could handle it. You acted all sweet and innocent but flirtatious. I knew immediately by the way you looked at me that you were freaky as fuck on the inside.”
 
   “Freaky as fuck?” I was a little taken aback by his statement.
 
   “Oh yeah. I know now that it wasn’t just in my head. I know what’s inside of you. I’m just going to continue bringing it all out. Broadening your horizons sexually.”
 
   “What if you’re wrong?”
 
   “I’m not wrong about you. I was wrong for a moment about the false confidence you tried to exude.”
 
   “I don’t want all this.”
 
   “You do, Bekah, and it’s alright. Accept it, embrace it, and enjoy it.”
 
   I started to object and he picked me up and set me firmly on the hard desk.
 
   “You’ve shown me otherwise. I made you cum on a dance floor surround by people. You allowed yourself to be completely consumed by the pleasure I was giving you. You allowed my hand to be down your pants in the lobby of a hotel. I fucked your tits and your tongue lapped at my cock before I was ever inside of you. The way you sucked my cock taking it nearly all into your mouth to please me and in turn it pleased you.” 
 
   His fingertips were brushing my inner thigh and I felt myself spreading my legs further, wanting him to continue.
 
   “I bound your arms the very first time I fucked you. I licked cream from your body and fucked your pussy with fruit and then ate it out of you. You enjoyed it, didn’t you?”
 
   “Yes.” I nodded.
 
   “You woke me sucking my cock to please me and I loved being awakened like that. You’ll do it again, won’t you?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I touched an untouched part of you, not giving you too much, allowing you to take what you could handle. You enjoyed it didn’t you, Kitten?” His finger ran up and down my now soaked panties.
 
   I nodded yes, because I did, oh God, I did. His fingers crept between the lace of my panties and my swollen lips.
 
   “You were in a hospital bathroom rubbing your pussy and licking its juices from your finger to please me. You know you can trust me with your body and I know you can fulfill every sexual need I have.”
 
   I placed my hands behind me on the desk holding myself up as his finger pushed a little further inside of my warmth.
 
   “There are times when I need to let you know I’m in control and times when I need to let go. The end result will always be the same, Kitten. You and I both completely fulfilled in a bliss-like state, knowing that we trust and respect one another. You know I love you. I don’t say things I don’t mean. You know I can give you pleasure. You know I’m selfish in wanting you and only you and that I expect the same from you, me and only me, Kitten.”
 
   “Yes, oh yes.” His finger pushed into me and I cried out.
 
   “That’s it, feel what I want to give you. Just this is enough to make you cum.” His thumb grazed my clit and I whimpered. “Lay back now and cum, Kitten, take the pleasure I’m giving you.”
 
   I did as he asked. “I’m watching my fingers slide in and out of you and I am taking pleasure in it. Not just moonlight tonight, you’re lit up, spread on my desk, I have never seen anything more beautiful. You are mine.”
 
   “Oh God!” I tried to sit up, it was too much.
 
   He held me down, restraining me, his hand just above my collarbone. Each thrust of his finger bringing me higher and higher. Watching his face I knew he wanted me, oh God HE wanted ME.
 
   “Fuck me, Zandor!”
 
   “This one’s for you, all for you, cum, Kitten.”
 
   I felt my body tense and release at his command. Spasms of pleasure ripped through my body. I screamed and struggled to escape trying to pull away from his hand, the pleasure was too much, too much.
 
   He slowed his pace when I couldn’t take anymore. I felt my body still pulsing, being brought back down from the cloud he had taken me to. His finger slowly pulled out of me and his palm brushed down my crotch. My breath hitched as he rubbed down again applying extra pressure to my clit. He pulled me up and held me as he kissed my head and rubbed my back.
 
   “I love you, Bekah, please accept all of what I need from you and want to give to you.”
 
   “Hmm,” I purred against his neck.
 
   “Hmm?”
 
   “Hmm.” I smiled and sat back and looked up at him. 
 
   He watched my face intently waiting for my response.
 
   “Don’t hurt me physically or otherwise.”
 
   He looked up at the ceiling playfully as if he was considering it and I laughed.
 
   He smiled down at me. God he was beautiful on the outside, stunning actually, but what this man had done for me emotionally was more than I could have ever imagined. He was my friend, my lover, my tormentor and my pleasure giver all wrapped up in one person. One person that wanted me to be happy. He was more than I had ever allowed myself to dream of, on a good day.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Hurts so good
 
    
 
   Zandor
 
    
 
   “We’ll put it on the market tomorrow.” 
 
   Bekah looked around as she rubbed my back.“That’s what you want?”
 
   “You’re what I want, and I’m pretty sure I have you. If you ever flake on me again I won’t use something like this to lure you back.”
 
   “It was kind of sweet, in a very naughty way.”
 
   “If you ever try to walk away, I won’t let you.”
 
   “Oh no?” She giggled as she ran her hands over my chest completely missing the new ink I got when she was gone. 
 
   Women say men don’t notice things that are important to them.
 
   “No, Bekah, you’ll be locked up in a kinky dungeon and you’ll then see that none of this is a big deal.”
 
   I kissed her nose and she laughed and looked at me. I was dead fucking serious and she seemed to get that now. Her big blue eyes widened and I responded by lifting my eyebrows and giving her that I’m not fucking around look. She responded by scowling. I rubbed her pussy just to see if I really knew my little Kitten and sure as shit that thought made her wet—again.
 
   I snickered and she smacked me.
 
   I lifted her up and quickly bent her over the desk, cupped my hand and smacked that ass. 
 
   “Zandor!”
 
   She tried to stand up and I leaned over her holding her down and smacked it again. 
 
   “Stop.” she laughed.
 
   “Say it like you mean it. I’m giving you one more and then I’m fucking you real hard over this desk like I’ve been dreaming about for weeks now.”
 
    I smacked her ass and she moaned. “Understand that after this, you’re gonna be sore, Kitten, this is all for me. I deserve it after the shit you’ve put me through.”
 
   She fucking giggled and I smacked it again.
 
   “Are you fucking serious?”
 
   “Yeah I am, keep it up and you’ll get it again.” I leaned over and kissed her ass where I had smacked it, her back arched and I chuckled.
 
   “You are so not right.” She looked back and smiled.
 
   “You like it.” I leaned up and gave her a kiss.
 
   “I love it.” she looked down and then up again. “I love you.”
 
   I froze and stepped back. 
 
   She stood up and hugged me.
 
   “Say it again?”
 
   “I love you, Zandor Steel.”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I laughed because it was clearly not a time I expected those words. 
 
   “What’s so funny?”
 
   “I expected that when I said I loved you I would hear those words back. But my Kitten doesn’t seem to be able to be herself unless she is stripped down to nothing and very vulnerable.”
 
    She blushed and I kissed her. “Sorry.”
 
   “Don’t be sorry, just don’t fight me anymore.”
 
   She nodded her head and I turned her around. “What are you doing?”
 
   “I’m gonna fuck you.”
 
   “Are you gonna spank me again?”
 
   “Not right now, no.”
 
   “The clamp things, will you use them again?”
 
   “You, you’re even kinkier than I dreamed possible.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
   “You love a little pain.”
 
   “I do not!” She tried not to smile but then she bit her lip and grinned.
 
   “Aww fuck, Kitten.” I pushed her down, she was bent over, ass in the air. “You’re gonna love this then.”
 
   I reached between her legs and pinched her clit and then smacked her wet little pussy.
 
   “Ouch,” she squealed.
 
   “Did it hurt, Kitten?”
 
   “Yeah,” she moaned and spread her legs wider.
 
   “But it hurt good right?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I rubbed my cock against her and she whimpered, “I need to cum, now”
 
   I rammed into her and she cried out my name and reached out holding the other side of the desk. I continued pumping into her. Each thrust harder than the last. Each thrust allowed pounding out a moan, a whimper, a cry, a curse. 
 
   “I’m gonna fuck you quiet, Kitten.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
   “You’re about to find out.”
 
   I smacked that ass again and she fucking purred.
 
   I moved faster, harder, moving so that my cock hit her g spot over and over again. I have no idea how many times she came because I was fighting my release from the moment I entered.
 
   She was no longer crying out, no longer moaning, or screaming my name. I was holding her up banging her hard from behind and she was spent. The only sound she could make was an ‘uh’ when I nailed her sweet pussy.
 
   I grabbed her hips and lifted as I cursed and praised her in the same sentence while I overfilled her pussy, my pussy.
 
   I leaned across her body and kissed her. “Fucked you quiet, Kitten.”
 
   “Hmm.”
 
   “Hmm.” 
 
   I stepped back and looked at her ass as I grabbed wipes from the closet and cleaned off my cock.
 
   I reached between her legs. “Zandor, I can’t.”
 
   “I’m just taking care of you. I’ll let you rest.” I kissed her creamy white ass as I cleaned her.
 
   I pulled my pants on and grabbed my shirt. 
 
   “Come on, tired girl.” I pulled her up and turned her around. “Sit.”
 
   She did and I pulled my shirt over her head. I grabbed her tights and knelt down and she lazily pushed her feet into them as she pushed her arms through the sleeves of my shirt. 
 
   “You’ll be cold.” She looked at my chest.
 
   She smiled and looked up at me. “When did you do that?”
 
   She pointed to the little paw mark just above my heart and the word trust under my peck.
 
   “The day I got back from North Carolina.”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   She smiled. “You do love me. The trust though, you must have been a little worried about that, huh?”
 
   “No, the paw is for you. The trust is all for me.”
 
   “Okay?”
 
   I laughed. “If I couldn’t trust myself to care for you than I couldn’t trust that anything in this world is real. I knew I loved you immediately but I didn’t trust it because I’d never experienced that instant connection before. Now I do and this is a memento of the most important moment in my life.”
 
   “I love you. I just didn’t expect you to feel the same. I was scared, I was kidding myself. I don’t trust my feelings, Zandor, because I’ve always been proven wrong.”
 
   “But you still continue to give your kindness to others so you do trust in yourself more than you think. It’s just time that your brain catches up to what your heart already knows.”
 
   “But I’ve given myself. I’ve made horrible choices in anger, in…”
 
   “In pain and in growing up. We are very lucky to have found each other.”
 
   “I’m very lucky. I just hope I can give you what you deserve.”
 
   “I trust you will.” I grabbed all of our stuff and took her hand. “Say goodbye to our kinky sex club.”
 
   She smiled. “Goodbye, kinky sex club. Goodbye, internship.”
 
   I laughed and so did she.
 
   We held hands all the way to her place. I was loving all of this. It felt so damn good to love her.
 
   ~
 
   We were getting into bed, her bed, “We need a bigger bed.”
 
   “We?”
 
   “Yeah, you’ll be living with me.”
 
   “We should probably move a little slower.” She giggled and looked at me as she pulled her silky little pink nightshirt on.
 
   “Should we?”
 
   “Well, I think it’s the right thing to do.” She lay down, looking up at me.
 
   “No, I have other things in mind.” I pulled off my jacket and bent down and gave her a quick kiss.
 
   I lay next to her and pulled her over onto me. I held her hand over my Trust tattoo and she closed her eyes and shook her head. I kissed her hair. I loved her hair.
 
   “Goodnight, Kitten.”
 
   “I love you.” her little paws traced the little paw above my heart.
 
   “You better.”
 
   ~
 
   I was sitting on her windowsill talking to George when I heard a sexy yawn and a purr.
 
   “Yeah, my lady is waking so could you make sure things are in order?...Monday, Tuesday at the latest…No, there are a few boxes of photos in the room at the end of the hall, I want them destroyed…No the room stays intact, just empty the drawers, I will order new supplies…yes get it cleaned up and perfect…That would be great… Make sure that you contact the school and see if they offer what I asked…I know what day it is, just try please…Of course…Our time there will be dependent on the school situation…We’ll fly up or drive when I am needed…No Jase doesn’t know yet, none of them do…I plan on telling them after I tell Bekah…No she isn’t aware…No, I’m not overstepping, if I love it, she will…I just do…Hey am I paying you to lecture me or do a damn job…I know…Talk to you soon.”
 
   I looked back over and she was rolled to her side looking at me curiously.
 
   “What are you planning?”
 
   “Our future.” I walked over and gave her a big smack on the cheek. “Good morning, Kitten.”
 
   “Do I have a say in it?”
 
   “Do you trust me?”
 
   “Yeah, but don’t you think I should be included in decisions that affect me?”
 
   “No, just trust that I have it all under control.”
 
   I stood and walked away looking out the window. I wanted to laugh, I really did but that would make me appear weak. I couldn’t afford that when I was about to pull off the plan that would lead directly to my deepest darkest fantasy being fulfilled. A fantasy I had just discovered a little over three weeks ago.
 
   “Zandor Steel, you get over here right now and explain to me what you’re up to.”
 
   “Ask nice, Kitten.” I was glad she couldn’t see my grin.
 
   “Now!” she snapped.
 
   Damn, she could be feisty.
 
   I turned around and stormed toward her. I pounced on her and held her hands over her head trapping her beneath me.
 
   “You belong under me, don’t fight it.”
 
   “I’m not beneath you.” She tried to act all tough with me so I played along.
 
   “Oh, you’re so strong, Kitten.” She struggled a bit more and I laughed and rolled over pulling her on top of me. “Yes, okay fine, you got me.”
 
   “Yes I do, now spill it.” She took my wrists and held them over my head.
 
   “Easy, Kitten, you’ll hurt my delicate little arms.”
 
   “I could if I wanted to you know.”
 
   “Yeah, sure you could.” I laughed and stopped real quickly when her hand reached behind her and she grabbed my balls and squeezed.
 
   I felt my cock starting to grow instantly and so did she. “You are so…”
 
   “Ready for you to give it all you got?” I smirked and she tugged a little. “Oh please, Kitten, you’re hurting me.”
 
   “You’re a naughty, naughty man, Zandor Steel.”
 
   “A disappointed man I’ll have you know.”
 
   She smiled as she rolled my balls in her hand. “Why’s that?”
 
   “I was expecting a little something this morning.”
 
   “Oh, were you?”
 
   “Yeah, I fucked this Kitten real good last night. The last time I did that she woke me up sucking my cock dry.”
 
   “Oh, you poor thing.” she continued rubbing my balls and I continued growing beneath her.
 
   “I know, I was thinking where the hell did my little cock-a-holic go?” 
 
   She rolled her eyes and bit her damn lip. “Well, I’m sorry she disappointed you.”
 
   She let go of my balls and slowly started lifting her nighty. “Let me see what I can do to make it all better.”
 
   “I don’t know, I was really digging this one. She had perfect tits, a tight little wet pussy, and she was real vocal.” She pulled her nighty over her head. “Damn you look just like her. I don’t know if you can measure up though, give it a try.”
 
   She lifted to her knees and sprung by cock from my boxers. She rubbed it against her warm waiting pussy and slowly took a little bit of me inside her.
 
   “Before we proceed, you want to tell me what you’re planning?”
 
   “Hmm, I’m not sure, a little more incentive please?” I pushed into her and she raised onto her knees.
 
   “You avoiding my cock, Kitten?”
 
   She reached down and rubbed herself. “Now why would I do that? Oh fuck,” she purred and spread her lips.
 
   “You wanna little help?” I tried to sit up and she grabbed my arms and held them down.
 
    She had my wrists in one hand, well as best as she could with that little paw. She took her other hand and licked her finger and slid it down over her tits, down her belly and into her pussy.
 
   “Aww, fuck!”
 
   “Kitten, ladies…”
 
   “I’m in the bedroom. I can say fuck, Zandor. I can say I’m going to fuck myself with my finger and get off all by myself.”
 
   “Unnecessary.” I wanted in. 
 
   “Oh God, so close.”
 
   I was enjoying the show but every time she rocked she nudged my cock and he was not happy.
 
   “Close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades, Kitten, I’ll get you there.”
 
   “Tell me then.”
 
   “You’re playing a game with me?”
 
   “I’m almost ready to orgasm, I’m not worried about…” she hissed and jerked a little, “…games.”
 
   “We’re moving to Italy, you’ll finish school.” I flipped her over and pushed into her. 
 
   “Oh no…that’s…” I pushed into her again, avoiding her g spot completely.
 
   “You’ll love it there.” I pulled out and she let out a disappointed whimper. “Say you’ll come.”
 
   “I was trying until…” 
 
   I slammed into her and quickly pulled almost all the way out.
 
   “Say you’ll come, Kitten.” I bent down and bit her pebbled nipple and slammed in again.
 
   “Yes, oh God!”
 
   “You’ll come.”
 
   “Yes, Zandor.”
 
   “To Italy, you’ll live with me in Italy?” I slammed in again harder this time.
 
   “Yes, oh please, yes.”
 
   “Say it, damn you.” I slammed in completely and pulled back.
 
   “Yes I’ll come with you, live with you.”
 
   “Thank you.” I nailed her hard. “I love you.” I nailed her again. “It’s going to be fucking amazing.”
 
   I tilted her hips and slammed into her over and over again as she came apart underneath me. I followed very shortly after, almost too quickly.
 
   I rolled over and smiled.
 
   She was panting and I reached over and played a little with her titties.
 
   “You’re one hundred percent sure?”
 
   She smiled. “Would it matter?”
 
   “No, not really.” 
 
   She laughed and opened her eyes. “I figured.”
 
   “We’re going to enjoy each other for at least a year before we do the whole settling down thing, alright?”
 
   She looked bewildered.
 
   “What’s that look for?”
 
   “I’m not sure.”
 
   “Bullshit, spill it.”
 
   “Settling down thing?”
 
   “Buy a house, get married, have kids all that stuff.”
 
   “You want that with me?”
 
   “Fuck yeah, I do. But I wanna play and fuck and travel and show you things too. I want my focus to be on us for a year then all the other stuff.”
 
   “You’ll focus on me?”
 
   “Only you.” I kissed her and sat up. “We have a busy day.”
 
   “We do?”
 
   I looked back at her, she still looked confused, it was cute and all, but I really hoped she was understanding all of this.
 
   “Bekah, we’re gonna be alright.”
 
   “I know, I just don’t want to wake up from this …dream.”
 
   “Me either. So let’s get our shit together. You need to call your Dad and brother and we need to go see Momma.”
 
   “And Bella.”
 
   “Yeah and Little Bell.”
 
   “What about the new baby coming? Won’t you be afraid to miss it?”
 
   “Bekah there’s these things called planes that…”
 
   She laughed. “They’re your family.”
 
   “Yeah but you’re my world. Let’s go.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   “You’re moving back to Italy already?”
 
   “Yeah Momma, we need to get to know each other better. Become who we are to become as a couple, that kind of stuff.”
 
   “You’re okay with this, Rebekah?”
 
   “I am, I love your son.”
 
   Momma smiled. “You will take care of each other?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “What about Christmas, Zandor?”
 
   “It’s a little over a month away. We’ll figure it out.”
 
   “You have to be home for Christmas.”
 
   “Why don’t you come to Italy for Christmas, all of you?”
 
   Momma smiled. “That may be just what we need.”
 
   “I think it would be awesome. We own a big old house there. Bekah and I can check it out see what shape it’s in.”
 
   “Ah now that could be a project for you, Rebekah. It’s my childhood home you know?”
 
   “I bet it’s amazing.”
 
   “It once was.”
 
   Momma was lost in thought when Jase, Bella, and Carly walked in the room.
 
   “You should turn on the news.” Jase was annoyed and walked over and grabbed the remote. “It was on the fuck...” he looked over at Bella. “Sorry girl. Big story on the radio about the new list of the most eligible bachelors.”
 
   Carly giggled and he looked at her. “Baby, this isn’t funny at all.”
 
   “I think you’re just upset you didn’t make it?”
 
   “Nah, I’m exactly where I want to be. You know that.” He winked at her.
 
   Xavier bounded down the stairs. “What’s up?”
 
   The front door slammed and Cyrus’ voice boomed. “Did you fucking see the shit all over the local news?” He walked in. “Damn, Bella, aren’t you at school?”
 
   She laughed. “Nope, off till Monday.” She pointed at the television. “Look Uncle Zandor. It’s you and Bekah.”
 
   ‘This video went viral after being posted on You-Tube. Apparently a person who is only known by the screen name Remember That Time posts pictures and videos caught in their everyday life of beautiful moments others may actually miss. This photo captured many eyes and was shared on all of the major Internet social networks around the world. After one of our reporters saw it she looked into this beautiful couple and found out that the man was Zandor Steel, a single man who lives right here on the Jersey Shore. The woman’s name is still anonymous. 
 
   ‘You may know Zandor Steel and his family if you’re into body art. They are the owners of Forever Steel, a tattoo and body piercing shop that was once a family owned restaurant on the shore. Jonathon Steel, the patriarch of the family, was killed while volunteering during the search and rescue mission during Hurricane Sandy.’
 
   ‘He is survived by his wife Josephina Steel, an Italian immigrant, and their four sons. Now look closely people, this is certainly a crew you don’t want to forget. Cyrus Steel shown in this clip was a Navy Seal, he is the oldest and the only member of the family whose residence is still known.’
 
   They showed a video of Cyrus storming toward the camera crews in his boxers. The audio was blocked because he was apparently very verbal about the invasion of privacy.
 
   ‘Talk about a storm of a man. Cyrus Steel is a very eligible bachelor. The second son in the family is Jovanni Steel, check this picture out.’ Jase was all tanned and in board shorts laughing, ‘I can imagine your reaction is the same as every female and even some of the males in our studio here today. Unfortunately for us he is,’ she paused, and a red X came over his photo, ‘Married and has a child. Zandor Steel is the man from the video, but have no fear we found a photo of him as well. Please excuse the censor box covering one of his best…assets.’
 
   “I’m not fucking single!” Cyrus roared.
 
   Bella giggled and Carly, took her hand and walked out of the room.
 
   “Do you have no shame, Zandor?” Momma scolded me.
 
   “Does it look like I should be ashamed, Momma?” 
 
   Bekah poked me, and Xavier laughed.
 
   ‘Zandor Steel is an eligible bachelor, for now anyways. Watch out, unknown blonde, the cougars will be coming for your man, rawrrr. And last but certainly not least, check out the youngest and most eligible bachelor in the Steel family. Ladies grab a cold one and maybe a power tool, Xavier Steel is one hot piece of…Steel.’
 
   Xavier smiled as his photo came across the TV, he was holding a guitar in front of his…manhood. 
 
   ‘To all those who believe ink disfigures a body I say look again and please do not lick the screen. We will have more to come on these Men of Steel as we, uncover the story.’
 
   I looked at Bekah and she was looking at Momma.
 
   “This will undo everything we have worked so hard to hide.” Momma stood and paced. “You and Bekah leave when?”
 
   “Monday, Mrs. Steel but we don’t have to. I know how important you all are to each other.”
 
   “Thank you, Rebekah, and its Joe, dear. No, you two get out of here or they will ruin you before you even start.”
 
   “Boys, we will be going to Italy for the holidays. Jase, I think you need to consider a private school for Bella.”
 
   “I have no problem with that Momma, its Carly who thought it would be best if she was raised more normally.”
 
   “Jase.” Carly walked in. “Whatever is best for her. This does change things.”
 
   We all looked around at one another knowing that what we had held sacred was about to be public knowledge.
 
   “This doesn’t change who we are.” Momma looked at all of us.
 
   “Forever Steel, Momma.” I stood and threw my arm around her shoulder.
 
   “Forever Steel.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ###


 
   
  
 




 
   THANK YOU
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   To Kerry Vail for everything you did for Zandor and me I appreciate it so very much!!
 
   ~
 
   To Michelle G, thank you.
 
   ~
 
   To Stephanie H. thank you!
 
   ~
 
   Can’t wait to met you all in July at the Souther Girls Author event
 
   ~
 
   Can’t wait to meet Beth and more or you at the Denton Author event hosted by The Indie Bookself
 
   ~
 
   To Rockers and Bikers Romance thanks for all the love and support
 
   ~
 
   To Suzanne and Stephanie for not getting annoyed that childhood nicknames become penis’s and hot lover’s pet names. For both of you reading this and helping me fix the boo boo’s before final edit and because I <3 U!!!
 
   ~
 
   To all of you on Facebook, Twitter, and Goodreads: thank you for reaching out to me… you inspire me, make me smile and laugh, and want to do better. I <3 U!
 
   ~
 
   To Bekah and Tara for the use of their names;)
 
   ~
 
   To the MJ Fields of Fictional Fornicators Dream Team:
 
    I love you all
 
   Mary D, Brandi C, Jennifer A, Michelle G, Jennifer G, Tracey M, Bekah H, Tiffany G, Tara G, Rachel R, Carrie F, Teresa C, Lauren B, Ticia W, Mandi C, Becky W, Anne M, Shauna A, Annette M, Stepahanie M, Heather W, Tiffany L, Melissa G, Kattie L, Laura B, Mary C, Alyson R, Tammy D, Annie B, Maria L, Christy H, Gloria H, Joely B, Michelle L, Brittinie W, Cassandra M, Mia R, Amanda C, Donna P, Shannon S, Tessa M, Lisa L, Jeana W, Hope W, Donna G, Debrah H, Debbie B, Sabrina P, Angie P, Daniele B, Rihanna F, Jennifer M, April R, Kendra K, Bethany R, and Shannon B.
 
   ~ 
 
   To my new virtual friends the ones who reach out to me, discuss OUR book boyfriends, and ask me “WHY???!!!” and make me proud of my dirty little mind, and to those who offer help and show their support: You are more valuable and precious to me than I can express in words. Because of you and my rocking support team at home, I am doing what I love now everyday. 
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